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  Big Gal Security 2: 

The Intern


Jamie knew going to the bar during homecoming week was a bad idea. He’d only been in two fights his whole life but the one that night left him with a broken rib, a fat lip, and bloody knuckles. He certainly wasn’t a fighter. Jamie thought the scuffle was silly, especially when the bartender ushered him out and told him not to return. 
Although he was old enough to make his decisions, his overbearing parents made several for him. Rather than tell them about the fight—at least right after it happened—he drove himself to the emergency room.
It was late when they released him. The pain was dulled thanks to the medicine, but the embarrassment and fear lingered. He didn’t want to admit that he was afraid, that if he wasn’t careful, it would happen again. And maybe next time he wouldn’t escape with just a broken rib and a bruised ego.
A few days after he was feeling better, he decided it was time to tell his parents. He’d been avoiding his mother’s phone calls for the past week and knew he couldn’t keep it up much longer without a surprise visit.
When he walked through the door, his mother hugged him and he turned away, grimacing in pain. He tried to hide it but a mother’s intuition always won out. She pulled back and took him by the arms and searched him up and down.
“Jamie, what’s wrong?” she asked. 
Just then, his dad stepped into the foyer. Jamie wasn’t counting on that—he was usually at work during this time of day, and he’d hoped his mother could relay what had happened without him having to be directly involved in explaining it.
“What’s up, kiddo?” said his dad. Nevermind that Jamie was almost thirty. 
His mom ushered him to the living room where she gently eased him down on the sofa. Then she sat next to him and gingerly padded him with her hands, trying to see the extent of his pain.
Jamie pulled her hands away and said, “I got into a fight, okay?”
Her parents exchanged a cross look. His dad simply shook his head, probably not caring either way, but knew he had to appear concerned for Jamie’s mother. 
She said, “A fight? Where on Earth did you get into a fight?”
He explained it all, from going to a bar he had no business visiting, to the drunk guy sitting next to him who kept throwing popcorn. When Jamie didn’t rise to the aggravation, the guy stood to go to the bathroom and dumped beer down his shirt.
It would’ve been an equal fight but the guy’s friends helped out. When it was three against one, the bar’s management got involved. By then, the damage was done. They’d hit Jamie more times than he could remember. As he was dragged out, they promised they’d find him and finish the job.
“What are we going to do, Mike?” said Jamie’s mom. 
Jamie said, “What do you mean? You’re going to do nothing. This is done and over.”
“Hardly,” said his mom, then she turned to his dad. “Call the people you know. That security firm.”
“Security firm?” said Jamie. “What are you talking about?”
His father said, “It’s a good idea, actually. Have you heard of Big Gal Security?”
The name sounded vaguely familiar. Jamie was sure he’d seen an ad in the paper or heard about it on the radio. However, he just shook his head.
His father was already pulling out his cellphone. “It’s a great place. They use size tech to facilitate protection.”
Size tech was relatively new, although it had permeated every facet of society. The methods of it were a closely guarded secret, with only a handful of corporations owning the rights to it.
“Big Gal Security,” he said, turning the name over in his head. “So you mean they employ giant women?”
His mother nodded. “Employ them and make them. They use the tech onsite.”“Why don’t you go down there in the morning?” his father said. “I know Deborah. She and I played golf together when we were younger. I’ll tell her you’re coming.”“No, don’t do that.” 
“Too late,” said his father, holding up the phone. “Look, we’ll cover the charge.”
“That’s not necessary.”
His mother put a hand across his thigh. “Oh, we want to do that. And we’ll spare no expense. They have some wonderful packages.”
“Okay, I guess it couldn’t hurt to check it out.”

      [image: image-placeholder]And the next morning, Jamie found himself in the mostly empty parking lot of Big Gal Security. As he was certain with most people, he was shocked by the sheer size of the place. It resembled a multi-story shopping center, yet it was all a singular building.
Jamie got out of his car and looked around. For all he knew, the place was closed. But then he squinted his eyes and looked through the massive, tinted windows. The sun was directly behind him, and somehow it illuminated the building at just the right angle and he could see something through the glass . . .
It was a massive shape, curvy and thick. And then it put a hand to the glass and he knew right away it was a woman, the biggest he’d ever seen . . .
The shape only lingered for a moment, or perhaps the sun slipped between the clouds and created shadows too thick to see. In the quick moment he had to appreciate it, he noted the proportions—she was a thick-bodied girl, something he absolutely loved. He’d never been up close to a giantess, but felt a tiny ping of eagerness. 
Quickly, he hurried across the vacant parking lot. 
At the side of the massive building, there were no normal-sized doors, only massive ones on tracks that sounded like a storm when they slid open. The sheer craftsmanship of them was a marvel unto themselves. This was lost, however, when he saw the heavenly body on the other side.
She was leaning against a receptionist’s desk that was as much a feat as anything else in this massive place. But all his attention was drawn to the curvy redhead who was staring down at him pleasantly. If he had to guess, he figured she was around three hundred feet tall. She grinned through a tangle of red hair. Her blazer did just as little to keep in her large breasts as her pants did for her bulbous ass.
“You must be Jamie,” she said, voice booming in the cathedral-like room. It was both scary and exhilarating that someone so big was noticing him. So many emotions overcame him in that moment, ranging from absolute terror to fascination. It worked against all his sensibilities to see someone so large, yet so relaxed. Either way, he was in awe that she’d spoken his name.
“Y-yes, that’s right. How did you know?” He didn’t make an appointment—he was simply popping in to see what this place was all about.
She threw her head back and laughed, then twirled a strand of red hair around her finger, as if trying to be flirty. That was a strange concept too, as this lady didn’t even seem like a person. She was on such a higher level. 
“Of course, your daddy called me,” she said. “He sounds good. I’d love to swing a few irons with him one day.”
“So it’s no big deal to shrink down?” he asked. “Or did you mean you would play golf at this size?”Again, she laughed. “I like you. You’re gonna be fun for my gal. But yes, I would shrink back down. Normally, I stay big for weeks at a time, but sometimes you just have to be little. My feet would destroy a golf course, don’t you think?” 
She slid her foot out of her shoe and squeezed her toes. That foot was so massive. It would be so simple for her to step on him. She wouldn’t even need a whole foot, just her big toe would suffice. As he daydreamed this, she returned her foot to the shoe.
“You must be Deborah,” said Jamie, recalling the name his father had mentioned.
“That’s right. Deborah Dawn. It’s nice to meet you, Jamie.”She knelt down, careful to go slowly so that her knees didn’t cause a shockwave across the obviously sturdy floor. Her giant hand rested just a few feet from him. It was mesmerizing—the skin, the blemishes, tiny hairs on the knuckles, and the flawless red nail polish. He could get used to seeing giantesses up close. 
Deborah extended her finger and it took Jamie a moment to understand she was trying to ‘shake.’ He took her fingertip with both hands—his right hand couldn’t even cover the space of her fingernail—and shook.
After that, Deborah stood. Now that he was closer, staring up at her was dizzying. This giantess basked in her show of power, putting a hand to her hip and locking her leg. She smiled down at him, her face hazy because of the distance.
“Let’s get down to it,” she said. She stooped again, this time bending at the waist, and placed her hand on the ground, palm up. “If you’ll hop on, I’ll carry you to the office. It’s a long walk for you, little guy.”
“I’m not so sure about that,” he said, feeling that sense of terror creep back in. But Deborah wasn’t one to ask permission, so her fingers quickly wrapped around him and lifted him into the air. The rush to the top was exhilarating, bordering on dizzying. He wanted to scream out. But the wind in his hair felt nice. 
Her power was incredible. Here was a woman who could do whatever she wanted to him with barely a thought. If Deborah decided to close her fingers and turn him to paste, she could do it. Jamie realized in that moment he was at the whims of this beautiful, curvy giantess. 
“Don’t worry, I’ve never dropped anyone on accident,” she said, then started walking away from the reception area. 
It wasn’t a long trip, at least not for Deborah. She was correct, though. This journey would’ve taken him an hour on his own. 
They entered an office with lots of plaques and awards on the walls. He wasn’t too interested, but did notice that they were mostly from security ventures. A few were notable mentions for size tech, something she helped pioneer. Her entire team was up for a Nobel Prize, but someone who’d invented a revolutionary new vaccine won it.
“Whoa, little guy. You’re trembling. You have to calm down. This experience will be a lot better if you relax.”
“Sorry. It’s just . . . seeing someone so big is scary.”
“But sexy, right? I know you see these girls.” She squeezed her breasts together, making them pop out. The blazer was working overtime to contain them.
“I do,” he said. Jamie tried his best to remain steady. It was somewhat embarrassing to shake around her.
“You’ll love this, then,” she said, then cupped her hand and tilted it. Jamie rolled off her palm and landed on her warm flesh. He tried to grab one of the massive links to her necklace but missed. Then, he was sliding down into her cleavage. He stopped soon after, as the blazer kept her breasts snug.
“Oh, oh this is . . . nice,” he said.
“Good. Now maybe we can have a better discussion. I’m sure you have questions for me.”
It took him a moment to settle, to feel secure in the spot—and to also come to terms with his location. He was literally between a beautiful woman’s breasts. Deborah leaned back in her chair and dropped her chin to her chest so she could see the little man.
“So tell me about size tech,” he said. “How does it work?”
“Wishes and rainbows,” she said. When he didn’t respond, she laughed. It made her breasts bounce and he felt like he was in the world’s largest waterbed. “Just kidding. Matter augmentation through isolated osmosis.”
“I’ll pretend I know what that means.”
Again, a laugh that set him moving. “Let’s just say I have a growth beam, okay? Aim, pull a trigger, stuff grows.”
“So why only women in security? Why not men?”
“Oh, are you interested?” she asked, eyebrow arched. 
“Maybe. It might be cool,” he said. Growing was probably a pretty interesting venture.
“Sorry, little guy. We don’t employ giants because it’s currently impossible. We can’t grow them.”
“Why not? You can grow clothes and stuff.”
“Right, but there’s something tricky about a man’s genome. Growing rips them apart on a cellular level. It . . . isn’t pleasant. So no, unless you want a painful death, you’re stuck at that size.”
“Thanks, but no.”
“Didn’t think so. Okay, do you think I can put you somewhere else while we get down to business?”
“I suppose so,” he said.
She placed her finger in front of him, then let him climb on it. Once he was situated, she gently moved him over the desk where a tiny ensemble of chairs had been arranged. He took a seat to face her and it felt as if this were all a show. The giantess clasped her hands in front of her and leaned in, red hair touching the desk. 
“So your father is really concerned about your safety,” she said. “He’s so worried about you.”“Yeah, I know. Both of my parents overreact.”
She shrugged. “Be that as it may, they have paid for a full year of my premium service. You’re going to get the best of the best.”
“So how does this work?” he asked. “Do you do drive-bys or what?”
She laughed. “No, sweetheart. It’s a little more intensive than that. We will have a gal with you at all times. She will be your personal bodyguard no matter where you go. How’s that sound? Your own giantess.”
“Sounds expensive,” he said, and chuckled. 
Deborah chewed on her lip and raised an eyebrow. “Oh, it is. But not your problem, right?”
He nodded, conceding the point. 
“So how does this work?”
“Normally I would have a list for you to peruse. We would match you with a gal who works best with your personal needs. Unfortunately, I’m stretched thin right now. I have one girl available . . . but I think you’ll like her.”
“Okay,” said Jamie.
“Would you like to meet her?”
“Absolutely,” he said. Jamie stood and faced the door.
Deborah said, “I’m assuming Heather is back from her break.” Then, she tapped a button on her desk. “Heather? You there?”
A pleasant voice responded. “Back, Deborah. What can I do for you?”“Yes, can you see if Eden is around?” 
“Certainly,” said Heather.
Jamie said, “I knew a girl named Eden in college. She moved away after our freshmen year . . . I think.”
“You think?” said Deborah.
“I didn’t pay much attention. She really liked me.”
“And . . .?”
He chuckled and felt his face going red. “And I wasn’t really into her.”
“Ah, well that will make you lose track of someone. We’ve all been there.”
A moment later there was a knock at the door that made Jamie jump in surprise. It wasn’t a hard knock, just mega-sized. The door swung open and in walked a beautiful giantess with long, messy brown hair. She was as shapely as Deborah, but right away Jamie could detect a nervous, awkward energy.
Part of her voluptuous shape was due to the yoga pants she wore—they outlined every minute detail of her curves, despite her standing at a staggering three hundred feet tall. The sweater she wore, while concealing much of her width, still showcased her beautiful breasts. Large, green eyes stared out from behind round-framed glasses. On her feet, the biggest pair of sneakers he’d ever seen.
“Yes, Ms. Dawn? Do you have a job for me?” Her voice was tinny, almost child-like. But he could see it was only that she was nervous and excited. She approached the desk, not seeing Jamie. From where he stood, he could look directly ahead and see the outline of her crotch in the tight yoga pants.
As he stared up at her, he made the connection—he’d all but forgotten her name, only to remember her face. This was the Eden he knew. He was sure of it. She was pretty, always had been. But he could never get past her awkward quirkiness. Maybe if they’d met at a different time than the moment in college when he was trying to get laid by anyone that gave him attention, they may have dated.
Seeing her at three hundred feet tall certainly changed things. He wondered if she would remember him.
“I do have a job for you,” said Deborah. “Meet Jamie.”
Her eyes drifted down, then she raised an eyebrow in surprise. It wasn’t that she recognized him, it was that she had no clue there was a tiny man just in front of her. 
“Oh, hello!” she said. Her voice was high and sing-song, as if she rehearsed it upon meeting little people. But then, her eyes glazed over with recognition. She wasn’t there yet, but she was close . . .
“He’s one of our premium clients. I know you’ll take good care of him,” Deborah said.
“You bet I will!” she said. She pushed her glasses up and knelt in front of Jamie. Her messy brown locks cascaded down on top of him. The product she used smelled divine. His image of Eden was shifting . . .
Deborah said, “Eden is studying size sciences. She’s applied for many positions, all over the world but I just so happened to have an internship with her name on it. And she was so willing to do the job. Here she stands, scaled up to three hundred feet tall.”
While Deborah talked, Eden stared at him and he could see the realization dawn on her face. Her mouth opened wide, revealing a row of perfect, white teeth. Her breath smelled like strawberries, likely in the form of candy.
“Hey . . . I know you! Lincoln U, right?”
“That’s right. Yeah, I think I remember you, too.”
Eden beamed at this possibility and turned to Deborah. “I had such a crush on him!”
“Oh, yeah?” she looked at Jamie whose face was turning a darker shade of red by the second. “Well that’s sure to make things more pleasant.”
“Yeah,” he said. “I suppose so.”
Eden’s nervous energy spilled over and she stood tall and clapped her hands. The concussion of it was enough to hurt Jamie’s ears.
Deborah said, “Eden here is going to take good care of you. Right, Eden?”
“Oh, you betcha, Ms. Dawn! Nothing but the best for Jamie.” The way she said it, the way her tongue glided between her lips, showed that she meant it. Still, he wasn’t totally convinced.
“How do I know you won’t squash me?” he asked Eden. “You didn’t even realize I was standing on this desk. You could’ve flattened me with your hand and not known until it was too late.” It was a valid concern.
Deborah said, “Accidents between giantesses and their clients only account for less than half a percent. You are in good hands. I promise. Eden?”
Jamie turned to her. She nodded profusely. “I promise not to squash you. Unless that’s part of your kink.”
“Eden!” 
“Well,” she said. “Some guys like that. Had a client who wanted to hang onto my toes all day. It was kind of hot.”
Deborah rolled her eyes and laughed. “Such things are allowed, as long as the client is consenting. Trust me, I’ve heard of them getting into naughtier places than between toes.”
This made Jamie’s face darken again, but Eden had a different reaction. She enjoyed this idea. If she was anything like she was in college, she would hint around her interest, but would be too shy and awkward to seal the deal. Maybe being three hundred feet tall would give her courage. Jamie was still unsure of this whole situation.
“Do you have any further questions?” Deborah asked. “I’m sure there’s got to be a few more in there.”
“Yeah,” he said. “So Eden is with me at all times. Where will she sleep?”
“I’m right here,” said Eden, dropping her face to be near Jamie. “You can, you know, just ask me directly. Anyway, I’ll hang out in your yard. You have a big space, if I remember correctly.”“I do. But . . . will that be comfortable?”
“Aww, you’re so sweet for caring about me!” she said, eyes beaming with happiness. “No, something cool happens to our bodies when we grow. It slows our metabolism and releases ketones. We burn twice the energy while needing half the fuel. So when we’re big, we don’t have to worry much about sleeping or eating.”
“That’s interesting,” he said. Then, to Deborah: “Okay, I think I’m set. When does this start?”
“Right now,” said Eden, and she scooped him up and brought him close to her face. He could see his funhouse-mirror reflection in her lenses. Beyond it, her beautiful green eyes. 
“Okay,” said Deborah. “We’re set. If you need anything, please reach out.”
Eden looked at him, then stroked his head as if he were a parakeet. “He’s going to be just fine. We’re going to be just fine.”

      [image: image-placeholder]His house was two miles from Big Gal Security’s headquarters. Eden asked him to roll down the windows of his car, then return to her. After she had him nestled against her breasts, she threaded her fingers through the open windows and lifted the car. 
“There’s a proper way to carry one of these,” she said. “I had a whole class on that. You can mess up a car so easily. And you can also spill fluids all over your clothes.”
“Seems you know a lot about this,” he said. 
“Well I love to study! I got the best grades in class. Growth is such a fun subject.”
“I didn’t even know size science was a thing.”
“Oh yeah,” she said, holding him close enough for his back to rub against her sweater. It was comfy. “Molecular Expansion 101, Growth Theory, Mass Calculation, Augmented Size First Aid. So many cool classes!”
“You must be good at it for Deborah to hand pick you.”
They were on his street now, his house dominating the rear, at a cul de sac. 
“Yeah, we hit it off pretty well.”
“How did that interview go?”
“Totally bonkers!” 
“How so?” 
“I showed up at Big Gal Security, just like anyone coming in to purchase services. She was standing at the counter. You know, big as hell? It was the coolest thing I’d ever seen! But it also made me tongue-tied. We tried to have a conversation but I kept messing it up. Finally, I just apologized.”
They arrived at Jamie’s house and Eden gingerly sat on the lawn. She didn’t want to mess up his grass but that would probably happen. Jamie had heard part of the premium package came with daily repairs. 
“So then what happened? You obviously made an impression.”
Eden settled, then placed Jamie on the grass between her legs. She was so massive—scary, but becoming more intriguing than anything. Was she a completely new girl now? Or was he suddenly taking interest because of her size?”
Eden continued her story. “Deborah held up her hand and stopped me. I thought the interview was over. But then she said, ‘Would you like to grow? Maybe this wouldn’t be such a big deal if we were the same size.’”
“And did you?”
“Yep!” she said excitedly. She dug in her heels, rending the lawn in two spots. “She took me to the onsite growth facility. I’d only seen it in videos. But I knew right where to stand while they beamed me up. Growing is so cool. I’m so happy to be on this assignment. I love that I’ll get to stay big for so long.”
“So what now?” he asked. “It’s early.”
“I can take you for a bite to eat or we can just sit here and talk. Your choice.”
So, they talked well past breakfast. He learned all about her life after school, about how she bounced from job to job, finding nothing meaningful. They dodged the subject of her crush—she was embarrassed and he was reluctant to bring it up. But he found himself at peace with her. It was early, but he was starting to see why these large ladies were so in demand.
His peace ended when she picked him up and held him in her fist. It was so disconcerting how she took such swift control of him. This was almost emasculating. She said, “Let’s go get you lunch. You probably eat in town, right?”
“Yeah, I like the Italian place on Riverside Drive.”
“Then let’s go!” 
She lifted off the lawn, momentarily pushing him against her breast. Her messy hair got in his eyes and with her fingers around his body, it was impossible to brush it away. Soon, it disappeared as she stood straight and started walking.
“Oh, I’m trying not to crush you!” she said. “You’re just so, so little.”
“Thanks,” he said, but it did little to alleviate his fears. 
Eden lived ‘in her head’ a lot. Whenever Jamie went quiet, so did she, but he could see the contemplative look on her face, the distant stare of deep thought. This was troubling because she forgot she was holding a tiny man. On the way to the restaurant, she squeezed him—a little too hard—and he squealed and wiggled. 
“Oh, sorry, Jamie!” she said, lifting him to her face. Her deep green eyes were so off-putting. A flash across her face made him think she saw him as a treat, as if she were a predator. But that quickly faded and her warm smile returned. “You’re so cute. I would just hate to squash you.”
“Maybe put me somewhere else?” he said. He didn’t mean it to be suggestive, he only wanted a safer alternative. But she didn’t take it that way. Her face softened and she nodded. 
“It’s going to be a bit warm,” she said.
She hooked a finger into the neck of her sweater and pulled it out. Then, carefully, she slipped her hand inside and dumped him onto her chest. There was a slight sheen to her skin which thankfully kept him from sliding right off. The giantess maneuvered, jiggling her body just right, until he slid down into her cleavage. 
Being there jarred a memory from college, back when Eden had pressed him against the wall as he came out of the bathroom. She asked him out, having worked up the courage for the past few months. Although he found her attractive in a nerdy way, it was obvious she was the clingy type. Plus, he had his eyes on another girl, a bombshell named Claire. 
But Jamie could remember the scent of her—like honey and jasmine. 
It was the same thing he was smelling now and oddly, it returned him to peace. He settled in, almost falling asleep from the movement of her body. Each time she stepped, it sent a gentle ripple through her breasts. It was barely enough to move him and felt almost like lazing in a pool on a floatie. 
A little while later, cool air rushed in and made him bolt upright—he had fallen asleep. The trip to the restaurant couldn’t have taken more than ten minutes with her long strides, yet it was soothing enough to lull him to sleep. Jamie looked up and found her staring down at him.
“Did you really fall asleep?” she asked him. “I thought you were just extra comfortable but this is a whole new level of comfort!” She seemed awfully proud of herself.
“Yeah, I guess I did,” he said, yawning.
She beamed in pride. “We’re here. Want to come eat?”
“Yeah,” he said, then pushed himself upward so she’d be able to get a hold of him. Her fingers slipped under his arms and lifted. 
She placed him on the street by her feet—and it was like entering a whole different world. He was ten feet from the restaurant. To the left, the overpass. To the right, the park. Traffic was stalled because everyone wanted to gawk at this giant woman. Although the men—and some women—seemed attracted to her, she only had eyes for Jamie. 
He didn’t know what to make of that. Surely, she didn’t still have a crush on him? Maybe she just took her job seriously.
“Okay, thanks,” he said, just as she stood back up to her full height. “I’m going to go grab lunch. I guess . . . you can go hang out at the house? Or go do errands if you have them.”
At this, she laughed. “You don’t know what the premium service is all about, do you? Where you go, I go.”
“It’s just pasta,” he said, hooking his thumb toward the restaurant. 
“And you could be robbed here as easily as somewhere else. So if it’s all the same to you, I’ll stay.”
“Okay,” he said. “I’ll be back in a bit.”
Before he could cross the street, she said, “Actually . . . grab your food and bring it out here. It’s a nice day. You can eat in the park.”
“Oh,” he said. “Okay, we can do that.”
She smiled and nodded, then moved over to the edge of the park so the cars could easily go around her. She found a wide spot of concrete—an old basketball court—and sat down. Eden didn’t seem to notice the way the concrete cracked like a spiderweb around her ample bottom.
Jamie went inside and approached the to-go counter. He only wanted pasta, so hopefully it wouldn’t keep Eden waiting long. As he stood there, he heard a ruckus break out in the restaurant. Chairs were sliding, voices were elevated. He looked through the far-side windows and there was Eden, looking in, watching him.
She must have rolled over onto her side, as the restaurant was too low to effectively capture her whole face. Large green eyes stretched left and right, dominating the far wall. Some people were afraid, rising from their seats while others drew closer, mesmerized by her size and beauty. Jamie just turned back toward the front of the line and hoped it would move quickly.
When he was one away from placing his order, someone tapped on his shoulder. He turned, only to find a beautiful blond lady staring at him with a warm smile. The way her eyes twinkled, he knew there was recognition there. Jamie was slow to catch up.
“Do you really not remember me, dude?” said the girl, and her curt voice put all the pieces back in order.
“Myah?” 
Her face melted into a smile. “I would hope I’m not that forgettable.”
“Of course not,” he said. “How have you been?”
Myah had been his high school girlfriend. They spoke a few times in college, had even made plans to have coffee one day, but it never came to be. 
“I’ve been good,” she said. “Crazy day, huh?” She was making eyes at the big lady outside, still staring in.
“Yeah, bonkers,” he said, stealing Eden’s word. 
Myah went on to talk about her new job as a financial manager for the bank across the street. The whole time she spoke, Jamie found it difficult to concentrate because Eden was still looking in. There was a curt stare of irritation, as her eyes had narrowed into slits. Her stare went from Jamie to Myah, her mind trying to fill in what they were saying. Could Eden actually be jealous?
Jamie ordered his food and while he waited, Myah gave her name—she’d placed her order ahead of time. This discrepancy made it so both had paid for their food, received it, and were walking out together. 
“Well it was so good to see you,” said Jamie as he exited the restaurant, holding the door open so she could pass. 
“Yeah,” she said, turning her back to the giantess sitting up. She pulled out a business card, scribbled something on it, then handed it to Jamie. “Let’s finally do that coffee, huh?”
Before he could answer, Eden’s shadow fell over them. Myah jumped at the sudden darkness and whirled around, then stepped back, bumping into Jamie and shoving her sweet-smelling hair against his face. This did not help matters. 
“Excuse me, who are you?” asked Eden. Her breath was gusty enough to blow their hair. Those who were about to exit the restaurant chose to stay inside and wait it out. Everyone could feel the tension in the air.
“Uh, I’m Myah.” And then, to Jamie: “Is she with you?”
“I can answer for myself,” said the giantess. “I’m not with him. He’s with me.”
“Okay,” Myah said slowly, feeling quite uncomfortable.
“Hey, Eden, relax. We’re just catching up. We haven’t seen each other in a long time.”
“Oh,” said the giantess, the fight leaving her at once. “I thought this lady was bothering you. I guess I’ll just go over here and sit.”
She lifted herself off the ground, her hair smacking Myah in the face as she turned. Then she moved back to the wide spot by the park and sat down, then held her knees with her arms. 
Myah faced him but he was at a loss for words. His face was turning red, heat rushing to his cheeks. He said, “I’m sorry, she’s my new security service and—”
“It’s fine, Jamie,” said Myah. “Clingy girls can be a problem. Clingy girls that big will be a nightmare.” And then, she crossed the street and disappeared into the bank.

      [image: image-placeholder]Lunch was awkward at first. Eden didn’t say much, just looked at her nails and fidgeted with her hair. He could tell she was embarrassed, so he attempted to break the ice. 
“When will you eat? Can they zap pasta and make it bigger?”
She nodded. “Yep. They can do exactly that. But I probably won’t eat for another three days, so I’m good.”
“That’s convenient.”
“Yeah. So about earlier . . . I guess I just fell into my old ways, ya know?”
“What do you mean?”
Her face was red and she stared at him with a blank expression. “The crush? Guess I still kinda feel it.”
“Oh,” said Jamie, rubbing his neck. He wasn’t sure what else to say. “Okay.”
Eden grew quiet while he ate. Jamie pulled out his phone to check his social apps but this seemed to irritate the giantess. She hovered over him, shadow stretching across his whole body. 
“Yes?” asked, finishing off his pasta.
“Nothing. Just seeing what’s got you so interested on that little screen.”
“I’m just checking my mail. Are you ready to go home?”At this, her face lit up. She moved back to a sitting position and gave herself a stretch. “That sounds wonderful. Where would you like to ride?”
“I kind of feel safer between your . . . well, you know,” he said. She beamed and started to reach for him. “But . . .”
“But?”“It’s so disorienting. I wish there was a way for me to see out instead of being hidden in the sweater.”
“I’ll make sure to wear a better shirt for you,” she said. “In the meantime . . .”
Eden stood—it was always mesmerizing when she stood so close to him. Her big hands gripped the hem of her sweater, then lifted it over her head. He couldn’t even see her face from here. The curve of her breasts, tightly wrapped in a pink bra, kept it hidden far, far away. 
She tied the sweater around her waist, then bent to pick him up again. Without the sweater, her breasts seemed even bigger, but it was probably an illusion. 
“Better?” she asked, winking. 
“Yeah, but . . . you’re in your bra. Aren’t you embarrassed?” He looked down to the street, noting just how much traffic was stopping. Eden wasn’t in the road but that didn’t stop motorists from slowing and appreciating this massive woman’s breasts. 
“So?” said Eden. “What are they going to do to me? Write a ticket?”
“You have a point,” he said. 
Eden stuffed him back in her cleavage. This time, he could see all of town as she walked. The wind against his face was harsh—he’d probably need to wear sunglasses if he wanted to protect his eyes. As she walked uphill and her skin began to take on a slight sheen, he slipped down a little. 
“Hey, I’m falling!” he said, but Eden didn’t seem to notice. “Hey, hey!” He punched her breast. It was laughably light, yet it got her attention. 
“Don’t worry, little man. Let’s just redirect you.”
She tilted her body to the side and hooked her finger into the left cup of her bra. With the added space, Jamie had nothing to hold onto, so he tumbled into the cup. 
And now he was resting against her nipple. 
It was smooth and warm, and spongy for the moment. That was, until he started to get comfortable. His movements elicited a tiny moan from the giantess, who peeked down at him and said, “Behave yourself.”
Then they were off. 
As she stepped, it jostled her giant breast. The nipple flicked up, then back down. She moaned again, only this time the nipple started to rise. He positioned himself in front of it, ready to receive. Jamie wasn’t sure why he was enjoying this so much. And he couldn’t believe Eden would be so forward to allow him such a thing.
But he wasn’t going to waste the opportunity. 
He squeezed the nipple with both arms—it was big enough for him to treat it like a large beach ball. After a few tugs, he leaned in and kissed it, loving the salty taste of her. Everything about this experience was intoxicating and he couldn’t believe Eden—the nerd from school and the nerd from Big Gal’s, was making it possible. 
The nipple would’ve bludgeoned him had she not walked slowly. Each downstroke of her step made the breast fall on top of him, sometimes painfully. He loved the feel of the nipple’s weight against his chest and crotch.
He could sense by the way the street leveled out that they were nearing his house. A few car alarms warbled by her feet, jostled by her extreme weight as they passed. 
“And we’re here,” she said. He pulled himself from beneath her nipple and crawled to the top of her breast so she could easily snatch him. It was getting easier for her to pick him up and put him down, but he supposed that was something she learned in school.
As he stood in front of his door, just before going in, Eden dropped to her knees and rubbed the back of her neck. He could tell she wanted to say something, that the awkwardness was winning over.
“Yeah?” he asked, putting his back to the door.
“Um, I’m sorry, okay? I know I blew up in front of that girl. That’s not my place and I’ll try to do better.”
“That was a little aggressive,” said Jamie.
“Right, and I’m not usually like that. We even take a class on that because stress, irritation, and anger can be really bad when you’re this big. So . . . I’m sorry, and I’ll try to watch it.”
She had deep sympathy in her eyes, enough that he actually believed it. Eden placed her hand just in front of him and he tapped it affectionately, his way of saying there were no hard feelings. The way her eyes sparkled told him she probably took it in a completely different way. 
He entered the house and went upstairs to take a shower. While there, he noticed her shadow looming just outside the window, but the blinds and curtains were drawn so she couldn’t see him. 
For the remainder of the evening, he sat on the sofa and watched television. His father phoned and asked how it was going with Big Gal Security. Jamie wasn’t entire sure how it was going. He did feel safe, which was the company’s ultimate goal. But Eden seemed to be into him—far more than was normal. That made for a slightly uncomfortable working relationship. Still, he figured the pros outweighed the cons. Eden would keep those guys from the bar away. 
Before bed, he made tea and stepped outside. Eden was sitting there with her legs pulled up to her chest. The sweater was back on, as the night air was a little chilly. When she saw him on the porch, her eyes lit up and she sprang into action, as if she’d been nothing more than a giant statue.
“I’m probably going to sleep soon,” he said. “Did you need anything?”
“No, I’m good. I’ll be here.” She smiled warmly at him, then returned to her original position. 
Jamie went back inside, locked the door, then went up to bed. 
Halfway through the night, he got up to use the bathroom and thought he’d look out. Eden was still in the same spot, only now she was staring at the house. When she saw the curtain move, her eyes lit up. Jamie ducked behind them, throwing his back against the wall. He could sense that she was closer now, as her shadow had darkened the stars and streetlights. Jamie didn’t think she could see the bed. He figured if she knew he was awake, it would put her on ‘active duty.’ 
But eventually she moved away from the window. The glass shook as she settled back in her usual spot. Jamie waited for only a moment, then tiptoed across the bedroom and entered the bathroom. He chose to leave the light off, as that would be a dead giveaway that he was up. When he was finished, he returned to bed. 
For a little while, he lay there, wondering if Eden would act any differently on their second day together.
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“That’s pretty,” he said, waking her from her reverie. “Where did you get it?”
“I dug them up across the hill there. I think they’re wild rhododendrons.” He looked past her leg and found several more already in the ground, forming a neat line out from where she sat. 
“Thank you. I love them.” 
“I thought it would be a nice treat to make up for how weird I acted yesterday.”
“No problem. So . . . you have new clothes.”
“Oh, yeah,” she said, eyes lighting up because he noticed. “Do you like them?”
She stood—and for a moment he could see white lacy panties through the leg hole at her thigh. Eden did a little twirl and held up her dirty hands as if she were a runway model.
“Yes, very nice,” he said, but that’s not what he meant by noticing them. “So you left here last night?” 
“Of course not,” she said, brow furrowing in mock anger. “Big Gal Security has a truck that runs twenty-four hours a day to service its girls in the field. A driver came by at two o’clock this morning and offered a change of clothes. An hour later, a semi arrived and unloaded it, then took my old garments back.”
“Oh,” he said, rather impressed. “That actually sounds kinda cool.”
“It sure is! So what do you want to do today?”
“I thought I’d go have breakfast then go for a walk.”
“I know just the place! For both of these, actually!”
“Okay, I’m all yours,” he said, and held up his hands. 
She smiled at him, and before she picked him up, she inspected her dirty hands. “Um, how about we walk together for now, at least until we get to the pond.”
“Sure,” he said. There was a small pond at the front of the neighborhood, just before the street. Jamie moved over to the sidewalk while Eden walked in the center of the street, mangling it as she went. He noticed the damage from yesterday was gone, as Big Gal Security was on top of all repairs and renovations. 
It was awkward walking alongside Eden. For every one hundred steps he took, she shuffled forward a tiny bit. While it didn’t bother her, he felt it was tedious and hoped she’d be able to pick him up soon enough.
Finally, they reached the pond. There was a man feeding fish, but he quickly moved away as soon as the giantess seemed to be interested in the pond, rather than passing it by. 
Eden bent low and placed her dirty hands in the water, turning it cloudy in an instant. She wiggled her fingers, then pulled out her hands and flicked off the water. After wiping them on her thighs, she picked up Jamie and placed him between her breasts. With this lowcut shirt, he could easily see where they were going.
They went away from the city. Far off, he could see another giantess walking between buildings. She was quite a pretty girl. When Jamie was about to ask Eden a question, perhaps to ask if she knew the girl, he noticed she was already looking at him with a soured expression. Was she mad that he was checking out another giantess? Jamie dropped his head and decided not to start a conversation. 
“Where are we going?” he asked a little while later.
“We’re heading to Milton County. Ever been?”
“Yeah,” he said. “My parents used to have a cabin up there.”
“Oh, nice. I love it because it’s so far from people. So removed. So peaceful.”
Eden followed a paved road until she reached a crossroads, then took a dirt road toward the fog-shrouded mountains. At the foot there was a small town with several shops, including a mom-and-pop restaurant. 
“Here we go,” she said, and then plucked him from her breasts and placed him on the ground. A few people were on the street, staring up at the giantess. It was impossible not to notice Eden. “Right in there. Best bacon you’ll ever eat.”
“Okay. Well I’ll be right back.”
“Okay, love. I’ll be waiting.”
He wasn’t sure how he felt about that nickname, but smiled and nodded, then hurried along to the restaurant. 
Ten minutes later, just as his food arrived, his phone buzzed. He read the new text message:
Hey, Jamie. It’s Myah. I hope you don’t mind but I got your number from your dad. He still loves me! Anyway, I was wondering if you’d like to go to dinner tonight? I have to stay late at the office, but I should be free after nine.
He panicked. Sure, he wanted to reconnect with her. But how would that work with Eden, given the way she freaked out when Myah was merely talking to him at the Italian restaurant? 
Outside the window, Eden watched him stuff his face with bacon and eggs. Jamie kept his phone on the other side of his plate, trying to pretend he wasn’t looking at anything else but his food.
Jamie decided on a plan. While Eden was all-seeing, she was still infallible. There were moments he escaped her gaze. He could do it again. They would turn in late and while she waited in his yard, he would sneak off to see Myah. This would work.
He texted back: Sounds good. Shall we try Italian again? 
I’ll see you there.
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“What?” he asked, feeling as though he’d been dropped into a conversation that was already in progress.
“The bacon. Do they still have the hickory smoked kind?”
He stumbled for a moment, his mind still reeling from the conversation he’d just had with Myah, and the plan that would sprout from it. 
“Maple sugar,” he said. 
“Oh, that sounds even better!” she said. “What’s that you’re holding?”
He looked down at his hand and there was a single red rose. It had been on the table and while he ate and contemplated his date with Myah, he stared at the rose. When he left, he must have picked it up with the check. And now he was holding it outside the restaurant.
“Um,” he said, and held it up. “A rose. For you.”
He may as well have given her a brand-new car. At this close, he could see tears welling in her eyes. No one had ever given her a present before, much less someone she had a major crush on. Eden’s big fingers tried to grip the rose and smashed it, but she didn’t care.
She brought the mess to her nose and sniffed, then moaned as if it were orgasmic. After that, she placed it behind her ear, where it was lost to the messy tangle of brown hair. 
“Thank you. That’s so very sweet of you, Jamie!” 
“Don’t mention it,” he said. 
“So are you ready to go on a hike?”
“A hike?” he said. “I thought we were going on a walk.”
“A hike is a walk with more sweat,” she said, and winked. “Where would you like to travel?” 
When he didn’t answer, she changed gears. She lifted him and brought him to her face. “Thank you for the rose.” Then she kissed him, but he hardly kissed back. Seeing her lips come for him was like a giant monster bearing down. He could see each little wrinkle, each smear of makeup. The moment they connected, he fell back. She didn’t give up so easily, as she kissed him while he was prone, her breath washing over him. 
It was far more arousing than he would’ve thought and Jamie was surprised to feel himself getting hard. Did he really like Eden the way she liked him? Maybe so, but he was going to take it slow. After all, he had a date with Myah later tonight.
“Okay, hang on. This might be a little tight,” she said. Before he could question it, she pulled out the hem of her shorts and dropped him in. He thought he was going to roll all the way down to her panties, but she quickly let go of the hem when only his legs were below it. Precariously, he hung in the top, still able to see ahead. 
Jamie looked up and couldn’t see her face because of the swell of her breasts. This seemed like a nice place to ride. So, he settled in, relaxed his arms, and watched as the landscape blew past him. 
He was so warm with her heat but this changed the higher into the mountains they went. Each time her feet came down, it sounded like thunder because she was crushing so many trees. 
“Don’t worry,” she told him. “Big Gal Security has a replanting team.”
“You know a lot about the company, huh?”
“I love to study. I’ve always been a book nerd, remember?” He didn’t remember having this conversation, but must have. 
“Were those my words?”
“Mmhmm,” she said. “Back in college when I tried to drum up a conversation with you. I had on a He-Man t-shirt and you said you loved that show when you were a kid.”
“Oh. Yeah, I remember that.”
“Mmhmm,” she said again, then went quiet. 
A little while later, she walked along the ski lodge route. There was no snow, not this time of year, but the place was pretty and would be active in the coming months. For now, the cars hung unmoving on their track. 
“You’re quiet,” she told him at the top. 
“Yeah,” he said. “Stomach is bothering me. Must have been that awesome bacon.”“Oh, no, I’m sorry. We’ll head home after this, okay?”
“Sounds good.”
He didn’t have a stomachache. Jamie was trying to plant the seeds of why they needed to have an early night. If he could convince her that he was going to bed sooner than normal, maybe she’d settle in and become less alert. 
There were a few people at the lodge, as the restaurant and bar was open even if the slopes were not. She placed Jamie on the ground and asked if he wanted to go check out the giftshop. 
“Um, maybe,” he said. 
“On second thought, it doesn’t look safe.”
“Okay,” he said, and let it drop.
They sat on the ground and talked more about her job, their history, and her dating life. She didn’t really have one, so it was easy to devote herself to Big Gal Security. The pay was good and she would be able to look for a boyfriend later. 
“They’re too intimidated by me right now,” she said. “As they should be.” She was proud to be so big. It was an odd juxtaposition considering how nerdy and awkward she could be most of the time.
While they talked, he stared over at the lodge and understood why Eden thought it was unsafe. Through the windows, he could see several men around the bar, harassing the bartender. When one of them turned to cough into his hand, Jamie recognized him—it was one of the men who beat him up.
“That’s the guy. That might be all of the guys,” he told Eden, then went on to explain what had happened to lead his father to buy security for his son.
“I see,” said Eden. “Wait here.”
“What? What are you going to do?”
The giantess stormed off, shaking the ground and the outside tables by the lodge. Several people who were enjoying the weather ran off, as it was easy to tell she wasn’t feeling friendly.
She dropped to her knees and snaked her arm through the opened doors. A scream and a shuffle from within, and then she was walking back. Eden deposited two men right in front of Jamie.
The ringleader’s eyes went wide. He remembered Jamie and knew things were about to get ugly.
“Did you beat up my friend here?” When the men didn’t answer, she raised her foot above their heads. “Speak!”
“Y-yes. We didn’t mean it. We were all drunk!” said the first one. The other nodded his head profusely. 
“What should I do with them? Any ideas, Jamie?”“They could pay my medical bills.”
“You heard the man,” she said, and flicked the first one in the back. He went sailing toward Jamie’s feet. “Give him all you got.”
Both men pulled out their wallets and tossed them in his direction, followed by watches and rings. Even an expensive pair of sunglasses. Jamie grinned as he bent down and scooped it all up.
“Thank you,” he told Eden.
She picked up the little men and flipped them around until they faced her. “If you two ever come near him again, I’ll stomp you flat. Got it?”
“Y-yes, ma’am!” they said at once, both tripping over their words. 
“Now go!”
They ran off, giving her a wide berth so they weren’t anywhere near her body should she change her mind. Once Eden was back on her feet, she said, “How about we head home?”
“Sounds good,” he said, and yawned into his fist. 
“I have an idea, though.”
She stepped toward the stationary cable cars, the ones that brought people who didn’t have a giantess up to the lodge. She easily wrenched one of them away, then carried it back to Jamie. With the door open, she said, “Get in.”
“Um, okay,” he said.
He did as she asked, finding the seat quite comfy. Once he was sitting, he pulled the door shut.
Eden lifted it by the dangling cable, then carefully fed it through her earring hole. Once enough cable had passed, she bent it down around her earlobe. And now, it wasn’t going anywhere. 
“Pretty cool earring,” he told her. 
“Yeah, do you like being so close to my face?”
“I do,” he told her.
She liked that compliment. It made her cheeks turn red and the little cable car grow hotter.
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Jamie showered in the dark, then dressed in the dark, and finally tiptoed down the steps in the dark. He’d been keeping an eye on Eden. She was turned away from him, watching the traffic zip by on the overpass at the end of the street. 
He took an alternate route, one that had him running through the forest. At the end of it, he came out on Woodcrest Street, and was just in time to catch the bus into the city. This venture made his heart pound. But was it really necessary? Maybe if he had a discussion with Eden, she’d understand. 
The bus dropped him off up the street from the restaurant. He walked in, spotting Myah almost immediately at the back table. 
“Hey, good looking,” she said, flirting at once. 
“How’s it going?” he asked, sliding into the chair. 
“I’m good. Where’s your pet giantess?”
He chuckled. “I’m really sorry about that. She just has a crush on me and it’s so hard to get away sometimes.”
“Understood. So let’s forget about her tonight and have a little fun, shall we?”
And that’s exactly what they did. 
Myah’s flirting became more pronounced with her sliding her chair over to his side, then putting a hand on his leg affectionately—a hand that kept moving further up his body. This was just what he needed to relieve some of the stress he’d been experiencing. 
Myah said. “My place is two miles down the road. Want to come home with me?”
“Oh, fuck yes,” he said. Part of it was relief that he wouldn’t have to explain that he’d taken the bus there.
They finished their food and drinks, paid, then he followed her out to her car. Finance must have paid nicely, as her little Aston Martin was one of the nicest cars he’d seen. He climbed into the passenger side, fearing that he would get it dirty just by his presence. 
After pulling out of the lot, she squeezed his dick through his pants and said, “Do you have protection?”
“Of course,” he said. She grinned and settled back, then hit the gas. 
They were two streets over from his own. When they passed the turn off, he tried to see through the darkness but could barely make out his house. He certainly couldn’t see if the giantess was still sitting there, content as usual.
“So what’s it like having a giantess around all the time? You know I applied for that job.”
“You did?”
“Yeah. I think it’s fucking hot. I’d be an awesome giantess.”
“I think you would b—”
They both lurched forward as the car came to a sudden stop. If not for wearing a seatbelt, they would’ve hit the dash. Jamie looked around for the other car, sure that they’d been hit.
“The accelerator is stuck!” she said, foot on the gas. 
The back wheels were spinning but they were going nowhere. Jamie looked back—and saw giant fingers holding the bumper.
“Oh, shit.”
Myah took her foot off the gas and more fingers grabbed the front of the car. The giantess lifted it into the air and placed it on her palm where she could see the driver and passenger.
“This isn’t safe, Jamie,” said the big lady. “How can I protect you if you don’t tell me where you’re going?”
“It’s fine, Eden. This is a date.”
At this, the giantess’s eyes narrowed. “Oh, I don’t think so.”
She placed the car on the ground, then opened the driver’s door and tilted it. Myah fell out and hit the pavement, then stood and threw her back to the car. 
“Go,” Eden said. 
Myah didn’t even look back. She bolted away into the night. Eden picked up the car again, then shook Jamie onto her hand. He heard a crash which could only be the destruction of Myah’s pricy car. 
She brought him back to her face. 
“You’re going to be fine,” she said, and laughed so hard she snorted. “I’m going to take care of you.”
“O-okay,” he said. 
“We’re going to be together for a long time.”
“Okay,” he repeated. 
As they walked off, he wondered what he should do about her. Maybe he needed to call Deborah in the morning.
“I’m not so bad,” she told him. “I just get jealous.”
“I see that.”
“I’ll make it up to you. I promise.”
He didn’t know what she could do, but he was certainly up for it. This giant woman, while scary sometimes, was actually quite fun. 
“Let’s go watch a movie,” she told him. “I’m having Big Gal Security bring a projector for the side of your house. We can snuggle.”
Jamie nodded, feeling like his night was just getting started . . .






  
  Big Gal Security 3


“I’m not sure why I can’t go with you guys,” said William Pembroke from atop Deborah’s desk. “This seems a little extreme.” 
“We have extreme enemies,” said Mr. Pembroke. He had a tired expression on his face as he looked up at Deborah—currently sitting behind her mega desk at two hundred feet tall. She always allowed family to hash out the details, although this time she’d landed a white whale, so to speak. It wasn’t every day that a client such as this walked through the doors of Big Gal Security.
The Pembrokes were some of the richest people in North America—hell, the world. They dabbled in a little of everything—real estate, medical, law, even agriculture. Their wealth was said to be in the mid billions, although rumors suggested it was even higher than that. The Pembrokes didn’t exactly come by all their wealth legally.
Which was why they were employing Deborah’s services. 
“You will be taken care of, Will. I can assure you,” she said. 
“I’ve never even heard of this service.”
“That’s because only the rich can afford it, son,” said Mr. Pembroke. “At least the package we are buying for you.”
“Package?” Will looked from his father to the giantess, a look of pure bewilderment on his face. 
Deborah nodded. “You’re getting the Queen package. That’s top tier, my friend. Your every wish will be met. And above all else, your security and safety are guaranteed.”
“You see, son,” said Mr. Pembroke, “your mother and I will be on . . . the island. We have our security detail. But these latest threats . . . they’re against you. My enemies know my weakness, and it’s my love for my son. I can’t risk you being with us, not right now.”
Will nodded. Deborah could tell it was rare the father and son had such tender moments. 
At last, Will seemed to understand the severity of the situation. Deborah knew very few details—that was how she preferred it with such high-profile jobs. The less she knew about an important client’s troubles the better. All that concerned her was the client’s safety. That was easy to facilitate for someone who could be any size she desired. 
“When does this start?” Will asked. “I need to send a few text messages and post something on Face—”
“It’s already started,” Deborah interrupted. “My services started this morning and I will acclimate you to everything that entails once I’m sure you’re on board with this. But this means no more communication with the outside world.”
“I can say no?” Will asked, looking to his father, who gave him a tight-lipped, stern expression.
“Of course,” said Deborah. “This will be a much better experience if you go with me of your own free will. I promise it won’t be a bad experience.” She leaned in, her low-cut top revealing her ample cleavage. At this size, she could place the little man right between her breasts and have plenty of wiggle room left. This was certainly on purpose.
Will tried not to stare at her breasts but it was difficult with her sitting so close, elbows resting on the oversized desk. At her size, her shadow cast across him as big as a house. 
“Okay,” he said at last. “I suppose it’s for the best. But how long . . . will this go on?”
“The Queen package runs at a minimum of five years,” said the giantess. 
“Five years?” he said, gulping. Finally, he nodded. “Okay, I suppose I can do that. And when it’s over, we’ll be safe, right?”
“That’s right,” said Mr. Pembroke. Then to the giantess: “You take Visa, correct?”
She drummed her fingernails in front of Will, their pounding against the wood hypnotic. He could see his reflection in their glossy sheen. Once the little man came onboard, he would see exactly how nice the Queen package could be. Five years wouldn’t seem long enough . . .

      [image: image-placeholder]The moment his dad paid—something that Will only saw in passing by the number of zeros in the price, he left. The giantess placed him on the floor and he walked out, escorted by a normal-sized woman. When it was just Will and Deborah, he felt horribly vulnerable, although it wasn’t as if his dad could offer any sort of protection or recourse from the giantess.
Before the silence could become uncomfortable, she approached him from the right side of the desk and stood there. She was enormous—two hundred feet tall, bigger than most of the buildings in the city. She was certainly taller than his house, a mansion that rivaled almost every structure around it. 
“Now, let’s get started,” said the giantess, rapping her knuckles on the desk beside him. The vibration of this slight, minute movement was enough to rattle the fillings in his teeth.
“Okay,” he said, feeling as if his words were small, sheepish.
“We need to go to the Queen office. That’s where we’ll initiate the package. I’m excited to get started.” Her face seemed to widen with anticipation and glee.
He wasn’t sure what moving to another location meant, but had little time to consider it. Her hand swooped in, far quicker than it had earlier when she placed he and his father on the desk. It was so weird to ride on her hand, but at least she smelled nice. The thin layer of lotion on her palm reminded him of flowers.
Down a long hallway, he saw several other women equally as large as Deborah. She spoke to one on the way, a beautiful girl named Eden, then continued until reaching a massive door that seemed too large even for Deborah. 
The top of it was well over her head and the knob was so high she had to use her free hand to reach up and turn it. If the room where his father paid the bill was large, it was nothing in comparison to the enormous chamber on the other side of the door.
She approached the massive desk, the top over her head. Like the doorknob, she reached up and placed Will on the surface. It was like standing on a wooden football field. The items on the desk were likewise scaled up—a cup of pens, a legal pad, even a laptop bigger than his house. 
“Let’s get adjusted, shall we?” said Deborah, walking off to the corner where a large platform sat. She stepped up on it while tapping away on her cellphone.
Above her, a giant motor spun into place, positioning a long, cylindrical barrel just over her head. Once she finished tapping away on the phone, she placed it in her pocket. Then, a green beam left the barrel and zapped her in the head. She scratched, as if the beam had tickled her scalp.
And then, Deborah began to grow.
It was sudden, taking only a few seconds for her to nearly double in size. When she stepped off the platform, the entire room shook. Will dropped to his knees, fearful that he’d roll right off the edge of the desk. Now, the giantess looked as if she belonged in this room, as she was scaled to match everything in it.
“Now, where were we?” she said, and slipped behind the desk. She sat down on a giant chair that made a pneumatic hiss. A piece of furniture that large must have been packed with all sorts of technology to keep from collapsing.
“Oh my God, you’re huge!” said Will, feeling ashamed at once for his outburst. Deborah just chuckled, her face appearing even more beautiful now that it was magnified in such a way.
She held out her hands and appraised her arms as if it was no different than putting on a different jacket. “You like it? I’m three hundred and forty feet tall. Not too shabby, huh?”
“That’s the biggest number,” he said, feeling silly for phrasing it in such a ridiculous way. In truth, he was flabbergasted to be in the presence of someone so enormous, when this morning he didn’t even know giantesses existed.
“It’s big, but not the biggest. I’m about to start construction on my five-hundred-foot scale office.”
“That’s . . . insane. Is that as big as you can get with that thing?” He hooked his thumb toward the barrel. 
“Not even close,” she said. “But for working with clients, five hundred feet will be the max. It’s very hard to interact with people if I’m much larger than that.”
He just couldn’t wrap his brain around someone being that big. Will was still processing her current size. The giant curls of her hair looked like mega springs. If she wanted, she could easily twist them around his body and hold him
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