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  The Power Couple


Nick had been in the club scene long enough to recognize when a girl was a poser and when she was the real thing. The pixie at the bus stop beneath the streetlamp was definitely the real thing, but she still looked like a fish out of water. That most certainly meant she was up to no good—kindred souls recognized that in each other. Her eyes flashed to his. She was part Asian, perhaps Korean, and her wild, long black hair was streaked with blue. Most likely a short girl, but tonight it was difficult to tell with such thick platform boots. Perhaps she wasn’t comfortable in her clothes, he noted. Her fingers kept pulling at a thick, black buckled corset belt.  
They were alone at the bus stop, which was odd even if it was late at night. This was West Hollywood, but Nick remembered it was also the world premiere of the new Adam Hagerman action film, so most of the elites and those sucking on the teats of the elites were already in the gallery waiting for the shows.
“Where you going?” Nick asked the girl, breaking the relative silence of the night. 
Her ears perked up, as if his words had startled her, and she turned to face him. Now he could see that the platform boots had a four-inch wedge, and they laced all the way up to her knees. When she smiled, her face lit up, and he figured she was a twenty-something just like him.
“Brentwood,” she said, voice dainty and innocent.
“Really? So am I. You don’t look like a chick who belongs in Brentwood.”
“Oh yeah?” she said, coming closer. Her voice was playful. “Well you don’t look like a dude who belongs there, either.”
He had to concede the point. Nick was what the internet would call an emo twink, his head shaved on the side but long and purple across the other. It hung down to his chin in a tight point. He liked to think of himself worthy of the cover of Rolling Stones magazine, what with his skinny jeans and six-inch blue and black Buffalo Tower shoes. The tank top and jacket only cinched the look.
“I’m Jie,” she said, sitting down next to him. She smelled like lavender and some kind of lotion, much better than the scent of weed that permeated off him.
“Nick.” 
For the next twenty minutes they talked, something neither of them were especially adept at doing. They were both the life of the party, both had skated through life on their looks so neither really had to accept responsibility. Through a series of bad choices they were each one offense away from doing serious time in prison. But that hadn’t stopped either of them living their best life, and they still occasionally imbibed in the sale of drugs. They were just too young and thought the lifestyle was too glamorous to slow down. Had California been a smaller place, they might have met much sooner than tonight.
“So what’s in Brentwood?” Nick asked.
She shrugged and said, “Just this online job I’m hooked up with.”
“Oh yeah? Did they ask you to dress like that?”
She giggled and swung her feet out, rocking her heels back and forth, her black matte leggings absorbing all the light from the streetlamp. “As a matter of fact they did.”
It wasn’t a silly question Nick had asked, it was actually a dig for information. They were more alike than he’d first realized.
“So did I. Online ad from someone called Master Sin? Dress like ravers and come to 114 North Circus, Brentwood?”
“Yeah,” she said, sitting up straight. “This is totally weird, isn’t it?”
“A little. But I like weird. Like these pants, for one.” He rubbed his hands across her leggings, loving the texture of them. 
“Careful, cowboy,” she said. “Might get me worked up.”
“I’m okay with that,” he said, and chanced leaning in for a kiss. She graciously accepted it, and now he could tell that she was a smoker, and that she’d tried to cover it with some kind of cinnamon candy or gum. His hand crept beneath her oversized shirt, eliciting a tiny cooing sound. He couldn’t make it up beneath the tight, cinched belt.
Either way, their fun was interrupted just as the headlights of the bus began trundling up the hill. Nick stood—he was a short guy, but made up for it where it counted. He was often the talk after his partners were through with him. It was a juxtaposition that none of them expected. But after Nick sent a requested nude to the current paying party, it was exactly what they wanted.
While they waited for the bus to roll to a stop, Jie wrapped her arms around his waist from behind, and put her chin on his shoulder. She’d already done the math, perhaps saw the bulge through his tight skinny jeans. 
“Dick like that and you’re this small? Holy fuck, you must be popular.”
They continued playing with each other for the duration of the trip, much to the dismay of the closest passengers. His hand finally made it up her shirt, and he loved the feeling of her tiny nipple as he squeezed it between his fingers. There was a gap between the hem of her shirt and her boots, and his fingers skated along her thighs. When she kissed him and put her hand to his cheek, he was touching fabric, as her sleeves came up well past her fingers. He didn’t know what would happen after tonight’s main event, but at least they exchanged numbers while they waited on the bus to deliver them to Brentwood.
It dropped them off a half-mile from the address. A ritzy neighborhood like this didn’t have bus stops that deep into the gated community, and he wondered how far they’d be able to walk before someone called the cops on them simply for existing in the wrong place at such a late hour. Many of the houses looked magazine-worthy, at least the ones they could see. Most of them hid behind high fences or shrubbery to separate them from the commoners below.
They stopped in front of the proper address—one of the largest mansions on the block, and also one of the few with lights on inside. Nick stepped up to the callbox and pressed the button, waiting for some grumpy voice to tell him to fuck off. That didn’t happen, nor did a voice accept them. The box simply buzzed and the electronic lock of the gate released. Nick looked at Jie and just shrugged.
On the other side of the gate, they were startled as a vehicle roared to life, its headlights temporarily blinding them. As they walked past it they saw an older, stodgy-looking man sitting behind the wheel, staring daggers at both of them. This was most likely the estate’s hired help—the butler or chef. When he didn’t look away, Nick flipped his middle finger and smiled. That made the old guy turn forward and then gently pull the car out of the driveway.
Nick had robbed places like this before, and since he always did his homework, he researched the owners of this particular mansion. Once you had an address, it was easy to find out anything about anyone. And these people were in the limelight so much that it was hardly difficult. The power couple he’d found on Wikipedia were the same ones who now stood towering over the newcomers walking through the front doors.
John Masterson was the chief financial advisor to some giant biological firm. Most of it was over Nick’s head, but it didn’t take a genius to see that the man exuded power. Even if he didn’t helm a Fortune 500 company, he still looked like a sentinel, standing at a commanding six and a half feet tall. He was young, perhaps in his mid-thirties and he looked like someone who may have partied the first few years in college and then turned in his peace pipe and sideburns for a Dryden fountain pen and clean-shaven face. 
His wife Jane was just as noteworthy. 
In her younger days she was a beauty queen, but grew weary of people thinking she was only a pretty face and no substance. Now, a woman in her late twenties, she served on the board of several foundations dedicated to social causes. The first thing that drew Nick’s eye was her close-cropped platinum-blond hair, so out of place for such a svelte woman. She was taller than her husband because of her platform high heels, but truthfully was probably a few inches shorter.
All of this flashed through Nick’s mind in an instant as Mastersons surveyed the club kids’ entry. What he was left with was the package in which they’d presented themselves. This was the most unified, put together couple he’d ever seen—John with his fancy tailored suit and tie, and Jane with her royal blue dress that hugged her as tight as cellophane. 
John approached Nick, his face as stoic as a statue, and then he extended a hand and said, “Nick, I presume?” Nick took it, the bracelets jingling along his wrist, and the man almost flattened his hand, but he said nothing about it.  He just nodded.
“And you must be Jie,” said Jane. “Am I saying that correctly?”
Jie nodded. “Yeah. Close enough, anyway.”
“Please come in,” said John, backing away, his Oxfords clacking on the marble floor. “We’ve set up a room here past the foyer.”
Nick and Jie let the towering pair lead them through the entryway and into a sitting room that looked dressed especially for this evening. There was a pool table, a few chairs, and a table, but all of those had been pushed to the side so that a large, ornate bed could be placed right in the center of the room. It was the largest mattress Nick had ever seen—probably twelve feet wide, and obviously made to cater to a family of six, if only a family of six could afford such a thing.
However, they only passed through the ‘bedroom’ and into a parlor with sofas, a roaring fire, and a full bar. John stepped behind it and began pouring himself a drink, then turned to his guests and said, “Care for a drink? Something to eat, perhaps?” Jane took a seat at the bar and swiveled around toward her husband.
Nick and Jie both felt an overwhelming sense of class that was beyond their measure. It was difficult to be prim and proper when you weren’t raised around such a thing. So Jie came into the spacious room and plopped down on a sofa with so much force that it slid a few inches toward the wall, the marble beneath probably scuffing horribly. Her dainty fingers ran across the leather, loving the cool feel of it on her palms. It was comical to see just how far her oversized t-shirt hung down her thighs. When she put her back to the sofa, the seven-inch platform shoes brought her knees up level with her face.
The Mastersons gave her a quizzical look, as if wondering if their investment would actually be worth the trouble. Nick watched them look at each other and simultaneously raise an eyebrow, the way couples could almost telepathically exchange a message without a word after they’d been together for so long. 
“I’ll take a vodka if you got it,” said Jie. 
“Of course I’ve got it,” said John, almost offended. 
Nick was quick to cut him off before he could say anything to him. “We’re getting five grand, right? For one night, complete discretion. And here we are, dude.” He waved a hand toward Jie just as Jane stepped toward her in a pair of gargantuan heels to deliver a drink. “Get to it,” he said.
Jane sat down, her eyes never leaving the pixie girl as Jie took a long drag of the vodka and stifled a little cough in her hand. The woman who’d probably been all across the planet was looking at a club kid as if she were the most amazing thing her eyes had ever seen. She kept looking down at the shoes.
John put his hands across the bar and fixed Nick with a hard stare, one that appreciated such gruff but was also put off by it. He asked, “You know what we want, right?”
Nick said, “Small guy, big cock.” Then, he waved a hand toward Jie and said, “But I have no idea what you want with her.”
“Tiny girl, big shoes,” Jane answered, and connected her own foot with Jie’s, playfully. She leaned in and ran her finger gently along Jie’s boot.
“There’s also something I didn’t put in the ad,” said John, pouring himself a drink. But when he elaborated, he made sure to be facing the room, and that Nick had his eye. “We require someone who knows how to keep his or her damn mouth shut . . . or face consequences.”
“In fact,” said Jane, standing and approaching the bar. She produced a small, metal box and causally flipped back the lid. “We’ll be taking your cellphones, your purse and wallet, and any smartwatches if you have them. You’ll get them back in the morning.”
Jie placed her purse and phone into the box. Nick had to unclasp his wallet, which was hanging from a chain connected to his belt loop. He didn’t like the idea of handing over his phone, but he did it anyway. Jane turned the key, then placed it on the bar next to the box.
John finished his drink and came to stand just over top of Nick, his presence commanding and frightful. Nick swallowed the lump in his throat and nodded. He’d seen men this powerful before, but never up close. Never had he been on their radar. If this man wanted to deliver any sort of retribution, Nick knew that he could. 
“Alright, I’m game, dude. I’ve had secret affairs before. Talk.” Nick turned to Jie to verify. “You good?”
She was taken aback by Jane’s beauty, and said, “Hell yes, I’m good!”
“This isn’t just about secret affairs, I’m afraid,” said John, taking a drag from his glass. “This also has to do with the usage of a product from my company. It can never be discussed once you leave this house.”
Nick assumed he was talking about some new drug—that Spicy Crank everyone was talking about. Either way, he was up for a new buzz. 
John looked at Jane for a moment, knowing the big reveal was upon them. He moved over to the bar again and stood next to a small, silver case that Nick hadn’t noticed before. He flipped back the lid and pulled out a thin, metal vial with a clear substance inside. 
“This,” he said, “is a shrinking potion.”
Both Jie and Nick laughed, but an uneasy tension from John and Jane filled the room. 
Jie said, “What? Like in Alice in Wonderland?”
“Hey I brought the caterpillar’s weed!” added Nick.
“We’re serious,” said Jane. “And it’s for us to take, not you.”
“This is crazy,” said Jie.
“But we’re up for it,” Nick said, not about to lose the prospect of five grand just because the idea seemed silly.
“Good,” said John. “Now the most important rule.” He stood up and handed his wife the vial, then took another for himself. “After we drink these, no matter what happens, when we say stop, you stop. Understood?”
Nick and Jie nodded. 
Jane was licking her lips. She’d already popped the cap on the vial. 
“I’m going to need a better reply than that.”
“Yes,” said the club kids in unison.
John and Jane both turned their vials up and drained them. Mr. Masterson gave himself a little shake, as if it tasted bad. Being the closest to the bar, he grabbed a tall bottle of liquor, uncapped it, and took a long swig, then passed it to his wife who did the same. She brought it over to Nick.
But Jie swiped it from his hand, giving him a little chuckle and a wink, then took a sip. Nick could down the whole bottle, and he probably would if the night turned out the way the Mastersons were expecting. But all this preliminary stuff was starting to get boring.
“So what do you want first, dude?” he asked. “This shrinking thing is new to me.”
John pointed down between Nick’s splayed legs. “First, I do believe you need that cock sucked off. If we wait around too long, it’ll never happen.”
Nick looked at Jane, who was ogling Jie like a priceless artifact. He said, “Works for me. C’mere, Jane.”
John shook his head. “No, my wife will have it when it’s a bit bigger. I’m talking about me.” He gave Nick a vacant look, as if gauging his reaction.
But Nick nodded and slapped his knee. “Damn, you guys are freaks. I love it. Alright, come on, dude.”
Nick looked toward the girls just as John took a knee and started working his belt. Jane had her fingers twirled in Jie’s hair, but the pixie girl looked as if she didn’t know how to respond. It was quite easy to just start fucking—she’d done it many times and in many similar situations, but these people were odd. 
“Love the boots,” said Jane, rubbing the material.
This was a topic in which Jie was well versed. “Really?”
“Most definitely, they’re so . . . big. So thick. Would you put them in my lap?” She barely made it through the last sentence because a shiver ran down her body, to which she held her arms out at length for a moment, as if letting it run its course. Jie lay back against the arm of the sofa and placed her giant platform boots in Jane’s lap.
“You’re making this easy,” she said, smiling.
Only a few feet away, John was holding Nick’s cock in two hands, bobbing his lips around it. He also gave a little shudder, although his wasn’t as theatric as his wife’s. If these people were in fact shrinking, it didn’t seem so five minutes later. They were just two wealthy, horny socialites and Nick thought this was a pretty good deal so far.
But after a few minutes, he could detect there was a tiny difference, either from the way the towering Mr. Masterson held his dick or the way his lips felt around it. Looking down at the man, he appeared much the same, even if the collar of his shirt was starting to bunch at the neck. 
Likewise, the gorgeous blue dress on Mrs. Masterson was beginning to hang on her shoulders, as if she’d simply lost weight. None of these things were so pronounced that it impressed the club kids, so they kept right on being serviced and admired.
“Look at this heel,” said Jane. “It’s positively gorgeous.”
“Thanks,” said Jie, watching as the woman stroked her hand up and down it. Her fingers were long, and they could (currently) curve around the heels of Jie’s platform boot. But as she rested it there, her palm against the smooth leather, Jie could see a change. It was subtle, and she had to stare, but Jane had become still enough for the girl to watch it happen. Slowly, her fingernails crept backwards, as if they were sliding off the heel.
It was a wonderful feeling to Jane, who, unknowing to Jie, had an extreme boot fetish. She’d played this fantasy so many times, and it never got old. Right now, those boots were growing across her lap, gently spreading out in all directions. Her mind raced at the thought of Jie’s perfect toes beneath the leather, how they were elongating and thickening. She’d probably only lost a couple of inches, but her hand looked decidedly smaller against Jie’s rigid sole, and especially against the heel.
John continued to suck, and since he was in the floor and wearing far more elaborate pieces of clothing, his shrinking was easier to determine. As he held Nick’s shaft, he was starting to fight his own sleeves, and constantly had to let go to flick them back out of his way. Nick had grown used to having a giant cock, and it had been in countless mouths, but right now John’s fingers were looking odd as they caressed it, like they were slowly drawing away. Nick looked past him, and the man’s nice Oxfords were hanging to the sides, making it look as if his feet had broken off. Truthfully, they’d only grown small enough to slip out.
Jane’s straps were starting to slip off her tall frame, and she wasn’t even aware that her fingers were constantly readjusting them. It was as though she didn’t want her stare to become unbroken with Jie’s shoes. While she was rubbing a hand across Jie’s steadily increasing heel, one of her rings fell off, rolled down her leg, and clattered to the floor. John looked back for only a moment, a man starting to become engulfed in his own shirt and jacket.
“Shit, this stuff is for real,” said Nick, his eyes rolling back in his head. John was actually doing a good job for someone who’d probably lost close to a foot in height by now. For it was certainly true, as there was no denying it any longer. Jane gave herself a stretch, and when she did her shoes dangled precariously off her toes until she wiggled them free and let them drop to the floor.
“Of course it’s for real,” said John, looking up from his work. “You gonna blow this thing or not?”
“Sorry dude, takes a long time to get me off. Better pick up the pace if you wanna do it.”
It was clear that Mr. Masterson wasn’t used to being talked to in such a way, as he fixed the club kid with an icy stare before slowly, reluctantly, going back to work. But the fact remained—Nick was difficult to bring to orgasm, and if John continued to dwindle as he’d said, it wasn’t going to happen at all.
“That’s a nice trick,” said Jie, admiring Nick’s resolution. “I’ll take a turn before the night’s over.” She had a twinkle in her eye as she slid her hair aside.
Jane’s hands went from cradling Jie’s boots to running her palms along the heels and soles. She was marveling at how the woman was getting slightly larger, yet she still couldn’t pull her eyes away from the boots. For a brief moment, Nick saw the dark shape of her nipple as the dress slipped down too far, but she fixed it back, not caring that she’d exposed it, but seeming to have a need to continue looking normal in ever-increasing clothes.
“Stand up,” John commanded, wiping his chin. He looked rather frustrated at his lack of ability, for Nick was still rock hard, and wasn’t even close to getting off in the man’s mouth. Nick was left painfully unfulfilled. John, pulling at his clothes, stood on one knee, then made it to his feet. 
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