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  Alexa’s Test Subject(s)

A Corporate Story


“You’re going to kill me, aren’t you?” said Reed, looking over the edge of the yacht as they treaded water away from the Cove, their island lab and VP retreat.  
“Why would we go through all that trouble?” asked Aurora Saint Claire, crossing her legs and sipping her drink. It was a fine day and the sun glinted off her wide shades. 
Alexa Winthrop, CEO of FemTech, who’d been sitting on the other side of the expansive deck, laughed. “She’s right, dear. If we wanted to kill you, we’d have done it already. And we could make it look like an accident.”
“Yep,” Aurora said, chuckling. “We could literally make you disappear.” Her eyes drifted back to the staircase, toward the stack of luggage that contained the one item that could certainly do just that.
The Temptress—Alexa’s private pleasure yacht—was capable of hosting sixty people. Right now, in broad daylight, it only carried six. Aside from the captain and two servers, the rest was made up of FemTech’s CEO, Alexa, Aurora, her assistant, and Reed, a troubled man who decided that being their plaything was preferrable to jail time. He tried to sell company secrets, after all.
Being outside of Central City was a relief to the CEO and top-level execs. Reed assumed the Cove was their playground. It had a working lab, plenty of amenities, and suites that put high-class living to shame. But apparently he’d been wrong. Apparently there was a secret-secret location only a few knew about—why did one of the most powerful women in the world need a second private island? 
When the yacht finally arrived at a small, nondescript dock, Reed noted that the whole island looked deserted. No giant hotels, no sprawling labs. From what he could see, the place looked wild and overgrown. The captain left them with their luggage, then trundled away, back toward the Cove.
“Well this is crappy service,” said Reed, looking at their mountain of bags. 
Alexa pulled out a steel case and flipped the lid open. She lifted out Deborah’s new prototype—the same one they would later augment for a special test. She calibrated it, entered in a few lines of data on the keypad, then zapped the stack of luggage. 
Slowly, it all began to shrink. When the process was finished, a total of eleven bags and trunks were no bigger than matchboxes. Reed moved to pick them up but a gust of wind lifted the top bag and carried it out to the ocean.
“No!” he said. “Shit, that was my bag.”
The girls laughed. Aurora said, “You won’t be needing it, trust me.”
Alexa put the shrink ray back in its case, then dropped the remaining luggage into her purse. Then, she led them off the dock and onto a stone path that ran deeper into the island.
“How long has it been since anyone’s been here?” Reed asked, noting just how much of the brush he had to push away from his face.
Alexa said, “Deborah makes regular visits to keep the lab updated. But as a testing facility, it’s off the books.”
“We might have trouble,” said Aurora, looking at her phone. Reed was amazed she had service here—there was infrastructure he wasn’t seeing.
“What’s that?” Alexa asked.
“Tropical Storm Davis has shifted. We will probably get some of that soon.” As she said it, another breeze rolled through and made the palm trees creak and her hair whip about her head wildly. The sky was still bright and blue—if a storm was coming, it was still far off. Still, the clouds were racing . . .
“We’ll be fine,” said Alexa. “We’ve enough fuel to run the generators for six months.”
About a hundred yards from the dock, the stone path terminated into wooden flooring that reminded Reed of a tiki lounge. But rather than a luxury bar, the flooring surrounded a high-tech single-story building. It was painted the same sandy green as the trees. From the air, this place was probably invisible—just as FemTech wanted. 
Alexa scanned her retina by the door and it swished open. Lights flickered and came on all the way across the foyer. When Reed entered, he was completely floored by the luxury that existed here—and was somewhat confused that the girls didn’t use this place more often.
Everything was carpeted. In the corner there were plenty of high-tech instruments but this place didn’t have the same feel as a sterile lab. This place looked like the home of someone who did recreational science. 
“How do we eat?” asked Reed. “I mean . . . how do we get food?”
“There’s plenty of fish in the sea,” said Alexa, and she walked off toward the hallway leading out of the main lab. 
“Is she serious?” he whispered to Aurora. She shrugged and followed.
The next room was the most high-tech kitchen he’d ever seen. It was completely automated. Once again, Alexa activated the retinal scanner and the whole room came alive. The ‘cooks’ weren’t exactly robots—more like a collection of pinchers, spatulas, and knives. Next to the counter, a touchscreen presented all the food options available. 
Alexa, since she was the only one who’d ever been on the island before, gave them the grand tour. 
It was sprawling, most of the space reserved as a living area. She explained that it was a failsafe should FemTech ever find itself on the losing end of an ethics committee. As she said, this lab was completely off the books. 
“So why are we here?” Reed asked at last. “Can’t you do your science at the Cove?” 
“We can,” said Alexa. “But this isn’t a work trip. This is going to be quite fun for us. Sure, you’ll be helping to test an augmentation of the shrink ray. But sometimes . . . girls just need to get away.”
“I see,” he said.
“You don’t yet, but you will.”
They had lunch at the kitchen bar. Reed was impressed how a trio of machines could make a six-course meal and then serve it. The whole time they enjoyed their noodles and garlic bread, the sky outside the windows began to darken.
“Looks like it’s going to hit us, after all,” said Reed, noting just how bendy the palm trees looked. 
“We’ll be fine,” said Alexa. “Besides, I love a good storm.”
A little while later Aurora asked, “Shall we begin?” She lifted the shrink ray out of its container, altered the settings, then enlarged their luggage back to normal. After that, she handed the device to her superior who then attached it to several wires at a workstation in the main lab. 
“So what exactly are you doing?” Reed asked.
Alexa said, “Deborah loaded a program onto our server that might make security a little more fun . . . should we ever implement shrinking technology.” She continued to hammer in data until finally, she held out her hand and directed Reed to a platform in the corner.
Aurora said, “Are you wearing your HimTex undies?” 
He nodded sheepishly—he loved the underwear FemTech made for men—they looked rugged and manly but felt absolutely amazing. He wasn’t sure why she cared about them . . .
This wasn’t his first time being shrunken down and it certainly wouldn’t be his last. He reminded himself that this was his sole purpose in life—to provide entertainment to a pair of sexually-voracious, ultra-powerful women. The alternative was spending a lengthy time in prison.
The shrink ray made a little ding just before Alexa unhooked all the wiring. She made a final calculation along the back of it and then aimed it at Reed.
“Just breathe normally,” she said, and he found it odd that she offered any sort of warning at all. 
Aurora was standing behind her, arms crossed over. She chuckled. “No reason why this shouldn’t work.”
“What?” he said.
But Alexa had already squeezed the trigger and blasted him.
He’d experienced this a few times before but this certainly felt different. The sensation of falling didn’t come so quickly and this time his skin felt flushed, as if she’d aimed a hair dryer at him and not an experimental shrink ray.
His eyeline with the girls began to change—this was normal but today it seemed to happen a lot faster. And then, without warning, he could no longer see them. His clothes had become voluminous—his head dipped down into the neck hole. For a moment, he felt a breeze and heard a laugh and he knew his pants had fallen to the floor. By the time he realized what was happening, he was too small to effectively wrestle the shirt. It collapsed on top of him as he struggled to get out.
Four giant hands appeared, sifting through the shirt. A tunnel of light made him wince and then fingers wrapped around his body and lifted him out. He was sitting on Aurora’s hand, staring up at a pair of beautiful faces. This felt normal—he spent most of his time small these days.
“It seems to have worked,” Alexa said. “Deborah is a fucking genius.”
It took him a moment to catch up, but then he realized he was naked—his clothes hadn’t shrunken down with him. But this wasn’t totally accurate—his HimTex underwear had gotten smaller with him. How strange, he thought. What a weird augmentation for the shrink ray.
“Care to explain?” he asked.
“We don’t have to explain anything to you,” Alexa said, “but we will.”
Aurora said, “Imaging someone trying to escape and suddenly they find themselves shrunken down without their clothes. Wouldn’t it be hilarious?”
“It would be, I suppose. But it doesn’t really help you stop a thief. You can just pick up a shrunken thief whether he has clothes or not.”
“True,” said Alexa. “But you are missing the point of the experiment. We now have targeted shrinking. I chose to target organics and HimTex weave only. Your clothing remained the same.”
“Ah,” he conceded. “I see. That is . . . useful, I suppose.”
Aurora’s face came in close and she gave him a kiss across the chest. His hard-on was evident even through the tiny undies. 
“You’re not getting it,” she said. “See, we can choose to shrink down non-organics only. So imagine, if you will, your evil senator standing up on stage giving a speech and all of a sudden he collapses because we blasted him with the shrink ray—only it shrunk his pacemaker and surgical pins.”
“That’s . . . horrifying,” he said.
Alexa grinned. “You have no mind for business. C’mon. The test is over. Let’s go pl—”
And then the crack of thunder made all three of them jump. He looked out the windows—it was dark, almost nighttime despite it being barely past lunch. 
“Storm is sounding beautiful,” said Aurora. “Do we have somewhere to watch it?”
Alexa grinned.
“C’mon. I saved the best room for last.”

      [image: image-placeholder]The room at the end of the facility required another retinal scan. When the doors swished open, the girls entered a large bedroom, but large was a relative term to a six-inch man. The bed, while probably a California King size, looked miniscule in the center of the room. To the side, a roaring fireplace that must have been digital. 
But the most impressive part of all was the walls and ceiling—glass. There didn’t appear to be any seams at all, just a perfect curve at the top of the walls to create a dome overhead. The slanting trees were close and they could see the beach to the left as the water roiled and pulled back. The glass must have been thick and soundproof because Reed couldn’t hear a thing, nor could he feel the vibration of the storm.
“Not bad,” said Aurora. She took the tiny man from Alexa’s hand and placed him on the bed. Then, she walked up to him on her knees, slowly unbuttoning her shirt.
“Why does this little shit get so lucky?” Alexa asked, appearing over Aurora’s shoulder. She pulled back the girl’s hair and gave her a few soft kisses on her neck. Aurora closed her eyes and grinned.
“Because he knows what the hell he’s doing. Better than any man I’ve ever been with.”
“And any woman?” Alexa asked.
Aurora shrugged. “Women are nice, but plastic can only take you so far.”
Alexa conceded the point, then trailed her fingers down Aurora’s chest. She was still wearing a bra, so it was hidden from Reed when the older lady grabbed a handful.
After lingering there for a moment, tweaking the girl’s nipple, Alexa helped pull off the shirt, then unclasped the bra. With Aurora topless, Alexa cupped her breasts and pulled her back into a neck kiss. Little Reed watched, hand rubbing his cock on the outside of his underwear. 
Alexa was the first to notice him and she said, “Oh, no, little man. You have to lose those.” When he started to slip them down, she said, “Stop! I’ll take care of that.”
As Aurora slid to the side, Alexa dropped to her forearms and pushed the tiny man onto his back. She danced her nails—French tips—up his legs and across his chest. Dragging one back, she applied just enough pressure for him to feel it without causing harm.
Then, she eased the tip into the waistband of the underwear. After only a slight tug, the garment ripped down the middle. HimTex was nice material, but it couldn’t stand up against a giantess. 
“Oops,” she said. “We’ll make sure you get another pair.”
“His stuff washed out to sea,” reminded Aurora. 
“Right. Then I guess you have to be naked for the duration,” said the giantess, using her perfect nail to scoop away the ripped underwear.
He put his arm behind his head to hold it up, then grabbed his cock and started to stroke. Reed had a nice-sized dick—when it was normal. Now, his entire body was a little over half its usual size. That took the wind out of his sails but it didn’t matter. A six-inch Reed could do much more than a nine inch dick . . .
Alexa’s giant hands flanked his little body as she leaned in, hair dropping across his body, and licked him. Her tongue was so big, so rough, that it almost pulled him off the covers each time she passed. It didn’t take long to get him wet. When he let go of his cock, she used the tip of her tongue to lift it. He held his breath, always cautious when something so big touched his favorite part.
A strong gust of breath blasted his hair aside. Her nose lingered right at his face as her mouth worked. Beyond her, the storm was raging, finally loud enough for him to hear the thunder and the rain. 
“Share him,” Aurora said, and then her face appeared next to that of her boss’s, looking just as sexy and imposing. 
Two giantesses couldn’t find enough real estate to play with his cock, so they started kissing each other instead. This was probably the most arousing thing he’d ever seen—two giant faces turned sideways, tongue darting from one mouth to another. Someone’s hand—probably Alexa’s—trailed up his body and rested there, as if to hold him down. He wanted to stroke his dick but heavy fingers laid against his arms.
Eventually, they realized there was a little man watching. The girls sat up, still halfway dressed, and gave him their attention. Beyond them, the rain lashed across the glass ceiling. It was dark in the room, aside from a bedside lamp that Aurora had muted with her thin shirt.
They stepped off the bed for a moment to slither out of skirts, then returned—both wearing nothing but sheer hose that accentuated the strong curves of their calves. He loved a good set of legs—loved two sets even better. 
Aurora led Alexa up to the headboard. With their backs against it, Reed thought they looked especially long. They sat side by side, staring down at him as if they couldn’t decide what they wanted to do. So, Alexa pulled Aurora by the cheek and the girls started kissing. Reed’s attention was at the giant pair of feet just in front of him.
Both were petite women but this was impossible to see from his perspective. Nothing was petite to a six-inch man. Still, Aurora had a slight height advantage over her boss, so her feet were naturally an inch or two longer. It was enough to pull him toward the young upstart.
She smelled wonderful—a combination of the heat she’d generated across the carpet and whatever bath wash she used throughout the day. It opened her pores and made for a seductive scent.
Reed pushed his body against her left sole and the girls immediately stopped kissing. Aurora sat up straight and stared down at him over her toes. 
“He knows his place,” she said, then kissed her finger and dabbed it on his head. Then she went back to Alexa, hand on the girl’s breast, tongue in her mouth.
Reed kept slipping off her nylons so finally Aurora grabbed them at the toes and split them down the middle. Her heat wafted out and he stared in disbelief. She’d just mangled her own hose so she didn’t have to take them off!
Reed grabbed the frayed ends and pulled them down, peeling the material around her toes. Now he was faced with a wall of uninterrupted flesh. His hands went up and he pushed himself against it, face rubbing back and forth. 
While he was occupied, she ripped the nylon at her other foot. She let him be the one to peel them back and now he had both beautiful feet in front of him, their soles smooth and flawless, befitting of a well-bred woman who took exceptional care of them.
She wrapped both feet around him, her toes bending low and pushing against his chest and back. If she were vengeful, she could squeeze the life out of him with barely any effort. But she was easy on him and let him kiss and lick her toes. He could see his reflection in the golden ring on her second toe.
“You gonna share him?” Alexa asked, and Aurora knocked him down, then threaded his arms between her toes at both edges of her feet. Then, she lifted him up and gracefully dropped him on Alexa’s stomach.
“Oh, you meant your feet, huh?” said Aurora.
“This works, too,” she said. Reed stood on her tight stomach and looked around—the world outside was still in the middle of the worst storm he’d ever experienced.
She lifted the gusset of her hose and looked at him expectantly. He’d played this game a number of times, but there was something extra enjoyable about another woman watching it unfold. Aurora braced herself on her elbow, eyes locked on the little man who was about to give their boss the ultimate pleasure.
Reed crawled down, feeling her heat and scent become stronger almost at once. Despite his assumptions, Alexa seemed to prefer the ladies. That had been the rumor for the last few months but she kept it well-hidden. 
He kept crawling until he could go no further, then she wiggled her body so that he could slip to the lowest point of the gusset. Now, he was against her labia, feeling its slickness on his body. Reed rotated so that he was stretched across it. In the darkness, he found her clit, then snatched it with both hands.
“Careful there, little guy,” she said. Then to Aurora: “He knows the right spots. If you don’t slow him down, he will get you off too fast.”
“Don’t I know it,” Aurora said.
He slowed down his squeezing at the same time he began to nudge her with his knees. The more his legs thrashed, the more relaxed she became. And the more relaxed she became, the more he could slip inside her. Before long, her muscles took over and he was vacuumed in.
This was a spot he knew well. Ever since he’d given his life over to giantesses, he’d spent most of it inside them. He was used for sensual pleasure, but also for a quick orgasm. Encounters like the one he currently enjoyed were far better. When a giantess just wanted to get off, it could leave him aching for days.
The tiny man got into position. Even in absolute darkness with the walls closing in, he knew his way around. The giantess, whether involuntarily or not, continued to pull him deeper with her muscles. When he was finally settled, he grabbed his cock and started to jerk. 
This was a tumultuous ride because the more he moved, the more she squeezed. Sometimes, his fingers would slip right off his dick and he’d have to find it again in the darkness. Finally, he was able to anticipate her pulses and he found the perfect rhythm.
As he felt his stomach seizing up, he detected a similar sensation all around him. When Reed finally got off, he wasn’t alone—Alexa was gushing him out in the same instant. 
He expected to slip out but assumed the hose was in the way when there was a sudden stop. But a strange sensation wrapped around his upper half and sucked him completely out of Alexa. A tongue lashed across his face. Aurora’s lips formed a tight seal around his midsection while she cleaned the juices right off him. 
After she released him, he stared up at the pair of giants. Alexa’s face and chest were covered in patches of red, a side-effect of a glorious orgasm. Aurora was just getting started. She placed the tiny man on her nipple and said, “Play with that, will ya?”
He needed a moment to recover but did as the giantess asked. Rolling over, he wrapped his hands around her nipple and buried his face, loving the sweet, yet salty taste of her skin. Alexa appeared behind him, the boss lady kissing Aurora’s lips.
Reed enjoyed the small, guttural sounds they made during their lovemaking. He could tell when Alexa was doing something especially naughty because Aurora’s breath caught in her throat each time. There was a moment of pause where he seemed to be floating, then she let out her breath and started again. 
Every so often, Alexa would kiss down her neck and chest, then over her breast. He looked to the side at one point and saw her lips locked around Aurora’s free nipple—they were doing the same thing, although the big lady was performing far better. 
Alexa’s tongue trailed down Aurora’s stomach and found her sweet spot. Then, she started kissing there, lifting the girl’s legs one at a time until Aurora’s bottom half was in the air. Alexa had a voracious sexual appetite and in these moments she seemed to call up strength from deep in her core.
By the time her mouth made the return trip up, Reed had already migrated to the other breast with the help of Aurora’s hand bridging the gap. He turned around and sat up with the nipple between his legs and inspected Alexa, her chin dripping across him.
“Having fun, little man?” she asked. It was always rhetorical. 
“Quite.”
“Oh, Reed,” said Aurora, struggling to catch her breath. “I wanna fuck you.”
“Really?” he asked, staring back at her.
“Yeah, I think so.” Then, to Alexa. “Make him big again, will ya?”
The boss lady slid off the bed and stood at the foot. She said, “I have a better idea. Be right back.”
Reed and Aurora only wondered for a split second because Alexa’s idea became quite clear. 
He said, “Is she gonna . . .”
“I think so. Let’s fuck on her stomach,” said the big lady. And now his cock was getting hard all over again. This was a brilliant idea. Why hadn’t anyone thought of it until now?
Alexa returned with the shrink ray, already punching in data on the touchscreen. Her eyes were positively glowing. When she looked up, she turned to Aurora and said, “Off the bed, sweetie. Or else we’ll shrink the whole thing—him included.”
The thought of being almost micro-sized made his heart race. Either way, Aurora, now looking quite giddy, slid off the bed and stood in the corner by the fireplace. The rain beyond the windows continued to lash, the trees continued to bend almost to the breaking point. She was gorgeous in all her naked glory. Her fingers came up and tweaked her nipples in anticipation. 
Alexa didn’t keep her waiting. She zapped the petite beauty and then stepped away so Reed could watch. It was amazing to be on the other end of size changing, even if he watched it from a very small size. Aurora’s eyes grew wide as she took in the world around her. Reed stared at her dwindling body until she was too small to see over the edge of the bed.
Alexa picked up the shrunken girl and returned, stepping over Reed and putting her head on the pillow. On her stomach stood Aurora, now sized to be his counterpart. He quickly scaled Alexa’s ankle, then walked up her leg until he could join the tiny woman.
“This is kind of cool,” she said, and both noted that they were equal height. “Wait, is that normal?”
“No,” Alexa said. “You aren’t the same height when you’re normal size, but without fine tuning, I can’t make your sizes relative when you’re small. So, for our purposes, you’re both exactly six inches tall.”
“I see,” she said, then dropped to her knees in front of Reed. She took his cock in her hand and started to stroke. “So I guess this guy is kinda small, huh?”
“You’ll like it,” Reed assured.
“Mmhmm,” she said, then wrapped her lips around the head of his cock. She bobbed back and forth, swishing her tongue across it. The whole time, Reed made eye contact with Alexa who seemed to be enjoying the show.
“You’re gonna get him off,” said the giantess. “C’mon, I want a show.”
Aurora separated and reclined back on her ass, then let Reed climb on top of her. He threw one of her legs over his shoulder, forcing her head hard against Alexa’s spongy stomach. It made them both laugh. Then, he eased his cock in, watching the chuckle turn into a serious arousal.
He thrust a few times, slow at first, then picking up speed. Each time made her breasts, small as they were, jiggle and rock hypnotically. The girl had been waiting to get off since their fun started and he could feel her juices sloshing around his cock after only a few pumps.
“This is boring me,” Alexa announced. “But I have an idea. Keep fucking her, Reed!”
Barely jostling the couple, Alexa slipped her hand beneath Aurora and lifted them both. She carried them across the room where she placed them down on the carpet, just as smoothly. 
Reed braced himself on his forearms so he could kiss Aurora’s neck. Still, he pumped his cock in and out. Her heart was beating so quickly against his as she made a little yelp. And then, he felt the carpet around them begin to spread . . . 
They were shrinking—but how small?
The process didn’t take long but it was enough to make the carpet fibers appear as high grass. Alexa scooped them up again, her fingers now appearing twice as long. Reed assumed that was accurate—they’d gone from six inches tall down to three.
Back on the bed, the giantess said, “Hang on, little people. This one isn’t going to be as gentle!”
With her free hand, she spread herself open. And with the other, she tipped forward until her palm was flat against her womanhood and the little people had no choice but to tumble in. Reed and Aurora separated as he fell first. Then, he took her by the hand and pulled her against him. 
They were inside Alexa but it didn’t feel like a person at all. Reed had never been so small—this would take getting use to for sure!
Aurora found his cock and maneuvered it inside her, then she wrapped her legs around him. They were upright, but it was all relative while floating in a giant pussy. She laughed but he leaned in and kissed her awkward lips in the process.
He thrust into her, sometimes aided by the giant walls of Alexa’s pussy. The more they moved, the more she reacted and squeezed. It was awkward to have sex in such a way, but it was fun, just the same. 
Eventually, her juices made it even more difficult. There was nowhere to brace himself and his arms kept sliding away. But he found a good rhythm by grabbing her waist and pulling himself in and out. After only a few thrusts, he shot his load and it was the most intense orgasm he’d ever had.
Giant fingers reached in and pulled them out. Reed was surprised that Alexa could be so gentle despite them being so small. She deposited them on her stomach and all three stared up at the glass ceiling, watching the water lash against it. Every few seconds, a flash would light up the sky.
“Was that enjoyable, little ones?” said the big lady, her voice vibrating all the way down her stomach.
“Fuck yeah,” said Aurora. 
“Yeah. I could get used to that.”
“Well don’t,” Alexa warned. “Here, you get to experience us in ways we can’t show ourselves with other people around. If you tell anyone . . .”
“Yeah, yeah,” Reed said, and laughed. “I know. You’ll make me disappear.”
Alexa grinned. “Good boy.”
After Alexa resized Aurora to her normal height, and readjusted Reed to six inches tall, the three of them rested on the bed, Alexa and Aurora entwined, Reed resting on Alexa’s vast, warm tummy. They watched the storm, basking in the afterglow of the best sex of their lives, until they finally fell asleep…






  
  Veronica’s Cam Show


When Brad woke, it was because the light was shining in his eyes. He didn’t remember anything except the girl at the bar, the drink, and then banging his head against the countertop. Now, he could feel the wind on his face, he could smell something nice—a lady’s perfume but not the one he’d been chatting up at the bar. As his eyes began to adjust to the light, a fluorescent that looked both gigantic and very high, she began to speak. 
“Ladies and gentlemen, I give you the maggot of the hour . . . my ex-boyfriend, Brad!” He felt the gravity shift and then he was falling. The ground rushed up at him and he banged his head, which was enough to jar him fully awake with his complete faculties. He stood and looked around, and that’s when he realized the world was much, much different.
And a lot bigger . . .
His ex-girlfriend, Veronica was sitting at the desk where Brad now stood, no more than five inches tall. They were in her bedroom, as best he could tell, and she was talking to a webcam attached to her laptop. In the corner, he could see the viewer count—over six thousand people were currently watching this tiny, naked man attempt to make sense of the world.
“Never trust a pretty girl who likes you, Brad!” she said, her voice booming, her breath warm and sticky against his bare skin. “That lady at the bar was my headhunter!” Veronica’s long blond hair was pulled back in a knot, revealing perfect, tanned skin all the way down to her bikini top. Large, round breasts were struggling to get free of the tiny knot between them.
He couldn’t tell what she was wearing below that, but assumed it was just as skimpy. He didn’t dare step forward and look down, feeling silly enough already at his size. This had to be a dream. People didn’t just shrink, and they certainly didn’t wind up as prisoners to their ex-girlfriends.
“Rony . . . what’s happening?” he asked in a tiny, pathetic voice.
“You don’t get to call me that nickname anymore!” she said. “You’ve been a very bad boy, and now I’m going to have fun with you. But it’s not up to me, it’s up to my viewers here at RonyLovesToys!” She said this last bit, the announcement of her social media handle, with a loud, exuberant voice. 
“I don’t understand.”
“That’s okay, you don’t have to!” Then, she turned to her webcam and said, “What shall we do, folks? Here’s our options: Option 1, I race Brad to the doorway and if he makes it, I set him free. Or Option 2, I crush him between my breasts. Vote now!”
“Veronica, let’s talk about this for a minute,” he said. 
Rather than indulge the tiny man, she took her finger and pushed against his shoulder until he
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