
  
  
      
        
          The Shrink Ray Collection

          Volume 1

		      
          Amber Collins

        

        
          
          
        

      

    


  
  Copyright © 2026 by Amber Collins 
All rights reserved.
No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law. No portion of this book may be used to train AI. No generative AI went into the planning, writing, or editing of this book and cover. 






  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        The Billionaire
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        The Wife’s Boyfriend
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Shrink Ray on Campus
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Size Ray University
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Lauren’s Invention
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Late Night Size Club
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        The Lady Collector
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        The Hotel
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        The Teacher Conference
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Nerdy Girl Gets Even
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Friends with Benefits (and a Shrink Ray)
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Naughty Uses for a Shrink Ray
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Shrinking in Hotel Rooms
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        The Gaming Babe
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  The Billionaire


Bill could barely contain his excitement as his plane landed on the island’s landing strip. The other plane was already docked.  She was already here. Everything within the eye’s distance was because of Bill’s enormous fortune; he owned the island and both the planes and also the wonderful piece of newly constructed tech inside the main facility.
The door opened, to two women and a man standing on the runway.
“Good morning, Mr. Atwell,” one of the women said.
“Good morning. I see that she’s here,” said Bill, pointing to the other jet.
“She is,” said the man. “And she’s actually in a good mood. I think she’s rather looking forward to this. At least interested.”
The four walked toward the main facility. She’d better be in a good mood after what he’d paid to coax her out here. Anyone could be bought. Even celebrities. Especially celebrities. He’d paid thirty million dollars to this one, but it was mere pocket change, especially after he realized what he was about to do.
“So the machine?” Bill asked.
“Up and running. We’ve not done any tests this morning,” said the second woman, a short, but well-built blond woman.  “But we did six yesterday, four organic, and they were all successful.”
“And the . . . carriage?” 
Both women blushed, and then the taller of the two said, “Just fine. Good working order,” she said through a grin. “I imagine it will meet your expectations.”
Bill chuckled. “Ah, c’mon girls. You act like you’ve never seen a giant dildo before.”
Both girls broke into fits of laughter. “Giant is an understatement,” said the blond. “But I guess that’s all relative, huh?”
“It certainly is.”
They began passing lots of tech, ranging from thick wiring tacked to the wall, to consoles with rainbow control panels. A low hum sounded somewhere deep in the facility, which was obviously the power source of this monstrous machine.
Two paths diverged up ahead: one hall leading to the experiment chamber, and the other to the guest wing.
“Want to see the machine in action?” asked the man. “I know you’ve not seen it yet.”
“No, I’d rather gather my guest first.”
The trio led him down the guest wing hallway and to a door at the end. 
“We’ll leave you. We’re ready to start whenever you are,” said the tall woman. And with that, they walked off.
Bill knocked to a very pleasant “come on in” that made his heart race. This was it.
He opened the door and there sitting on the bed with a tablet was Melissa Coleman, one of Hollywood’s most accomplished and well-known A-listers. Her long, brown hair spilled down her left breast, a pair of reading glasses perched upon her cute elfin nose. Her huge, captivating eyes stared at him for a moment before she tossed her tablet aside and swung to put her feet on the edge of the bed.
“Are you Mr. Atwell?” she asked.
“I am. But please, call me Bill.”
She smiled that cute little grin that he’d seen on television so many times. “Ok, Bill. I guess being on a first name basis is a good idea.” She stood and came over to take his hand. She was a bit shorter, but that was okay. It was all relative. “So I’m guessing from the looks of my bank account this morning that you are something of a fan?”
“Oh, I am. I’ve fantasized about many girls, have even brought some other celebs here. But not like this. You are my favorite, and I’ve brought you here for a reason. I haven’t been on this island in almost a year, but a technological breakthrough made me come running back.”
“I’m afraid I don’t understand.”
“Walk with me,” he said. Both exited the room and started down the hall. “How much did my people tell you? What did they say they were paying you for?”
“That you were a low profile billionaire who wanted me, for a weekend, in any sexual capacity that you find fit. Also that there will be an odd request. Something I’d find intriguing, but odd nonetheless.”
“What made you say yes? I mean, the money, sure, but that’s a lot to ask of a person.”
“The money, of course, but I’m also intrigued. I did a little research on you and found out your company deals in electromagnets and is pioneering cold fusion. I find that very interesting.”
“You haven’t seen anything yet.”
They came to the juncture and headed down to the experiment chamber. When they got to the door, they were greeted once again by the island’s only three inhabitants. 
“Are we ready?” asked Bill.
“We are,” said the tall woman. “I’ve left you the manual on the console, but I know you’ve already studied up on it. If you need us, we can be reached at the house.” The house, being another building on the other side of the island. Bill and Melissa had the entire facility to themselves.
Her wide eyes got even wider as she took in the huge room. The tech marvels in this place would astound anyone.
“What do you think?” he asked.
“I think I was underpaid,” she said. “This stuff must have cost a fortune.”
“And it did. But it was worth every penny because it’s made my ultimate fantasy become a reality.”
“And what fantasy is that?” she asked, a flirty grin on her face.
“You’ll see.”
They walked around the room a bit, looking at all the weird, but interesting gadgets. In one corner of the room was what looked like a soap opera bedroom set. It was half a wall, a large comfy bed with lots of pillows, and a nightstand. 
To the side sat a console bank that looked like something out of Star Trek. There were no windows here, but Bill was fairly certain it had started to rain.
All attention was drawn to the large crane situated as soon as they came in. Its arm hung high up in the spacious room, dangling what looked like a junk yard magnet, only this one was shiny and had lots of wires going in and out of it. Connected to the crane was the power supply, which consisted of several enormous wires that disappeared beneath the floor grating.
“Seriously?” Melissa said, pointing off to the other side of the room, opposite the bedroom. “You doing that for dramatic effect?”
“But of course,” Bill said. She was talking about the nine-foot shape beneath a nondescript sheet. Next to it sat a large SUV that looked like a vehicle the president would ride in. “C’mere, let me show you what all this is.”
Bill took her by the hand, to which she seemed absolutely fine with. In fact, she even rubbed his gently with her thumb. He pulled her over to the console and sat down. It took no coaxing to put her on his lap. He prayed she didn’t feel him rising beneath her, but in a little while, such embarrassments would mean nothing.
On the console were a couple of joysticks, which made sense because the crane was effectively a giant claw machine like you found at an arcade. Bill reached around Melissa’s slender waist to grab them. With a slight twist, the crane moved to the side, carrying the large flat apparatus with it. It was a slow process, but when Bill was finished, the apparatus hung directly over the SUV. He made small movements with the joysticks so that the apparatus came down lower, gently swinging only a foot above the spacious vehicle’s roof.
“Ready?” Bill asked.
“For?”
“Just watch.” Bill flipped a few switches and then rotated a dial with a percentage readout above it. When the readout said ninety percent he stopped, then hovered his hand over a large red button. His excitement was through the roof and he felt himself getting even harder at the prospect of it. He hit the button.
There was a buzz somewhere beneath them that made everything vibrate. The coils of wires attached to the crane lit up with blue light and then the apparatus made a sound that reminded Bill of a deep guitar string. A white light snaked out of it and enveloped the SUV, then the light and sound faded altogether.
Melissa watched for a moment, then said, “I don’t get what hap—“
“Shhh! Watch” Bill said, putting his chin on her shoulder and lacing his fingers around her waist. She held them there.
It would have been unnoticeable had they not been staring at it so intently, but the dark vehicle against the stark white background made it undeniable that the SUV was getting smaller. The process sped up, but only a little.
“Bill . . . is that thing . . . shrinking?” Melissa asked. He didn’t need to see her face to know she was in utter disbelief.
“It sure is. Hop up.” He took her by the hand and walked over to it. Bill went around to the far side and by now, he could easily see Melissa over the roof.
“How?” she asked, hovering her hand over it.”
“With a lot of money, that’s how. Go on, you can touch it.” As if to show her it was safe, he placed his own up there.  Melissa reluctantly did the same.
She almost cried out. “I can feel it. I can feel it like, bunching up under my fingers. It’s sliding away.”
“It’s contracting. The atoms are moving closer together.” By now, it was the size of one of those little smart cars.
“Oh my God, how small is it going to get?”
“I set it for ninety percent so . . . small as a remote-controlled toy car.”
Melissa put her hands over her mouth and just continued to watch it dwindle. 
In only three minute’s time, it had shrunk to its expected size. The whole thing was probably only a foot long. 
“Go ahead, pick it up,” said Bill.
Melissa flashed him an excited look and did so. 
“Oh God, it’s so light. I didn’t know it’d be so light!”
She started to turn it on its side and Bill stopped her. “Remember, it’s not a toy. There’s fluids in there that’ll spill out and I don’t want you to get dirty.”
“Well I’m getting naked soon anyway, aren’t?” she said.
Bill was speechless. 
Melissa just moved the car around, peeking in the windows, lifting the wipers, turning the mirrors and wheels. “It’s like a toy, but no toy on earth is this detailed. This is amazing. Can you grow it back?”
“Of course, but I don’t want to right now. I want to show you something else.”
“Ooooh, is this the big reveal?”
“Yep,” said Bill, pulling the sheet from the tall object. At first, it looked like a statue, then it sort of looked like a spaceship. Standing in front of them was a nine-foot tall phallic-looking tube that was rounded at the top. Since it was the same shape all the way down, a large metal housing unit kept it upright. On the front was what looked like a sliding door that moved down. Inside, Bill saw a seat, which to his expectations should be able to be removed or laid flat like a bed.
“What is it?” she asked.
“C’mere, bring your toy if you want.”
“Oh, is this to sweeten the deal?” she toyed.
“What, thirty million not enough?” she only smirked.
Bill jogged the joysticks again until the apparatus was raised and moved just a foot over the tall glass tube. “This may be a trial and error thing. You’ll have to let me know if the size is . . . right.”
“Right? What do you mean?”
“You’ll see.” Bill turned the dial until it reached ninety-two percent then hit the red button.
Again, they both watched as the tech lit up, the white light shot out, and the glass tube slowly began to shrink. Bill walked over, grabbed it out of the shrinking housing while it was still about two feet tall and came back to Melissa who was now sitting in the chair. He sat in the floor at her feet and held the shrinking glass tube. When it finally reached its desired size, it was around eight inches tall.
“What do you think?” Bill asked, handing it up to her. When her fingers closed around it, his heart leaped. This was really going to happen.
She giggled. “Well . . . it kind of looks like a dildo.” Her face turned red.
“Don’t be embarrassed,” he said. “You are right.”
Her eyes grew twice their size and she almost fell out of the seat laughing. “This is fantastic!”
“What is?”
“Are you paying me thirty million dollars to fuck a shrunken glass dildo?”
“Well, yes,” he said.
“That’s the easiest cash I’ve ever earned. Over there?” she asked, pointing to the bed.
“I don’t think you fully understand.”
“I don’t?”
“Look inside it.”
“It’s mostly empty. All I see is a chair or something.”
“Yes . . .”
“So what goes in the cha—” Her face froze and then her mouth hung open. “Oh, God.”
“Are we catching on?”
“You want to be in it, don’t you?”
“So much I’d pay thirty million dollars.”
Again, she laughed, looked at the dildo, then leaned down and kissed him. “Alright. Sounds fun.”
Bill was so happy that she was on board with this. 
“Alright, let’s get started then.” He took the dildo back and asked, “is this okay? I mean . . . will this size work . . . for you?”
She giggled. “It’s just right.”
Bill walked over, placed it on the metal housing then rejoined her by the console. “Alright, you’ve got to learn this console.”
“Me?”
“Yeah, it’s just us. You have to know how to shrink and enlarge me.”
“Oh. Oh, ok. Wow. So this’ll be interesting.”
Bill showed her the switch to enlarge, then the red button to activate. Again, another white beam shot out and then the tube slowly began to get bigger. “Wow, the growing is so awesome! Can this machine make things big too?”
“A little, but we haven’t perfected that yet. Now, the dial is already set to ninety-two percent so you don’t have to worry about that. The crane will stay in place, so you don’t need to mess with the joysticks. All you have to do is worry about this switch.” He pointed to the toggle that went from shrink to grow. “Up is shrink, down is grow.”
She flipped the switch. “Then I hit the red button, right?”
“Exactly. Let’s practice a few times.”
Melissa and Bill spent the next half hour shrinking and enlarging the tube. It was a simple process, so he thought she only did it so many times because she was in awe over the change.
“So why a dildo?” she asked, as they watched it enlarge a final time.
“What do you mean?”
“You obviously want your whole body inside a woman, why not just shrink without that thing and go right in?”
“That may be possible, but I wasn’t sure one could survive that.”
“Why? No air?”
“That and the muscles.”
Melissa laughed at that. “Afraid my pussy might squeeze you to death?”
“Hey, it’s possible. Would be a good way to go.”
“Are you ready?” she asked.
“I am. Let’s get going.” He pulled out a small box from beneath the console and opened it. Inside were two little earpieces. He took one then instructed Melissa to put the other one in her ear.
The carriage, as Bill called the giant dildo was a remarkable achievement on its own. It alone cost almost ten million dollars. The glass could withstand a hundred thousand times its cubic pressure. There were lights, climate control should it get too hot, a reserve of oxygen.
He approached the carriage and pushed the lock combination on the glass. The door slide down into the base of the carriage with a satisfying swisssh. 
“I’m getting more comfy,” he said, then completely undressed. Melissa just smiled and bit her fingernail, not commenting at all over his raging hard-on.  He stepped up into it, turned around and sat down on the comfortable chair. He put in his earpiece, then closed the door. 
“Can you hear me?” she asked.
“Loud and clear,” he said. “We’ll be able to talk all we want.”
“I don’t talk when I’m masturbating, sweetheart.”
“Fair enough,” he said.
“Are you ready to get small?” she asked.
“Do it,” he said. He reached up and grabbed the handles at the sides. He wouldn’t need them now, but he might during the in and out.
The blue lights came on and he looked up to see that white light envelop him before dispersing. He wondered how it would feel to shrink, but so far he didn’t feel anything. Melissa walked over to him and stood just in front of the carriage. Now, he could see a slight difference. Where he once looked at the top of her head, he was now staring her in the eye.
“What does it feel like?” she asked. “To shrink, I mean?”
“It doesn’t feel like anything right now. The only thing I notice is a change in my vision. Things are noticeably getting larger.”
He was now staring at her chin as she walked up and placed her hand on the glass. He put his up to match hers and both watched as his receded, getting smaller and smaller against her once dainty fingers.
“So, if you didn’t know any better, you would think I was growing.”
That made his heart race. “It looks that way.”
“Oh my God, I think it’s speeding up a bit.”
The world around him was visibly different. The console, much farther back. The apparatus, much higher. Melissa . . . he was looking at her breasts now. 
“My, my, we are small,” she quipped. She got down on her knees and huffed against the glass, right in front of his shrinking dick. She fogged it up, then drew a heart. 
“Very funny,” he said.
She sat on the ground in front of him, patiently waiting for the shrinking to stop. Once again, he passed her head, her eyes, her breasts, only now she was on the floor. He reached three feet. Then two, then one. Suddenly, the shrinking began to slow and he knew the process was complete once his vision stopped changing. Melissa was still sitting in front of him, her massive form towering over the carriage.
A giant hand reached out and the tube momentarily went dark as she wrapped her fingers around it and lifted it from the housing. She brought it up to her eyes, those giant, gorgeous eyes that now occupied his whole field of vision. She was smiling. He could see those lips and teeth just below his feet. 
“Can you open the door?” she asked.
He hit the button and the door slid down. She stuck out her tongue and licked him from groin to face. He was bathed in her saliva and he loved every second of it. She worked him over with her tongue for a few minutes before pulling back and walking over to the bed. Bill closed the door.
She tossed him roughly on the bed, but luckily, he was holding on for dear life. The tube rolled so that he was facing up. In the distance, what must have been half a mile for him, he watched as this goddess lifted her shirt over her head. She danced out of her tight jeans and then came back over. Those large fingers once again wrapped around him and carried him to the head of the bed.
Melissa reclined back on the pillows and brought him close to her face again. 
“So is this everything you thought it would be?” Bill was stroking himself hard. “I think that’s my answer,” she said.
“Bra off?” he asked.
“Okay.” She held the tube between her knees as she sat up and undid the clasp, letting her beautiful breasts spill out. Her nipples were hard and dark.  “Open the door again,” she said.
Bill obeyed and this time was met with one of those erect nipples. She was able to fit it into the little doorway enough for him to lick and rub his face against it. She smelled divine. When that was over, he closed the door and she brought him back to eye level.
“Ready?” she asked.
“Ready,” he said.
She placed him once more on the bed, her enormous feet flanking him for only a moment before lifting in the air so she could slide her panties off. There, several respective feet from the tube was the most beautiful thing he’d ever seen. Before he could lust any more, she lifted him back to eye level and asked, “I don’t suppose you have any lube?”
“Dammit,” he said. “I put together this multimillion dollar project and forgot about that.”
“It’s okay,” she said. “You’ll just have to get me wet first.”
With that said, she lowered him back down and aimed the tip to her pussy. Bill watched above him as she massaged her clit with the tip, slowly working circles, then parting the lips just a little. Her scent was amazing. The filtration system allowed for it to come in. When the top half of the tube began to glisten with her juices and she began to coo quietly, he knew he was about to go in. A few seconds later, his dim overhead light came on, and she plunged the dildo inside her.
It was the most amazing experience of his life. Light, dark, light, dark. The ride wasn’t as rough as he’d thought, mostly because she’d sat up and angled the tube upward. He couldn’t believe the sheer power of the muscles that surrounded him. It was like a giant vacuum swallowing him whole. The giant lips parted, shoving him into darkness, then parting again to let him out. She never fully removed him and every now and then, she’d let him stay in a little while longer. He opened the door and felt the wall of her pussy pressing against the tube. He rubbed his hand across it, bent down to lick.
Melissa sped up, plunging him in and out so fast that his ass lifted off the seat. By the way she moaned, she was about to cum. Thirty seconds later and she let out a howl, then the tube was drenched. The seal at the top dripped a little bit inside, but he loved it. Melissa began to slow down, then finally removed him. She placed him and the tube on her stomach and looked at him. It was like riding a boat by the way she heaved breath in and out.
“God, that was incredible. We have to do that again.”
“Oh, we will. I have you for the weekend. I’m getting my thirty million dollars’ worth.”
They talked for a minute about how it felt for both of them, then Melissa asked, “so now what?”
Bill opened the door, then stepped out on top of Melissa’s stomach. It was a neat feeling, the way his feet just sank into her warm flesh. It was tough to balance by the way she breathed.
“Now, I want to try something else. You need to carry me to the console.”
Melissa scooped him up, then carried him back. He couldn’t believe he was sitting in her hand. The tube was originally nine feet, so that put Bill being close to six inches. Melissa sat bare bottom in the seat and rolled up to the controls.
“Turn the dial until it says thirty percent then hit the enlarge button.” After she did this, he said, “Now go move the carriage housing and put me down under the apparatus.”
Again, she did as he asked, then returned to the console. 
“Ready?”
He nodded.
His vision began to change as the contents of the room began to shrink. He was inching taller as Melissa walked over to him, her beautiful toes were painted a bright red. He made it just to the top of her knee before his growing stopped.
“Uh . . . did something happen?” she asked, kneeling down.
“Nope, I’m exactly where I want to be.”
She gave him a devious smile. “Oh yeah? And why do you want to be at this size?”
“I think it’s a good size. Now get on the bed. I’m going to fuck you the best that I can.”






  
  The Wife’s Boyfriend


Billy looked through the blinds and spotted Patricia arguing with her husband, for what must have been the third time this morning. They were always into it and he couldn’t understand how two people could live together and work together and expect harmony. These two were a ticking time bomb and everyone in the company knew it. 
The three of them: Billy, Patricia, and her husband Paul, were but three employees working for the tech company Gladstone Inc. Technically, Billy was their boss, but Gladstone was such a laid-back company that such titles were superfluous. For the most part, everyone got along, at least until marital bliss factored into the picture. Patricia and Paul were always getting into it. People knew that when the two came around the corner with raised voices, it was time to move elsewhere. Billy thought it was cute and welcomed such contention.
Patricia stormed off and entered her office, slamming the door shut. A few minutes later she emerged, looked to make sure Paul had left the floor and returned to his own office, then headed over to Billy’s office. Billy quickly returned to his desk and did his best to seem surprised when the angry woman entered and threw her hands up in the air.
“I’m sick of his bullshit!” she said. Patricia was a gorgeous woman, made more so by her frustrated panting. She was short, perhaps around five foot and four inches, but she made up for it in mile-high attitude. Right now her auburn hair was up in a tight bun, her glasses perched high on her nose. 
Billy stood, walked around the office to make sure all the blinds were closed and the door locked, then grabbed Patricia in mid-rant and kissed her hard. She fought, but only for a moment and then settled into the kiss, placing her hands against his cheeks. When she separated, she was smiling.
“Thanks. Needed that,” she said, pulling him in to kiss again.
So had things been for the past six months. Billy and Patricia had been seeing each other, something he initiated, but she kept afloat. Her home life was terrible with Paul—she was reduced to mother and housewife when not at work. He didn’t appreciate her, didn’t really notice her, but when something went wrong, she was the first to get the brunt of his disapproval.
“What’s he on about this time?” Billy asked.
“Something with his car. Said he told me last week to have it checked out. The bastard didn’t say word one. I’m so sick of it,” she said, sitting in the chair across him.
“We need a weekend away from here,” Billy said, leaning back and smiling, waiting to see her face.
She rolled her eyes and smiled back. “Yes, we do baby.”
It was funny because it would never happen. With Paul always around and their kids in the picture, it would be next to impossible to get away. Once, a few months ago, they managed to share a room during a conference when Paul couldn’t go. Other than that, they scrounged what little time they could, often in the car in the parking garage below the building.
“I wish we could get some time alone. Isn’t he leaving one day?” Billy asked, coming around to sit on the edge of the desk in front of her.
“Yeah, he’ll be out of town the weekend on a fishing trip. But that doesn’t help us. The kids and all.” Her voice trailed off.
“Can’t they stay at your mom’s? Didn’t you do that once?”
“Yeah, but her and dad are out of town too. I’d say park down the street and come on in, but Mary is always up and watching out her window. She’d love to tell Paul that I had a guest over.” Mary was Patricia’s next door neighbor who was always in the window, watching.
Always something, Billy thought. Getting alone time was getting harder and harder to come by. It was almost like Paul made things difficult on purpose. Still, they had to find a way to see each other before the weekend. Billy had no plans, but he was sure if one of them wanted it bad enough, something would come up.

      [image: image-placeholder]Two days later, on Friday, Patricia came into work on her own. Paul had already requested to take a day off and was well on his way upstate to meet his friends so the drunken fishing trip could begin. She looked much happier and even spent thirty minutes in Billy’s office talking about all the things she’d like to do with him if given the chance. Unfortunately, it didn’t look like it was going to happen.
Around lunch, she came in and immediately locked the door. She moved around the office, making sure no one could see in through the blinds. Since it was lunch, half the floor was out of the building. Patricia was positively glowing when she came in and sat her purse on his desk.
“Want to go grab a bite to eat?” Billy asked. She shook her head no.
“You’re staying the night,” she said, matter-of-factly.
“Oh? How’d you swing that?”
“Took a little . . . ingenuity,” she said, unzipping her purse.
“Your kids going with your parents?” That had to be it. But it didn’t explain how they’d slip by Mary.
“Not exactly. Look.” She pulled out of her purse what looked like a child’s squirt gun. It was blue, had a bunch of knobs on one side and a red button where the trigger should be. 
“What’s that?” Billy asked.
“You know Wallace, down in R & D? This is his lovechild invention. I was telling him about our problem . . . no, I didn’t give him your name, so calm down. I told him the problem and he came up with a solution. Let me borrow this thing for the weekend.”
“And what is that . . . thing?” Billy asked.
She pointed it at him and pushed the red button. Nothing seemed to happen, except he suddenly felt flushed, but that was probably because he expected the gun to fire, or make a noise or do something notable. Patricia just put a finger to her mouth and bit her nail, smiling deviously.
“You don’t see it, do you?” she asked.
“See what?” Billy asked, but then did realize something about her was . . . off.
“Let’s do it again,” she said, then fired the funny gun at his chest once more.
This time, if only slightly, he could tell what had happened. Patricia’s eyes were moving up—or at least his lock with her eyes was changing. She was broadening, shoulders, hands, face. It was all becoming slightly larger, more imposing. He could feel the desk behind him move, as if he were sliding down it. Only then did he understand that Patricia had just shrunk him.
“What the hell, Patricia? Where did you get that thing? Change me back!” 
She’d fired the gun a third time, and now he was almost even with her tiny frame. If that were the case, Billy had just shed almost six inches of height. 
“Stop it!” he said, but she just smiled and stepped back.
“Okay, okay, I’ll stop. But what do you think? Pretty cool, huh?”
“Why would anyone want to be shrunk? Can you change me back?”
“Of course I can. I wouldn’t have zapped you if I couldn’t. And I can think of a ton of reasons why someone would want to be shrunk.”
“How does this help us see each other tonight?” Billy was trying hard to adjust to being the same size as her. It was disconcerting when she wrapped her arms around his neck and looked him level in the eyes.
“Think about it pipsqueak,” she said, then kissed him. Her lips felt odd being so large. When he didn’t say anything, she rolled her eyes and added, “I can shrink you down and put you in my purse, then just sneak you right into the house.”
He couldn’t believe what he was hearing. “That’s crazy.”
“Is it?” she asked, separating. “At the end of the day, I’ll come and zap you down, then put you in my purse and take you home. Mary won’t see you and I’ll take my purse straight upstairs and after the kids are fed, bathed and in bed, I’ll come into the bedroom, zap you back to normal, and we’ll have all the fun we want.”
He still wasn’t sold on the idea, but he did like the sound of getting to spend the night with her, in a bed, rather than the backseat of a car.
“Can that thing really make me that small,” he asked, then wondered if it were a good idea that he even mentioned it.
Patricia began fiddling with the knobs, then looked at Billy and smiled. “Let’s find out.” She hit the red button.
Billy felt that falling sensation again. His skin was flustered but he didn’t notice any of this. He was changing quickly. Patricia was rising above him, her whole body spreading out in all directions. She began to look less like a person and more like a ‘thing’ because people weren’t this big. The desk was above his head now, and he was closer to the floor than he was to his normal height.
Patricia got down on her knees, something that sent a thunderous wave across the carpet and nearly brought Billy to his knees. When the falling sensation came to an end, he was pretty sure his shrinking had stopped. He had no clue how small he’d become, only that her hand in front of him looked massive, as if it could squeeze the life out of him with little or no effort.
“My god, Patricia! How small am I?” he asked.
“I don’t have a ruler silly. But let’s see if we can’t figure this out.” She pulled her foot out of her flat and stood it up just in front of him. Her toes wiggled and she gave off a scent that was so alluring. “I wear a size eight. Come put your back against my sole.”
Billy did as she asked, partly because she currently had an overpowering presence and also because he was a foot guy. Patricia knew this all too well. He put his back against her soft, warm sole and noted that her toes were higher than his head, although he could probably reach up and touch them.
“I’m guessing you’re around six inches tall,” she said. “This is perfect to go right in my purse.”
“This feels weird,” Billy said, taking in his world. 
“Yeah, well it works, so there.” She pulled out the gun and pointed it at him—and it was a little overwhelming because now it was larger than his whole body. He didn’t feel anything this time, only a sense of vertigo as he quickly got larger. In only about thirty seconds, he was back to his normal height. Patricia planted a wet kiss on his lips and returned the shrink ray to her purse.
She walked to the door and turned around before leaving and said, “I hope you’re rested. Cause you’re coming home with me tonight, little man.”

      [image: image-placeholder]Billy was nervous the rest of the day. He’d been shrunk! He was going to shrink again! Did he trust Patricia enough for this? At that moment, he didn’t care because he was going to get to spend time with her. It could be much, much worse.
When she knocked at his door, he jumped. She laughed at that, but entered and locked the door anyway. “Ready to get small, my pet?”
He just rolled his eyes. “I suppose so. Just make it quick and drive fast so you can fix me back.”
“Okay, smartie. Calm down. Stand in the middle of the room.” She was pulling the shrink ray out as she spoke.
“Okay,” he said, then did as she asked. She aimed it, pushed the red button, then put it in her purse. She zipped her purse and put it on the desk. “Aren’t I going in there?” Billy asked, starting to feel that falling sensation.
She mocked confusion and smiled. “No. Not in there. I have a better idea.”
“Dammit, Patricia!” He was only even with her shoulders. “We had this worked out. Don’t spring surprises on me.”
“Don’t worry, love. You are going to be much happier with my idea.”
He hoped she was right, because right now, she was looking like a giantess again. She just stood and watched him dwindle away, a tight grin upon her face, as if she were about to play a joke on him. He shivered at that thought. He’d just handed over all power to this woman. 
Still he shrank and shrank. His face felt almost sunburnt, and he wondered if that was the feeling of his skin growing taut. That’s what he was wondering when he realized that he was getting smaller than he was before. Looking behind at his desk, he’d mentally noted a nick on the desk that he was level with, but now it was quickly rising above him. 
The carpet fibers were enormous. Now, he could stand on each one of them if he wanted and they barely moved. As he grew smaller, they grew taller and thicker and by the time he was finished, they were level with his waist. It felt like being in tall, blue grass. 
Patricia got down on all fours and crawled toward him. Each time her foot or knee connected with the ground, he found himself falling over. Luckily the carpet fiber was soft and made for a good landing pad. When she was over him, face looming what felt like a hundred feet in the air, he swallowed hard and felt like he needed to close his eyes but couldn’t. She was smiling at him, her eyes taller than his whole body.
“What do you think?” she asked, her breath blowing his hair wildly to the side. “You’re half an inch.”
“Why did you make me this small?” he asked her, but as she watched his lips move, she just shook her head and pointed to her ear.
“Too small, sweetheart. Listen, you’re not going to ride in my purse. You’re going to ride in here.” She pulled her shoe off and put it in front of him. The thing felt like the Titanic. It filled his entire field of vision. She brought her hand down next to him and said, “C’mon, I’ll give you a lift.”
He hesitated, scared out of his mind. Was this safe? Couldn’t she squish him? Was she going to walk around with him in there? He felt incredibly insignificant. However, he could already detect her scent emanating from the shoe and it drew him into her hand. She felt soft and warm, and he had a sense of vertigo as she made the quick move to bring him to the insole of her shoe. 
When he stepped off, he felt the fabric give slightly, as the cushiony leather took his foot. He stepped across it, entranced by how slick it was with her sweat, and how good it smelled. He got down on his hands and knees and just licked it like a dog. She tasted wonderful.
“I’d get down to the toes, if I were you,” she said. “That’s probably the safest place for you”
Billy did as she asked, jogging the long distance from the heel to the cave that was on the opposite end. It was dark there, but he knew it would get even darker once she slid her foot in. He made his way to the end, then found the indentations of her toes and knew those were not safe spots. He sat down on the soft fabric between where her big toe and the one next to it would go. 
“Ready or not, here I come!” her voice bellowed out. 
Then, whatever light he had was quickly snuffed out as her gargantuan foot entered the shoe. She made contact with her pad halfway out, then slid her toes in right toward him. He cringed as he saw her coming toward him, but quickly relaxed when her toes found their normal home. Sitting down, the toes were far above his head. It was a tight fit and he didn’t have much room to move.
He could feel her foot shift, feel the muscles in her toes tighten which meant she was up and moving around. Being inside the shoe made the sensation of walking quite minimal. The shoe was pitch black, so he was relying on all his other senses. He heard each time her foot connected with the floor, felt the sheen of sweat on her toes and beneath him on the leather. And her scent—her scent drove him wild because it was everywhere. It was growing hotter in the shoe and with the heat came more sweat.
The whole shoe was vibrating, but it was subtle. She’s in the car, Billy thought. Her foot was on the accelerator and it was sending a vibration all through her foot. If not for the thick cushion of her insole, it may have been unbearable. Only now, it was a good feeling, and he felt himself growing rock hard beneath his pants.
And then his belt was unbuckled, his dick pulled out, and he began stroking it. One hand touched her big toe while the other jerked. He took some of the stickiness from her toe and brought it to his face. She smelled wonderful. He lay his head back and stroked until he came—and he came harder than he had in a long time. Still, he was aroused and his hard-on took a long time to go away, and even then he was still semi-rigid.
It was getting really hot—almost unbearably so. Billy stripped down naked and slid around on her sweat. He could feel it hitting him now as it formed droplets around her toes. This was one of the most incredibly feelings he’d ever had and after recovering a few minutes, she jerked off again to completion.
The vibration quickly left and he sensed she was walking on pavement again. She was apparently home. There were voices, he was sure, but they were dampened by the shoe. He couldn’t tell what was happening outside his leathery home.
Then fresh, cool air rushed in as she pulled her foot out of her shoe. He quickly ran to the opening and looked up, into a dim room, and then her face was there, obscuring the world. She was smiling down at him, so large and so beautiful. She crinkled her nose and fanned her face. “I bet you loved it in there, huh little man?”
She turned the shoe gently on its side and let Billy slide out and onto a cool, soft bed. The comforter was like quicksand, and he was worried about disappearing through the fibers. When he looked up, he saw her pointing the shrink ray at him, then felt his body go warm.
“You gotta be quiet, okay?” She said as he felt himself starting to spread out on the bed. He didn’t bother to worry about his shrunken clothes.
“Okay,” he said, still unsure if she could hear him.
“Natalie is doing homework. Connor’s playing. We’re gonna have dinner and I’ll be back up here at about eight, okay?”
“Sounds good,” Billy said and then, it appeared as though he had stopped growing. But that couldn’t be right. He was still way smaller than normal. He slid off the bed and stood in front of her, only now the top of his head came up to her crotch. He was easily three feet tall. “Uh, what happened?”
“Nothing happened. I just don’t want you full sized yet. The kids might hear a grown man walking around.”
“Fine,” he said, not wanting to argue the point. “I need a shower though.”
“Can’t do that just yet. They’ll hear the shower.” She pulled out the shrink ray and aimed it at him. “You can take one in the sink if you’d like.”
“No, no. It’s fine. Just go be with them and hurry.”
She leaned down, planted a giant kiss and slipped him a giant tongue. It felt so . . . good. So erotic. Being smaller did have its advantages. “I’ll come check on you,” she said, then quickly left.
For the next couple of hours, he kept himself entertained by smelling of her dresses and shoes. He felt odd doing it, but it was incredibly intoxicating at this size. Her shoes took two hands for him to hold. They were so big, like little boats. Her bras were just as awesome, as he could spread his arms out wide and hold them up.
Patricia returned right at eight, just as she’d said. She had changed out of her clothes and into sweats and once again had her hair up. “Go take a bath if you want one.”
“Uh, change me back?” he asked as she was pulling the bed back.
She shook her head. “Nope. I want you like this a little while longer. You’re big enough to reach everything, so go.”
He glowered at her for a moment, then did as she said. It wasn’t the worst thing in the world, he noted. The tub was huge, almost like a little swimming pool, and he loved hot baths. He could draw the water up to his chest now. Even the towels were like blankets. It was easy to cocoon himself in one and that’s just what he did as he walked out of the bathroom.
Sitting on the edge of the bed was Patricia, now wearing a red nighty, her hair fixed and falling down across her breasts. She looked at him with alluring eyes, and she coaxed him over with a finger.
“Okay Patricia, time to stop playing around. Fix me back.”
“In a little bit,” she said. “Just go with it.”
He was directly in front of her and just shook his head, but she lifted her ass off the bed, feet in the air, and slid her panties off. Billy could only stare. In front of him was that beautiful pussy but now he was seeing it as he’d never seen it before. It was huge—twice as big as normal in fact—and he couldn’t help but reach out and take her oversized clit between two fingers. She lay back on her elbows and made soft moans.
His fingers began to glisten as she got wet from his touch. Slowly, he eased one in, then another, then another until finally his whole hand was inside her. It was so warm and so wet. Whenever he tried to pull his hand out, she clenched her muscles and kept him locked. It felt so powerful, like it could rip his arm off if it wanted to do so. 
When she finally did release him, she took her large hand, put it on the back of his head, and buried his face in her pussy. He just did whatever he could to please her—he didn’t think his tongue made much of a difference because it was so small. However, he was doing something right because she was beginning to drown him.
She let out a final moan and then shuddered and he knew she’d just came. It was something that was often hard for her to do, so he was amazed that he’d managed it at half his size.
Before he could even wipe his chin, he was in the air, being lifted beneath the arms until his back was flat on the bed. Then the giantess was upon him—kissing his neck, lashing him with that giant tongue. She gave him a bite on the throat which was scary and sensual at the same time. Her lips moved further down his body and she was holding his thighs like a couple of baseball bats.
She teased with her tongue, licking down his legs, between them, right near his balls. His dick was throbbing and tensed each time she licked across his stomach. But not one to withhold for long, Patricia lowered down and took him in her mouth. Her large tongue felt amazing because it could wrap around his shaft almost completely. It was also an amazing feeling when she darted that tongue around his head. Her large hand tried to jerk him, but it was hard for such large fingers to properly stroke. However, just a couple thrusts up and down, tongue action working him over and gentle fingers around his balls, he came and came hard. She licked up what little bit there was.
He just lay there, almost in convulsions from the most amazing blowjob he’d ever had. She was licking her lips and pulling out the shrink ray while she did so. Before he could ask a question, she’d already made an adjustment and pushed the button while aiming at him. He guessed he was about to grow back to normal, but he was so wrong.
Billy began to shrink again, his face a mask of confusion and irritation. Patricia just smiled and sat the shrink ray on her nightstand. He was dwindling away on the bed when she came over and sat in front of him, legs to either side. He was against the pillow and couldn’t help but to start stroking his dick while he watched that massive pussy get even more massive. When he was sure he was roughly as tall as it was long, he knew his shrinking had stopped.
He was about to say something, to question why this had been the size she’d picked, but he was quickly snatched, turned around so she gripped him by his feet, then lowered him to her pussy. She spread herself apart and gently shoved him in. It was a tight fit but she was persistent, and kept shoving him, no matter the strain on his body and neck. She was so warm and wet and he could tell it was a fight for her to keep from clenching up. 
She pinched his legs gently and pushed him in as far as he could go, then pulled him back out. She did this over and over, slowly. Each time he could feel himself becoming more and more wet. Her whole body was quivering. When he felt that she was about to cum, she quickened the pace, pulling, shoving, pulling, shoving. And then, total wetness and he was on the bed covered in her juices.
After they recovered, she made him normal sized again for the first time in hours. He enjoyed filling her with his normal-sized dick and liked going down on her with his normal-sized tongue. They both came—her while he fingered her, and him while they fucked—he ended up cumming on her chest. 
As they lay there in each other’s arms, kissing and rubbing, she sat up and said, “shrink me.”
“What?” he asked, sitting up on his own. She’d already grabbed the shrink ray and was making adjustments.
“C’mon, I want to be small and play with this,” she said, running her fingers over his dick.
He just shrugged, took the gun from her and zapped her. 
Her smile grew to an intense moaning as she lowered her pussy on his dick and started to ride him. She was still so wet and it felt so good to have her juices running across his crotch. But the longer she rode, the slower she became and he felt her pussy tightening around his dick, gripping it like her mouth had earlier. She was noticeably getting smaller now, and her pussy was struggling to keep accepting his growing cock.
When her moans were borderline shrieks of pain, Billy pulled her off him with a pop. She wasted no time crawling backwards and taking his giant dick in her mouth. By now, she was about half his size, so she had to use two hands to keep his hard cock upright. She just licked it up and down, the time for fitting it in her mouth now past. 
Billy just watched as she shrank and shrank, her tiny hands losing their grip along his shaft. Eventually, he just used his hand to hold his dick up so she could bury her face against his head, taking long licks across it. 
“How small are you getting?” he asked her, feeling her tiny arms wrap around his cock. She was almost Barbie sized.
“About ten inches,” she said. “I want you to do something for me when I’m done.”
“Okay,” he said, feeling her tongue sensually work his shaft. 
When both were sure that her shrinking had come to a close, she stepped off him, then moved around to sit next to him, against the pillows. “Come around and get in front of me on your knees,” she said. 
He did as she asked, positioning himself just in front of her. Holding his dick, he made sure it was inches from her face. 
“Now jack it, baby. I want you to shoot me right in the face with that huge load.”
Something about her saying this got him extra horny, so he found himself stiffening even more, and the cum almost to the surface. In only a few strokes, he let it fly, cum firing from his dick like a canon and hitting the tiny woman like a water hose. She laughed and fell over, covered in the sticky stuff. She licked up what she could, then asked him to carry her to the sink.
He bathed the tiny woman in three inches of water and then re-enlarged her on the bed. The two, turned on by the shrinking, fucked one more time before collapsing into each other’s arms and falling asleep. 
When Billy awoke, Patricia was already in the shower. He just lay in bed, waiting for her to come in and when she did, she planted a heavy kiss on his lips and dropped her towel. He couldn’t help but watch her amazing body as she moved about getting dressed. 
“You know I have no clothes, right?” he told her.
“What happened to what you had on yesterday?” she asked.
“I don’t know. Lost in the shuffle.”
“Hmm. We need to stop by your apartment then,” she said. “Hope you can get a key from the front desk.” He didn’t even realize his wallet was missing and shrunken also.
“I suppose so. Guess I’m ready to go,” he said, throwing his hands up and laughing.
Twenty minutes later and Patricia was ready to leave. She was wearing a flowing red sun dress and had her hair up in a bun. She looked as beautiful today as she did yesterday. She pulled out the shrink ray, made an adjustment, then said, “you ready to shrink?”“I suppose,” he said. “How about the purse this time?”
She zapped him and giggled. “No, not the purse.” When he looked down at her feet and saw they were in flips, she said, “no, not there either.”
When she moved over to her nightstand and began rifling around inside it, he began to shrink. Suddenly the world was expanding all around him and just the thought of it made him hard. She retrieved something, then sat on the edge of the bed next to him.
“I’ve had this little guy for a long time,” she said, showing him a clear, plastic dildo. It was probably no more than five inches long, but it was creeping bigger and bigger to him.
“Uh, are you thinking what I think you’re thinking?”
“I sure hope so little Billy,” she leaned in and kissed his dwindling face. 
He shrank and shrank and shrank and when he was done, some three or four inches tall, she picked him up, turned the dildo upside down, and then dropped him down in it. It was a tight fit, and he was snug inside and knew he wouldn’t go anywhere.
She lifted her dress, revealing no panties. Then, she
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