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Three hot girls in their mid-20s, dressed in revealing clothes and sitting at the same table were inevitably going to receive quite a bunch of curious – to say the least - glances.

The latest came from a tall guy who could hardly avert his gaze from Luana’s round ass bouncing and straining the back of her tight dress as she walked back from the bathroom. When the woman sat back with her friends, he indulged quite a bit on Stacey’s luscious thighs, and made sure to sneak some glances at Angie’s big tits too on his way to the bar.

“So what do you think about that guy?” Stacey asked her friends as she noticed the leering gentleman. “Would you?”

Angie winked at her friend. “Too lanky and... slippery. We need someone who’s sturdier. Someone with thick bones.”

Luana giggled, pointing at another man standing by the bar. “How about that guy, then? The shorter one?”

Stacey nodded. “Hey, at least he’s used to being short. So he won’t complain... too much.”

Angie rolled her eyes at her friend. “Yeah, he’s used to being what... five foot six. Not one tenth of an inch or whatever crazy size you’d want to make him.”

“Hey... so what if I like my men on the smaller end?”

Luana smiled at Stacey. “Angie and I like our men on the smaller end... you must have a dust fetish or something!”

“Well, yeah dust is really fucking hot. And it’s not really about size, it’s all about power and seduction,” Stacey explained.

“Yeah, yeah... whatever,” Angie said. “I’ll tell you what. I want my man to fill me up. A thick, delicious man-toy that I can feel squirming and moving. I don’t even know what I would do with a micro guy who would just itch as he crept on my skin!"

Stacey scoffed and pointed at her friend’s chest. “You lack imagination, Angie. Almost as much as you lack... a dress that could hold those bombs.”

Angie smiled wisely. “That’s the whole point, Stace. Make them gawk at boobs and then shrink them while they’re distracted!”

She turned to a man who was walking in their direction. “Case in point...” she whispered as the lone player stepped before their table.

The man confidently nodded at the three women. “So what are three gorgeous ladies doing all on their own?” he asked.

Stacey lifted up her glass. “Having a chat, enjoying a drink,” she said.

“Can I buy your next one, then?” he asked, trying to sit next to Stacey. But before he could occupy the seat, the woman placed her purse into it.

“Nuh-huh...” she said. “If you want to sit with us, you have to shrink first.”

The girls all giggled at the sentence, but the man was not sure he had heard right.

“Shrink?” he asked. “Is that some... new slang?”

“Nah, we mean it literally,” Luana said, showing him by putting thumb and forefinger in front of each other, indicating a size of just about one inch. “Shrinking... Getting smaller, becoming teeny tiny! You get it, no?”

The man shook his head in confusion. “I’m not sure I understand,” he said.

Angie sighed. “Is it really so difficult of a concept?”

“Maybe it’s best that we just show him,” Stacey said as she picked up a device that was casually sitting between her glass and smartphone.

The woman pointed the gun-like object at the man’s chest, and upon seeing her friends’ nodding, she shot an invisible beam at the man.

Poof!

In mere seconds, the formerly six-foot-tall guy lost roughly half of his size, his head now standing as tall as the table, the girls towering above him even while sitting down as he looked around in confusion, still drawn to their beautiful exposed legs and catching a glimpse of Stacey's white panties under her short skirt.

Around him was a choir of girly laughter, the three women amusing themselves with his shocked reaction.

“Ah, don’t be like that,” Angie said as the man started freaking out. “It’s just a little... height!”

“I guess he’s not into it, after all...” Luana pointed out.

“Aww...” Stacey said. “He ran away.”

Angie sucked from the straw with a grin on her face. “So where do you reckon he’s going? Emergency room? Police? Mommy?”

Luana was biting her lip and fanning herself with the side of her hand. “He should have come to me instead. Gee, I’m getting hot just watching him shrink.”

Stacey’s expression was more sarcastic. “So how many more before we’re thrown out of this bar?”

“Then we just go somewhere else,” Angie said.

“Or we just shrink the entire place and take it home with us,” Luana said. “Would look lovely on my living room shelf.”

“How does that even work? You just rip it from the ground, foundations and all?” Angie asked.

Luana rolled her eyes. “Hey, I’m just saying. No need to go all construction nerd on me.”

But Stacey’s attention was already somewhere else. “Hey, is that guy staring at us, too?”

Luana giggled. “What’s up with us tonight? We’re a guys magnet.”

“I think it’s just Angie’s boobs that are doing the work,” Stacey pointed out. “They’re hard to look away from... even for me!”

Before the girls could continue their conversation, indeed the new guy had jumped out of his stool and was addressing Angie.

“Excuse me,” he said. “I’m Martin. I just wanted to say that you look really amazing.”

“Aww, you’re cute,” Angie squealed. “Come here and sit with us.”

She let the man sit between her and Luana, who had a puzzled look on her face.

“Aren’t we shrinking him first?”

Stacey brought her index finger to her chin. "The first one didn’t react so well. I think it’s best that we ease them up into it.”

Martin was starting to get curious, too. “What do you mean, shrinking?”

“Ah, we shrink people, make them small,” Angie said. “You should try it too. It’s quite fun.”

“I’ve never heard of that, though.”

“Where we come from, it’s quite popular,” Luana winked. “You shrink a guy and then you take him home like it’s your pet.”

“I don’t know that pet is the right word,” Angie said.

“Right,” Stacey said. “More like a pet... that you fuck.”

“Anyway, it’s all kinds of amazing,” Luana said.

The man stiffened up, at the same time he was intrigued. “Wait, just how small are we talking about?”

“That’s the thing, you can do just any size you want,” Luana said. “Stace here prefers them very much smaller, while Angie likes them to be bigger and... manageable. As for me, I don’t think size is the most important detail,” she explained. “I care more for... attitude.”

Stacey got mischievous as she saw Martin was thinking about it. “Just think about it,” the woman said as she poked her friend’s chest. “If you were smaller, you could be diving in Angie’s tits here.”

As Martin was hypnotized by the jiggling of the woman’s breasts after Stacey’s touch, Luana fished the green olive out of her drink.

The blonde held the tiny fruit between two fingertips. “See, Martin? This is you.” After rolling the slippery olive between two fingertips, out of nowhere, she leaned in to let go of the fruit between Angie’s tits.

“Hey!” Angie protested as she saw the little morsel rolling between her breasts. “You’ll get my dress dirty!”

Under Martin’s shocked eyes, Stacey lowered her face before her friend’s chest. “Let me help you with that, babe...” she said leaning down and catching the fruit between her teeth.

Stacey turned to Martin showing him the tiny olive in her mouth as Angie cleaned herself up with a napkin. Stacey then rolled the fruit by the side of her mouth so she could speak. “As you can see,” the woman said. “A teeny man can fit just about anywhere.”

“Right...” Angie said. “But Lulu gave the olive to me.”

The girl leaned in to kiss her friend, Stacey reciprocating without objection.

The two girls shared a hot and steamy french kiss that ended with Angie turning something into her mouth. She opened her lips theatrically to show Martin that the fruit was still on her tongue.

“Aaahhh...”

Then the busty brunette closed her mouth and swallowed the fruit whole. “Sorry about swallowing your doppelganger... but I was feeling a bit peckish is all.”

“So what do you think huh?” Stacey asked. “Are you into it now?”

Martin was still a bit flabbergasted. “I...”

Angie had picked up the shrinking gun and was pointing it at the man. “Come oon...” she cooed. “We could make you a little smaller... just to try it out!”

And as Martin was trying his best to make up a coherent answer, still shaken by the sight of the girls casually playing with their tits and making out, Luana noticed some turmoil coming in their direction.

“Girls,” she said. “I think we may be in trouble.”

The girls all turned to see that the man Stacey had shrank before was pointing at them, the bar owner coming in their direction next to him.

“Excuse me,” the bald man said. “You can’t just go and shrink people in my business. Shrunken people don’t drink as much... that’s got to hurt my profits!”

“Fair enough,” Angie said. “I promise we won’t shrink many more. Just a few peeps to take home, okay? You could even volunteer to be one of them.”

But the bar owner shook his head. “I’m going to have to ask you to leave,” the man said, waving at the bouncer.

Stacey turned to Luana with an alarmed gaze, seemingly wanting to ask if she should have shrunk the bar owner, too.

“Let’s just leave...” the blonde said. “We don’t want to cause too much of a ruckus.”

“Right,” Stacey said, standing up and picking up her belongings. “So much for free country... you can’t even go out and shrink people in peace!”

Angie got up too and eyed Martin. “So are you coming with us or not?”
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