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  His Nerdy Giantess Girlfriend


Gordon knew something was odd about Sandra the moment he started at RadialTech. Right away, he could feel the power she exuded. A senior researcher for the last ten years, Sandra was a powerful player at the company. He’d already heard stories of her brains—just how smart she was, how crafty she’d been at landing funding. He’d also learned she was a nerd—her office was plastered with sci-fi posters, models, and expensive action figures.  
None of these things could prepare him for just how attractive she was—everyone was too busy mentioning her odd behavior, or how overbearing she could be in the right circumstances.
“So you will be working directly beneath me,” she told Gordon the first day on the job. As he sat in her office, staring at all her pop-culture memorabilia, he tried his best to focus.  It didn’t help that she was flirty. If the roles would’ve been reversed, he’d have been fired instantly. But no one went up against Sandra, especially after she singlehandedly made a breakthrough in size tech. 
“That . . . sounds good,” said Gordon, straightening in his seat. “So I’ll be your intern.”
“Amongst other things,” she said, and she let the vague answer linger in the air. 
She came around and stacked a few papers on her desk, thrusting her ass just inches from his face. He could feel his cheeks burn with embarrassment, but things could be much worse. Sandra was, after all, a beautiful woman.
Clearly she was of Indian descent with her dark skin and sharp features and brown, almost black eyes that peered out from behind wide-rimmed glasses. She kept her hair pulled back with a metal clip. This late in the day meant she’d been struggling to keep it tethered, which resulted in wispy strands flying all over her head. Gordon figured when her hair was down, she looked like a mad scientist. 
Gordon loved her body—not fit at all, but rather chubby. Most girls would consider this subpar but Sandra wore it with a badge of honor, as if sporting more girth made her more attractive. And to Gordon, it certainly did.
The main appeal was her ass. It was so wide, so bulbous that it shook when she walked. If he looked close enough, he could see the outline of her panties through her tight skirt. She made sure to face away from Gordon at any opportunity. Whether it was to grab something from a high shelf or off her desk, or to retrieve a dropped pen, she was always shoving her backside toward him. 
“So . . . you made a shrink ray?” said Gordon, wanting to fill the awkward silence after she sat back down and busied herself with paperwork.
She looked up and smiled. The way her cheeks bunched up made it impossible to gauge her age—somewhere between her mid-thirties to mid-forties.
“That’s right,” she told him. And then, most unexpectedly, she produced it from a desk drawer. It didn’t look fancy—exposed circuit boards, a wire dangling, scuff marks on the metal side. She flipped a switch and the whole thing hummed.
“Wow,” he said. “It doesn’t look like much.” The moment the words rolled off his tongue, her face darkened. 
“It doesn’t look like much because this is my prototype. The main one is down in the lab. Care for a demonstration?”“Uh . . .”
But before he could even form an answer, she aimed it toward him and pulled the trigger. At first, he didn’t feel anything, but then he was moving down toward the floor. She’d just shrunken him!
But she laughed and came around the side of the desk, then sat against it. She didn’t look any bigger, just higher up. 
A snapping sound startled him so badly that he found himself on the floor, on his back. Sandra walked up until she was straddling him—he could see only darkness up her skirt. It suddenly occurred to him that he was the same size. She hadn’t shrunken him at all.
Looking between his legs, he saw a tiny scrap of wood. She’d shrunken the chair he’d been sitting on.
“Oh . . .,” he said. “That was . . . scary.”
“Welcome to the company,” she said, lips pulled back in a seductive, yet frightening grin.

      [image: image-placeholder]He served as Sandra’s intern but worked in a desk cluster with another woman named Pamela. Pamela was a short, geeky lady with mousy hair and a bright smile. She seemed as timid as Gordon, especially whenever Sandra walked by.
“So she just runs around shrinking things?” he asked. 
“Not really,” Pamela whispered. “Did she . . . do the chair thing?”
He nodded.
Pamela laughed. “Yeah, she did that to me, too. I thought the lady shrunk me! She’s a little crazy.”
“How so?”
Before Pamela could answer, Sandra appeared at their desk cluster. She put her hand on her hip and appraised them—Pamela went back to work immediately but Gordon just stared at his boss, a mix of awe and arousal. Maybe it was suggestion, but he thought she looked . . . bigger.
“How are you fitting in, Gordon?” she asked. She placed a hand on his shoulder and gave him an affectionate squeeze. Pamela looked up, then back down quickly.
“It’s . . . great. Thank you, Miss Winters.”
“Call me Sandra. Or . . . whatever you want. I’ll answer to anything, especially if it’s naughty.”
Gordon laughed nervously. “Will do.”
“What’s your plans for lunch?”
He looked at Pamela and said, “Pam offered to show me that new Italian restaurant.”
“Oh,” said Sandra, almost sounding wounded. “How about you table that today and let me take you out somewhere nice?”
“Somewhere nice?”
“Yes,” she said, and started to walk off. But he could hear her mutter something under her breath: “Secluded parking lot, hotel, . . .”
Pamela’s eyes went wide.
“Oh, my God,” said Gordon. “Did you hear that?”
“Yeah, she wanted you to hear it.”
“What should I do?”
Pamela shrugged. 
“I dunno. But I wouldn’t disappoint her.”
Gordon looked back just as Sandra disappeared into her office. The pretty lady turned around, offered him a wink, then shut her door. 

      [image: image-placeholder]Sandra’s car was rather nice, but it’s what Gordon expected for someone so prominent. Her dash was littered with little bobbleheads of comic book characters that Gordon recognized, and a few obscure ones that he didn’t. His eyes were on a constant drift toward her long, yet chubby legs as she pumped the pedals. 
Gordon didn’t ask questions. He just hopped in her SUV and let her drive away from the lab. There was no discussion of where they would eat, no talk of how long they would be gone. This was shaping up to be a weird first day. 
“Do you think she’s pretty?” asked Sandra once they were away from the lab. It was such an odd question, so sudden, that he didn’t know how to answer right away.
“What . . . are you talking about?”
“Pamela. She’s kind of cute, don’t you think?”
He wasn’t sure what kind of answer she was fishing for, so he nodded. “I suppose so. In a nerdy sort of way.”
“Oh, so you like nerdy girls?” she asked. It sounded like a loaded question.
“Yes.”
“Am I not nerdy enough for you?” She pulled onto the interstate, now traveling away from the city center. If they were going to a restaurant, it would be some outlier.
“You are but . . . you’re my boss.”
“I see.” Sandra grew quiet for a moment, then returned with a vengeance. “So if you got to pick which one of us nerdy girls you get to fuck, who would it be? Pamela or me?”
Again, he didn’t know how to answer the question. This was his boss. This was the first day of work. Was this type of behavior to be expected from here on out? Still, he wanted—and needed—this job, so he answered with what he thought Sandra would want to hear. 
“You, of course.”
“Good answer,” she said, cracking a smile. “And what if I let you?”
This time he didn’t hesitate. “Then I guess I’d be up for that.”
She smiled, this time turning toward him. He could feel her stare burning into the side of his head. Gordon, always moderately shy, chanced a look back. They held each other’s eyes for a moment and he felt a strange stirring inside him. While knowing absolutely nothing about Sandra beyond what her public background suggested, he found himself intrigued. He could see himself dating someone like her, although she was vastly out of his league. 
“Then let’s see where this goes,” she said, and squeezed his leg. 
He wondered about the how and the why and the what, all while she was driving him toward a gated community that looked far out of his price range. After passing through the gate, she pulled into the driveway of a massive house and it only now occurred to him that she’d brought him to her home. Apparently, they would be skipping be lunch altogether today.
Out of the SUV, she pulled him in for a kiss—she was rather short, so she had to stand on her tiptoes just to make contact. 
Gordon was forcefully pushed toward the door. He met her aggression with more aggression, but felt odd to be kissing his new boss. Things were certainly going to ramp up once they were inside the house. 
She wasted no time pushing him into the bedroom while she lifted her shirt over her head. Just as he figured, her breasts were enormous, like a pair of giant beachballs. 
“Don’t just look,” she said, and then unclasped the bra. Her breasts rocked to the sides, then came to rest. She squeezed her nipples as he approached, cautiously at first, but then with more confidence.
As he sucked her nipple, he could sense her sliding down her skirt. Once she was completely naked, the rest of their fun became one big blur of wetness, heat, and orgasms. 
Just as he expected, she was an aggressive lover. First, he threw her meaty legs over his shoulders while she lay on her back but could tell this bored her. After that, they tried doggy style, which was more a treat for him than Sandra. Watching her massive ass jiggle and bounce made the head of his cock ache. 
The real fun came once she took over and started to ride him. Gordon was certain the bed was going to snap down the middle. Each time she bounced, her massive ass flattened across him and the bed’s legs screeched across the hardwood floor. Although he did little work, she still seemed to enjoy herself.
And when it was over, she cuddled him. The way she laid her hand across his chest and stroked the hair made him feel comforted and secure—things he hadn’t experienced so far in Sandra’s company. 
She nuzzled against him, her warm breath cascading down his body. It gave him goosebumps and he started to drift off to sleep. Then, he felt her lips on his neck . . . then on his cheek. She nibbled lightly on his earlobe. 
“You’re going to be my boyfriend now,” she whispered. It sent tingles throughout his body.
“O-okay,” he said, feeling this situation was moving far too fast, yet he was powerless to stop it. Then again, did he really want to?
She kept her arm around him as she rolled onto her stomach, probably flattening her breasts against the bed. When he tried to roll back toward her, she flexed her arm and he was unable to turn. 
He heard her nightstand drawer slide out and a moment later, something cold touched his back. Sandra had rolled back over and was now at his ear again. She whispered, “Now just stay right there. You’re gonna love this next part.”
“Oh, yeah?” he said, thinking a nice blowjob would be the perfect way to cap this strange, albeit it, nice, day.
The coldness at his back turned into something hot—so hot that it made him lurch forward. He didn’t have far to go because Sandra was still holding him, keeping him still. She whispered shushing sounds into his ear that strangely kept him calm. But only for a moment . . .
Her hand across his chest began to swell, the fingers inching longer, rising above his tangle of hair. She seemed to grow more powerful as she squeezed him. Her shushing was now above his head, tousling his hair.  When he looked down his body, he found his legs pulled up strangely close to her thighs—and then he made the mental comparison of just how much smaller he appeared next to her.
“Am I . . . shrinking?”“Yes, love. Just stay calm and let it happen.” To coax him further, she wrapped her oversized fingers around his dwindling cock and started to stroke. It felt nice, but it only lasted a few seconds because he dwindled right out of her hand. 
By the time he rolled over, he was but a fraction of his size. He clambered up the pillow and could go no further because her other arm was blocking the way down the opposite side. He was a foot tall, or so he guessed . . . and still shrinking.
“How . . . how small?” he asked. He wanted to stand but wasn’t sure if his legs could support him. He’d become quite shaky—and he was unsure if that was a side effect of the shrinking, or simply his nerves. 
“About an inch tall,” she told. “You’re almost there. The compression at this size makes you slow down, so it’ll take a few minutes to get there.”
“Why? Why did you shrink me?”
“Because you’re adorable. And I’ve always wanted a shrunken boyfriend. You seemed to like me, so what’s the problem?” She rolled over and lay in front of him, then crossed her massive fingers to support her massive face. 
And still, she seemed to inch bigger . . .
“You didn’t have to shrink me for that! We could’ve dated!”
She laughed, her breath warm, yet powerful enough to blow his hair back. 
“And share you with someone else? I saw how you looked at Pamela. I don’t compete with other women, and my lab is full of them. Meredith, Cindy, Michelle. Now I won’t have to worry about any of them.”
Each time he thought he was done shrinking, he became a little smaller. An inch tall was so tiny that he couldn’t even comprehend it. When he really did stop shrinking, it was apparent by the sudden chill in his bones. The process must have raised his temperature and now that it was over, he was left feeling cold. 
“C’mon,” she said. “Let me show you how things are going to work around here.”
When she rocked back to her knees, Gordon was overcome with her sense of scale. He’d never known anything to be so large—she might as well have been a skyscraper. She lifted her long, messy hair back and then let it drop. 
He was so transfixed by her giant breasts that he didn’t even notice her hand coming in to snatch him. Because he was so small, she couldn’t wrap fingers around his body without hurting him. So, she rested her open palm just below him, then used the finger on her other hand to shove him onto it. 
At one inch tall, he wasn’t even as long as her smallest finger. Sandra gave him a moment to become acclimated to her hand, or maybe it was just to impress upon him the sheer difference in their sizes. But then, she swung her body and stood next to the bed. 
The rush of air gave him vertigo. She cradled him close to her chest—just a few inches below her left nipple—and walked back down the hall toward the front door. But instead of leaving the house, she turned left into her home office. 
She placed him on her desk and that’s when he noticed another, smaller desk sitting atop it. This little desk was scaled to his size with a working computer right on top. The cables ran across the bigger desk and disappeared down the side. How did she make a tiny computer function?
“You’re still going to be working for me. Simple data entry that will upload to my server at the end of each day.”
“You’re kidnapping me?”
She threw her head back and chuckled, deep belly laughs that made her breasts and ass jiggle. When she looked at him again, the mirth disappeared, replaced by a sharp edge that made him uncomfortable. In that moment, he knew she wasn’t playing around.
“I’m not kidnapping you. I’m giving you a brand-new life. One where I’ll take care of you. And one where no one will ever get your attention again!”
He chuckled, but quickly realized she was being serious. Why did he get in the car? He knew at work that she was a crazy, unstable lady. Gordon brought this on himself.
“I . . . uh.” He didn’t know what else to say.
“Remember,” she said, leaning down close to him. “I’m not only your boss. I’m also your lover.”
She kissed him, and for a moment he felt pure terror—her mouth was so big that when she cracked her lips, he couldn’t even see beyond the darkness of her tongue.

      [image: image-placeholder]Any hopes of getting set free or returned to normal size evaporated the following day when she introduced him to his new residence—a small house scaled to his size—constructed completely of building blocks. Upon closer inspection, he realized it wasn’t just a house, but also contained miniaturized parts. It even had a working kitchen and bathroom. The lights worked, as did the heating and air conditioning. 
However, Gordon was able to spend little time in his mini house. Sandra was just as overbearing as a giantess as she was in the time he knew her as a short chubby lady. This meant that he was rarely out of her sight. In fact, he preferred to know where she was at all times, rather than have her stare at him through the window of his little house.  
The days were spent at his computer, logging data. After his first week, she pulled up the chair at her desk and drummed her fingers just in front of him.
“You’re working quite slowly,” she told him. “As your boss, I demand a little more.”
“Sorry, but there’s only so much I can do. This isn’t exactly ideal.” He waved his hand across the miniature workstation.
“Aww, I see,” she said, her voice sounding sympathetic but he knew she was feigning it. “You’re bored.”
“Uh, yeah, maybe,” he said, and he figured it could partly be true. At his size, he had no television, no books, nothing to keep him entertained but the computer. 
“Maybe I should relocate you back to the lab. Would you like to come to work with me?”
“Yes!” he said, hoping he didn’t sound too eager. He’d love nothing more than to get out of this house. “Yes, please.” This time, he was a little cooler.
The next day, she woke him early, had him dress from his miniature closet, then placed him between her breasts. He could feel her heart beating beneath him, the vibration making his teeth chatter. He was lodged there by a fine sheen of sweat, which was preferable because he didn’t want to slip down any further. If he fell, she’d probably never find him.
Gordon remained in that spot for the duration of Sandra’s commute, into the coffeeshop, then up the steps to her office. He heard several voices—good mornings and other pleasantries. For a few seconds, Meredith walked next to her while holding open a folder. It was close enough for Gordon to smell the girl’s perfume. But Sandra had hidden him beneath her lacy bra, so the second giantess didn’t see the one-inch man.
It was clear she’d already planned to bring him to work, as she’d replicated the little desk and computer right on the edge of her own. Only this one was cleverly hidden inside a three-hole punch. Anyone at the front of the office wouldn’t be able to see him, nor his little desk.
“This is much better,” she said.
He nodded, agreeing completely. Still, he managed the understanding of his circumstances. She’d taken him from all he knew and forced him into a life of servitude. 
She pulled out a muffin she’d bought at the coffeeshop, then pinched a tiny bit off and placed it in front of him. Gordon wasn’t fed as regularly as he normally fed himself, so he devoured the crumbs rather quickly. 
Just when he was about to ask for another bite, her finger lashed out and shoved him back into the cubby of the three-hole punch. It was so forceful that he almost knocked the computer off the desk. Before he could react, he heard the office door opening. 
Sandra interlaced her fingers across the desk and looked up at whoever had stepped into the office with a wide, pleasant smile. 
“Yes?”
“I finished compiling the data for your latest build.” It was Pamela. 
He stood on the desk and looked through a small, round hole in the metal of the three-hole punch. The only thing he could see on the other side was a wall of tan—Pamela’s blouse. She was standing just inches on the other side of his little cubby.
“Took you long enough,” Sandra said with an edge to her voice. 
For a few seconds, Pamela was quiet, as if she were stunned by Sandra’s haughty tone. Then, Pamela said, “Well ever since Gordon quit, the workload has been a little extreme.”
What? I didn’t quit! I was shrunken and taken hostage! he thought. 
He beat his fists on the metal, hoping to get Pamela’s attention. When his hands fell on thick, unyielding metal, he turned and attempted to run out of his cubby. But Sandra’s finger was there, pushing into his hideaway, and in the same action moving the desk until it pinned his little legs. 
“That’s because he gave me lots of excuses for why he couldn’t get the job done,” said Sandra. “Do I need to fire you, as well, and hire someone who can meet deadlines?”
Even at one inch tall and with his legs painfully pinned by a desk, Gordon could feel the tension in the room. 
“No, ma’am,” said Pamela after a lengthy pause. 
“Then get back to work and don’t interrupt me again unless it’s important.”
Pamela said nothing else, but the slamming of the door startled him. 
The pressure on the desk eased and he emerged from his cubby. Sandra was staring daggers at him, her face red with fury. It sent a cold shiver down his spine—this could get ugly.
“You tried to warn her,” said the giantess. “What was your plan if she’d found you?”
He said nothing, as if his voice no longer worked. 
“I’ll tell you what would’ve happened. I would’ve followed her to the bathroom and shrunk her, too. But the difference between you and her . . . I would’ve stomped her flat.”
“Sandra . . . please . . .”
“Or maybe that’s what I need to do to you, too.”
Before he could respond, she lashed out and pinched him by the shoulders, then lifted him toward her. The rush of wind slapped him in the face and made him close his eyes. Before he knew it, he was on the floor just a few feet from the wheels of her desk chair. He stared up at her giant foot dangling in the air. 
The bottom of her high-heel was dirty but his eyes fixed on the tip of the heel—it must have been three inches long, which meant it was three times the height of his body. If she wanted, she could drive that right through him.
“No, not like this,” she said. “If I’m going to do it, I think I’d want it to be barefoot. So I can feel you . . .”
She slipped off the shoe and he immediately felt the heat emanating off her naked flesh. She spread her toes, cutting the light above her into ribbons. When she squeezed her toes, a ripple of wrinkles appeared on her sole. 
“Sandra, don’t do this!” 
It didn’t occur to Gordon to run. He was so paralyzed by fear that he simply lay there and watched as her massive foot descended toward him. The light disappeared and he was an inch from her sole. If she were going to crush him, he only hoped she’d do it quickly.
The pad of her foot rested against his body but the pressure remained light. She had excellent control over her body—it was probably easy to crush a one-inch man, not so easy to fake it. 
“I think you should kiss it while I contemplate squashing you.” Her voice was so far away.
The pressure wasn’t going to snap his ribs, but it was making it difficult to draw breath. He barely had space to turn his head, and once he was facing her, he kissed her salty skin. Gordon wasn’t sure if she could even feel him—the worst-case scenario was that she assumed he was fighting her, and would thus crush him.
But then she giggled and slid her foot back until his little body was flanked by her massive toes. He was still petrified, but at least he was alive. 
“Now kiss those,” she ordered. 
He turned his head to the side and kissed the inside of one toe, then rotated so he could do the same for the other. She was so warm, so salty. It made his heart race—and made his cock stand at attention, although he wouldn’t allow her to know that. 
“I suppose I’ll spare you just this once,” she said. She reached down onto the floor and pinched him, then placed him on her palm. She brought him up to her massive face—he could see almost all of his body reflected in her shiny eye. 
“Please, I won’t try to escape again.” He was on his hands and knees. 
“Oh, I’m certain of it. Because next time I won’t be so gentle.”
Again, she kissed his entire body, then smiled sweetly as if nothing had happened. 

      [image: image-placeholder]Sandra was a nerd in every sense of the word. She collected comic book memorabilia and even had a toy room devoted to her passion. One day, she brought in purchases she’d made at a comic book store and placed the bags right on the desk next to Gordon’s tiny house while she went to take a shower.
He stepped outside as the plastic bag began to fall. It exposed a woman—an action figure—with a fiery mane of hair and glowing blue eyes. Once the bag was all the way down, he could read her name as Madame Flame. 
At his size, he didn’t even come up to Madame Flame’s kneecap. It was a sobering notion that an action figure was still a giantess to him. 
He heard the floorboards creak and turned to see a very angry Sandra standing over him. She was wrapped in a towel, her hair up in a tight knot. Her shoulders glistened with moisture. 
“See something you like?” 
“What?” he asked, confused. His eyes followed her glare to the package. Was she really talking about this twelve-inch plastic woman?
“What do you like about her?” Sandra asked, locking her leg and putting a hand to her hip. She raised an eyebrow and waited.
“Sandra . . . it’s a plastic toy.”
“But a pretty plastic toy. What do you like about her, Gordon?”
He wasn’t sure the correct way to proceed, only that Sandra’s anger was unlikely to subside with anything he said. Quickly, he sought an answer he thought would meet her approval.
“She has dark skin like yours. She reminds me of you.”
Sandra rolled her eyes, unwilling to take the bait. “Please. Don’t insult my intelligence, Gordon. You know I’m much smarter than you.”
Of this, he had no doubt. After all, Sandra had devised a shrink ray and used it with perfect success. She tapped her foot, waiting. 
“She has nice legs. Is that what you want to hear?” His anger was rising, despite his precarious position. 
At this, her face softened. She looked almost wounded. And then, the anger rushed back into her. Sandra lashed out and he dropped to the desk, throwing his hands over his head. A stupid, ineffective means of protection but it was his instinct. However, Sandra wasn’t reaching for him.
She snatched the action figure and tore it open with her bare hands. Madame Flame bounced out and hit the desk in front of him and rolled over. This was a highly detailed model, showing the individual muscles in her arms and legs. When it landed facedown, Gordon tried not to stare at the figure’s ass. How absurd, he thought. 
“I bet you like that, huh?” she said. “Well I have one bigger and better!”
She did a twirl, losing the towel in the process. Turned away, she bent over and touched her toes, thrusting her ass into the desk. The whole world shifted as she bumped it and Gordon went right down to his knees. He touched Madame Flame for support. 
“Sandra, you’re getting bent out of shape for no good reason!”
She stared daggers at him as she gained control of herself. Gordon took a few steps back as she balled her hands into fists. Quick as a viper, she snatched him up and brought him level to her face. 
It was such a scary sight—the anger that was wafting off her in waves. She made sure he was level with her mouth—her lips were three times the length of his entire body. The teeth on the other side, bright and sparkly and large enough to bite him in half. 
“My ass is the only one you’re ever gonna touch!” she said, and before he could respond, she walked off with him. This time she headed down a hallway he’d never noticed before. It was just now occurring to him the size of Sandra’s house—it was a mansion to a normal-sized person, to say nothing of a one-inch man.
She entered a room with strange, neon lighting that hurt his eyes. After placing him on a soft, spongy surface she gave him a moment to get his bearings. 
This was a gaming room, and an expensive one at that. The walls were lined with purple lights, casting the entire place in an ethereal glow. Across from him was a large television. It was surrounded by shelves holding hundreds, if not thousands, of games. A trio of comfy chairs surrounded the gaming center. 
Shelves also lined the walls, holding more collectables. On his side of the room, shelves with PC games, and two large computer monitors that created a single image—a pair of tiny men in the shadow of what must have been a giant woman. Gordon looked down at the red, spongy space he’d been placed upon. 
It was a gaming chair, the words XTREME GAMING stitched across the head pillow at the top. He felt a sense of vertigo because Sandra was gently spinning him. The moment it stopped, she stared down at him in all her naked glory—she was simply massive. 
Then, she turned around so that her ass was just above him. So big and bulbous, it blocked out most of the light above her. By the time he figured out what she was about to do, he was powerless to escape. 
Despite this, Gordon took off running, knowing that he was in the center of a chair that stretched far too wide for him to make it to the edge. Her shadow fell on him and he screamed out—but it was lost to a wall of flesh.
Gordon figured he would be dead upon impact. He’d sat down on small things before. Once, he crushed a soda can and probably wouldn’t have even noticed had it not made a crunching sound. A one-inch man filled with nothing more than bones and meat and blood would probably explode under the slightest pressure. And Sandra’s ass was massive to any standard. 
But he didn’t crush beneath her. The pressure was immense and all the air was pushed out of his lungs, but the meat of her butt cheek didn’t cause him pain. Was Sandra showing restraint? Was he so small that he fell between clumps of fat or muscle? 
Gordon tried to suck air but couldn’t. The more he struggled, the more the weight seemed to bear down on him. Somewhere far up, he could hear her laughing. Each little sound jiggled her diaphragm, which trickled down to her ass. More than once, his eyes bulged out of his head. 
He gripped the bumpy fabric of the seat and pulled. Over and over, moving a minute distance but drawing air each time. 
“Are you enjoying that?” she asked. “You’ll never want another ass after you’ve had mine!”
“Sandra, stop!” he called, although his voice disappeared into the spongy seat. 
Her weight shifted and he found himself able to roll over. Drawing in deep breaths, he savored them because each one could be his last. 
Looking left and right, he found himself back to the center of the seat—she’d dragged him without him even realizing it. He sat up and thought about running to the edge again but her ass came back down, flattening him on his back. 
He wanted to scream but figured it was best to conserve his air. Sandra’s ass returned, but this time he felt something odd—the way her skin pushed against his cock was a wonderful sensation. Whether she was controlling the direction of her weight or not, he couldn’t tell.
“You know this is turning you on,” she said.
Could she read his mind? How did she know that? 
The pressure hit him in the right place. She moved her hips back and forth, grinding into him just hard enough to keep him still without squashing him completely. When she hovered, he took the opportunity to move his hand down to his cock and start to stroke. 
Each time she put more pressure, it locked his arm in place, killing his rhythm. But that made sense—Sandra seemed like someone who would deny a guy his orgasm. 
But he was already worked up by the time she moved up a third time. He shot his load all over her butt cheek. Just when he thought she couldn’t feel him, she moaned and said, “I know what that was!”
The light returned and made him wince as she stood, then she dropped to her knees in front of the chair. Her entire expression had changed—no more was she the vengeful giantess who was jealous of an action figure. Now, she was back to the lovable girlfriend—or at least a version of it. She was not nearly as lovable as she believed. 
“Looks like you had fun,” she said, and her massive finger trailed up the seat. The tip of it touched his cock, still wet with cum. She dabbed her finger against it, then put the finger in her mouth and sucked. “Mmm.”
“That was . . .” He couldn’t finish. He just laid his head back and took a deep breath. He was feeling dizzy, unwell. But he’d just gotten off and that was good. 
She stood, looming high above him. Her messy hair dropped to her shoulders and framed her face. The way she looked at him—it could be an indication of anything. Happiness, arousal, anger. Sandra’s stoicism often left him confused. 
“Be a good boy and there’ll be plenty more of that.”
As she walked off, Gordon considered her words. It wasn’t up to him. She’d treat him however she wanted, whether he was good or not.
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