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  The Hypnotist


It had taken Billy two months to get an interview with Carrie Michaels. She was one of the top celebrities in the country—no, the  world. Currently, she was on a book tour because her memoir was number one of the New York Times Bestseller List. She was beautiful, smart, and charismatic. She was everything any man could want.
And she may have also been a murderer.
Billy had been hired by several families as a private investigator to look into the numerous disappearances that seemed to frequent Miss Michaels’ life. A boyfriend who went missing on a fishing trip. A husband who went on a business trip, never to call again. And a pair of fuck-buddies from a bar and a hideaway motel. Carrie had a dark side and he was going to bring every bit of it to light.
“Miss Michaels, it’s so nice to meet you,” he said in his most charismatic voice. Billy was selected for this job because like his celebrity target, he was quite attractive and able to talk his way into anything.
“Please, call me Carrie,” she said, and gave the same magazine-worthy smile that plastered every surface in the pop culture world. 
“Okay, Carrie. Big year for you, huh?” he said, starting the interview at once. They were in a private room in the back of Luster, an upscale café that catered to royalty and in this case, celebrities. 
“Oh, yeah,” she said, growing animated at once. She loved talking about herself. “Two albums, a movie, a television pilot. It’s been crazy.”
Two boyfriends, maybe dead? he thought. Where are the bodies, Carrie?
What he actually said was, “Where do you find the time? Have you been staying at that Malibu place?” This was a loaded question, for three of the victims were last seen within a mile of her Malibu residence.
“Not many people remember that place,” she said, cold, clear eyes gazing into him. “I’ve thought about selling it for quite some time.” She looked off, as if in deep thought. As if troubled by the memories of the place.
“Nonsense. It’s a beautiful place. I loved all those glass windows.”
“The bedroom has them too,” she said, offering a sly wink.
“Why, Miss Michaels, is that a flirt?” He sat up straight in his chair, enjoying how quickly he managed to get here.
“Maybe. What if it is?” She raised an eyebrow. 
He relaxed and shrugged. “Eh. Flirting is boring if there’s no intention.”
“Oh, really now . . .,” she said, and leaned in. “What’s your schedule like next week, Billy?”
“It can be clear,” he said.
She grinned ear to ear and put a hand on his knee. “Good. I think you’re needed in Malibu. I just have to show you those windows . . .”

      [image: image-placeholder]Six weeks later . . .
Despite his best effort, Billy couldn’t find a shred of evidence to support Carrie having anything to do with the disappearances. Sure, she was in the area during every single one of them, but that was hardly indicative of foul play. It was Los Angeles. There were lots of people in the area. 
He reminded himself that his feelings had nothing to do with his waning suspicion. Billy had fallen in love with her after these past weeks, and she had fallen in love with him. They were an unorthodox couple because it had to remain quiet. She assured him that he didn’t want the attention dating her would bring. 
One night, she told him she wanted to have dinner at the Malibu property. They’d not visited since the night of their first date, all those weeks ago after the interview. They had dinner, catered by a team of French chefs, then retreated to the master bedroom. 
As he kissed down her neck, she pushed him back and said, “I have something I need to show you.” Her eyes were serious, her tone firm.
“Okay,” he said, feeling the eroticism of the night flitting away. 
“Come with me.”
She slid off the bed and entered the bathroom, then stepped into the tub. Just when he was about to ask what she was doing, she pulled the hot water faucet out. A low click sounded somewhere behind the tub and then the showerhead wall folded in, revealing a staircase going down. Lights blinked on, illuminating the passage well.
His heart was beating in his throat as she led him down and into a large room that resembled some kind of lab. There was a chaise lounge at the rear and a bed in the corner. She walked past both of these and showed him an aquarium on the wall where he assumed a large slithery reptile lived.
Carrie stood aside so he could look into it with no obstruction. 
“What is that?” he asked, and tapped on the glass. 
From a little building came several shapes. At first, he thought they were crabs but then realized they were walking on two legs. There was a total of four of them and they moved with an intelligence not found in creatures so small. 
It was four, tiny naked men. 
Ross Brantly, Kevin Cobb, William Blair, and John Kelley. The four disappearances tied to Carrie. He looked at her, eyes wide with confusion. 
She motioned for the chaise lounge. “Why don’t you have a seat and I’ll explain everything.”
As he moved to the chaise lounge, he felt a weight lifting off him. He knew that he’d been sent into Carrie’s life to find out all he could about her, but didn’t count on falling in love. Before he even realized what was happening, he was off his feet, seated on the chaise lounge. 
Carrie was across the room, at a small vanity he’d not noticed on his way in. She lifted a crystal perfume bottle and gave her long, slender throat a couple of squirts. It wasn’t until he came closer that he realized just how nice it smelled. 
“You look . . . beautiful,” he said, his mind already turned away from the shrunken men in the aquarium. Before she sat down next to him, his eyes drifted over and he’d just picked up the memory when she touched his chin with two fingers. 
“There’s nothing over there for you to see,” she said. “All you care about is me.”
“All I care about is you,” he repeated in a lazy, whimsical voice. 
“That’s a good boy,” she purred. “Are you . . . feeling turned on?” Before he could answer, her hand slithered down his stomach, then snatched his cock through the jeans. He hadn’t been aroused until now—more of a light-headedness. But now, with her hand firmly wrapped around his cock, he was certainly feeling turned on.
As he stared at her, he relaxed and felt his troubles melting away. The perfume was in his nose, almost overpowering his senses. She seemed to recognize this and leaned in to kiss his neck, burying him in the scent.
“This is my special blend,” she whispered. “I came up with it years ago when I decided I’d like to play with my men before devouring them.”
Billy knew he should’ve realized this was wrong, that what she was saying was cause for alarm, but it didn’t bother him. What was happening? Had he been drugged?
“Now, Billy,” she said. “You’re going to start . . . shrinking. Because that’s what I want. And you want to please me, right?”
Again, he should’ve known something was wrong but he simply accepted this as fact. He was going to start shrinking. He nodded eagerly, for her could tell this was what she wanted.  And she was right—he did want to please her.
She stood, now seeming to tower far higher than normal but he knew at once this was merely suggestion. His body was still the same across the chaise lounge, but he did notice the odd fit of his clothes . . .
As she began to slowly unbutton her top, he was vaguely aware that his shoes had fallen off and clattered to the floor below. His hands were itchy on the soft material of the chaise lounge and when he stared at his fingertips, realized they were gently tugging into his shirt. This whole process was slow—that was by design.
“Like what you see?” she asked him, stripping down to only her bra and panties. Carrie Michaels was one of the most attractive women in the world but his cock wasn’t even fully erect. This was by design, as well, for Billy had no way of knowing the temptress had tested shrinking on men before, and knew how to keep their arousal from dwindling them down too quickly.
Billy just nodded. He loved what he saw.
She moved to the aquarium and he couldn’t pull his eyes away from her. By now, his feet had disappeared into his pant legs. Empty socks lay at the edge of the chaise lounge. The shirt, which had been tight only a moment ago, was starting to grow loose. Looking down, he could see his abs and beyond that, the slack of his belt and jeans.
She returned and this time, she threw her leg over him and straddled his dwindling body. In her hand, she was holding a tiny, naked man. After presenting him on her palm, she ordered him to stand up straight.
The little man’s arms went to his sides and he faced the giant woman as if she commanded every ounce of his respect. Billy had never seen anything like it but his addled mind wouldn’t allow him to make connections. In that moment, he wanted to please Carrie, and wanted to join in whatever kind of fun she had in mind.
She placed the tiny man on the table beside the chaise lounge, then grabbed Billy’s shirt by the collar and lifted. Even though it was a button-up, it still slipped right off. Was he shrinking? He wasn’t sure if she’d said that earlier, but that was silly. People didn’t shrink.
With a rough hand, she snatched the little man from the side table so hard that he cried out. Carrie leaned in and kissed Billy—he realized right away that their lips were mismatched although he couldn’t voice it. He was too enamored by her lovely scent. When she pulled back, the little man was sitting on his stomach.
“What . . . what’s that?” he asked, drunkenly. 
“He’s going to join us,” she said, and then put her long, delicate finger beneath his little chin. “Aren’t you, Kevin?”The little man nodded eagerly and Billy realized like himself, the little man would do anything this woman asked. 
Again, Carrie leaned in for a kiss, tongue feeling large and unwieldy in his mouth. He tried to reciprocate but found her strength and size too much. As she kissed, she pushed against him, her stomach smashing against the tiny man between them. He cried out but Billy could detect his little arms moving—he was trying to please the big lady.
Her large hands hooked at his pants and easily jerked them off. Billy couldn’t help but move to the side, which caused the tiniest man to topple and roll on the lounge between his hip and his arm. Billy picked him up and stared at him, amazed that a human could be so small. It almost didn’t seem real.
Carrie’s oversized fingers snatched the little man away and replaced him on Billy’s stomach, then she kissed him again. This time, he felt her wetness below and through the corner of his eye, realized she’d taken off her panties. As her hand fumbled with his dick, he was nearly frightened by the size difference. How in the world was he going to satisfy her with such a tiny cock?
But she seemed not to mind. In fact, she moaned as she eased him in. She was so warm and her pussy gripped him as if he still had the same size as before. As she ground her body against his, she kissed along his neck and cheek, smothering him in her scent. The little man between them must have felt awful, for the weight of both giant people was smashing against him.
“You gonna get off for me like a good boy?” she asked, panting in his ear. He noticed she’d put her hand between them and now she was stroking the tiny man’s cock as he lay on Billy’s stomach.
“Y-yes,” Billy managed. “If I can.”
“Oh, I know you can,” she told him.
“I . . . I love you,” he said.
“I know you do, sweetie.”
As she rode his cock, he slipped further down her stomach. He tried to lean up and kiss her neck but couldn’t reach. The longer she gyrated on top of him, the less he felt himself filling her up. By the time he was getting off, dick shooting cum, he’d already slipped out. 
She kissed him again, this time her lips covering his whole cheek. The little man was gone—but he wasn’t so little anymore the last time Billy was aware of him. He seemed less like a three-inch man and more like a nine-inch man . . .
“We’re going to have lots of fun,” she whispered into his ear. Her breath was steamy and warm.
“I love you.”
“I know you do, sweetie.”

      [image: image-placeholder]The next few days were hazy. He lived at her Malibu place but was only allowed to venture as far as the pool. But an innate fear kept him away from it, for he knew, even in his haze, that he was smaller.
Billy wasn’t sure just how small, but knew he could barely look over the kitchen counters. Three feet, maybe? Anytime he started to think about it, his mind turned to Carrie and how good she looked towering over him. 
“There’s my little man,” she told him, standing just in front of him. She was headed out to the pool and was wearing her skimpy, two-piece bathing suit with an opened robe on top. At his size, he was crotch level.
“I’m going for a swim in a bit. How about you come and lather me with tanning lotion?”
“O-okay,” he said. “But I . . . I have questions.”
“No, you don’t,” she said, and stooped down next to him. She gave him a kiss on the neck and at once, he could smell the perfume and his questions disappeared. 
“No, I don’t,” he said slowly.
“Good boy. Now follow me.” She let the robe drop to the floor and he was amazed by the sight of her ass in front of him. It was so bulbous, so bouncy that he couldn’t help but reach out and grab it.
She turned around, quick as a viper, and smiled. He followed her through the sliding glass doors to the pool, eager like a little puppy. 
Her massive body lay across one of the lounge chairs. Even if he didn’t have his wits about him, he could appreciate her beauty. 
After grabbing a bottle of tanning lotion that was as long as his arm, he placed it between his legs and squeezed with his knees until there was a large glob in his hands. Then, he lathered it on her back, thinning it across the wide expanse of flesh.
He moved toward her thighs and she relaxed. Every single blemish on her flesh could be seen to his small eyes. On down he moved until he reached her soles. They were so long that two of his hands couldn’t even cover the distance from her heel to her toes. 
“Your touch feels nice, Billy.” 
When she said his name, it jarred something inside him. He started to remember the reason he’d first been introduced to Carrie, and why he’d gone as far as to strike up a relationship. But in the next moment, he forgot it all over again, the haze—and wonderful scent—returning.
“You should give me a massage,” she said, looking back at him over the top of her sunglasses. She turned around and settled on her arms. 
He climbed up her body, feeling as if he were mounting a horse. When he reached her shoulders—slipping and sliding on the lotion the whole way—he leaned in and started to drag his palms across her upper back.
Carrie shuddered as he massaged. She trembled, rocking him back and forth. For a moment, he thought she’d fallen asleep and as he worked the lotion in, it began to mask the scent of the perfume.
“Carrie?” he said, but before his train of thought could go any further, he noticed dead ahead that there was a face in the bushes—a man, watching their every move. 
He didn’t say anything else, for Carrie, having realized his tone meant he was snapping out of the haze, rolled over. Billy tumbled to the hard concrete below, scraping his arm when he hit. When he looked up, Carrie was standing over him, her massive form blocking out the world. 
She reached past him to a table by the pool and picked up her vial of perfume. After giving herself a few sprays, she fanned the air, then dropped to her knee.
“Are you okay?” she asked. 
“I love you,” he repeated, to which she just giggled. He could see his scared, confused expression reflected in the sunglasses. Scared and confused . . . why?
“I know you do,” she said, as always, and pulled him in for a hug.
Even if he’d remembered the man in the bushes, the intruder was gone . . .

      [image: image-placeholder]Days passed and Billy forgot all about the man outside, the men in the aquarium down in the lair, and the strangeness of everything being so large. The perfume cloud hung around, as did Carrie’s beautiful eyes and soothing voice. Before he knew it, he was at least another foot shorter. 
He never wore clothes. The house was hot enough to survive without them and anytime he needed to cool off, he dipped his feet in the shallow end of the pool. With a little coaxing from Carrie, it was becoming less scary.
One night, he was rubbing her tired, achy feet and he decided he loved her more than anything else in the world. Nothing even came close to how he felt about her. So, he decided to get down on one knee and ask her to marry him.
Being on one knee put him lower than her shin. It took a moment for her to understand what he was doing. He said, “I love you so much. I want to be your husband. I know I’m small but I can make up for it in attention. Do you accept?”
She looked as if she wanted to laugh for a moment, then she waved her arms in an exaggerated way and said, “Well, sure. I’ll marry you.”
Then, she leaned down and kissed him, pulled him in for a hug, then stood and gave herself a stretch. He watched as she walked to the bedroom, large feet slapping the tile as she went.

      [image: image-placeholder]Normally, he slept with her in the massive king-sized bed. But late that night, he had trouble settling down, so he went to the pool. Carrie did not close the door completely, so he was able to squeeze through the crack. 
He dipped his feet in the pool and listened to the quiet of the night, of the city far away. As he lay there, he could feel the sweat rolling down his back. For once, he could smell the chlorine of the pool and he realized the scent of Carrie’s perfume was waning.
“You little shit!” said a voice to his left. It startled him so badly that he nearly fell in the pool. Billy stood at the edge and turned around to face a man—the same man from the bushes earlier that day—racing toward him with a look of pure, unbridled anger in his eyes. “You were hired to spy on my ex-wife! Carrie is a lot of things, but she’s not a murderer!”
Billy was about to question this but then the man grabbed him by the shoulder and shoved him down. He drew back to punch the shrunken man and if his fist would’ve landed, it would’ve probably broken every bone in his face. Luckily, the giant relaxed at once and backed off.
Standing behind him was Carrie, the bottle of perfume in her hand. Rather than spray it on herself, she took the nozzle and squeezed it right into the man’s nostril. She pinched his nose when he started to sneeze but then he fell back onto his ass, almost in a daze.
“What’s . . . happening . . . to . . . me?” he asked, and then Billy couldn’t believe his eyes. The attacker was starting to shrink—but unlike what Billy had experienced, the man was dwindling so fast that he was probably getting motion sickness.
His feet pulled into his pants, his arms into his shirt. As Billy watched between Carrie’s legs, he saw the man seemingly disappear, replaced by a pile of clothes.
Carrie put her ass right in Billy’s face as she bent over and rummaged through the pile. Before he could see her retrieve the no-doubt minuscule man, she snatched his hand, then dragged him over to the lounge chair. 
“What was he talking about?” Carrie asked. 
“What?” Billy was feeling the haze again.
Without elaborating, she sat on the lounge chair and lay back, head slightly reclined. In her hand, she held the attacker—the guy who claimed to be Carrie’s ex-husband. But now he was smaller than any man he’d ever seen. For a moment, Billy had his wits about him and remembered the men in the aquarium and remembered how she’d seduced him with a scent and had shrunken him down . . . how? Through hypnotism?
The little man wasn’t struggling—he was under the same spell Billy had been all this time. He was no more than a couple of inches tall and he stared up at Carrie’s big, beautiful face as if it were the best thing he’d ever seen. 
“I still love you, Carrie,” said the little man, voice faint as a whisper.
“Shut up, Calvin.” He nodded and dropped his head, then got on his knees in reverence. She turned her attention back to Billy, eyes staring daggers into him. He wanted to look away but couldn’t. “What’s he talking about, Billy? Are you really a spy?”
He took a step back and she grabbed his forearm and yanked him closer. Now, he was truly afraid. This was a side he’d never seen of Carrie—probably a side the world had never seen. But the more he sweat, the more the perfume washed away. His mind was clearing and he knew at once that yes, he was certainly a spy. And yes, he’d been hired to investigate the disappearances of the lovers linked to Carrie Michaels. Seeing the little cooperative man on her hand, he realized just how they all disappeared. 
As if irritated by his lack of answer, she opened her mouth, tipped back her head, and then swallowed the tiny man whole. He wanted to scream out when she smiled and licked her lips but he found his voice wasn’t working. And when he struggled to get away this time, she pulled him back without hardly any effort.
“We’re going to have a talk in a moment,” she said, “but first . . .”
She lifted him and placed him on her stomach. With his size, it didn’t cause her any stress, as he was light as a child. Carrie took her perfume bottle next to the lounge chair and gave herself a little spray. At once, Billy decided to obey whatever this woman wanted—he’d cut off his arm if she asked him to do it.
“Listen,” she whispered, and she put her hand to the back of his head and gently pulled him forward. She laid him flat across her body until his cheek was on her warm stomach. He didn’t understand what she was doing, but a moment later, to his horror, he realized . . .
Carrie was directing his attention to the gurgle in her stomach. As he relaxed, she stroked his back as if this were a sweet moment. In the back of his head, he knew it was about to become the worst night of his life.
“Do you hear him?” she whispered. “He’s just made his way down my throat. He stopped at the sphincter at the bottom and now he’s going down, down, down . . .”
He could hear the sloshing of her stomach juices but it was muted through so much flesh and muscle. It terrified him to think of that tiny man drowning in a sea of acid. 
“Right now, he’s just getting acclimated to the darkness,” she said, as if she’d had plenty of time to experiment with digesting tiny men. “He’s so scared in there. I can feel him fluttering around. But it’s growing weaker. He’ll be dead in twenty minutes, like you’ll be if you don’t tell me what I want to know.”
She gave his head a tight squeeze that made his eyes bulge but he knew she was holding back. If Carrie wanted to hurt him, she could split his head like a tomato.
The giantess shifted on the lounge chair and lifted him into the air. She stood, then placed him in the spot where she’d been lying. Carrie dropped to her knees, and that’s when he noticed she wasn’t wearing anything under her robe, that he could see her nipples pushing through the silky material.
She pulled her robe back until he could see her nipples—long, hard, standing at attention. It made all his fears and worries melt away. Carrie’s smile was gentle and caring and he nearly forgot about the man currently swimming in her stomach.
“Now, we’re going to have a little talk,” she said, and she draped her large hand across his thigh. 
Already he could feel his skin dragging. In the back of his mind, he knew he was slowly shrinking but he did not care.
“Did someone hire you to spy on me?”
“Yes,” he said.
“Good boy.” She leaned in and wrapped her lips around his dwindling cock and he felt it dragging through her teeth. “Who was it?” 
Before he could answer, she went right back to work. He watched as the strands of her hair grew larger in front of him. When her mouth and tongue stopped moving, he knew she wanted an answer.
“It was the families of three of your victims,” he said. 
“I’ll need names and addresses,” she purred, to which he grunted in acknowledgement. 
She kept sucking and just when he was about to orgasm, she pulled away, starving him of the chance. Now, she looked colossal. How small had he become? A foot tall, perhaps?
She picked him up and tossed him into the pool. The water was chilly and he struggled to find the surface but lucky for him, she snatched him out and dragged him back into the house. 
With the perfume scent gone, he was thinking clearer than he had been in weeks. And at once he realized Carrie was a bad person. She’d shrunken and kidnapped many men and had done so by hypnotism activated by a special perfume. But now none of this mattered because he was twelve inches tall. 
She closed the door to the pool and stepped over him, long legs carrying her to the desk in the corner. While there, she sprayed herself with her magic perfume, then returned with her laptop.
He tried to run off but she placed the computer on the sofa and snatched him before he could get away. The moment he was near her, he could smell her perfume and at once became docile once more. 
“You love me, right?”
“I love you,” he said.
“Good.” She placed his back against the sofa and shoved the enormous laptop across his legs. “You’re going to tell the world that we are madly in love and you’re going to tell all those families that you made a mistake and that I’m innocent. Do you understand?”
He had a moment of clarity, enough to ask, “And then you’ll make me big again?”
“Of course. Now get busy.”
Somewhere in the back of his mind, he knew he’d never see his normal size ever again.






  
  The Sweet Squeak App

Part 1


She wasn’t much for flair, but this was Size Con. When Barbara Bridget, CEO of Sweet Squeak, announced she’d be in attendance and showing off her new state-of-the-art shrinking tech, she knew there’d be record attendance. The validity of her tests proved to not only draw the size fetish crowd, but general investors. People were curious about a shrinking method—one that worked and one that was safe to use.  
And her app delivered results.
When she peaked around the curtain, she was surprised by the sheer number of people. They’d moved the presentation to Stage A, the one Size Con usually couldn’t fill up by a third. A tenth. Now, it was packed with so people that the overflow had to stand in the aisles. 
“Don’t let me down,” she said, looking back to the dozen six-inch men. These were her Squeaks, the name given to men shrunken down by her revolutionary app. They were all on miniature skateboards, all holding the lavish train of her flowy evening gown.
She listened for her name to be called, then the thunderous applause. When the curtain pulled back, she headed for the podium. She and her Squeaks had rehearsed the timing of this quite a few times and naturally it went off without a hitch. Her gait was steady as she walked across the stage, the little men holding her train. When the cameraman zoomed in to show them on the big screens, the audience went into a frenzy.
She came to an abrupt halt at the podium and the little men continued rolling. This was always the hiccup in rehearsal. The Squeaks couldn’t stop in time. Right now, she could feel them regrouping at her ankles. The next part of the show had them lining up at the edge of the stage so all could see. It was important that the world felt the impact of this moment.
When the flashbulbs died down, she looked at her speech and then to the crowd. They were waiting for it, holding their collective breath. They wanted it and she was here to give it. For a price, of course.
“As you can see, Sweet Squeak has finally perfected shrinking technology. Granted, we weren’t the first, but those bozos at GlassTank almost ruined it for the rest of us.”
Shrinking had technically been invented a year ago, but after a lab mishap—a man prematurely enlarging inside a woman’s love canal—caused an untimely death, the tech was shelved. The world was inches from negative legislation meant to stop shrink tech forever. GlassTank lost all their funding and half their staff. Sweet Squeak was there to collect them all.
Barbara continued. “I give you the Sweet Squeak app.” She turned to the giant screen behind her, which immediately showed her logo—the silhouette of a mouse in front of a sparkling potion bottle. Test audiences wanted a more Alice in Wonderland feel and Barbara almost went with it. But she loved the concept of mice. Reducing men to the lowliest of vermin was an idea in which most women could relate. 
The video showed two actors—a man and a woman—meeting at a seedy hotel. Next, they were inside, sitting on the bed.
“So you trust me?” said the girl—a blond bombshell who tested well with both men and women. 
The guy, equally chiseled, held up his wrist to show his high-tech band. “I don’t have to trust you with Sweet Squeak’s 2.0 rescue band. If I don’t feel comfortable, I can rescue myself by initiating an enlargement.”
Along the bottom of the screen read: Auto-911 call is a premium feature not available in all areas.
“Oh, sweet!” she said. Barbara rolled her eyes. This girl was lucky she was pretty because she was a horrible actress. 
“Ready to have fun?” said the guy.
“Ready. Miniaturizing you now.”
She tapped a few buttons on her phone and the guy shuddered just as a white glow encased his body. “Oh, tingly!”
“Just you wait, lover,” she said, and got on her knees.
The entire audience, who’d been hanging on the actors’ every word, rose from their seats and clapped loud enough to vibrate the room. It made Barbara’s ears pop and she worked hard to stifle a grin.
The actor was now rapidly shrinking out of his clothes. The camera moved with diminishing pile until he all but disappeared. When the girl wrapped her fingers around the now six-inch man, the room grew even more chaotic, but they hushed so they could hear her final words.
She lifted him close to her face and kissed him, her lips covering his entire head. She said, “Be one of the first to sign up for the Sweet Squeak app!”
And then the guy: “And don’t forget to get your rescue band!” After that, the screen went dark.
She turned back to the crowd. It was just a sea of faces, from all walks of life. Every imaginable news outlet, magazine, and fetish site was in attendance. Today was a day for changes. Today was a day to reshuffle the deck.
Today . . . was going to be a good day.
Barbara caught her reflection in one of the many giant monitors spread throughout the amphitheater. She was a pretty lady. Thirty-eight years old, tall and curvy, with thick, voluminous hair dark as coal. This was the most adventurous attire she’d ever worn. Normally, it was business formal, and gray all the way around. That outfit was reserved for tomorrow, for when the fun part of the show began . . .
Once the video was over, she took a few minutes to show off the band’s capabilities. She looked out into the crowd and said, “I’m going to need a volunteer.”
A sea of hands reached into the air. Barbara unclasped the train of her dress, transforming it into a miniskirt. She
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