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  Paisley and Reid 2


Reid had never been so in love, yet so conflicted by marriage. When he and Paisley tied the knot, he assumed life would be normal—as normal as it could be with a giantess wife. She’d continuously grown bigger throughout her adult life—she’d even started her size journey as his patient. It wasn’t until months after their wedding did she finally stop growing.  
To the tune of two hundred and fifty feet tall.
They married while she was a hundred feet tall. Unique, but manageable. Paisley used all her saving to start a demolition service, perfect for her stature. She made good money as CEO at Colossal Crushers, (named this since Big Gal Demolition was taken). 
No one could match the speed and ease in which a hundred-foot woman could knock down a building. For a while, this worked great. That was, until she started to grow again. 
At two hundred feet tall, she could do the job twice as easily, but this came at additional costs. It was expensive to clothe a woman of her size in the gear needed to safely knock down buildings. It was as expensive to make her tools. When Paisley shot up another fifty feet, she required all new equipment. This almost bankrupted them—while the costs increased, the profits did not. 
This began the era of their hard living. It took every penny to keep the business going. On top of that, Paisley and Reid needed a new place to live, and that incurred its own astronomical costs. 
They were already crammed into an undersized house when she swelled up to two hundred feet tall. That was pushing it, but not impossible. When she gained another fifty feet, it was clear they needed to upgrade. All their remaining money went into building a state-of-the-art home capable of comfortably housing Paisley and her tiny husband, a husband who often felt like an afterthought these days.
“Do I look bad in this?” Paisley asked one morning, shortly after they’d moved into their new home—a massive structure at the foot of the mountain near where Reid grew up.
She was wearing one of the tailored dresses someone made for her the moment she reached her current height. That was months ago, and part of the stress Paisely experienced had caused her a bit of weight gain. It wasn’t much, just enough to push out the front of the dress and make her calves seem a little thicker. 
“I think it looks lovely,” he said, barely glancing over his paper. He was seated at a table that had been placed atop the eating surface where Paisley took her meals.
“You’re not even looking at me,” she said, voice deflated. Her arms dropped and she took a step back, removing her shadow from him. 
He felt a surge of frustration, as he often did these days. Paisley wasn’t the only one concerned about money. “I will tell you it looks fine and you’ll disagree. You’ll go off and change. If I tell you it doesn’t look fine, you’ll be upset. There’s no winning, Paisley.”
She rolled her eyes and walked off. A few minutes later she returned, now in a completely different dress. “I have a meeting with a client. Don’t wait up.”
Reid blew her a kiss from across the room. She used to pretend to catch it and place it on her cheek. Not anymore. Now, she just pursed her lips in a halfhearted smile. 
Their home was built with her in mind, but just as much love and attention had been spent making sure he was not forgotten. There were lifts to bring him up to countertops and the bed. Trams to carry him across the house, including his own bathroom and kitchen and closet. 
They shared a bed—something he found more terrifying than exhilarating these days. When they were first married, it was fun, sexy, and so inviting. Now, he risked getting crushed. With Paisley’s new stress, she didn’t sleep as well. And because she tossed and turned so much, that ensured he didn’t get a restful night’s sleep either.
Their relationship seemed to be in a downward spiral. He wasn’t sure what could fix it at this point. The only thing that helped these days was the proverbial bandage on the wound. 
As soon as he was certain Paisley was out of the house, he pulled out his phone and texted Amanda.
His bandage.

      [image: image-placeholder]The next day . . .
Paisley had few employees at Colossal Crushers, mainly because there were no other giant women. Most of the logistical work was done by two people in her office, although she still handled most of it. This meant when it came to jobs, she took most of the payment, but also all the risk. Since she was such an anomaly, people were interested in seeing her, interacting with her, listening to her talk and watching her move. They weren’t as interested in hiring her. It reminded her of working at a pet store when she was younger—people loved to come in and see the animals and play with them. They rarely made a purchase.
And this business model would bankrupt Paisely in a few years, if she even made it that long. Most people were opting for traditional demolition. That’s if they needed it at all. With the state of the current market, no one was buying property so they certainly weren’t needing old buildings demolished. 
“Okay, Mr. Anderson, I’m about to get started,” said Paisley, kneeling in front of the viewing platform. He and his wife and a few members of his business watched proudly as Paisley made her preparations. 
“Thank you for this,” he said. “We’ve been looking forward to it all week.”
“Big lady make the building go boom!” said Mr. Anderson’s son from behind his leg. She smiled warmly at him.
This was what her life had become—she’d been reduced to a sideshow attraction. He needed the building destroyed, but also wanted to put on a show for his son. She hated that this had become her career path and that she would be drowning in debt sooner rather than later. 
No wonder she and Reid were having so many problems. 
Paisley stood to her full height, eliciting oohs and aahs from the platform. She straightened her Colossal Crushers sweatshirt and pants. She’d gained so much weight in the last few months—again, no wonder she and Reid were having problems.
With her thick, heavy-duty gloves and protective eyewear, she approached the building—the old AirCorp headquarters that had been abandoned for years. Mr. Anderson was going to house his sporting goods corporate offices in a new high rise. 
Paisley had already made all the calculations for the building—more work went into demoing a structure than simply knocking it down Godzilla style. She had to know which way the debris would fall, what angle to strike so she didn’t make any undue mess, and how to prepare the area for a giant woman raining down destruction.
She had already painted large circles along the base to identify structural weak points. And then, she balled up her fist and slammed into the first circle. The foundation buckled and the whole building groaned as the windows shattered at once. Luckily, she’d already placed down large tarps that gathered all the debris for easy removal. Far behind, the platform erupted in applause. 
The giantess rotated twice, punching the weak spots until the middle of the foundation was so warped that the building began to lean. She stepped back and allowed it to topple over, then caught it at the last moment and eased it down to the oversized tarp. Once that was finished, she used her powerful hands to rip up the subfloors and place it all on top of the rest. Within twenty minutes, she’d completely removed the old building from existence. She wrapped up the entire mound of steel, concrete, and glass, ensuring nothing would slip out, then placed the tarp on her shoulder. 
“Thank you for your business, Mr. Anderson,” she said. “I’ll send you the invoice.”
Then, she turned and headed toward the landfill.

      [image: image-placeholder]They rarely had a date night these days. She was so busy, working herself to the bone despite hemorrhaging money. Reid was also quite busy, as he’d started working as an ER doctor that made slightly more money with twice the work and stress. 
“That movie you wanted to see is on Netflix,” said Reid the night she returned from the Anderson job. She stepped out of the shower wrapped in a towel, her stringy hair hanging down her breast. 
“Oh, yeah? Let’s do that. I think a pizza is coming up. Let me check the schedule.”
She stepped into the kitchen, her massive feet hammering on the tile and making the giant sofa where Reid sat bounce up and down. The giantess approached the wall next to the oversized oven and read the schedule. 
Since food had to be ordered and prepared for Paisley, a special company had been commissioned to provide it for her. It was an event when prepared food arrived, and it was a treat for the big lady. While Reid could eat whatever he wanted whenever, he often sacrificed and only had gourmet meals when they were provided for his wife. 
While studying the board, her towel slipped down and fell to the floor. Paisley had such a beautiful body once, but now it was teetering too far on the plus side. He didn’t necessarily have a problem with that—he rather enjoyed plump women. But knowing what Paisley had been before they were married filled him with an odd feeling, like he’d been cheated out of something.
“Like what you see?” she asked, slowly bending down to lift the towel. It was rare she tried to be seductive. 
“Very much,” he said, and gave a nervous grin.
She turned around and let the towel fall again, then said, “I’m going to get dressed before the pizza comes, then we’ll watch that movie, okay?” She trotted off to the bedroom.
Their relationship felt so awkward at times. Before, such a playful encounter would have led to sex—led to him exploring her body or giving her a rubdown. Now, they simply went about their lives. They were roommates who occasionally hooked up—not a married couple. 
Later, a truck brought their enormous pizza and the driver waited for Paisley to carry it into the house before turning around in the massive driveway and heading back down the hill. Each time they made a delivery, Reid remembered the bill. This was yet another exorbitantly astronomical cost of living with a nearly three-hundred-foot-tall woman.
After eating, they settled into the movie. Paisley put a finger on the sofa in front of him to get his attention, then rolled her hand over. This was their little exchange that meant she wanted interaction. That could mean a lot of things—from him exploring her canal to simply rubbing her feet. 
He didn’t want to do anything—he wanted to finish the movie so they could go to bed. Instead, he smiled weakly, stood, then stepped onto her hand. 
“Backrub?” she asked. 
“Sure.”
She used her free hand to pull her hair across her shoulder, then placed him there, next to her neck. Lilac and jasmine filled his nose, as her bath wash—also specially formulated—smelled wonderful. 
From there, Paisley lay down on her stomach, careful to move slowly so that Reid kept his balance until she was flat. They were experts at interacting with one another, or at least they had been when such intimacy was commonplace. Now, they were little more than strangers. 
Reid used to rub Paisley’s back quite often, so he fell into the same routine as always. This consisted of him making a circuit from her left shoulder, down to her ass, then across, then back up on the other side. As he walked, he dragged his feet, pushing them into her tired, knotty flesh. 
“So how was your day?” she asked dreamily.
“Fine. I helped chart a little,” he lied. 
“That’s nice. That client I talked about, Mrs. Wilson? I think she’s going to cancel on me. I can feel it.”
“I’m sorry, babe.”
“It’s fine. We just . . . we just needed that payday.”
“I know,” he said, unsure of what else he could say. Their conversations had grown so pedantic, so boring.
As he rubbed, he could tell by the rhythm of her breath that she’d fallen asleep. If he stopped now, she’d wake up—so he decided to rub a little longer with the hopes of slipping off to the bedroom without her. 
He made a final circuit. As he headed down toward her bulbous ass, he decided when he made the trip back up to her right shoulder, he’d hop on the back of the sofa, then move around to his ramp that would take him to the staircase leading into the bedroom. 
The moment he reached her ass, she yawned loudly, then started to roll over. 
“Paisley? Paisley!” he screamed, but by then he’d already been pitched against the back of the sofa. He hit the soft material and rolled down, just in time to see her massive ass coming right for him. Paisley, as she always did in her sleep, rotated to her back. 
Lucky for him, he landed on the cushions and slipped between just as she came down. Her weight pushed harder as she stretched, nearly squashing him flat. He held his hands over his head, as if this could protect him from her crushing weight. 
A moment later, she shifted and a gap opened above her. He slithered out before she could roll back over, then raced alongside her until he reached the opposite end of the sofa, then climbed up to the top. He stared down at her massive, sleeping body and shook his head. 
This had been the case since she’d gotten so big—he was attracted to her, but more often than not, he was terrified of her. 

      [image: image-placeholder]The next morning, Reid woke to the smell of breakfast. He enjoyed these mornings because the delivery service rarely prepared these meals—they brought ingredients so Paisley could do it herself. The best psychologists in the country suggested she be allowed to live as normal a life as possible. It was good for her to cook at home, to experience a kitchen, just like she would, had she not one day started to grow.
One of the simple pleasures of Reid’s life was still watching his giantess wife eat. The way her mouth tore apart food was like a work of art. 
The bacon she fixed was held together by artificial ingredients so it kept the scale, although it looked and smelled as it should. This was important since he liked watching her eat something large rather than lots of something small. 
“Morning,” she told him as he walked the ‘plank’ from the countertop to the table. He sat in a chair just next to Paisley’s empty plate. “Did you sleep well?”
“Yeah,” he said, not wanting to discuss how close she’d come to squashing him last night. That would just lead to an argument he didn’t feel like having. “What’s your plans today?”
“I’m meeting with a client over on Riverside. Why?”
“Just wondering,” he said, smiling. Riverside was all the way on the other side of town. That worked well for what he planned today.
He turned his full attention to his wife as she ate, watching as she speared a colossal amount of eggs onto her fork, then shoved it into her mouth. The way her teeth gnashed it, the way her tongue slithered left and right, was borderline intoxicating.
And then, the way her throat bobbed as she swallowed it all. He watched as the food disappeared from her plate and he imagined what it was like to be in her mouth, in her throat, and in her stomach. 
“Aww, I forgot how much you like my mouth,” she said. “You don’t pay attention to it these days.” She hung her head solemnly.
“I do,” he said. “It’s just so massive. It’s pretty scary.”
He used to enjoy playing in her mouth. Sometimes, she’d let him ride on her tongue or she’d close her lips and let him explore next to her teeth. But now, at two hundred and fifty feet tall, the idea was less exciting and more frightening. 
“Okay,” she said, and seemed as if she wanted to say a little more. She excused herself from the table and walked to the bathroom. Reid finished cleaning up while he heard the water running.
A moment later, she returned, then plopped down at the table in front of him. 
“I love you,” she said.
“I love you, too.” He waited, knowing there was more to come.
And then, her hands locked around him, reducing him to darkness as she lifted him upward. 
“Paisley, what are you doing?” he asked, voice muffled between her palms. 
“Maybe we need that spark back, Reid. You know?” Her voice was right next to her hand, the vibration buzzing her skin.
“What?”
But she answered nothing else. She loosened her grip and he slipped from the bottom of her palms. Below, a dark void, lined with giant, stark-white teeth. 
“Paisley, no!” he screamed, but by then he was already in her mouth. She moaned, voice vibrating his entire body. It was so dark, so wet, and so warm. The smell of wintergreen mouthwash filled the space. 
This felt much different from when he’d last been in there. Before, he felt too big to swallow in one gulp, and he knew she’d never intentionally bite down on him. Now, he thought if she hiccupped or coughed, he might slide down her throat without her even knowing. That notion terrified Reid. 
She assumed he was enjoying himself as she slid him back and forth with her tongue. It was so big and powerful, it was like wrestling a whale. All he could do was hold on and remain at her mercy—and hope she didn’t cause him bodily harm.
When she pushed him to her front teeth, he kicked against the back of them, knowing one of them was sensitive, especially after brushing. This sent a clear message that he wanted out. The gravity changed in her mouth as he shifted forward and then he felt cool air rushing in at his feet. She opened her mouth and he dropped a few inches to the table. Paisley sat back and wiped her mouth, smiling.
The smile was short-lived, however, when she noticed his dismay.
“You didn’t like that?” she asked, eyes wide and adoring.
“No!” He slung his arms down to knock some of the saliva from his fingertips. “This was fun when you were smaller but it’s scary as hell now! Don’t ever do that again!” 
It all just slipped out, like an airing of a grievance he didn’t even realize he had. Her face hardened, as if ready to launch into a tirade, to speak her mind in the same way. But her façade chipped and her bottom lip quivered, and then the crying. 
He hated himself in that moment—he wished he could take it back, try to start over, try to salvage the day. Maybe if they were both more in tune with each other, slipping into her mouth wouldn’t be nearly as scary. 
But any chance of reconciliation passed as she turned on her heel and stormed out. In the foyer, the front door slammed shut, rattling the entire house. 
He felt awful as he took his plank from the table to the counter, then rode the lift down to the floor. Being inside that box made him feel even worse—the handles were gold-plated and there was a cushion in case he got tired in the fifteen second journey to the ground. These were all embellishments she designed, and fought to include despite the cost. 
Once he reached the bottom, his phone buzzed. He checked the screen.
A message from Amanda: I just saw her pass through the city. I’m on my way.
He was torn between his guilt and wanting to experience a little bit of normalcy. Reid rarely got that and Amanda made it easy.
He’d met her six weeks ago when she first started at his hospital. She was a traveling nurse from the other side of the country, and had only two weeks left in her rotation before she returned home. 
Amanda had been an attractive lady who gave him plenty of attention, something he lacked these days because he rarely raised his head enough to look around. 
It started with harmless flirting, then progressed to touching, until finally they hooked up in a supply closet during a slow stint during the day. From then on, they stole little opportunities to see each other, and it wasn’t until recently that she grew brave enough to come to his house. 
Like the last few times, Amanda parked at the back, requiring her to drive her off-road vehicle through the forest and pull up at Reid’s emergency exit. This was the only door meant for him. Everything else was assumed Paisley would carry him through. 
“Hey, fella,” said Amanda the moment he let her in. She assaulted him, wasting no time kissing him on the lips and down his neck. Reid rarely got this hard with Paisley these days. 
“C’mon,” he said, and took her by the hand. 
“What’s the rush?” she said. “Didn’t you say she’d be in Riverside today? We’ve got plenty of time.”
“Right,” he said, but for some reason, he felt odd, and a little uncomfortable. 
The only place Amanda ever visited was his tiny home within the main house. Paisley had it built for whenever he needed normalcy—a complete living room, bedroom, bathroom, and kitchen. He spent very little time here, as he loved sleeping in the bed with Paisley and she took care of all his needs. This weighed heavily on him as Amanda held his hand and toured the oversized cabin.
“Let’s get higher,” she said, and that’s when she pointed out the elevator next to the kitchen counter. Remembering how he felt moments before she arrived, Reid didn’t want to take that trip up.
But Amanda insisted and went ahead of him, shoving aside the lattice door and stepping inside. Reid dragged his feet as she pulled him inside and shut the door. But rather than push the lever to send them up, she shoved him on the plush, comfy seat, then straddled him.
As she kissed down his body, he took inventory of the lift once again, noting how much love and care and attention went into its design. Paisley cared so much about him—she probably still did, if only he lifted his head and looked. How could he possibly unravel himself from the path he was on?
By now, Amanda had slipped onto the ground, unbuttoned his jeans, and had his cock in her hand. She gave it a few strokes, then pulled back her hair, and went to work on it. 
He lay his head back and enjoyed it. When was the last time he experienced something like this?  Still, that didn’t keep him from feeling awful for enjoying it. Amanda knew what she was doing, and yet Reid vowed that after today’s encounter, he was finished. 
The cabin often made loud noises. It had a space shuttle sized water heater, furnace, and refrigerator. Those sometimes sounded like jet engines if you paid attention to them. Despite the cabin being a new structure, the wood still settled, sometimes popping loudly in the middle of the night. 
And because of these normal, occasionally loud sounds, Reid didn’t notice the creaking of the front door. Nor did he hear Paisley kicking off her shoes in the foyer. Nor did he hear as she walked across the kitchen floor and stood just in front of the elevator. In fact, the only way Reid knew she was there at all was because of the familiar heat rolling off her skin.
“Get off me,” he said, pushing Amanda onto her ass. She wiped her chin and looked at him with wild, curious eyes.
“What the he—”
But the shadow that darkened the elevator took the words out of her mouth. She quickly scrambled off the floor and nearly hopped on Reid’s lap when a large eye appeared outside the elevator. It narrowed, focusing on the pair inside the little box and Reid watched as it ran a full gamut of emotions.
Finally, it settled on sadness as the eye became glossy and a tear dropped to the floor. She quickly stood, her foot replacing her eye. For a moment, Reid thought she’d lose her cool under such a revelation and she might stomp them flat. But then she whirled on her heel and retreated to the bedroom, slamming the door so hard the entire elevator trembled. 

      [image: image-placeholder]She’d never felt so hurt in all her life. She’d never felt so worthless. Why was she surprised? With the way her body had gone to hell, with the stress her size had caused Reid, this seemed like a natural progression. Or course he’d rather have another woman.
“Paisley,” he said from his nightstand. She didn’t even hear his elevator because her face was buried in her pillow.
“Go,” she told him through sobs. “I can’t . . . we can’t talk about it right now. Just go.”
Surprisingly, he did as she asked. She lay there and sobbed, unsure how things could ever be right again, unsure how trust could even be reestablished. Did this even matter? Maybe Reid planned to run off with this girl. 
Paisley slept, cried, and slept some more. When she rolled over, she discovered that Reid hadn’t left at all, had simply settled down next to her. 
Now that the surprise had worn off, she was left with a raw anger. 
“How could you?” she said, voice booming. He was about to answer but she wasn’t finished. “How could you betray my trust like that? I may not be perfect, but I would never go behind your back! You’ve hurt me so deeply, Reid!”
“I know,” he said softly. “I can’t make up for that. I know I can never. But . . . I want a change.”
This made her heart flutter. So it was over. He was using this awful moment to break up with her. Again, she shouldn’t have been surprised. 
“So you’re leaving,” she said as much as asked.
His face broke down. “Leaving? No, Paisley. I did a stupid thing. I don’t want our life to end. Please, please give me another chance.”
She crossed her arms over her chest. 
“So who was she?”
Paisley listened as he explained all about nurse Amanda Collier. About how she was a travel nurse and only had a couple of weeks left in her rotation. About how she laughed at his jokes and caught him in a moment of weakness. That last part was bullshit, thought Paisley. As the saying went, it took two to tango.
She grew quiet for a little while, mulling over Reid’s words. Could she trust him? Could they fix what was already broken, before another woman even came into the picture?
A moment of weakness and she said, “I love you, Reid.” She broke down after that, feeling as if this were some sort of admission of weakness. But it was true. He had seen Paisley at her worst. 
“I love you, too,” he answered back. His eyes were welling with tears. She didn’t know if he was sorry or just sorry that he’d been caught. 
“This is gonna take time,” she said. 
He nodded reverently. “I know.”
And Paisley would have never known it, but this was the day things started to get better for them.

      [image: image-placeholder]At first, they weren’t even sleeping in the same bed, much less touching. He kept his distance while the sting of what had happened wore off. Rarely did Paisley want to be in his company, for she had fits of crying and it made her feel weak. She still prepared his meals, only she took hers to the bedroom. 
Two weeks after the day he’d been caught, Reid entered the living room and found her on the sofa, head dropped between her legs, hair hanging down to the floor. She was rubbing the base of her neck.
“Are you okay?” he asked, stepping up on the edge of the sofa. 
“Migraine,” she said. This had been the case since she reached her final size. The doctors said there was a correlation between blood flow and being so massive. She’d probably have such headaches the rest of her life. But they’d certainly grown worse since she discovered his secret. 
“Maybe I can help,” he said. He figured she’d get up and leave the room or at least politely decline, but she nodded without a word.
Starting at her lower back, he climbed, using the wrinkles in her sweatshirt as hand and footholds. Paisley remained still, allowing him to scale her with ease. He felt her trembling—she was still upset, still not fully committed to letting him touch her. But she was in pain and he’d helped her before. 
At the base of her neck, he walked across, then dropped to her knees near her roots. Using his fingers, he kneaded her flesh, pushing on her until she started to moan, torn between continued pain and the hope for relief. 
As soon as he got started, he could feel her relax. That was a good sign. If anything, she’d been extra tense whenever he was near. Feeling her body ease made him feel better, made him think she was willing to lower her inhibitions. 
“Is that good?” he asked. 
“Mmmhmmm,” she said, voice low and guttural. That was also good. 
He moved upward, creating a V shape with his hands so he could loosen her tight muscles. She held so much tension in her neck—it was no wonder the headaches walloped her so completely. 
She kept arching her back, bending her head downward. The change in gravity was noticeable, yet he kept at his work, kneading his fingers against her stiff neck. Then, Paisley became so relaxed that her head dropped too far and Reid went tumbling across it. 
He screamed out, fearing he was in for quite a fall. Paisley didn’t raise in time and he fell right off the top of her head and flailed his arms as he plummeted toward the ground.
But Paisley had been quick and she snatched him before he could land on the painful hardwood flooring. She opened her palm and he rolled over onto his back, panting heavily. Her hair hung all around him, but she pushed it back so they could see each other. 
“Thanks,” he said.
“I suppose this is where I’m supposed to say some sappy nonsense like ‘I’ll always catch you.’”
Reid chuckled. “You don’t have to be all sentimental with me.”
“True,” she said.
“Hey, would you like to watch a movie? One of your rom-coms?”
Now she could tell he was trying to dig his way out of the doghouse. He hated those silly movies. But if he was willing to watch one with her, then it was probably a good sign. 
“Can I get a foot rub while we watch?”
He knew in his heart he’d give her anything right now. “Of course.”
Twenty minutes later, she’d already fired up the movie and was lying on her stomach. At the opposite end of the sofa, her feet rested soles up. Reid started with her left one, pushing on her biggest toe and then stepping up on it. As the movie played, Paisley rested her head on her elbows and watched, eyes glazed over. He wondered what she was thinking.
Rubbing such a large woman’s feet was a colossal job. He remembered her measurements—each foot was almost forty feet long and fifteen feet wide. This job was less like a massage and more like laying carpet in a room. He pushed his hands into her meaty soles, producing the cutest moans he’d ever heard. 
From that foot, he moved to the next one, the movie continuing in the background. They made small talk without ever looking at one another. If Reid pretended, it felt like old times. They were laughing at one of the actors on screen, and it was nice to slip into their old habits. 
Once he finished rubbing her feet, he settled against her sole and watched the movie intently. He had no idea how tired he’d become, but then again, that was common when he was given such a monumental task as rubbing her feet. And tonight, this was no ‘phoned in’ job. He rubbed them like it was his last time doing it.
Reid had fallen asleep—and apparently quite soundly since he woke sometime later on the nightstand next to Paisley. It was raining outside, the water drumming heavily high above. 
He sat up and watched his wife, who slept with her back to him. She was so close, yet so far away. At least she’d carried him to her room, and not to his tiny house where he’d chosen to sleep for the past few nights. 
Reid missed her. He didn’t know how he’d fix it, but he would try. Giving himself a yawn and a stretch, he walked across to the bed, then curled up on the pillow near her head. 
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Reid sat bolt upright, heart thudding, sweat rolling down his back. A sense of dreadful unease gripped him and he wasn’t sure why. 
He adjusted himself and realized he was no longer on the pillow, but on the cool hard wood of the nightstand. Had Paisley woken in the night and become angry that he dared to sleep next to her? 
As he got his bearings, lightning flashed outside the high windows, illuminating the room for a split second. And in that second, he saw his wife’s silhouette seated on the edge of the bed. Although he couldn’t see her face, he was certain she was staring in his direction, watching him sleep. 
“You cheated on me,” she said, voice dry and monotone. “How could you?”
He couldn’t believe they were rehashing this. “Babe, I’m . . . I’m sorry. I want to do better. I want us to make it.”
“That’s not going to happen!” she said, lurching forward. Lightning illuminated the tight lines on her face. He’d never seen this crazed, frantic look in her eyes. They were welling with angry, hot tears. 
“Babe?”
“You don’t get to call me that!” She slammed her open hand down so hard on the table that it startled him, the wood vibrating enough to make him fall to his knees. Quickly, he recovered and took a step back. What had come over her so suddenly?
“Okay, I’m sorry, Paisley. Can we talk? Please?”“There is no more talking,” she said, and leaned so close that her chin was nearly resting on the nightstand. “I think it’s time we go our separate ways, but I need to make sure you can’t hurt another woman ever again.”
“What . . . what are you saying?”
“It’s time you go away,” she said, and raised her hand again. 
He braced for the worst, only it wasn’t her hand at all—she’d simply used that for misdirection. At the last moment, he caught movement out of the corner of his eye. But by then, it was too late. Her mouth swooped down and her lips parted around him. Then, she held her head back so he could slide into her mouth. 
Paisley whipped her head back and forth, ensuring the little man went flying from her left cheek to her right cheek and back again. Each time he slapped the inside of her mouth, it left his ears ringing. 
Finally, her tongue pulled him to the center of her mouth and she held him down. He struggled, though it was a losing battle. There’s no way he could’ve hoped to move such a giant, powerful tongue. 
She tilted her head back and down he went, sliding into her throat. The trip down was bumpy—he hurt his arms on the rough, rigid interior of her esophagus. Finally, he reached her stomach where he splashed down into hot, wet acid. 
“Oh, it burns!” he screamed, voice echoing in the large, empty chamber. There was no one to hear him. How could Paisley do something like this? 
He felt the searing pain of the stomach acid boiling his arms, but it only lasted a moment.
Because he was waking up . . .
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The only things from the dream that translated to reality was the thudding in his chest and the sheen of sweat covering his body. He was back on the pillow, just next to his wife’s head. Across from him, Paisley was still asleep, facing the opposite direction. 
Reid took a moment to relax, to catch his breath, then settled back on the pillow. He listened to the rain falling above and he closed his eyes. While drifting off to sleep, he noticed there was another sound mixed in with the pitter-patter on the roof. Paisley was moaning.
He turned to the noise—it was soft, barely above a whisper. His wife wasn’t asleep at all—she was having a little solo fun. It made him grin and a part of him was happy she still had things in her life that brought her pleasure. He’d almost resigned himself to going back to sleep when he decided on something different.
Quietly, he padded across his pillow and jumped over to hers and stood just above her head. She’d taken a shower while he slept and he smelled her wonderful, flowery scent. When he stepped down, he accidentally pulled on a strand of her hair. It wasn’t enough to hurt, although it did alert her to his presence. 
He could feel her entire body go rigid. “Reid?” she whispered. 
“Shhh,” he said. 
She settled and he walked down her face, feeling the warmth of her cheeks. As he stood there, he felt her breath because her face was tucked against her pillow. 
“I’m still mad at you,” she said, but her voice was weak and he could tell it was just her gut reaction to say that, though her resolve was thinning.
“I know,” he said, gently. “I know, baby.” He kissed her cheek.
After that, he sat on her face and slid down across her lips until he was on the bed just beneath her neck. With Paisley so hunched together, it felt oddly tight. From where he stood, he could see her massive breasts squeezed together. From here, he went around them, heading deeper under the blanket.
Once he was around her breasts, he felt a sudden stillness of the bed—it would’ve been unnoticeable had the strange, electrical current not been present the entire time. As he neared her stomach, he felt her heat—and could detect her scent. Paisley’s body trembled, as she was highly aroused at that moment.
A little further down in the dark and he felt something hard and wet—then one of her fingers brushed against him. She was holding her sextoy—the twelve-thousand-dollar vibrator that he’d bought especially for her during those long rotations when he worked out of town. 
Fingers gone, he climbed atop her sextoy and found her thigh. Then, he scaled up it, using her own wetness to keep him adhered. She could feel his body getting into place and it caused a hiccup in her breathing. As she lay, her thighs were together, but luckily, she was big enough for him to squeeze through with little help. 
On he pushed, feeling as though Paisley was purposefully making it difficult for him to pass. Digging in his hands, he pulled himself along until finally he reached her sweet spot. There was enough of a gap here for him to get on his knees. Then, he pushed himself forward, slipping right into her soaking wet pussy. 
It had been a long time since he’d been inside her. He didn’t even want to do the math, for it embarrassed him as much as it did her. This wasn’t just the rift between them, but her increased size. Just like with her mouth, he feared being lost forever. 
Despite this gnawing fear, he pushed as deep into her as possible, then rolled his shoulders against her walls. When she was a mere one hundred feet tall, he loved her reaction, as her body shifted and her walls closed in. Now, at more than double that size, he thought it felt more like being in a boat, adrift at sea.
Her walls closed in, then retreated. Before, her juices would only slap him in the face. Now, they dislodged him, constantly keeping him on the move. He wasn’t ready for the heat, as the inside of such a big body was akin to a furnace. It was just painful enough to be pleasurable. 
It was a blessing that his wife had such powerful orgasms. Reid realized too late that he had no exit strategy, that she was just so big and the space was so dark and always changing dimensions to easily find his way out. When she reached her first orgasm, there was no question which way to go. Reid blasted out of her on a torrent of juices, slapped by cool air and stopped abruptly by her thighs. 
For a moment, they said nothing, nor did either of them move. Then, the blankets flew away and Paisley put her leg into the air so she could gently scoop the soaking wet man onto her hand. She placed him on the pillow and sat on her knees in front of him.
For the first time in many months, he saw Paisley as he had those long ago days when he’d first met her, when they first shared a conversation, when they had their first meal and first date. Maybe it was the guilt, maybe it was the intimacy after so long, but he was seeing Paisley with new eyes and he vowed to do better.
“I love you,” he said. 
She grinned, kissed her finger, then tapped him across the face, which was enough to send him right to his ass. 
“I’m still mad at you.”
And then, she lay back down and rolled over, but Reid was smiling.
Progress.
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Even at their best, Paisley and Reid lived in their own worlds—she did paperwork while he played on his phone. They lived so close together but were often worlds apart. Reid made a concerted effort to engage her more in conversation.
He learned more about her childhood in the week after their first intimate encounter than he had in all the time he’d known her thus far. Paisley rarely talked about herself, so it was nice to hear her become so uninhibited, to laugh at her own jokes, to reminisce about things she hadn’t thought about in years. 
“Who would have ever guessed,” he said one night at dinner, “that there was a time when we were on vacation at the same time, at the same amusement park.” 
It was fun to exchange stories and look at timeframes and know they were in the same spot many years before they even met.
A few days later, Reid came home from an especially long day at work. He entered through his tiny entrance, undressed in his private bedroom and then slipped on a comfortable pair of pajamas. 
When he entered the living room, ready to take the lift to the planks, he noticed there was an odd table—or perhaps maybe a bed—where the coffee table usually sat. 
Paisley stood just behind it, wearing only panties and a bra. Her breasts looked amazing, as this was one of the garments made for her before the weight increase. If she stretched, if she yawned, she’d probably split it right down the middle.
“What’s all this?” he asked. 
She waved a hand at the table-slash-bed, which he now realized was a massage table. “My short king has had a hard day at work and I think he needs to be pampered.”
Reid grinned. He certainly wasn’t expecting this. 
Rather than make him walk the whole way, Paisley came around the massage table and stood in front of him. She stared down, hands on hips, flaunting her size and power. His eyes drifted to her beautiful feet, toes in a perfect row. 
She bent over, gracing him with her perfect hair, and lifted him onto the massage table. His feet sank into the surface—where did she get it? How much did she pay? He tried not to think about it because that line of thinking only led to more trouble. Instead, he decided to enjoy it.
“Please disrobe, sir,” she said, and turned away from him. 
He wasted no time stripping out of his pajamas and then tossing them over the side of the massage table. As he stared up at Paisley, she turned back around, making it almost impossible to see her full face because of the size of her breasts. 
This was the first time he noticed the soft music coming from the ceiling speakers. Also the first thing he noticed the massive pyre on the nearby end table—a Paisley-sized candle.
“Lie on your stomach,” she said, rubbing some wonderful-smelling gel between her hands. 
Reid couldn’t stop grinning. He dropped to his knees, then lowered himself down until he was on his belly. A moment later, she applied one finger to his body, the tip warm with a thick gel. 
It felt so nice as she lathered up his backside, and it felt even better when she went to work pressing out the kinks of his tired muscles. He reminded himself, as he had before, of Paisley’s incredible restraint and precision. At her size, it was probably difficult to judge when the pressure became too much. Reid was sure to give her audible cues for what felt nice and what became painful. 
When she was finished and he felt completely relaxed, she hooked a fingernail beneath his side and gently rolled him over. Now on his back, she dimmed the light so it didn’t blind him, then she repeated the process along his front. With his arms and legs stretched out, she rubbed the tight muscles until he thought he might drift off to sleep. 
She noticed his hard-on. “Sorry, little man. You’ll have to give yourself a happy ending. But at least I can make it fun for you.”
She took a step back, reached behind, and unclasped the bra. Her massive breasts bounced out, hypnotic in the way they jiggled. Paisley reached beneath the table and found an oversized cotton swab and offered it to him as a pillow. Now, he was propped up, able to see his wife better.
Paisley gyrated her hips, throwing her massive ass one way and then the next. It was quite hypnotic watching her move, and as he grabbed his cock and started to stroke, he realized how much he preferred her extra weight. This girl was truly beautiful. 
“You like this body, Reid?” she asked him.
“Oh, yes.”
“Show me how much. Get yourself off.”
She gripped her breasts and bounced them, then pinched the nipples. She stuck out her tongue and then blew him a kiss. Reid grinned, then finally shot his load. Paisley made a tiny moan in appreciation—and satisfaction—that he’d gotten off to her image. 
As he slowed his jerking, he said, “So when do I get to return the favor? You know, the massage?”
Paisley stopped, then dropped to her knees just in front of him. “Oh, I hadn’t planned on that. I’m not sure you’d be able to pull that off.”
He raised an eyebrow, feeling slightly offended. “Oh, please. I can do that just fine.”
Paisley threw her head back and laughed. “You think so? Alright, Reid. Let’s give it a go.”
Five minutes later, Paisley lay on her stomach, breasts squashed flat. She’d placed a tray next to the massage table and filled a bowl with warming lotion so Reid could dip his feet in and then walk across his giantess wife. 
The muck was slippery at first, but then he figured out how to redirect his weight and prevent himself from sliding off. Paisley moaned as his warm footprints moved up her back and then down it again. 
By the time Reid was finished, her entire back was coated in the warm gel and he was covered from head to toe. He slid off her, then she rotated onto her back and picked him up. She placed him on her nipple. 
“Go on, you’ve earned it,” she said, and beamed at him. 
Reid buried his entire body against her nipple, grabbing and kissing it like he never had before. This did not go unnoticed by the giantess, who cooed and moaned with his touch. Each time his lips connected, she bucked off the table and goosebumps spread across her breast. 
“I think I need to go take a cool shower,” she said. “Would you like to join me?”
His first thought was absolutely not. Even at one hundred feet tall, he was scared to be in the shower with her, although he made himself do it. At two hundred and fifty feet tall, the idea sounded quite dangerous. 
But what he said was: “Sure, baby.”
She scooped him onto her hand and carried him to the bathroom. Like everything else in the house, it was fitted with her scale in mind. And like everything else, it was quite expensive to run. The sheer amount of water and power needed to heat it was astronomical. 
Paisley placed him on the floor of the shower and then turned on the showerhead. She blocked most of the water but the drops that hit him weren’t really drops at all, but bucketloads of water that sometimes hurt when they struck him.
“I’m at your left foot, okay?” he said. 
“I see you, babe,” she said, just as suds began to roll down her leg. At her size, he didn’t even come up to her ankle, so he stood below its protrusion and let the water that dripped from there fall on top of him. It was effective, and the longer he stood in the shower next to his giantess wife, the less afraid he felt. 
When it was over, she placed him on the bed, then dropped to all-fours by his to-scale house and selected his pajamas from his armoire. She used to do this a lot, help him dress for bed so she didn’t have to transport him twice, and having her do it now felt like a return to form.
They settled on the bed and watched a movie on the oversized projector. This time she let him pick, to which he decided on an action flick. 
Twenty minutes into the movie, she stroked Reid on the back. He often lay in her lap when watching a movie, mainly because he could bunch up the fabric of her panties and create a pillow. 
“You picked a movie you wanted to watch instead of one to appease me.”
“Yeah,” he said, turning around to face her. 
“So you’re not trying to earn points anymore.” His jaw went slack and she laughed, enough to make him bob up and down as if on a roller coaster. “I’m kidding. You don’t have to do it anymore. I think . . . I think we are on the right track now without having to worry about scoring points.”
He smiled and nodded warmly. “I think so too. And I’m glad.”
She kissed her finger and dabbed his face.
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Paisley’s family came from Ireland. She was a third-generation American but her great-grandparents had always lived there. Like all Irish Americans, she certainly loved her Celtic knots. 
He carried handfuls of old gurney parts out of the hospital and loaded them into his trunk. When his car was full, he checked his phone to look at the design once again, then drove off. 
He called and asked her parents if he could use their farm—they were out of town, but once he told him what he needed, they were fine with him driving over. Once there, he entered the barn with all the scrap metal. 
Reid dabbled in welding in high school. He didn’t think he had any sort of talent, but did have enough skill to get the job done. As he appraised the scrap, he flipped down his visor and got to work. 
That day, he arrived home after Paisley—she’d finally had a job, which meant she was already in high spirits when he came in. He pushed a cart in front of him with his creation hidden under a black velvet blanket. 
As soon as she saw him, her eyes lit up. When she noticed the cart, she raised an eyebrow. Paisley slid off the sofa and crawled over to where Reid stood.
“What’s that?” she asked him. 
“Do you know what today is?” he asked. He was almost certain she wouldn’t know, but he was wrong.
“It’s the anniversary of the day we met. I’d been growing already and you showed up to figure out what was causing it.”
“You’re right,” he said. “It’s a special day. We’ve had many other special days along the way, but that started our story, so it will always be the most important. I thought . . . we could rededicate our love for one another.”
Her eyes welled with tears. She covered her face as he pulled the velvet blanket away. Beneath was a ring with a beautiful metal Celtic tri-knot. 
When he first started to build it, he worried he didn’t have the craftsmanship. Even halfway through the project, he wasn’t happy with how crude it appeared. It was made from scrap metal but he didn’t want it to look like it was made from scrap metal. 
After watching a few online videos, he used a sander to get rid of all the rough edges and polish the metal until it was shiny. The result was a beautiful ring that looked store-bought. 
“I hope it fits,” he told her, then watched with held breath as she lifted it from the box and slid it on her finger. At first, he thought he’d overshot his estimate, that he’d made a ring far too large for her finger. But as she held her hand in front of her to admire the ring, he saw that his measurement had been perfect.
“I love it,” she said. “I love you. This is amazing. And . . . kind of funny.”
“Funny? Why?”
“Because I have you a gift, too.” She stood and walked toward the kitchen. A moment later, she returned with her arm behind her back. “Close your eyes.”
“Alright,” he said, and did as she asked. He heard something metal touch down on the floor just in front of him.
“Don’t open them yet.” He waited. “I feel kind of cheesy because your gift was so much more thoughtful than mine. You’ll think this is silly.”
“Babe, I’m gonna love it. Can I open my eyes yet?”
She sighed. “Yes, go ahead.”
“Oh . . . oh, my . . .”
Standing in front of him was the Iron Throne from his favorite television show, Game of Thrones. It looked like what his skills would create if he tried to weld together a hundred swords. He wasted no time running to the fancy chair and sitting down. Paisley spun it around so that she could see his face.
“Do you like it?” she asked. “It’s silly, isn’t it? I know it’s silly.”
“Would you hush? It’s awesome! Where did you get this?”
“The building I demolished today. I was looking at it closer when I realized it had all sorts of cool memorabilia on the bottom floor. I suppose the owners thought moving it all would be too much trouble. I made sure to rescue the throne. Do you really like it?”
“I love it, babe. Thank you.”
“Happy First Meet Anniversary,” she said. 
“Happy First Meet Anniversary.”
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Part of the reason for her fading stardom: She wasn’t the only giantess now.
There’d been several more identified across the world, with most being inside the United States. This development made her happy, made her feel like she wasn’t so alone. 
Months later, she and Reid visited a convention outside of New York for giantesses. As she carried him in her hand toward the park, he marveled by what he saw—a dozen other giant women! 
“Oh, this is crazy.” 
“Yeah, it is,” said Paisley. “But . . . I like it.”
She hadn’t gone far into the park when a beautiful blond lady approached her. She had a sweet face and Reid knew before she even opened her mouth that she was from the south, and that her hospitality would stand as large as her body.
“First time seeing another big gal?” said the lady. “I’m Trish, by the way.”
“Paisley.” She held out her free hand and the girls shook, then Paisley said, “Oh, that’s . . . nice.”
“Oh, sweetheart, I remember the first time I saw another big lady. Touching someone who was the same size was like a religious experience. C’mere.” She pulled Paisley into a hug which meant Reid ended up behind the girl’s back, thrust in her hair.
When they separated, Paisley said, “That was nice. Thank you.”
“Yes, ma’am. Oh, hey! You’ve got a fella!”
“I do. Meet Reid.”
Trish’s face was gorgeous up close as she said her hellos. But she didn’t stay long. She gave Paisley—and Reid—a moment to acclimate to this strange event.
“I think I’ve found my place,” said Paisley. She sat on the blanket at the edge as a girl came around with large plates piled high with meat and cheese.
“You think so?” asked Reid.
“Anywhere is my place as long as I’m with you,” she said. 
He rolled his eyes and laughed. “That was so cheesy.”
“I’ll show you cheesy,” she said as the girl handed her a plate of food. She took a large chunk and shoved it into her mouth, then chewed. As always, Reid was captivated by her working jaws. When she chewed it up and swallowed, he had to adjust himself because it had made him hard. The giantess just laughed. 
“Life’s good,” he told her. “And it’s all because of you.”
“Because of us,” she corrected. “We’re forever an us.”
“I love it.” And then, he settled against her knee and watched the clouds race each other across the sky.






  
  Colossal Crushers

A Paisley and Reid Story


“Do I look stupid?” asked Paisley, her entire face obscuring Reid’s vision. She even blocked the wind coming from behind her—it was silent and still up there on his perch.  
“You look silly, but not stupid.” Before her face could break down, he added, “But this is what we wanted! People are going to love it. Your fans will go bonkers over this.”
“What fans?” she said, lips pursing into a pout. 
Reid rolled his eyes. “You know people love you and your story. This is just capitalizing on it.”
“It’s a lot of money, Reid. I look a fool, and it’s costing the last of our savings.”
“You look beautiful,” he said, and stepped forward so he could plant a kiss on his wife’s oversized lip. She trembled and grinned, then stepped back and nodded. 
From behind her, a bellowing voice said, “Okay, Paisley! We’re ready!”
“Knock ‘em dead, sweetheart,” said Reid. She kissed him again, lightly, then tapped him with her tongue. It was almost enough to knock him off the platform, had he not been tethered. 
His two hundred and fifty-foot-tall wife took a few lumbering steps back, then turned in the opposite direction. Her tail swiped across and nearly toppled Reid’s two-hundred-foot-high platform. 
She was currently wearing a Godzilla suit, tailored to her massive body. It was quite realistic, complete with spines along the back and a tail that slithered well past her feet. The rounded body complemented her plus-size form quite well. Her face was the only visible part of her, peeking out between the monster’s fearsome, jagged teeth. 
They’d spent nearly all their money on this silly suit and for the production of a commercial. It was Reid’s idea, although he was certain she loved it. Right now, she looked just like the monster with her scaly body, tail, and long fingernails. 
“Okay, here we go, Paisley,” said Greg, the director, who stood on a platform a hundred feet from Reid. A half dozen drones whirred in the air above Paisley’s head, cameras that were capturing all the action from every imaginable angle. They had one shot at this—if Paisley messed it up, the reshoot would put them in debt. 
She stepped up next to a building, a dilapidated skyscraper that was the same height. They’d purchased it, also. Reid rolled his eyes, thinking of the astronomical cost of this venture. He prayed it would pay off. 
Greg shouted into the megaphone as Paisley put her clawed hand against her hip and smiled. “Three . . . two . . . one!”
“Hey, guys!” said Paisley, putting forth her most bubbly and energetic personality. “Have you ever wanted to put in a pool or clear an overgrown lot on your property? Maybe you own a house, and you want to put an even better house there!”
She grinned and slowly lumbered to the other side of the skyscraper while the drones followed. Once there, she began again. 
“Traditional demo crews will cost you thousands, if not more! And they are messy and take time! But not me! I can have most jobs finished in a single day! Call Colossal Crushers and start your demolition project today!”
As she said it, her left hand lashed out and struck the skyscraper. Normally, she’d have to do a lot of planning to get a building to fall where and how she wanted. But this building had been primed for the commercial, and with that single tap, it began to collapse in on itself.
While it fell, Paisley put up her hands and growled, then made long, exaggerated steps around it, as if her massive feet were flattening tanks and military personnel. Reid was laughing, finding the whole thing so wonderfully funny. How could this not be a hit?
“Okay, cut!” shouted Greg once the roar of the crashing building turned quiet. A large cloud of dust hung in the air above the giantess. 
Once the bell rang to announce the scene was finished, she lumbered back over to Reid, still holding her hands up, still looking just as threatening. To a person who didn’t know Paisley, or someone who wasn’t even aware of giantesses, she would be terrifying. 
“Come here, my big bad monster!”
“Rawr!” she said, the word coming out sexily rather than scary. Again, she bent over and let him walk up for a kiss. 
“That was great!” he said.
“Yeah? Do you think people will like it?”
“Hon, I think people will love it.”
She straightened and beamed. A little while later, she lifted Reid and placed him on the same platform with Greg, who was just as excited. 
“Great job, Paisley,” he said. “I think it was perfect.”
“So what happens now?” she asked. 
“Now, we kick it over to our editors who will make it a lot more professional and after that, out to the world. You’re gonna be a star, hun!”
Her face turned red with embarrassment and yet she smiled and nodded. 
Reid rubbed her finger, which was now out of the monster glove and lying across the platform in front of him. “See? This is going to be a gamechanger, babe!”
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“Jobs will come,” said Reid. “You know it’s an awesome commercial. It just has to hit the right audience.”
“I guess so,” she said.
“Does my big girl need a back rub?”
They’d been on the sofa, watching television. She nodded, but he could see the pain in her eyes—she was on the verge of tears. 
Reid hopped up to the armrest and waited for Paisley to pull off her shirt, then get into position. She tossed her hair to the side, and allowed him to walk across her head, down her bare neck, and onto her back. 
The giantess rested her face on her hands as she relaxed. He could feel the tensing of her muscles gradually ease until finally his feet could sink into her flesh. Then, he pranced around, dragging his feet to massage her achy back. 
“You just make my problems melt away,” she said, voice barely above a whisper. 
“I do my best,” he said.
It had taken a while for Reid and Paisley to find their rhythm again. After they let their money problems affect their wellbeing, he took it a step further and cheated. He didn’t think she’d ever forgive him—he didn’t think he could forgive himself. But, after enough time, and a readjustment to their time together, they bounced back stronger than ever. 
Paisley fell asleep while rubbing her back. That was probably a good thing—she stayed in a perpetual fit of exhaustion and the stress brought on by the potential failure of their commercial made it even worse. 
He was just about to tiptoe away and let her sleep when her phone on the table buzzed. To Paisley, it wasn’t much noise—to Reid, it felt like the vibration rattled the fillings in his teeth.
As soon as he reached her shoulder, it buzzed again. From where he stood, he couldn’t see the banner that popped up on the phone, so it could’ve been a phone call, text, or even an alert from one of her apps. 
The moment he was back on the armrest of the sofa, the phone exploded in buzzes. He watched as alerts rolled in like falling dominos, filling the screen with banner after banner. The buzzing became so incessant that it woke Paisley and she rolled onto her side and yawned.
“Reid?”
“Right here, babe,” he said next to her ear. She startled and sat up, then placed him on her knee. Then, she leaned forward and picked up her phone.
For a moment, she was silent, then he felt her entire body tense. “Oh. My. God!” 
“What? What is it, babe?”
“Look! Look! Oh, Reid, look!” 
She placed her phone on her knee just in front of him and scrolled through the alerts. Almost all of them were from her TikTok account, and more were coming in by the second. Likes, comments, reposts. 
“What did you post that’s getting all this attention?” he asked. 
“I posted the commercial. It’s . . . it’s gone viral!” 
“Holy shit, look at the views! Look at the reshares!”
“I don’t understand how it suddenly got so popular.”
“I do,” said Reid. “You used the giantess and construction worker hashtags. Those things gave you a boost. Check your messages!”
For the next fifteen minutes they searched her messages, feeling as though a weight had lifted off them both. While most of the messages were of the praise variety—I love you! You are so sexy! Love watching you smash buildings!—the rest were inquiries about hiring her. Several of them were large jobs, and several of them were close by.
“Oh, Reid!” she said. “This . . . this is amazing!” 
“You know what this means, right?” 
“It means we need to get busy!”

      [image: image-placeholder]For the next month, Reid worked full-time as Paisley’s scheduler. These jobs took time to complete and most of the work came down to meeting with clients. It was one thing to talk with a giantess over the phone—it was another thing to meet her in person.
Their first meeting was for a company called Sandford International. They were building a coastal theme park and needed an old marina destroyed first. The only problem was the red tape involved in assuring the local marine life wouldn’t be disturbed. 
“I can go into the water and lift that stuff right out,” she told Mr. Sandford in their first meeting, outside on the beach where she loved to talk with most clients. 
“You’re sure about that?” he asked, turning to his lawyers, both who looked excited by the prospect. Paisley could save him millions in cleanup procedures. 
“I’m certain of it,” she said. Reid stared up at her from the sand—she was so beautiful. Her clothes were so big now since the weight gain but it did nothing to take away from her poise and elegance. 
Again, Mr. Sandford whispered something to his lawyers, then turned back to Paisley. “Okay, we have a deal.”

      [image: image-placeholder]The marina was made up of four large structures with three of them right in the water. Paisley appeared early that morning before the day was hot, sipping her coffee from a travel mug. She wore a long robe that dragged behind her. 
“Good morning, everyone,” she said, addressing Mr. Sandford and his crew. “You boys won’t be needed, but I’d step back a bit.”
She placed her coffee in the sand next to Reid, then pulled off her robe. Beneath, she wore a two-piece bikini that showed off her curves well. The men assembled around the job site averted their gaze, for they didn’t want to be caught gawking at her in front of Reid. He wouldn’t have noticed—he was too enthralled by his lovely wife.
Paisley laid out her mega-sized tarp on the sand opposite where everyone stood. Then, she waded into the water. It wasn’t deep here, so it only rose to her knees. When she was in front of the marina, she grabbed the outer dock and lifted. 
The entire thing made a shrill sound of metal as it ripped from the foundation. In a single, quick move, she managed to pull the entire thing free, then placed it on the tarp next to the water. Reid could see how impressed Mr. Sandford was, and he smiled to himself. 
Paisley continued ripping up the structures and placing them on the oversized tarp. When it seemed as though everything was gone, she
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