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Since shrinking rays had started being sold to the public, Tiny Parties had become the new trend. It made sense because a huge number of guests could be shrunk and fit an otherwise cramped apartment. You could quench the thirst of an entire group of fun-seeking youngsters with only a bottle’s worth of booze, and turn an otherwise ordinary living room into an amusement park filled with thrills and adventures. And if you were so lucky to hit it off with someone you fancied, there would be endless suitable hiding spots where to get cozy together. Gone were the days of holding the hand of your newest sweetheart as you walked into the host’s bedroom, only to find it occupied by your best friend going wild on top of a girl who had a few beers too many – a sight you would then try to erase from your brain forever.

Libby was thrilled to be finally invited to one of these parties. Shrinking rays, after all, were not yet so common that any of her friends owned one, until Astrid, the host, had been gifted the coveted tech for her birthday. What better way to break in the new gift then, than to throw a huge and yet minuscule party with all of her friends and acquaintances?

The one thing Libby was not too sure about was how to dress for the occasion. Tiny parties were a new thing after all, and no established dress code had yet been accepted.

The girl waltzed around her wardrobe, picking up an elegant long dress that she would have loved to put on, only to discard it in fear of it being too formal for the occasion. “I’ve been told to wear a swimsuit,” she reasoned. “I guess there’s going to be a bathtub swimming pool or something...”

Excited by the idea of being able to flaunt her beach bod off-season, Libby dug out a box from the back of her closet. It had been a while since she had the chance to wear a swimsuit, but she had no shortage of suggestive bikinis to choose from, and after some deliberation, she ended up picking up a golden one that matched the color of her long flowing hair, and wouldn’t highlight her fading tan too much.

Satisfied with the choice, she opened a different door of the closet to go through her dresses. Sure, she would have liked to wear a fancy cocktail dress, or to go with a recent purchase that she still had to parade for the first time. But if she was going to be swimming and toss her shrunken, crumpled dress in some corner of Astrid’s apartment, she didn’t want to wear something too new or expensive...

She picked up one dress after the other, making sure to turn in front of the mirror to check out how her butt would look (very nice, for the record), then discarding it for one or some other reason.

I don’t have the right shoes for this one...

And I don’t have the right bag for THIS one.

Too small! Gee, I swear this used to fit me perfectly... did my boobs grow even larger?

This would be fine, but I just wore this last Saturday...

No, THIS is the one I wore last Saturday. Or was it really? I swear I can’t remember!

Libby picked up her phone, checking her social media pages to confirm which dress she had actually used the last weekend. But once she began clicking on notifications, replying to messages, liking and swiping posts, she just wasted more time without even checking out the pics from last weekend's party.

Her eyes turned to the phone clock, and she got nervous – it was really late, and she was still fucking around in her bikini. She ran to the bathroom, touched up her makeup in a pinch, tied her hair behind her back, and filled the void with a pair of elegant earrings. Then, she walked back to her room, chose a simple but reliable outfit made of a short skirt and a white top, put on some fancy sandals that may or may not have matched well with the rest of her clothes, and ran out of the house to start her car.

To think I wasted all that time only to end up choosing this basic outfit... Libby thought as she slammed her foot on the gas pedal. She cringed as she saw the time on the car display. Gee, I hope I didn’t miss the best part of the party... there is fashionably late and then there is just too fucking late, and I’m definitely on the latter side!

Her car sped through the dark city streets – the girl breaking some speed limits, trying to make up for the lost time. But the drive was still going to be long...
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Astrid walked around the hall, panting from the rushed pace of her footsteps. She had spent a lot of time cleaning and setting up the place, but the one thing she didn’t think about when organizing the party was how long it would take to get from one room to the other once shrunken. And while most guests weren’t bothered by the fact – they just picked one spot where to hang out and had their fun in the immediate surroundings – Astrid was in a different mood as she wanted to make sure everything was in order, the guests were in good spirits, and the little tricks she had set up were being enjoyed.

She stopped a guy from drinking from the beer pool – “That’s the one that’s used for bathing!” she said. “The one you get your drinks from is that way!”

“Who cares!” the guy said as he took in another large mouthful of booze. “If it’s going to taste like pee, it might as well have some in it!”

“That’s not the point!” Astrid said. “If everyone drinks that, there will be no more left to swim in!”

One of her friends put her arm on her shoulder and smiled. “Relax, Trix...” she said. “See? The party is going great, everyone’s having a lot of fun.”

Astrid looked at Rory’s hand, pointing at the outstretched living room floor, where guests were enjoying a wide array of activities. From regular party customs like chatting, dancing, and fooling around, to newfound drunken bravados, like a group of bulky guys starting an olive-lifting competition, or couples attempting to climb the couch to make out on their oversized pillows.

“Let me get you a drink, and then you go and find yourself a cute guy to chat up,” Rory said.

“You’re right,” Astrid said. “To tell you the truth, I was really worried, but by now I am pretty sure nothing will go wrong... Wait, what’s with this noise?”

“Huh?” Rory said as some tremors shook the living room floor. “Yeah, that’s weird, what’s this all of a sudden? Is this... an earthquake?”

The tremors kept increasing and getting stronger, the two girls looking around with worried faces.

“This doesn’t seem like an earthquake though. It sounds like... high heels?” Rory pointed out.

“This can’t be,” Astrid said. “It’s too loud!”

Rory appeared a bit scared. “It’s like someone went and grew themselves back...”

Astrid shook her head. “It can’t be. Only I know the password to do that!”

“Then what...” Rory said, but the answer to her question was soon answered. Tens of sets of eyes looked up toward the living room door as a new and utterly gigantic silhouette appeared on its cusp.

A skyscraper-sized girl, wearing a skimpy skirt that did little to cover up her legs, peered inside the room.

“Um...” the giantess said. “Hello? Sorry... I’m a bit late! Where is everyone?”
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Libby took one footstep inside the hall, and the simple act caused mayhem. The various pools Astrid had set up across the living room began shaking, and even the drinks inside the tiny cups were spilling out.

Some people fled screaming, but some others just looked up in awe, getting a chance to admire the beautiful giantess and to peek under her skirt, getting an early preview of the skimpy bikini she had selected, the back of its thong doing the bare minimum to cover her mountainous ass.

Astrid paled as she saw the giant crush some of the welcome decorations she had prepared without even noticing or caring, then she and Rory just decided to scram to the nearest safe point – the underside of the couch, where some couples had already decided to hide to find some privacy.

“What the hell?” Rory cried. “Why is she big?”

“I don’t know!” Astrid shouted. “She should be tiny like everybody else... Unless...”

As she ran away, Astrid realized what likely happened. She had set up the resizer by the front door, so that anyone who walked in would be detected and automatically shrunk. The battery was supposed to last enough to shrink about 100 guests, more than enough to cover every confirmed invitee. But when a bunch of uninvited people crashed the party, the resizer system’s battery died earlier than it was supposed to; so that when Libby arrived later than anybody else, she didn’t shrink like the rest of the guests, and was now, by a big margin, the biggest person in the house.

The giant noticed some signs by her foot, some paths that had been set up to facilitate navigating the huge surroundings. She followed them in the hope of finding some clue about where everybody else was.

“Weird,” Libby said. “I thought I was supposed to shrink. Is the party already over? But the music is still on. Where the hell is everybody else? Helloo? Trix, are you there?”

Indeed, she was. Astrid almost fainted as she saw Libby’s huge foot crash by her side. She and Rory hugged each other, cowering in front of the massive side of Libby’s big toe, covered by a swanky strap that went on and spiraled across all of her foot.

Meanwhile, the people inside the beer pool were getting the most direct view of Libby’s legs and crotch, the full view of the underside of her skirt being paraded further up in the sky.

A few





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
AV

S

S

(<3
§
s
S gl

&

J

N
Z N
o \r
2\
2
h
A /

Only

at the
Tiny Party





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





