
  
  
      
        
          Giantess Amber's Favorite Stories

          Volume 2

		      
          Amber Collins

        

        
          
          
        

      

    


  
  Copyright 2026. Amber Collins. All Rights Reserved.




[image: image-placeholder]

This story was originally a commission.For commission inquiries, please email me at giantessamber@outlook.com.

For stories not found on Amazon, check my website at www.GiantessAmber.com 

Almost all my stories appear on my Patreon a full two weeks before moving to Amazon or my website. For more information, click here.

No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.








  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        The Businesswoman
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        Shrink the Abuser
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        The Size Resort
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        The Giantess Experience
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        Big
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        Sorority Sisters
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        Melissa’s Bedroom
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
        Honeymooning with a Shrink Ray
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        9.
        
        The Dollhouse Maker
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        10.
        
        The Photographer
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        11.
        
        The Tiny Weekend
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        12.
        
        Jenni and Amber’s New Bed
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        13.
        
        The Kahea Fruit
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        14.
        
        Ashley’s Toy Emporium
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        15.
        
        My Wife, the Witch
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        16.
        
        The Pills
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        17.
        
        Shrink Tech Evolution
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        18.
        
        The Birthday Body Hack
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        19.
        
        Josh and Abby Get Big
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        20.
        
        The Goliath Virus
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        21.
        
        Amber’s Naughty Plan
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        22.
        
        Hiding Josh
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        23.
        
        A Sudden Outbreak of Shrinking
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        24.
        
        The Dream Nurse
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        25.
        
        Small Guy in a Big Mall
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  The Businesswoman


“She’s here again,” said April, Sam’s secretary.  
He looked through the blinds of his office window and saw that lady who’d been trying her best to get an interview with him. Currently she was explaining to the receptionist why it was so important that she be seen. It was in hopes of selling whatever product it was that whatever company she worked for sold. In the short conversations that’d he’d had with her, those few times where he couldn’t slip away fast enough, he gleaned that she worked for some kind of pharmaceutical company upstate. Her bosses must have been desperate to want to sell to Sam’s company—which specialized in extreme sports gear, including cameras, sturdy laptops and more. 
The only reason he even humored her enough to get out part of her pitch was because she was a drop-dead bombshell. She was one of the most attractive women he’d ever seen, even though she looked business anytime she showed up. Right now, she had her hair pinned in a tight bun—blond which was probably pretty long—and a large pair of glasses perched on her nose. Wearing only a black business suit with pants hid the fact that she had legs out of this world. He’d seen them at least twice—once in the elevator here and once when she’d cornered him on the golf course, dragging her rolling suitcase across the grass.
As he was standing there, coffee cup in hand, her eyes found his and they stared across a span of twenty feet. While he was normally filled with a sense of annoyance when he looked at her, staring now at those crystal blue eyes made him stir in the pants. Perhaps he was incredibly attracted to her—how could someone not be? Or maybe it was because he was going on two weeks without sex with his girlfriend Sheila, which didn’t help that she was out of town for the next four days.
Sam stepped out of his office, looked at this receptionist and said, “Send her on back,” in the most disinterested way possible. If there was anything he’d learned in this business it was that you always acted like you couldn’t care less about what a person was selling. The woman looked like she needed to regain her composure, probably from arguing with Kate, the girl at the front desk. Nevertheless, she smiled when she saw Sam and headed toward him, suitcase dragging along behind her.
He’d no sooner made it back to his desk than she was already in there behind him, suitcase parked at her chair and a hand outstretched to greet him.
“Good to see you again, Mr. Montgomery.”
He took it lightly in hers. “You can call me Sam . . . and you are again?”
She looked slightly deflated at that, as she’d probably given her name countless times. Sam knew he had at least a novel’s worth of her business cards floating all over his office and home. 
“Rebecca. Rebecca Hatfield,” then, more sarcastically, “I represent Biosync Incorporated, in case you don’t remember that either.”
“Sorry,” he said, taking a seat and motioning for her to do the same. “There’s just so much going on right now, Ms. Hatfield. I’m struggling to keep up with my own company’s name at the moment.”
“It’s Rebecca. Or Becca, if you prefer. And I understand that Sam.”
“So what brings you in today, Becca?”
It was the question the businesswoman probably waited on each day in hopes of unfurling her long, rehearsed pitch. She opened her suitcase, which cleverly folded out into something of a drug kiosk. There were small samples of oils and creams, as well as remedies for head and body aches. Everything she was selling was on par with products currently available on the market.”
“So why do you think we need any of this, Becca?”
She stopped midway through her pitch and just shook her head. “I know, I know. Why am I here? Why would a company like Biosync want to work with a tech company?”
“Good question,” said Sam, absentmindedly looking down her shirt. This girl was stacked, for sure.
“Maybe we need you more than you need us,” she said, adjusting her top, as a clear indicator that he’d been caught staring. “Sam, we have a military grant.”
“That’s interesting,” he said, and really it was.
“It’s just speculation, but I’ve heard we’ll start making military assets. Now I’m not sure what you think, but to me that sounds like weapons. What does the military need of a drug company if not bio-engineered weapons? And what would those weapons need?”
“A delivery system,” said Sam, following along.
“Exactly,” she said, lacing her fingers across his desk. “We need you, I’m guessing. My higher ups don’t tell me a thing. But think about it Sam: if this is the reason why we’re trying to form a relationship with your company, wouldn’t it be a wise investment?”
Sam thought for a minute. Perhaps she was right. Perhaps he was just infatuated with the way she pulled her stray strands of hair behind her ear or how she licked her lips and looked at him sometimes over the frames of her glasses. Was all that on purpose? He suddenly liked this attention and the tingling he felt downstairs.
“You’re not married,” he said, looking down at her ring-less clasped fingers.
She smiled, wondering if this was him on the hook. “No. I’m not. No boyfriend, actually. But you’re not single, are you?”
“No, I’m not,” he said. He remembered once telling her that he had a girlfriend in hopes of blocking off every single avenue of conversation she could possibly have. He leaned in, locked eyes and said, “But I won’t tell if you won’t.”
She sat back and laughed, but Sam noticed she’d crossed her legs and fanned herself with her jacket. “Okay. What do you have in mind?”
“How about we go have a drink and talk more about a possible . . . merger.”
She giggled at this. “I’m not sure what you mean by that but I think I’d be happy with either explanation.”

      [image: image-placeholder]Twenty minutes later and they were downtown at a pub called The Pit, and an hour after that Sam was on his way home, with Becca following behind in her car. So what if Shelia was still in the picture? He didn’t care. She had cut him off for the past two weeks to prove a point about their arguing. He was going to fuck Becca right there in their own bed.
And that’s exactly what he did that night. Their tipsy flirting became heavy touching and the heavy touching became making out in Sam’s large recliner while they undressed each other. When he pulled her to the bedroom and she fell on top of him, he knew he’d made a great decision. That night, that girl showed him pleasure he’d not known in many months. She was beautiful—her body among the best he’d ever seen—and she had the skill to back it up. He thrust deep in her with her legs almost behind her head and when he came, he pulled out and shot it on her stomach. Later, when they were talking and she started to suck him off, he blew his load in under three minutes. A girl had never been able to make him cum with a blowjob.
The next morning when Sam woke, he found Becca, still naked, standing behind his office chair with her hands on the back of it. She was looking down at his laptop screen and when Sam came up behind her to wrap his arms around her waist and kiss her throat. 
Immediately he grew embarrassed and slammed shut the laptop, because there on the screen was a picture of a giant woman—she looked like she was about thirty feet tall and was trapped inside a warehouse with a little forklift by her bare foot. 
“That was  . . . interesting,” she said, then turned to kiss him. “What’s wrong?”
“That’s so embarrassing,” said Sam. It was his fetish, sure—he loved the thoughts of giant women, but it was also something he kept closeted, except from Shelia who barely had a tolerance.
“Why? You like giant women?” she asked, rubbing her chin.
“Yeah, it’s always been a kink. Has been since I was really young.”
“That’s interesting.” She turned around, put her arms around his neck and said, “So tell me about this kink.”
When he started talking about it, he couldn’t stop. It was like he felt so relaxed with Becca and it felt good to ‘come out of the closet’ with his giantess fetish. She listened intently as she got dressed. He was even talking about it on her way out the door and never did she make him feel like it was strange or he was odd.
Standing at her car, they kissed again and she said, “We really got off track with business, huh? Can we talk later?”
“Sure. Sorry about unloading all this on you. You’re very sweet to listen.”
She got in her car, started it and then rolled down her window. “Don’t be sorry. I found this very interesting. But I do have a question: Do you think this is a fantasy only because you’ve built it up so much over the years? Would you actually want it to come true? Sometimes the fantasy is better than it coming true. You may have different feelings when confronted with an actual giantess.”
“I don’t think so,” he said. “I’ve thought up every possible fantasy and if the giantess were kind and didn’t plan to hurt me . . . and also let me play with her, I’d want that to come true so much.”
“Good to know,” she said. Sam leaned in to kiss her, then watched her taillights as she drove off in the morning fog.

      [image: image-placeholder]Business went as usual for the next two months. Becca had not been in to pitch a single product, nor did Sam attempt to call or text her. Both knew the arrangement. Both knew what that night had been. Becca was the least bit troubled that Sam had a girlfriend, and knew it wasn’t her place to initiate something like that again.
Sam took the company plane to Phoenix, AZ for a business conference just before the start of the fiscal year. The amphitheater was gigantic, housing many different vendors toting everything from clothing to electronics. None of it really interested Sam. He wasn’t even there to invest in a thing. It was just a good trip on company dime that got him away from Shelia for a few nights. And in her absence, he could hit the town and find a little fun.
That first night he struck out big time, so he went to bed early, resolved that he would do better tomorrow night. In the morning, he had to listen through several dull presentations, and even give one himself in the afternoon. This was the penance for such an awesome trip.
But sometime after he’d fallen asleep that night in his hotel room while watching Phoenix’s ten o’clock news, there was a heavy knock at the door. There was no peephole which he found to be incredibly odd. Weren’t those supposed to be mandatory? It didn’t matter. He had the door with the bar latched, so he slid it open just a little so he could see and speak to whoever was on the other side. He wasn’t expecting what he saw.
It was Becca.
“Hey Sam! Hope you don’t mind . . . I told a little white lie to find out your room number from the front desk.”
“Hang on a sec,” he said, pushing the door closed so he could unbar it. 
Standing there in the hallway was the woman he’d slept with two months ago. She looked just as business formal as she usually did, only now she was wearing a dark brown skirt with a light blouse and jacket. Her breasts—those larger than were obvious breasts—were hidden beneath the long brown hair falling across her chest. In her hand she carried a silver briefcase (with a high-tech security console built in) instead of her usual drag-along suitcase. 
“Invite me in?” she asked, smiling broadly.
“Sure, come on,” said Sam. He was shirtless, but that didn’t matter.
She came in, placed her briefcase on the table, then turned around and kissed him full on the lips before he realized she was upon him. “Sorry,” she said, separating herself. “Been waiting two months to do that.”
“It’s okay. Trust me. Why are you here? Did your company send you to the conference?” Of course that had to be it.
She nodded and said, “I saw you across the amphitheater earlier today but I was in a throng of people who were asking questions about my company. But I came to the conference because I knew you’d be here.”
“Really now,” he said.
“Yep. I think I’ve found a way for our companies to work together.” She reached up, knocked on the briefcase and said, “This is a little project our company scrapped but I convinced them to kickstart it again. When you see what’s in here, you’re gonna buy this case for no less than ten million dollars.”
Sam just laughed and folded his arms across his chest.
“In fact,” she continued, “I would imagine you’ll buy the whole product line, no matter the cost.”
“Kind of cocky, huh?” he laughed.
“Nope. Just convinced.” She stood up and said, “I want to show you a demonstration, but we can’t do it here. There’s a conference room downstairs that I’ve reserved for us today.”
“When do you want to show me your super product?” Sam laughed, still smiling at how confident she sounded.
“Right now,” she said. “Get a shirt on and meet me down there.” With that, she grabbed the briefcase and headed to the door.
“Are you serious?” Sam asked.
She turned around, offered a sexy little smile and said, “C’mon. You’ll be so glad you did.”

      [image: image-placeholder]The conference room was gigantic—nowhere near as proportionate as the amphitheater across the street, but still large nonetheless. Long rows of tables were stacked in the corners alongside tall stacks of chairs. The room was probably forty feet tall and twice that long. 
“Looks like this place is closed up,” said Sam.
“No, actually it isn’t,” said Becca, pulling the door closed and locking it behind her. “I requested that it be as cleared out as possible.” She walked the length of the room, making sure the doors were locked and the curtains drawn on all the windows.
“What are you doing?” he asked.
“We need privacy for this, trust me.”
“Oh,” said Sam, feeling himself go a little hard. “We gonna fuck?”
She smiled and didn’t miss a beat when she said, “Probably after my demonstration. Come sit down with me.”
Becca just took a seat right on the carpet, placing the briefcase right before her. Sam sat down next to her, marveling at her tight body as she sat on her side with her feet tucked in behind her. She was wearing the shiniest brown shoes with a heel that must have been four inches.
“Gonna tell me what this is all about?” asked Sam, sitting cross-legged.
“Of course,” she began. “About three years ago, one of our researchers had the idea of an orgasm drug. Don’t laugh! It’s true. He spent a ton of Biosync’s money coming up with a pill or something to be taken orally that would induce an orgasm. Well, he succeeded, but there were side-effects.”
“What are they?” Sam asked.
“We’ll get into that in a moment. The side-effects were not that severe, but were odd nonetheless. I remembered hearing about how the trials went, and I was incredibly surprised that they didn’t explore this further.” She settled her hand on the ground and looked at Sam with those icy blue eyes. “You see, I found the side-effects much more alluring than the drug’s intended use. So I asked our researchers a few weeks ago if they could alter the drug in any way to make the side-effects more potent.
“Well they looked at me like I was crazy, but went to work after I told them I would certainly have an investor. So about a week ago, they came back with a finished product and I’m happy to say, it surpassed my expectations. And I’m sure it’ll surpass yours too.
“Still, ever confident,” said Sam. “Just show me the damned thing.”
The smile never left her face. She unclasped the briefcase and opened it. Sam was fully expecting to see literature about the product or perhaps some marketing ideas to go with her pitch. Instead, it was a velvet case with six items pressed into molded slots.
The first item was a jet injector—one of those sci-fi looking needles that injected medicine while looking like you’re holding a pistol. Above this was what looked like short, fat vials that must have been used with the jet injector. They were each clear, but held a sort of red tinge to them.
“Are you ready to have your mind blown?” she asked him, plucking the jet injector from its velvet home. She took one of the vials, then slid it into the slot along the top of the injector. Then, she made adjustments to seal it and measure out the dosage.
“You’re not sticking me with that thing,” said Sam, leaning back.
“Of course I’m not. I’m sticking me.” She leaned back, took her jacket off to reveal her tanned, beautifully shaped arms.
“Wait a sec,” said Sam as she turned the injector toward herself. “How do you know this is safe?”
She just smiled. “It’s safe because I’ve taken it four times already. It’s . . . addictive, but what do you expect from a shot that gives you an orgasm?”
Even Sam thought this idea was intriguing. “So this stuff is really gonna get you off?”
“Oh yes, rather quickly too. That’s not all this shot is going to do to me.”
“What then?”
“Just watch.” She balled up her fist and injected herself in the bicep. All of the drug drained into her, leaving just an empty little red bottle which she quickly removed and then placed back in the case along with the injector.
Sam immediately noted how her face flushed and she sat back with her hands on the floor behind her. Becca’s eyes closed and she smiled, then fanned herself with her blouse’s collar. Her legs rubbed against each other and Sam heard her make a little cooing sound. 
Thirty seconds later and she was moaning so loud it was like he was in her. He’d never seen a woman so euphoric without a man, plastic, or electronic involved. She licked her lips, bit her tongue. Still, she continued to moan.
“Help,” she said. He didn’t need for her to elaborate.
Sam was behind her a moment later, his fingers stuffed down her skirt. She was already wet and his fingers had trouble finding a good enough rhythm that didn’t make him constantly slip out of her. Becca’s moaning intensified and she grabbed Sam’s hand, pulling his finger and pushing it in like she was working some monstrous dildo. He could feel her body quiver and then with a final shudder, she relaxed and left him with a hand that was dripping. 
She breathed heavily as she lay back against him and she allowed herself to be held. Becca stretched her legs out, kicked the briefcase to the side and just held Sam’s hand to her chest.
“Now comes the fun part,” she said. “You ready for it?”
“I am, let’s see it.”
She closed her eyes and started to moan a little. “I’ll cum again, maybe twice. I did the last time.”
“That’s fine, do it hun,” said Sam, only now he was noticing something a little odd.
His hand was fitting inside her a little easier. At first, he could barely get in two fingers despite how much lube she provided. But now, he was fitting four fingers in and finally, he was fisting her as if she’d suddenly torn apart and had a gaping hole. But that wasn’t the only thing he noticed. What came next was totally unexpected.
It started with a sound, like a low groan that gave way to something ripping. He was searching for the source of it, but then she pointed down to her feet and said, “It’s my shoes. Watch.”
So he held her there, too transfixed by her feet to realize that his hold was changing. When he first looked down at her shoes, he saw she had ample toe cleavage in her shiny heels. Now, he watched as the toe cleavage lessened because the toes were moving up. The groaning sound came from the shoe stretching—it was noticeable around the toes because he could see them pushing their way out, as if to rip the shoe at any moment. If he didn’t know any better, he’d say her feet were growing.
But then he noticed how he couldn’t see anymore because Becca’s shoulder now blocked his face. He looked down at her neck, down at the tight blouse threatening to cut off the circulation to her neck and arms. Looking around her so he could see her feet, he was amazed by how they looked much further away, and now her toes—pink nail polish—was poking through the tops. Only then did Sam realize what was happening because he’d fantasized about this for many years.
Becca was growing.
She allowed him to stand up and told him to move back where he could watch. The growing woman paid him little mind because new waves of pleasure were washing over her. Again, her hand dug beneath her skirt and panties but it was now a tight fit. Everything she wore looked two sizes too small. If she were to get up and try to walk, she’d split her clothes at a dozen seams. So instead, she just sat there, her bare legs climbing further and further away from the skirt and her feet moving up as they grew right through the shoes as if they were made of paper.
Sam backed up and watched this growing girl take two handfuls of her skirt and rip it off, then did the same with the blouse. What now sat before him was a naked, growing woman, who probably just hit the ten-foot mark. Still, her hand was doing little circles along her pussy. She looked at him just once to smile and raise her eyebrows, then went back to working on herself. Still, she grew. 
He didn’t know why he hadn’t helped until now, but he walked up to her and began kissing her. Seated, she was nearly as tall as he was standing. She pulled him closer, jerked his pants down with big, powerful hands, and then took him all in her mouth. It was an interesting sensation—that giant tongue getting more and more crowded with his dick in her mouth. She sucked him like a vacuum and he was sure she’d drained him completely when he finally came. 
Sam backed up as the woman continued her ascent. She just put her hands across her knee and smiled.
“How big will you get?” he asked her, noticing that the growing process wasn’t slowing down.
“I’ll max out at about twenty-five feet. You’ll look like an eighteen-inch Ken doll for me. Sound like fun?”
“Oh, God, it does,” he said, straddling her shin and just watching it grow beneath him.
“Then come help a girl out?” she said in a sexy voice. She lay back, spread her legs open. 
Sam was on his knees, crawling up between her legs which were now above his head. He placed his hands on her stomach, could still feel her growing, then leaned down and licked her clit. She made a soft moan, but soon relaxed and thrust her crotch upward, indicating he continue. He used his hands to massage it, eventually getting so into it that he laid across her pussy, feeling her moist hair on his chest and stomach.
When his whole torso felt drenched, he rolled off her stomach, now feeling much like a large pillow, and knelt down at her pussy and began pushing his arms through. She wouldn’t be big enough for him to totally be inserted—a size he’d researched long ago—but he could fit whole body parts inside, which he did. He moved his hands around inside her, then used his legs, marveling by how deep they went and how wet and warm she felt. He didn’t know if it was the miracle drug making her so wet and cum so hard, but it was an amazing feeling that he didn’t want to question.
“I think I’ve stopped,” she said, her voice eerily far away. Sam looked up and saw his giantess smiling back at him, some fifteen feet away. From head to toe, she’d estimated just right—she was about twenty feet. He circled around her, admiring her giant, beautiful body. 
“God, Becca, this is incredible,” he said. He stopped down at her feet and marveled by how beautiful they looked. Her toes felt like two-liter bottles of soda. 
“I’ve known about this product since it was first created but when I found out your little kink a couple months ago . . .” Her voice trailed off. “Well, I knew I’d finally found something you’d be interested in buying.”
“Damn straight,” he said, running a finger along her thigh. The sight of her breaking out in goosebumps was incredibly odd to see. 
“Come here, little man,” she said, holding her arms out. Those big fingers were intimidating but he allowed himself to be pulled into her. She wrapped her hands around his back and pulled him onto her, where he ended up laying across her chest between her breasts.
Everything about her was magnified. Her scent was powerful and alluring. The touch of her skin was warm and felt thick, unlike the flesh of a normal-sized woman. It was like being on a carnival ride the way her breathing moved her chest up and down, and when those breaths came, it sounded like they went on forever. Probably the most amazing thing yet was the way her heart beat against his ear. 
“So how do you get small again?” Sam asked with his head between her breasts. She just stroked his hair as he spoke.
“I’ll start shrinking back in about thirty minutes. The formula can be tweaked however you want. Just let me know and I’ll make it happen.”
“Can you make this happen too?” he asked. He could feel her smiling and felt his ‘bed’ heave with her gentle laughter.
“I’m sure that can be arranged. Do you like my size?”
He sat up on his elbows so he could see her large eyes staring back at him. “Oh, how I do. Can you get bigger?”
“With the right dosage, sure,” she said. “In a closed lab I’ve been a hundred feet tall before.”
“Oh my God, really?”
“Oh yeah. I picked up a scientist who was like an action figure to me. I felt so . . . powerful.”
“Wow, I would imagine so. What did you do?” 
“I let him examine my eyes and ears,” she said, sounding disappointed. “What I wanted to do was shove him in my pussy and make him struggle.”
Sam sat up and looked at her. “Damn! Where’s this girl been? Had I known this would turn out to be your kink, I’d have been into you a lot sooner.”
“Yeah, well you have a girlfriend, so . . .”
“. . . so, that obviously doesn’t matter.”
“Nope. It does not. But I do hope you’ll call me up one day for this stuff again.”
“Can you get your hands on more formula?”“Of course,” she said, smiling. Then she poked a large finger in his chest. “Because you’re gonna be buying a shitload of this stuff.”
Sam chuckled but conceded the point. 
“I want to make some adjustments to the formula though,” he said. “Any more that I buy, I want the target size to be fifty feet tall. I want to be a human dildo.”
“I bet you do,” she said. “But despite what your fetish sites tell you, that’s still a little small for insertion. I’d recommend about seventy feet.”
“Whatever you say, ma’am. Make it happen.”
“I’ll do it, captain.”
They talked for a little while longer, mostly about relationships—about how Becca was completely single and loved being the ‘other woman’. She was a professional homewrecker and had no qualms about it. Sam talked about how he and Shelia were probably going to break up soon because their sex life had become so dull.
“Well looks like you’ve got a way to fix that,” she said.
“How do you mean?” But he knew exactly how she meant it.
“Give her an injection and let the fun begin,” said Becca.
That was certainly food for thought.
A few minutes later, Becca gave a little shudder as if she were cold, then slowly she began to shrink. She pulled her legs up to her chest and Sam just watched as the beautiful woman began to fold up and contract into herself. The shrinking process seemed to go a lot faster and she didn’t have an orgasm this time. When she was finished, Sam helped her to her feet—a normal-sized, beautiful naked woman.
She kissed him hard on the lips and he held it for a moment. Then, she separated from him, looked up into his eyes and said, “So do we finally have a deal?”

      [image: image-placeholder]About three months later after several correspondences with Becca, a package arrived early in the morning. Sam opened the box and pulled out the familiar silver case. He flipped open the lid and there in the velvet bed were five vials of reddish formula and the jet injector. A little handwritten note was taped to the inside of the lid that read, “Have Fun!”
Later that evening Shelia came over after work and the two of them listlessly watched television and ordered a pizza. Shelia was no Becca, but she was attractive in her own right. She had long blond hair, tanned skin and bright blue eyes. She had a sexy look in her eye all the time but seemed like she was afraid to show it. Sam had always said Shelia was a sex goddess who couldn’t figure out how to get out of her cage.
That night, Sam said he wanted to go to the basketball court and that she should go with him. About a hundred feet from the main house was the building that Sam had built specifically for his Midwest investors. They could come and talk business and then go shoot hoops on Sam’s private court. Right now the place was deserted, except for the bed he’d had brought to the center, along with a nightstand and the silver case on top of it. For added effect, Sam had rose pedals sprinkled all over the place in an effort to look sweet and convince her to have sex.
She looked unimpressed, but she put a kiss on his lips and pulled him toward the bed. Good enough, he thought. If Shelia thought this was weird—sex on the basketball court—she didn’t say so. Instead, she got undressed, revealing that beautiful body that attracted Sam in the first place. She was the first to get on the bed, then he pulled off his pants, got behind her and pushed down her head, then entered her from behind.
Shelia was always so tight—she didn’t believe in dildos or vibrators because she said she wanted to stay that way. Whenever she played with herself, it was clit stimulation only. And even then, she had trouble getting off. One of the reasons why they didn’t have much sex was because she rarely had an orgasm. Sam was about to change that.
“So baby, I want to try something,” he said, thrusting inside her.
“Mmmhmm,” she muttered.
He already had the jet injector in his hand and was loading a vial as he spoke. “This might seem a little odd, but you’re gonna like it, okay?”
“Whatever you want, hun,” she said, just enjoying him thrusting in and out.
He smacked her ass and sped up. He smacked it again, listening to her moan, and then without warning, stuck her with the injector and injected the whole vial right into her ass. If she noticed, she didn’t make much of a reaction. She even seemed to moan pleasurably when the needle poked.
But he could feel her clench up and could see her fingers now digging into the bedsheets. Her breathing was heavier and she was actively moving front to back to help him pound harder. He could feel his dick getting wet.
“Sam? Sam, what’s happening?” she breathed.
“Is it good, baby? You like that?”
“Yes. Yes, God, yes!”
They kept going until she gave a little shudder and flooded the bedsheets beneath them. Sam kept a tight hold on her ass because he knew her change was about to begin. He didn’t want to cum but he was afraid he was going to lose that battle.
Her feet slowly began to inch their way toward him. The tiny leprechaun anklet she always wore next to her shamrock ankle tattoo was suddenly tight against her skin. His dick suddenly felt small because he was constantly slipping out. Eventually he just stopped trying and used his fingers to keep her stimulated. Her growth was subtle, but he could see her fingers enlarge and press down on the bed, could see her ass getting wider and thicker. Her shoulders broadened and her hair seemed to get longer, but that was just an illusion since everything was getting bigger.
By now, the bed was beginning to sag in the middle and her feet—now probably twelve inches long—dangled off the bed and found the floor. It was obvious to her now what was happening, so she rolled off the bed and stood up. She looked down at her hands, as if they held the answer. Sam stood up next to her, and she was a full two heads taller and only getting higher. 
“Sam? What’s happening? Am I . . . am I growing?”
“Yes, baby, you are.”
“How?” she asked, but she only wondered a moment because there on the table sat the injector and empty vial.  “You did this to me?”
“Yes, baby. It’ll be fine. It’s only going to last a little while.”
She looked at the high ceiling and back to her quickly dwindling man. By now he came up to her chest, so he leaned in, took a nipple in his mouth. “It’s scary, Sam. When’s it going to stop?”
“When you’re seventy feet tall,” he said, stopping his licking only a moment.
“Seventy feet?” she yelled. “Oh God, Sam, I’m gonna kill you!”
“No you’re not, baby.” He reached a hand down and slipped the whole thing into her. She put her own hand on his shoulder for support, a simple act that nearly brought him to his knees. “You’re gonna enjoy this.”
And she was. He could tell by her soft purring and by the way her knees shook. His hand was up in the air, so high was her pussy now. She just kept growing, stretching out in all directions. She hit the twenty-five-foot mark, the only size he’d ever seen a giantess until now, then surpassed it and kept going.
By now, Shelia had to take a knee, a thunderous sound in the cavernous building. Her head was inching closer to the ceiling, so she stooped down, then finally just sat on her ass. Sam just stood in the between her legs, waiting for her growth to stop. She looked around, amazed by how the world was shrinking. When she saw him, she grabbed him, more violently than he’d hoped, for he had a pain in his neck now. However, she wasn’t truly mad when she brought him to eye level.
“This was a little shady, Sam,” she said. Her breath, sweet smelling, blew his hair aside. Being this close to her mouth and teeth made it easy to tell that she was still growing. She was so big. So very, very big.
“But you liked it,” he said, trying to get his arms free but couldn’t.
“Where do you think you’re going, little man? You made me this way, now deal with it.” She applied a little bit of pressure that wasn’t enough to hurt but was enough to take his breath a moment.
“Let me down between your legs and I’ll show you,” said Sam.
“What? No way, Sam! That’s . . . weird.”
“C’mon, it’ll be fun.”
“Are we talking about the same thing? You want to . . . go inside me?”
“Yes, love,” he said. Sam worried that Shelia was going to be a hard sell, but after only a second of her giant brow furrowing in thought, she replied.
“Won’t that be, like dangerous? How will you breathe?”“Put me in feet first. It’ll be okay.”
She looked at him for a moment, as if trying to figure out if he had thought this through or was just trying to get his way. Ultimately, she did as he asked, and lay back. Sam felt himself being lowered, then that wonderfully scented, sticky sweetness enveloped his feet and he was being pushed inside her.
She moaned and covered her face with one hand while she pushed with the other. He was a tight fit, but she was plenty enough wet and he glided right in until he came up to his shoulders. Shelia clenched and unclenched and each time he thought his eyes would pop out of his skull. He was a little worried about when she hit her main climax.
It wasn’t as bad as he feared it would be—she tightened up, held it for a long time at which point made him hold his own breath—then she relaxed and a torrent of cum washed over him. He closed his eyes when he was hit in the face. After that, she relaxed and he just lay there.
As they talked with him still inside her, he began to struggle to get out. She was shrinking back at a fast rate and if it weren’t for her quickly grabbing him roughly and pulling him out, he was afraid one or both of them may have been seriously injured. When she finished shrinking and was just a tiny girl huddled on the floor, he came over and helped her up, much like he did for Becca.
When she stood, now a few inches shorter than him, she punched him in the arm and said, “Don’t ever do that again!”
“What? I thought you liked it.”
“I loved it. That’s not what I’m talking about. Just tell me you’re going to do it first.”
“So you’re saying there’s gonna be a next time?” 
Becca started walking out, clothes in hand. “I hope so.”
Sam hoped so too, even if he planned on using it with more people than just her.
As she made it to the door, she turned and looked back at him and said, “I do hope you pay your custodians extra for mopping in here.” They both laughed as he followed her out.

      [image: image-placeholder]A couple weeks (and two giant sex bouts) later, a package arrived for Sam. He signed and allowed the delivery man to place a three-foot-tall box in his foyer. It was wrapped in brown paper and by the way the delivery man maneuvered it on the dolly, Sam assumed it was heavy. On top of the package was taped a little card that read: 
Sam,
I’ll let you make payments. Have fun!
Becca
Quickly he tore into the package and found a black trunk which he laid on the side so he could prop open the lid. He almost cried for joy what he found inside. 
Rows upon rows of the growth formula. Several little vials, all with different markings meaning that Becca had given him a variety of sizes to make someone grow. He just took one out and looked at it, marveling by how much fun it provided. There were at least a hundred of them. 
Sam decided it was time to break out his little black book. He had several friends he wanted to phone, and he planned that day in the foyer that he wouldn’t stop until he’d used every single vial in the box.






  
  Shrink the Abuser


Emma sat in the corner of the shower, sobbing quietly so that Dan wouldn’t hear her through the wall. Crying was stupid. Everything was stupid, at least in his eyes where she was concerned. She’d already had one shower today and it wasn’t even noon. That’s how it was on the days when she played the role of his punching bag. This was the closest she could come to being alone. And after he touched her . . .  
She needed to be clean.
Her legs were wobbly when she stepped out of the shower and onto the linoleum floor. At least there wasn’t blood running down her leg—that had been the case a few weeks ago when the beating turned into sex; she refused to call it a rape because people like her didn’t get raped. And people like Dan didn’t do that. Still, she had plenty of blood on her face when she wiped the mist from the mirror.
This all started over a damned sandwich. He’d come in from mowing the grass and ‘thought’ he’d asked her to make him something to eat, to which she retaliated and assured him that he had not. Dan was full of pride—high school star linebacker, college magna cum laude, work VIP—he had everything he wanted and needed, except, apparently, an obedient and subservient wife.
She did her makeup as best she could—she was meeting Angela for coffee, but Dan didn’t know that. To Dan, she was going grocery shopping because he’d run out of his favorite cereal and that was somehow Emma’s fault. Whatever. She didn’t care. But she did care about getting out and Angela was her only friend, something Dan would never allow. If Emma’s attention was no longer on Dan, it obviously meant she didn’t love him or was cheating on him.
Her face was a mess. He’d really done a number on it this time. Anytime she got the dizzy spells she knew it had been an awful shot to the head. And anytime she peed blood, she knew it was an awful shot to the back. Right now, she was experiencing both. She could hide the limp—he’d pushed her down and she’d twisted her ankle. This was before he punched her in the stomach and once in the kidney for good measure. Her face would take a little work. She’d burst her lip and a purple blotch was forming above her left eye. Lipstick hid most of the abrasion on her mouth, but makeup did little to hide the bruise forming around her eye. She could cover some of the purpling, but it was puffy and making her eye close ever so slightly. 
Since she was meeting Angela at Belucio’s and it was a nice day, she would opt to sit outside. That would give her an excuse to wear her sunglasses. Angela would never know, although her friend knew more than Emma would care to admit. Sometimes she turned a blind-eye to it, but every now and then she would ask if Emma had a plan to leave—to escape if Dan ever became more violent than he already was. And like any abused woman who stays, Emma made excuse upon excuse why that wouldn’t be necessary.
Dan banged hard on the door while she was still at the mirror getting ready. It startled her so bad that she ran mascara down her cheek. Her hands were shaking but that was nothing new. At this point in her life she’d learned to roll with the shakes, and could often do things just as easily as someone who wasn’t constantly scared or in pain. 
She opened the door and was met with his broad, bare chest. He was still mowing the lawn and he smelled like grass and sweat. Emma was a wisp of a woman: five feet, two inches. Dan was a Viking with a haircut—six-foot-three with arms and legs rippling with muscles. He was intimidating to almost any man, much less a child-sized woman.
“Why are you putting on lipstick?” he asked her, his face a sweaty grimace of anger.
“I’m going out,” she breathed slowly. “Grocery shopping. Remember?”
“Yeah, I remember. I’m not stupid. Why do you need to put on makeup to go grocery shopping? Who are you meeting? What’s his name?”
“I’m not meeting anyone, Dan. I just have to cover up . . . you know. The marks. People will ask.”
“People need to mind their own damn business. Why would you be answering their questions anyway?”
He was always so irrational and she didn’t feel like she had the mental or physical capacity to answer.
“I’m sorry. I just thought it would make my trip quicker if people weren’t stopping me to ask about my bruise.”
Dan didn’t have anything to say to that because she made sense and he couldn’t handle sense. When confronted with a good idea, he retreated into his masculinity and became more aggressive.
“Whatever,” he said. “Get out. I need to piss.”
She lowered her head and entered the bedroom. All she needed to do in the bathroom was brush her teeth and she decided that was something she could skip if it got her out of the house quicker. Emma dressed in the bedroom, trying her best to be quick before he came out. However, she wasn’t quick enough.
He came out and she held her breath, sure she’d done something wrong but he just gave his customary grimace and left. The front door opened and shortly after she heard the mower revving back up. She breathed a little easier and finished getting dressed. Today, she chose jeans and a white tee. Anything more elaborate and he would think she was trying to be too sexy. And if that were the case, she was surely out to meet a man. Not true, but she didn’t want Dan to insist on going. If he decided to tag along on this trip, she felt like she may pull her hair out.
Outside, the air was warm and several people were outside enjoying this lazy summer morning. Dan’s coffee was sitting on the bistro table on the porch, still wafting smoke. She’d made it for him just before she’d gotten into the shower, just as she did every morning. Emma literally had blood running down her cheek from the burst eyebrow while she scooped out the coffee grounds.
Dan had his earbuds in and was about twenty yards away from the driveway with his back turned. Maybe she could get in the car and be off before he even realized she was outside. Her little gray sedan was parked behind his monstrous F-150 so she would be blocked from his view until she started to back out. This could work, she thought with a hopeful grin.
Emma unlocked her car with the key rather than the fob so there wouldn’t be a sound. She got in, buckled her seatbelt and put her purse in the floorboard of the passenger seat. Her fingers were shaky when she pushed the startup button and turned around to back out—
—and there stood Dan in her way, preventing her from backing out. The earbuds hung down his shoulder and the mower was still on, now sounding like a distant drone as he walked up and knocked on her window. Reluctantly, she lowered it and looked at him as he squatted down to be near her.
Without even a word, he peered inside and looked at her odometer, then pulled out his phone and snapped a picture of it. He was making sure she didn’t go anywhere but to the grocery store and back. Even with this mistrust staring her in the face, she still managed a weak smile. Dan kissed her on the cheek and said, “love you,” as if nothing had occurred that morning. Emma sat there in the driveway with the car running for a long time after he left.

      [image: image-placeholder]She was a little early meeting Angela so she did go on to the grocery store first. She picked up a few things she needed, as well as a few that would pacify Dan. Everything was nonperishable so once the trunk was loaded up, she walked across the street to the little shopping district there. Dan may have been watching her mileage, but he didn’t realize that everything she needed was within walking distance of the grocery store. Belucio’s was only a two-minute walk around the corner from where she’d just shopped.
When she got there, Angela sent a text saying she was running late. Emma went ahead and grabbed her coffee—a skinny decaf latte—since Dan was starting to make lots of comments about her weight. Even though she was barely a buck twenty-five, he still made her feel wide as a barn. Either way, she was getting used to the bland stuff over her usual double espresso mocha.
She carried her coffee outside and sat at one of the tiny metal bistro tables. The awning flapped in the wind and she was worried Angela would want to sit inside, thus causing her to take off the sunglasses. Almost every other table was occupied. There was a couple teenagers, two girls much like what Emma and Angela looked like about six years ago, and three couples that looked to be as in love as Dan and Emma were when they first met. Now, she was cynical and jaded. When she looked at these couples, she saw nothing but a long road of pain awaiting them. Ten years from now, they wouldn’t be these people—happy, comfortable with PDA, and gazing into each other’s eyes. All that shit went away real fast, she thought with a fair bit of cynicism.
“Going undercover, stranger?” came a voice to her right. Emma didn’t hear her at first, but that was because there was still a ringing in that ear from where Dan had hit her. But eventually she turned to see her friend standing there, tall, beautiful as ever, with her long red hair spilling down her shoulders. She was making a reference to Emma’s oversized sunglasses.
“Perhaps, but it’s not working all that great, huh?” she smiled. The girls hugged and after Angela got her coffee (the full flavored, full calorie mocha) the two began catching up. 
It had been almost a year since they’d seen each other. They were college buddies, along with Dan, but the three had just gone separate ways. Angela moved out of state and got a job while Dan and Emma worked for a banking firm just twenty minutes away. Emma had quit work about four years ago when she became pregnant. Dan was a different person then—caring, loving, never dreamed of putting a hand on her. But Emma lost the baby and somehow in Dan’s grief he blamed her. Somehow she’d killed their baby in utero and she’d been paying for it ever since. Emma always assumed that was simply a catalyst. Dan had bad in him and he just needed an excuse for it to come out.
“So how is he?” Angela asked, as if it should be obvious.
“Who, Dan? He’s fine.” She took a long drag from her latte, hoping this line of questioning would come to a close fast.
“Take those off, Emma,” she said, staring her friend dead in the eyes.
“What? Why?” Emma asked, looking for a way to deflect.
“I know what you’re hiding, hun. I’ve known for a while.”
“I don’t know what you’re talking a—”
“Yes you do. I went through the same thing a couple years before you and I met. I know all the warning signs. How bad is it, Emma?”
She didn’t know what to say but felt her body going numb. She’d never admitted there was a problem and she wasn’t sure she could do it now. Instead, she absentmindedly took off her glasses and laid them on the table. If Angela thought she looked bad, the woman did well to hide it. Instead she just shook her head.
“Just how bad is it, Emma? Are you afraid for your life?”
She just sat there, stunned. She didn’t know what to say.
“Talk to me. I want to help.” Angela reached across the table and took her hand.
“You can’t help me,” said Emma, enjoying the touch of someone who wasn’t meaning to follow up with a punch. “It’s my mess and I’ll have to figure it out on my own.”
“You don’t sound too hopeful,” said Angela.
“I’m not. This is my life now. I just have to make peace with that.”
Angela let go of her hand and crossed her arms. “That’s bullshit and you know it.”
“I have no options,” Emma said.
“Of course you do. Leave him.”
“I can’t. It’s not that easy.” And it wasn’t. Emma relied on Dan one-hundred percent for financial support. If she left him, she would have nowhere to go. Dan had important friends—lawyer friends—who would make her life a living hell. He’d said as much when he started to suspect she might bolt in the night. No, leaving Dan was far more complicated than staying, at least for now.
“So what’s your plan?” she asked. “Be his punching bag for the rest of your life? How do you think that’s going to go?”
“I don’t know. Angela, I really don’t. I am being swallowed up by life. You don’t know what an endeavor it was just to meet you. If he knew I was here and not at the grocery store, he’d beat me half to death.”
“Why don’t you call the cops?” she asked, disbelief in her voice.
“He plays golf with the cops! They love him. Don’t you see? I’m the bad guy in all this. Any attack on Dan is going to end badly for me, whether it’s a divorce or something else.”
She just sat there and took in Emma’s words, a sad, sympathetic look on her face. She moved her cup aside and leaned in on her elbows and said, “You know, when I had this problem, I had to get creative.”
“Did you stay? I mean, after he became abusive.”
“Oh I stayed. A few years anyway, until the relationship was dead in the water. But he changed.”
“What made him change?”
She gave Emma a mischievous grin. “I made him change. But I had a little help.”
“How so?”
Angela sat back and laughed. “You won’t believe me.”
“Try me,” said Emma, desperately looking for any advice.
“I was at a club one night and getting drunk off my ass. And this girl sits down next to me and takes my hand and says, ‘sweetheart, you look a mess. Did a man do that?’ Well, she was talking about my face because Micha, the guy I’d been seeing had beat me so bad my lips were swollen.
“So I said, ‘yeah, my man did this’. So she starts talking to me, Emma, about how she hated men and about how some, like Micha, had forgotten their place. And she wanted to know if I wanted help with him. So me being half-drunk said sure.”
“What did she do?” Emma asked.
Angela reached into her pocket and pulled out a little bottle that looked much like a medicine vial of eardrops. There was even a little dropper for a lid. She said, “The woman gave me this. And she gave me instructions on what to do with it.”
“What is it?”
Angela giggled and said, “It’s a shrinking potion.”
Emma rolled her eyes and laughed. “No, really.”
Angela’s face grew stern. “I’m being serious. This lady told me to put two drops into his food or drink for three days and I’ll have a new man.”
“What happened?” Emma asked.
“I did what she said. Each afternoon, like clockwork, Micha would open a beer, take a drink, and then go to the bathroom. When he did that, I put two drops in it. The first day I couldn’t tell much difference. He did complain about his shoes not fitting right. The second day he was noticeably shorter and on the third day he was almost my height. He’d shrunk almost a foot.”
“No way,” said Emma in disbelief, but she was holding the bottle, turning it over in her fingers.
“Oh yeah. He was freaking out, wondering if it was going to keep happening. I made the joke that in another day or two he’d be smaller than me. That horrified him. So I stopped using it. This was enough. It took the fight out of him. He never touched me again after that.”
“Seriously? So the guy . . . what happened to him?”
She shrugged as if it didn’t matter. “We broke up a few weeks later. He went from six-foot-two down to five-foot-four. And stayed that way.” 
Emma thought about that. How would Dan be if he were about a foot shorter? Would that curb his aggression? She didn’t know but it was something she was willing to try. 
“I can have this?” she asked her friend.
“It’s all yours,” said Angela. “Just be careful with it. Two drops a day. No more than three days. That should be plenty.”
“Okay,” she said, and put the bottle in her purse.
The two caught up a little more, exchanging pleasantries of the few things they had in their lives that they considered common ground. Emma heard very little of it. Her mind was already turning over ideas of what she’d do if Dan no longer abused her. It wasn’t until that moment that she realized she had a lot of built up aggression of her own.

      [image: image-placeholder]Dan was in the shower when she came home and carted in all the groceries. He never helped with that and she rarely even noticed that she was doing all the work. When he heard her shuffling around in the kitchen, he turned the water off and came out of the bathroom fully naked. 
“Did you get my stuff?” he asked.
“Yeah,” she said, putting away the groceries in the fridge. Then Dan was there, his wet hands in her hair, rubbing her shoulders affectionately. For a moment she enjoyed it, but knew this wasn’t what it seemed, and it would definitely come with a hefty price tag.
She turned around and he was looking down at her, eyes lustful. His dick—which was a monstrous eight and a half inches—stood erect and staring her in the face. Emma just shook her head and looked at him with pleading eyes. “Dan, no. Not tonight. I’m exhausted.”
“That’s fine, I’ll do the work.” He grabbed her by the wrist and started to pull her over to the sofa. 
She dug her heels into the ground. “No, Dan. I really don’t feel like it tonight.”
He stopped, let her go and looked at her with hate-filled eyes. “I don’t care. C’mon.” He headed to the sofa, sat down, stroked himself twice and waited for her to come. When she simply stood her ground, he leapt up, grabbed her by the hair and shoved her into the floor. 
“I wasn’t gonna make you do this, but now I want sucked. Get to it.” He had a hand wrapped tightly around her long auburn hair, and he directed her down to his dick. She opened her mouth and took him in, and he didn’t seem to care that he was choking her. Nevertheless, she tried to hide the fact that she was crying and just did as he demanded.
Dan was moaning and his stomach muscles were contracting and she was sure he was about to cum in her mouth. Normally she’d hate that, but tonight that was okay. If he shot his wad now, she wouldn’t have to fuck him. And that was the last thing she wanted to do.
But just when she felt his dick start to throb, he pulled her head off him and started to unbutton her jeans. She grabbed his hands. “No. I really don’t want to.”
That was met with a slap to the face. She bit her own lip and for the second time today, tasted blood. Before she realized she was crying, Dan had her pants down and had shoved her onto the sofa so he could pull them completely off. Then he climbed on top.
“Easy, Dan, easy,” she said. Since Dan was so well-endowed, he had to enter her slowly and even then couldn’t go in completely. But right now, he was being anything but easy. He was shoving hard, in and out, and she let out a little cry because she knew she was ripping, and could already smell blood. She closed her eyes, gritted her teeth, and prayed that it would be over soon. But just when she felt him pull out and she was sure it was over, she opened her eyes to a warm jet of cum. He’d finished right in her face, something she hated and told him never to do. But now the bastard was laughing and shaking as the last of his orgasm throes left him. She just sat there, stunned, until a bathroom towel hit her in the face. The bastard had been nice enough to throw her one.
That night as she lay awake after Dan had fallen asleep, she cried and cried and tried not to move. She had an ice-pack between her legs and any subtle movement sent waves of pain throughout her body. She’d bled so much, but he didn’t seem to care, as usual. But Emma thought of that little bottle in her purse, and although she didn’t believe it would actually work, she was determined to at least try it.

      [image: image-placeholder]The next morning Dan announced he was going to the YMCA to play basketball with a couple work friends. This was a semi-regular Sunday event, but Emma went through periods of wondering if this was actually where he was going or if there was something else going on. Another woman, perhaps. Either way, she didn’t care. The only thing she worried about was him bringing home a disease, but Dan was too much of a neat freak to let that happen.
She fixed his breakfast—he couldn’t even be bothered to do that on his own—and when she poured his coffee, she put two drops of the clear liquid in. She brought her nose to smell it, but didn’t detect a thing. Hopefully there wasn’t a taste either. If Dan got the notion she was trying to poison him, that would open up a whole new set of problems.
Emma pretended to read her magazine while Dan sipped his coffee and worked on entering details into his smartwatch. He was dressed in his basketball gear and she fantasized about him just shrinking right out of it there on the sofa. It was almost a turn on that she couldn’t explain—that thought of him becoming something less. Something she could combat should he become violent. However, she knew it didn’t work that way, but she was happy to have one dose down . . .

      [image: image-placeholder]That evening Dan came home, took another shower and settled in front of the television until it was time to go to bed. Emma couldn’t see a difference and she feared it wasn’t going to work. The silver lining of the day however, was that Dan usually left her alone on Sundays. He spent so much time socializing with his friends that when he got home, he rarely said a word to her. She loved and welcomed the reprieve.
Emma came to bed after Dan because she was too transfixed on that little bottle. She turned it over in her fingers, watching the clear liquid swish around, wondering if this stuff actually had the power to change her life. 
When she did crawl into bed beside him, she noticed that his boxers, which normally hugged him tightly, were now very loose. She pulled at the band and was amazed by how much room he had. God, she thought. Maybe this stuff is actually working.
The next morning Dan was in full ‘Dan Mode’ because he couldn’t find his car keys. He’d already punched everything but Emma. Normally he didn’t shatter things, but today a lamp had gotten in his way and that was now spread out across the living room in a hundred pieces. While he had his man-tantrum, Emma put two more drops into this morning’s coffee, his travel mug that he drank on the way to work.
The days of Dan kissing her goodbye before work were long gone, but he did get close enough to grab his coffee mug before leaving, and being so close she could tell a noticeable difference—Dan was shorter. It wasn’t much, but she’d memorized how her eyes met with his chest because she often couldn’t make contact with his eyes. Now, that spot was further down . . .
That whole day, Emma cleaned, lounged around and watched television, and even went out to water her flowers. She felt . . . good. It was an odd thing. The thought of Dan being stripped of some power was invigorating. Still, she wasn’t too optimistic. Even if he were shrinking, she was worried it would wear off and things would simply remain the same. 
When he got home, she could tell that his clothes weren’t fitting right. His pant legs were bunched up around his shoes, his jacket was hanging over his hands and his tie was loose around his neck. Dan was so oblivious—he didn’t even seem to notice how his clothes were fitting. Emma did all she could to suppress her smile because it was clear now that his body was changing. Dan was probably less than six feet tall now. 
Later that night, Dan was in a foul mood again. He’d wanted to watch a game on television but the dish was having issues and the screen kept blacking out. A call to the tech center yielded no solution. So every time Dan became interested in the game, the screen would go black. If it weren’t so terrifying, Emma would have found his outbursts funny. Only this time, he was throwing things, including a beer bottle that didn’t break, but flung beer all across the living room wall.
When he went to get up, Emma noticed that he had trouble getting the recliner to fold back in. She didn’t know if it was because he was misjudging the weight needed to move, or something else. Either way, he grew frustrated and was all but bouncing around in his chair until he was able to get out.
That night, she was reading in bed when Dan came out of the bathroom in a rage. “What the hell did you do?” he was screaming. At first, her blood ran cold. He’d found the bottle. Somehow he knew what she’d been doing to him. But when she looked up, it was far less dramatic and far more comical.
“Did you forget how to use the dryer or something?” He was holding his boxers up because if he let them go, they’d fall right to the ground. He’d gotten a foot shorter and this was the first thing he noticed.
“I don’t think so,” she said, trying to keep the humor out of her voice. “Dryer shrinks clothes, not make them bigger.” He just looked at her in frustration. “Maybe you’re losing weight?” she offered. He huffed and puffed and then went back to the bathroom. Emma fell asleep, a smile on her face.

      [image: image-placeholder]The next morning she applied the last two drops to his coffee before he left for work. Dan had been complaining the whole time that his clothes weren’t fitting. He was almost eye level with her now, but he clearly wouldn’t acknowledge it. For now, he seemed to partly believe that he was in fact losing weight. He’d already made an appointment to see his doctor next week. Dan was a bit of a hypochondriac, so naturally he felt this could be the C word. Emma did all she could to nurture that belief.
When he got home that afternoon, Emma couldn’t help but laugh when she saw him trying to get out of that big F-150. It was much the way she struggled when she rode in it, much to Dan’s enjoyment. After the door opened, she saw his legs hop down and land on the ground, then her husband, who now stood around her height, fought to get the door shut. He was swimming in his suit now. He’d shrunk so much since he’d left this morning. By now, she hoped he’d be freaking out.
His mouth hung agape when she opened the door and they were face-to-face. She smiled at him, as if nothing were amiss. Dan, being his usual grumpy self, pushed past her and slammed his briefcase down
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