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By most accounts, married life had been going well for Marika and Rufus. Their friends and family believed them to be a sweet, loving couple, and for the most part, they actually were.

Still waiting for the perfect moment to have their first child, they shared the ups and downs of life together, facing the multiple challenges of their lives head-on.

There was just one small disagreement that sometimes popped up. Especially later at night, and especially when he got in a certain mood. And more often than not, it happened when Marika was dressed in a particularly revealing outfit, as she was doing that night.

“Oh, please,” the husband cried as he mouthed one piece of hazelnut cake – his eyes indulging on his wife’s cleavage. “Why won’t you entertain this for me... just this once?”

Marika scoffed. “You know how I feel, Rufus...” the woman said. “I was attracted to you because you’re so big and bulky! Having a tiny man scurrying around my feet just would do nothing for me.”

Rufus was indeed a tall, imposing, and bearded man. His gruff appearance sometimes scared people off, until they learned he was actually a kindhearted guy who wouldn’t hurt a fly... and actually dreamed of becoming as small as one.

But that was a secret he only shared with his wife, who sadly didn’t share his preference.

The brunette was piling up the plates they had used for dinner, and then carried them to the sink. Rufus picked up the dirty glasses and followed her to the kitchen.

“But how do you know that?” he asked. “You can’t be sure if you’ve never tried it!”

Marika considered her husband’s words. “But what if it’s not safe?” she asked. “That shrinking gun you bought, are you sure it doesn’t have any side effects?”

He just shook his head. “I swear it doesn’t, you can look it up! People online have been using it without problems. Look...”

He walked to a drawer where he picked up the item – a grey gun-like object with two knobs: one for shrinking people and one for growing them back. Then, he just shot himself, immediately reaching a size of just two inches.

“Again with this stupid trick...” Marika said, rolling her eyes as she spotted the bug-sized man on the floor. “No matter how many times you decide to do this to yourself, I don’t care for a teeny husband... now grow yourself back before you accidentally end up underfoot!”

“But, sweetie!” Rufus cried from his lowly height. Despite her words, even just seeing his lovely wife as a towering 200-foot-tall woman was enough to make him mad with desire. In contrast, his tiny objections now sounded like feeble squeaks, which Marika could simply ignore.

Marika’s abundant, buxom physique was filled with curves that he would’ve died to explore at a tinier size, and seeing her tower over the world was, according to him, one of the most heavenly, intoxicating sights he could imagine.

A single footstep of hers carried a weight that he could not withstand, much less keep up with, and he was left alone in the kitchen as she walked back to the living room, turning the television on to check out the evening shows.

Tired of walking through the house at the size of a roach, Rufus begrudgingly grew himself back, deciding to join the woman on the couch.

“See?” he said. “I shrank and grew back. No side effects, no issues, nothing!”

She did not reply and focused on the show, ignoring her husband’s pleas.

“Ah, why don’t you just appease me for once?” he asked, once again admiring the nice bare thighs of the woman exposed by her short clothing. “I would do anything for you in exchange!”

“Anything, huh?” she asked, one finger traveling to the underside of her chin as she seemed to consider her husband’s proposal, filling him up with a newfound hope.

She picked up the size gun from his hands. "Well, how about you clean the bathroom as I watch TV..." she proposed. "If you do that, I will consider making you shrink.”

“Cleaning the bathroom?” he asked, now taken aback by the proposal. “Isn’t there anything else I could do?”

Marika shook her head. “Jeez Rufus... I know cleaning is not your strong suit, but you said you would do anything!”

The man sighed and his eyes traveled to Marika’s generous bosom. She said she would shrink him, but at a price, so be it. He would be able to climb those mountains... and the only thing he had to do was to clean the bathroom?

“Fine...” he said as he sat up. “I’ll do it, then, but you promised.”

“I said I will consider it!” she chirped with a sarcastic grin.

“You will do it... I’m not cleaning the damn bathroom for nothing!”

“Just make sure you do a good job! I want it sparkly clean by the time you’re done.”

“It will be the best and most clean bathroom you’ve ever seen! My word...”

And she saw him leave the room and then return in the space of a minute.

“Sweetie...” he asked in a meek voice. “Where do we keep the detergent?”
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No one could fault Rufus for not trying. He picked up the mop, bucket, and rag, and he started scrubbing off those surfaces. The man made sure to perform a flawless job, enticed by his wife's promise, and the little present he found on the floor only increased his will to clean.

He picked it up – one of his Marika’s bras, the garment was quite large already, made to contain those majestic tits of hers. The garment was brought up to his face and kissed – he always regarded those pieces of clothing with a certain envy. But soon, that envy would not be needed anymore...

When he was done scrubbing the toilet, he thought he had done a perfect job, and proud of his work, he promptly walked back to the living room, where Marika addressed him with a curious glance.

“I’m done!” he announced. “Want to come and see?”

“Umm...” the girl said, following in his footsteps. “Sure...”

She eyed the cleaned bathroom, smelling fresh and looking spotless. “Not bad, I must admit...” she said as she looked around. “I would have thought you would have half-assed it, but... it’s actually okay.”

“So, now...” he said, looking at her with a pleading gaze.

Marika sighed. “A promise is a promise...” she said. “Let’s go back to the living room.”

She picked up the shrinking gun that was left on the coffee table and then stood in front of Rufus. He was six inches taller now, and as she noticed his eagerness, she could feel the irony of marrying this big, burly man who in the end, only wanted to become her minuscule plaything.

She playfully turned around the device in her palms.

“What are you waiting for?” he asked. “Come on, do it now!”

Marika giggled and pointed the gun at him. “Fine. Like I said... You scratch my back, and I shrink yours!”

He felt the shrinking feeling over his body, and he realized he was getting smaller. Marika, up above, smiled ironically as she saw him dwindle to her waist’s height.

She walked up to him and towered over his puny frame, placing her hands on her hips, loudly giggling as she gently began to rub his head. “Well, I know I said I like you better at full size, but... you are kind of cute like this!”

But Rufus felt a bit lost. Even as he appreciated the gentle rubbing of his wife on his head, and as he eyed her majestic, thick thighs up close, he was nowhere near the size he wanted to be, and he made sure to let Marika know about his grievances.

The woman pouted. “Are you saying that I’m not enough for you?” she asked as she picked him up from under his armpits. “A lady could get offended!”

“D-don’t play dumb!” he shot back. “You know full well what size I want to be...”

Marika was now holding him up in front of her amused gaze. “I can’t believe I am not big enough for you...” she said as she kept him close to her plentiful chest. “Some guys are just so greedy...”

He was held tightly by the woman and gently squeezed against her breasts, then kissed on the forehead. “You want to shrink even smaller?” she cooed. “Then you gotta do me more favors, baby...”

As his face sank between her enormous breasts, the man was unable to protest. “Anything for you, sweetheart...”

She placed him back on the floor and eyed him up from above. “It’s nice to hear that, because...” she murmured as she slightly lifted up her skirt, “this size is giving me some ideas.”

He swallowed as he admired the white panties of his wife, her womanhood waiting right in front of his field of view.

She pushed him in her direction, hugging him with her huge thighs, so that his face was right next to her crotch.

“You get the message... right baby?” she asked as she hid his face under her skirt.
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