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  Honeymooning with a Shrink Ray


“So is this one of those blowjob classes?” asked Bella as her friends ushered her through the door. Abby and Naomi had been very hush-hush about the whole thing throughout the week, between the bachelorette party and the day of the actual wedding. She and Jude would be hopping on a plane in less than forty-eight hours, bound for Paris—and, thanks to his parents, the honeymoon of a lifetime. 
“I’m sure she’ll teach you that, if you ask,” said Naomi, smiling as they entered a room on the second floor of the building. They were greeted by at least twelve women who were mulling around a snack table. Toward the rear was a half-circle of folding metal chairs, all turned to look at a short stage. Upon it was a pair of mannequins—a man and a woman, looking very much like practice dummies for self-defense.
“Did you guys bring me to a martial arts class?” asked Bella, still feeling dumbfounded. 
Abby shook her head. “Look, we wanted to do something fun for you before you and Jude leave town. You’re gonna love this.” She gave a coy wink and said, “He’s going to love this too.”
Bella was rather shy when it came to events such as this, so she kept with her friends, nervously eating crackers from the snack table. She’d heard of pre-marital classes such as this—the ones where some kind of sex expert helped newlyweds make the most from their lovemaking. They taught how to give good blowjobs, how to massage properly, and how to find the best sexual position to ‘get your man off.’ While she was no expert in the bedroom, she was no slouch either. But this type of thing made her uncomfortable. However, she couldn’t tell her friends that because they’d cared enough to do it and they’d cared enough to pay.
The sign behind the stage read: Mistress Tori’s House of Size. Bella had no clue what that meant, but the word ‘mistress’ made her think this was going to be a slightly risqué lesson in pleasing Jude. They weren’t really into the whole whips and chains thing, but she’d give it a try if this Mistress Tori made it look fun.
All of the girls gathered around in their seats as a tall, stilettoed woman came out, her long blond hair tied unceremoniously at her side. She was carrying a silver briefcase which she placed on a table in front of her, then opened. 
“Good morning, ladies,” she said in a sweet voice. “Quick question: How many of you know what my services are about, and how many were brought here completely unawares?”
Turns out, only Bella was the clueless one. 
“What’s your name, dear?” asked Mistress Tori.
“Bella. Bella Cline.”
“Well Bella, your friends, for whatever reason, thought you’d like a little spice in the bedroom.” Before Bella could answer, Tori turned to the whole assembly. “You can all use my services, actually. Because I’m about to show you sex in a way you’ve never dreamed of before. And your partners will love it just the same.”
She pulled out a gun from the briefcase, and only Bella tensed up. Everyone else had expected it.
“They’re smaller than I would have guessed,” said a woman at the end of the right side.
Upon closer examination, it wasn’t like any gun she’d ever seen in her life. This one was ultra-sleek, white, and had a large display on the back, kind of like a cellphone when it’s mounted to be a GPS in the car. She flipped a button on the side and it made a gentle hum. By the light across her face, Bella guessed the screen had started to display something.
“I will walk you through how to use them,” said Mistress Tori. “After all, you’ll each be leaving with one. That’s what you paid for.”
She turned and fired at the male mannequin. A low hiss came from the barrel, and if Bella hadn’t been paying such close attention, she probably wouldn’t have noticed the thin line of red light that left the gun and ended at the midsection of the dummy. Bella turned to ask Naomi what had just happened, but the woman shook her head and excitedly tapped Bella’s leg so that she’d turn back to watch.
The mannequin was shrinking.
A hush fell over the room as a dozen metal chairs squeaked when all those watching suddenly leaned in. The arms were drawing up, the head moving down. At the center, the whole thing was contracting, steadily wobbling as it shrank. It only took about one minute for the mannequin, originally six feet tall, to shrink down to about eighteen inches. When Mistress Tori approached it, the little man’s head barely made it to her knee.
“Now is where the fun begins,” she said, reaching down and plucking the mannequin from the ground. “I’m going to show you how to best service your own shrunken man.”
“Are you serious?” Bella whispered to Abby.
The girl nodded. “Yep. She’s the expert. Ever since these things became popular, she’s had courses and sold videos on how to have creative fun with the shrink rays.”
About a year ago, shrink rays were all over the news. Some company in California originally owned the patents for them, but then a huge consumer race made the market crash until there were at least a dozen companies making them. Now, you could pick one up at an electronics store for just a few hundred dollars. As revolutionary as they were, shrink rays weren’t a hit. They were a fad, a gimmick. And once the novelty wore thin, they fell out of the newspapers.
“Ladies, there are plenty of sizes that will make your man beg for more. And don’t forget about your own needs. There’s plenty he’ll be able to do for you, as well.”
She took the mannequin and held it up to the normal-sized female dummy on stage, comparing his size with key parts. Bella thought it was silly to use a fake rather than show the group the tiny person against her own body, but perhaps Mistress Tori didn’t like to be overly provocative. Either way, the demonstration was very informative. 
Would Jude even want something like this? He barely made a mention of the idea of being shrunk back when the devices hit the market. But had he ever really thought of using one in such a way? She was surely willing to try it, especially after Mistress Tori zapped the little man again, reducing him to about eight inches tall.
“Look at his size, ladies,” she said. “You’ve got to be extra careful with him when he’s this small. But just think of all the places you can put him.” Some oohs and aahs went up, making this connection for the first time. This had quickly gone from man’s treat to woman’s treat.
As the presentation went on, Bella found herself getting more aroused than she would have guessed. She kept imagining Jude as the shrunken mannequin as Mistress Tori explained how much pressure would kill a tiny man when used as a dildo. Jude also had a foot fetish—and Bella knew this device would give him a pair that he could make out with using his whole body. The more the lady talked, the more Bella fell in love with the idea.
Toward the end she passed out the shrink rays. Each came in a very nice steel box that was surprisingly light to carry. Mistress Tori discussed the proper way to take care of the device, how to charge it, how the settings worked and how to troubleshoot. It was hard to cause any kind of permanent damage because targets grew back on their own, depending on how the device was set. She’d be able to shrink Jude for anywhere between a few minutes to eight hours.
As the girls were leaving, briefcases in hand, Bella turned to them in the parking lot and said, “What are you going to do with yours?”
Abby said, “All that stuff she just said! Isn’t it amazing? My own little human fucktoy.”
Naomi nodded. “Same here. I mean, come on Bella. You’re the most vanilla girl we know. Are you going to put that thing to proper use?”
Bella just looked at the briefcase in her hand, the gateway to immense pleasure. She shrugged and said, “I suppose we’ll see.”

      [image: image-placeholder]The wedding went great. They were married in a tiny chapel in their hometown, a stone’s throw away from the bookstore where they’d first met over three years ago. They had a short reception, danced, did the bouquet toss, ate the cake, and opened the presents, just as they were expected to do. By the time they were back home in their apartment, they were already tired. But they couldn’t sleep because they immediately left for Pittsburgh, where they would take a connecting flight to Logan International and from there, nine hours later, would touch down in Paris. 
She was yet to tell him about the shrink ray. It wasn’t that she was hiding it or had plans to surprise him, it’s just that she had no clue how to present it. This was new, naughty, promiscuous territory for her, and she rarely felt sexy enough to be seductive. But the device would definitely lend a little confidence. 
“Are you ready for the City of Love?” he asked her on the plane. The shrink ray had been checked in her luggage—no way they let those in a carry-on.
“Very much so. It’s going to be a remarkable trip, don’t you think?” She was already feeling loopy—her nerve pill that was customary for any flight quickly kicking in.
He leaned in and kissed her on the head. “I really do. Get some sleep. We’re gonna have so much fun.”
As she slipped off, her resounding thought was: You have no idea how much fun.

      [image: image-placeholder]The first day in Paris was very tiresome, due partly because of the jetlag but also because of the intense schedule leading up to the wedding. Both Jude and Bella napped on the sightseeing bus, missing nearly half of the biggest Parisian hotspots. It would take them a full day to start feeling like themselves. Jude had joked that it was probably bad luck that newlyweds didn’t have sex on their wedding night, but neither could’ve done it if they tried, so deep was the exhaustion. 
But the next day, the fun began . . .
They had lunch at a café just down the road from the Louvre, toured the museum for half a day, then decided they wanted to turn in early. Now that Bella had thought about it, they’d gone over eight days without having sex, and that was a rarity for them—the last drought had been only seven days when they were both sick with the stomach flu. 
Bella jumped out of the shower and entered the bedroom of their overly nice hotel suite (courtesy again of Jude’s parents) and found him sitting on the edge of the bed, watching some international news channel. He loved things like that—kept up with the world’s politics when none of it mattered to him personally. She preferred to keep the television off such things, fearful to even turn on the news these days. Bella rummaged around in the wardrobe’s floor and pulled out the silver briefcase she’d carted from the U.S.
“Where did that come from?” he asked, eying the unusual case.
“I got it a couple of days ago. You remember when Naomi and Abby took me out for lunch?”
“Oh yeah,” he said.
“I want to present you with an idea,” she started, “but I don’t want you to freak out.”
He took his eyes off the television long enough to feel the seriousness in her voice. “Okay?”
She flipped open the case and pulled out the shrink ray, its chrome finish glinting in the overhead lights. After powering it on, she placed it on the table where it hummed quietly. Jude’s eyes flashed questioningly from the device to her face, where she tried to put on her best coy-slash-seductive grin she could muster.
“You know what this is?” she asked.
He shook his head.
“It’s one of those shrink rays. Remember how popular they were last year?”
He nodded, his face in obvious confusion. 
“I want to use it . . . you know, in the bedroom?”
His brow furrowed and a budding laugh surfaced on his lips. “How so?”
She picked it back up, punched a setting onto the screen and said, “Let me shrink you and I’ll show you.”
Jude laughed and shut off the television. “You can’t be serious.”
“I’m dead serious,” she said, in a tone that suggested just that. “Look, this lady showed a group of us how to . . . use a small man. It was really something. I think you’d like it.”
He thought for a minute, either weighing her words or wondering if she were actually being sincere. 
“How small?” he asked.
Bella shrugged. “For starters, maybe . . . half?”
“So like here?” he said, standing up and holding a hand vertical to the ground, right around his waist.
Bella nodded, punching in more data. “I’ll make it go slow. Won’t be as weird that way. I’ve read less chance of getting motion sickness if you lose two inches a minute.”
Jude thought for a minute, then smiled. Bella knew he was sold on the idea, and she had plans to make sure it was well worth taking the plunge. 
“What do you need me to do?” he asked. 
“Nothing. Just sit there. I’m gonna zap you, and you’ll feel warm, and then it’ll start happening.” 
He nodded silently as he sat back down on the edge of the bed. Jude was wearing nothing but his sleeping shorts, and she could see the tent already forming in the front. She found the laser dot, put it square on his chest, then pulled the trigger. The beam shot out, faintly, and then was no more. Bella placed the shrink ray back in its case, then stood and dropped the towel. Her naked body was still wet, glistening in the dim lights.
Bella walked over to Jude, slung her leg over him while pushing back on his chest so that she straddled him. She leaned down, kissed his neck, feeling the soft stubble of his beard. He wasn’t a hairy man, but he had just enough to be sexy in her eyes. As she moved around his neck, she could feel his dick pushing against her through his shorts. She reached a hand back and gave it a little squeeze. Jude moaned and closed his eyes as her kisses moved down to his chest.
As she lingered with her lips on his flesh, she could feel him subtly bunching up, as if he were moving downward. When her arms lifted up, it was apparent he’d grown smaller, although she doubted he noticed. Here, in a strange bed that was further off the ground than the one they shared at home, made him naturally disoriented. Her kisses kept moving down, and she always found it cute how ticklish he became as her tongue moved across his waistband. Only now, her tongue was making a slightly shorter trip—he was a lot smaller by the time her kissing tour had reached his dick.
“Stand up, baby,” she said. “Let’s get a look at you.”
When her hands took his, they both noticed a marked difference, but the strangeness of that was dwarfed by the comparison when he was next to her. Normally, Jude had almost a whole foot on Bella, he even had to stoop slightly to kiss her. Now, he was looking up at her, mesmerized by her large features. Directly ahead, he found her erect nipples and leaned forward, popping one into his mouth. Bella couldn’t believe how good it felt, as if the seal of his mouth was much tighter now that he’d lost several inches. As they stood there and she basked in the wonderful feeling of him tugging, she realized the tug was simply him getting smaller. She wasn’t sure if he noticed or not, but she was watching as his head steadily got lower and lower. And then, less than a minute later, he could no longer reach her breasts. 
“Liking it so far?” she asked him. “Although I don’t think you’re gonna be tall enough for rollercoasters now.”
He just shook his head, but he was laughing. “I’m loving this. This was a good idea.”
“You’ve not seen anything yet, little man.”
Jude started kissing her stomach, one of her hot buttons, and she threw her head back and enjoyed it, but as the minutes—and inches—slipped away, his face was starting to line up with her pussy. He’d sat down on the bed because the shrinking would stop before he was face-to-crotch with her—and buried his tongue inside her. Bella almost fell over, so wracked with pleasure. She leaned into him, let his little tongue work, but ultimately she pushed him too hard and he fell back, with her coming along for the ride. She straddled the tiny man’s face, knowing she had to be careful or else she’d crush him.
Her hand reached behind his head and pushed it up while simultaneously grinding her lips against his face. She was growing hotter and wetter, but his moans never went away. Bella was losing herself to him, and she had every intention of moving aside when she finally did cum, but the gush came much quicker than anticipated and nearly threatened to drown her tiny man. She rolled off to the side while he sat up and coughed. Nevertheless, through wheezes, he gave her a thumbs up.
Bella slid into the floor, just in front of him, her large fingers hooking into the waistband of his shorts. “My turn,” she said.
As she undressed him, his dick sprang to life—now a measly three inches or so—but that wasn’t the draw to this particular game. Any man could have any sized dick he wanted when you threw in a shrink ray—it was how well you used your tiny size that mattered.
His dick looked even tinier when she tried to hold it in her hand. She could only get three fingers around it, so stroking was a little bit of a challenge, but no matter. Bella repositioned herself more comfortably, stood his dick up with two fingers, then parted her lips around it. She licked his tiny shaft in short runs, watching his stomach muscles tighten with each pass. Her tongue danced across his head before her mouth plunged back down on him, reserving most of her power for when he was big again. It wouldn’t do to suck his little cock clean off his body.
She found a good rhythm and a good sucking power. Her fingers played with his balls, even though that wasn’t his favorite thing to do. The way she batted his shaft around in her mouth, the way she came up and did circles around his head, was enough to have his back arching, fingers in her hair. When he finally did shoot his load, she had to ask if he were finished because the amount was so little. Her tongue barely registered the taste. 
He sat up and kissed her, then looked her up and down, as if he were just now marveling at her size. She licked her lips and gave him the ‘look’ that brought his steadily softening dick back to attention. Just seeing her massive hands there on his thighs was enough to make him ready to go again. But his eyes drifted down to her feet . . .
“Oh, I bet you love them now, huh?” she said. “Go back up to the headboard.”
The tiny man backtracked until he was against the pillows. Bella sat on the edge of the bed and swung her legs around so her feet were directly in front of him. He looked like a kid in a candy store as he leaned in and started kissing her soles. 
“I know, I know. They’re not how you like them. All clean and straight out of the shower. I’ll do better next time.” He usually wanted her feet after she’d been on the treadmill for an hour. 
However, he was very much enjoying her feet at the moment. Her normal size nines were now size eighteens to him and it was comical to see his little hands holding her foot at the sides, as if grasping a shield. His tiny tongue tickled, and it was cute to see his whole head making a trip from heel to toes.
She was just about to move up the bed, to start kissing his neck again, get his dick hard, rinse and repeat, but he gave a little shudder and then his body was slowly inching larger. That did, however, get him aroused, watching as his wife became on par with his own size. She’d already descended on his dick, pushing it inside her with little effort. By the time he was back to normal, she’d found a good rhythm and both came within minutes of getting started.
“This was amazing, Bell,” said Jude, her head nuzzled into his chest. “Any other ideas with that thing?”
She was smiling when she kissed him gently on the chest. “I have a few.”

      [image: image-placeholder]They did more sightseeing the following day which even included a trip to the top of the Eiffel Tower. The view was spectacular and the only thing left that Bella wished they could’ve seen was the Cathedral of Notre Dame, but it was still off-limits to the public after the horrendous fire. Instead, they checked out a few smaller museums, and by the time the day was finished, Bella’s Smart Watch told her that she’d walked a total of twelve miles since breakfast. That was just what she’d hoped.
Back in the room that night, both were too tired for sex, although as soon as they made it through the door, Bella shrunk Jude down to two-feet tall and gave him the best blowjob he’d ever had in his life. After he grew back, he came into the bedroom to find Bella still dressed, still wearing her knee-high boots. 
“Are you going to shower?” he asked her, drying his hair.
“In a minute.” She stood up, aimed the shrink ray at him, then pulled the trigger. He smiled, wondering what game she was playing, but then his grin turned to unease because he wasn’t used to shrinking so fast. In just a matter of seconds, he was on the ground, no more than a few inches tall. Bella grabbed him and placed him on the table, his eyes bordering on fear because the world had grown so much around him.
“You okay?” she asked him. 
“It’s just weird being so small. Kind of scary, but you’re gonna take care of me, right?”
“Of course I am, little lover.”
Bella reached beneath the table and the little man nearly did somersaults of joy because he could hear her undoing the buckles on her boots. 
“You ready for this? They’re pretty sweaty,” she said. 
“Hell yes!” the little man exclaimed. 
She pulled her foot out, then placed it on the table. Even she caught a whiff of her scent, and could feel the heat emanating off her toes. Still, she rolled up her long stockings and peeled them off. Her shrunken husband pushed his whole body against her sole, and she could feel him come away slimy with sweat. He was immensely enjoying himself, though.
After a few minutes his little hands and tongue started to slow down, and she knew he was getting tired. It had been a long day, surprisingly hot for Paris, and both of them needed to get some sleep if they were going to enjoy the day tomorrow. So when he sat down and straddled her heel as best he could, Bella quickly scooped him up and carried him away. She took her long stocking and pulled it over the bedpost so that it hung down to the mattress. Then, she dropped her shrunken man inside it where he tumbled all the way down and caught at the bottom with a tiny bounce.
“Goodnight, my handsome little man,” she said, then kissed him through the sock. 

      [image: image-placeholder]The next morning they awoke when the shrink ray wore off and he ripped through her sock, then rolled off the bed. Both were laughing maniacally because when else could such a thing happen? Jude quickly showered and dressed and then the two went out to enjoy their last day—they’d stay in the hotel one last night, then it was an early rise the following day to head to the airport.
But that last day was magical, filled with a slower pace. They ate breakfast at a little bistro and then decided to go to a movie since neither wanted to trek through another church or museum. When they were getting out of the cab, Bella grabbed Jude’s arm and pulled him into an alley that ran alongside the movie theater. She pressed herself up against him, kissed him, all while looking around. Before he could figure out what was going on, he was feeling the bricks behind him slide up as he slid down. She’d zapped him with the shrink ray.
“What are you doing?” he asked, head craning up as her face kept getting further and further away.
“You’ll see,” she said.
As he was shrinking past the one-foot mark, she picked him up and placed him gently in her purse next to the shrink ray, then walked out of the alley. She headed for the booth and only had to buy one ticket. That was marvelous, she thought, because when she was younger, the only way anyone could sneak into a movie was buying one ticket and then holding the fire escape door open for your friend. 
When they were inside, she grew him back. 
“Keep your head down, there’s people sitting up front,” she instructed. As he slid into his final size, he took his seat, shaking his head.
“What?” she asked, meeting his smile.
“Just you. Funny girl.”
“You have to admit, this is the most fun you’ve ever had,” she said.
“It is. Although I still wanna try something.”
“Oh?” she asked, just as the theater darkened and the screen lit up. “What’s that?”
He was almost too embarrassed to say, so he leaned in and whispered it. “I want to go inside you. Like inside your pussy. Like a dick. Do you know what I mean?”
“Yeah,” she said, feeling flustered. “Mistress Tori went over that. It can be done.”
“We should totally do that.”
“Okay,” she said, then zapped him again.
“What? I didn’t mean now!” He was whispering but a panic had taken over him.
“Why not? This movie’s probably boring anyway. I hate period pieces.” She put her legs up on the seats in front of her and unzipped her pants, then slid a hand down to get herself warmed up while Jude continued to shrink.
“You’re crazy,” he said, but was grinning just the same. The seat was starting to raise, his weight unable to keep it flat.
“Take your clothes off. We’re doing this skin-to-skin.”
He did as she asked, stripping down right there on the edge of the seat. She took his tiny pile of clothes and put them in her purse, then picked him up and placed him just beneath her belly-button. Bella used her thumb to lift the hem of her panties, revealing the dark cave beyond. He gave her one last look, but it was so dark in the theater that she could barely see him, and then he was crawling down her stomach.
When he reached her lips she let go of the hem and placed her hands on her knees. It was dark enough that no one saw her spread legs, saw her head thrown back. Hopefully no one heard her soft moans either because he was working her clit like never before, his little fingers squeezing it like a football. For the longest time he stayed above her pussy, servicing the outside as if he were afraid to go in, but then when she tapped his little behind with her forefinger, he started to move south. She reached into her panties, pulled herself open, then waited for the little man to position himself the right way so he could slide inside.
And when he did, it made her toes curl.
He was all the way in, legs first, and he was kicking them in such rhythm that she was afraid she’d need new underwear by the time he was finished. She bit her bottom lip, closed her eyes and felt her heartrate increase. He was doing such a good job and she feared that each time he slowed down, he was underwater, so to speak. In just a few minutes, she’d have to rescue him because she’d either crush him with her muscles or drown him with her juices. 
She was losing the battle to be quiet. Already she’d seen two people turn around when she made a little yelp as Jude hit the right spot. And when he finally did make her cum, she had to stuff her jacket sleeve into her mouth. Her whole body shuddered as the orgasm ripped through her, and without even waiting for the movie to finish, she pulled her little man out and dropped him in her purse.
A block away from the theater, she checked on him. 
“Are you okay?” she asked, looking down at him as he struggled to keep balance.
“I’m good. That was great! But I definitely need a shower!”

      [image: image-placeholder]The rest of the day was spent having all sorts of size-related fun. When nighttime rolled around, even Bella experimented with being shrunken down. It was an amazing experience even without an added sexual bonus. She could get used to taking baths in a giant tub, and already her mind was imagining how their apartment would look at such a large size. But all of these thoughts were secondary when he whipped out his massive cock which currently stood taller than her. She had fun bouncing on his sack, which he assured that her weight was no problem. When he came, it rained down on her like a warm, gooey shower. 
The next morning was bittersweet, but they were off to start their new life together. Truthfully, it was just another normal day since they’d lived together for so long already. The only thing changing was her last name. And of course, they now owned a shrink ray.
Later the next night, when they were on the layover plane from Logan International to Pittsburgh, Bella counted heads and realized there were only four other people on the flight, the first fellow passengers at least ten seats away. Jude was starting to fall asleep now that it had grown dark in the cabin. She nudged him in the ribs.
“I have an idea,” she said, then pulled out the shrink ray. She’d forgotten to put it back in her luggage from her purse but somehow, it had made it through security.
He just grinned. “And what would that be?”
She looked up toward the front of the plane, to the bathroom. Then, she zapped him in the chest. As he was starting to dwindle away she tied her hair back and said, “I think we should go join the Mile-High Club.”






  
  Shrinking in Hotel Rooms 2

The Adult Film Expo


Sam waited patiently in the parking lot for Steven to arrive. At least she thought his name was Steven. There were three guys she’d scheduled to meet tonight and she couldn’t remember if Steven was the first or the last. Maybe James was on his way? Or Evan? She’d get to all three of them because it hardly took any time at all. After tonight, she’d be six-hundred dollars richer with hardly any work at all. 
It was just after dark, but she was smart enough to pull to the end of the superstore’s parking lot beneath the bright lights. Here, it was private enough that she could make the deal, but on display enough that no one ever got frisky with her. She didn’t trust a lot of these men (or women), and she wanted to be able to get away should she need to run. So far, the men were very well-behaved, and why shouldn’t they be? Samantha was changing their lives for the better.
The passenger door opened a young man plopped down in the seat. He looked at her with an embarrassed grin but she could already tell he was a nice person. There was no malice in his eyes, no possible way that he’d ever be a creep. He was also very attractive. Such a shame he needed her services, but two-hundred bucks was still two-hundred bucks.
“Steve, I assume?” she asked.
He nodded. “Brian said you could, you know . . .” His eyes drifted down to his crotch, and Sam could already see a bulge starting to develop.
“Give you a little boost?” she said. Her purse was on her lap and she pulled out her newest iteration of the matter manipulator—and how it had progressed from a year ago when she used it to play with a harem of adult film stars.
It was compact, far more than the experimental machine she’d built back then. This version fit in the palm of her hand, but she made it a little bigger so that she could put all the controls along the side. The last version used an actual phone’s touch screen but she’d learned enough about engineering to integrate one right into the device. Now, it was portable ray gun, looking very much at home in a 1950s sci-fi movie. She’d just installed a fine-tip beam so that she could zap with precision. The matter manipulator couldn’t really be called a shrink ray now. It was so much more.
“Does it hurt?” he asked, eyeing the strange gun.
“Not at all. But that’ll be two-hundred dollars, please.” She always got the money up front. If someone wanted to stiff her and run, she’d shrink them down to doll-size before they even got out of the car. Steven pulled a wad of cash out of his pocket and handed her four fifty-dollar bills to which she stuffed down her bra. “Okay, pull him out.”
Steven was shy at first, but quickly nodded and unzipped his pants. He already had a raging hard-on, but the guy had seriously been lacking in the dick department. If she had to guess, she’d say he was sporting around four inches, and the dude’s dick was so firm that the veins were bulging. 
“How much do you want?” she asked, entering her passcode into the device’s touchscreen. 
“I don’t know. Five more inches?”
“You sure?” she asked. “That’s a bit much. Girls might not like that.”
“Five inches. I like that size.” He looked down at his dick and stroked once.
“It’s your money.” She made an adjustment on the device, lined up the laser pointer with the head of his cock and then pulled the trigger until she read the ‘All Clear’ confirmation on the screen. Nothing seemed to happen—it never did, but she knew her science, and knew for a fact that an invisible stream of particle spreaders had just left the gun and landed on his dick. 
And a moment later, Steven knew it too.
As he held his dick upright, it was clear that it was elongating. His fingers opened as his head and shaft swelled—not only did the matter manipulator add inches, it also added girth. He couldn’t help but use both hands to stroke it once it had grown large enough to do so, and Sam thought the poor guy was going to tear up. When the growing finished, he was holding a nine-inch cock between ten fingers, and even Sam thought about how nice it would’ve been to hop on it and feel it threaten to tear her wide open.
“Satisfied?” she asked him, putting the device away.
“Hell yeah! Thank you so much!” 
“Make sure your jeans can zip up around it before you go. You might need to go clothes shopping.”
“I don’t mind that,” he said, making sure he could stuff his hard-on into his pants. When he was satisfied, he thanked her again and promptly left, walking with a funny gait on his way back to his car.
Sam texted the other men and told them that she was running ahead of schedule and moved them up a half an hour. They wanted the same things, although Evan insisted she give him an even twelve inches. Sam pleaded with him, assured him that women did not like a cock that monstrous, but he said he didn’t care. In fact, his exact words were that he preferred to get himself off, rather than have a girl do it. It was a turn on to see such a giant dick explode with cum. She didn’t argue it, but instead zapped his dick until it was a foot long. 
That was an easy six-hundred dollars, for sure.
Women rarely bought her services. She could make breasts bigger but that often caused more problems, and Sam grew tired of having to meet again, only to shrink them back down. Women thought they wanted bigger breasts, but didn’t want the hassle that went along with them. So for now, Sam would temporarily increase the breasts of her closest friends, often for an event, and then shrink them back afterwards.
She was to meet her friend Megan again, the adult film producer whose podcast KISS69 had taken off and was now expanding into film. Sam checked into her hotel, took a shower, and then messaged to learn the game plan for tomorrow. She was to come to Megan’s studio at nine in the morning and the two were going to talk about the new matter manipulator. Megan always wanted the technology for the sex industry, and Sam was about to come onboard. She’d love to have a steadier stream of income, and not limit her amazing device to blowing up guys’ dicks in parking lots.
Later that night, Sam ordered a pay-per-view movie called Love Guns staring her friends Megan and Hope—both veterans of the porn industry. It turned Sam on to realize she’d shrunken herself (and those girls) and each had taken turns inside one another. That was an amazing experience that she thought about quite often, and hoped one day soon to do it again. With that fantasy charging her juices, Sam reached for her purse by the bed and pulled out the matter manipulator.
She pulled her nightgown off and slid her panties down, and then aimed her device right at her clit. This was a little trick she’d learned a few months ago with great results. A moment after she pulled the trigger, her clit began to swell, as if stung by an invisible bee. It became incredibly large, ten times as much. By the time it had finished growing, it looked as though a golf-ball sized fleshy lump sat above her pussy. The growth also brought about increased sensitivity—something she never told the guys who wanted a bigger dick. But for Sam, having an engorged clit made it possible for pleasure that should have only been in dreams.
Samantha then set the device to what she’d started calling ‘self-care’ mode and pulled the trigger. She placed her toy on the pillow next to her as her fingers crept below and began doing circles on her giant clit. Her legs opened, her head flew back, and then the world began to change. Sam’s feet drew up, her hair dragged above her. As she increased the speed in which her fingers moved, she began to dwindle away even faster. Rarely did she care about how the world was changing around her, about how the bed doubled and then tripled in size, about how the walls and ceiling all shot out in each direction. When it was over, when she was cumming harder than she had all week, Samantha was no more than six inches tall
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