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  Ashley’s Toy Emporium


Ashley’s dad would probably have been quite proud of his daughter should he have lived to see her grown up and carrying on the family business. She’d always sided with mom, had always thought her dad’s collection-turned-business was rather silly, but as she got older, mingled with his sickness, she began to appreciate the collection a little more. And when he finally did pass, her mom was so inconsolable that she literally handed over the keys on the day the will was read. Ashley didn’t know anything about running a business, much less one that sold vintage toys. 
But here she was, fifteen years later.
Ashley’s Toy Emporium (later renamed) was built onto her parents’ house, an old two-story Victorian mansion that looked quaint from Main Street, then absolutely ridiculous from Hill Street. One view offered a turreted house with large, black shutters while the other offered a bright blue and red façade, complete with a giant robot mascot clinging to the wall. A keycard-locked-door created a partition from the house to the store, although it often remained open. Ashley was fond of moving back and forth between the two.
She was working in the store late one Friday evening, putting several fuzzy bears on pegboard. The rear of the store was reserved for vintage items—old Batman toys, G.I. Joes, Barbies, and even the odd Transformers and Go-Bots. Those were the toys reserved for the distinguished collectors. The stuff toward the front were the newer items—Star Wars, Godzilla, and Five Nights and Freddy’s. These were the toys her dad called ‘Kid Fodder’, but they were also the toys that moved, the ones that kept the lights on. Ashley tried to keep a healthy balance of old and new, but as of that morning, the scales were certainly going to be tipped back toward old.
“What’s up, girl?” came a voice from her left. Ashley spun around, seeing her meek little friend, Crystal, approaching the counter. 
“Not much. Just trying to get a jump on sorting this stuff out, ya know? Mom tracked down another container.”
“For real? Your dad had these things all over the place, huh? Surprised he didn’t have another woman.”
Ashley glared at her. It was uncomfortable enough for Crystal to apologize.
After Ashley’s dad passed away, her family started to get lots of tax information on properties he owned. No one knew about it. But every now and then, they would include shipping containers—large, trailer-sized boxes that contained old, vintage toys. They were often great finds, and although she sold the contents right away, they were little reminders of her dad. Fifteen years later and they were still finding properties.
“Let’s go out tonight,” said Crystal, trying to pull Ashley out of her reminiscing. 
She looked up and out the window, to the truck sitting in the loading bay around the corner. It was holding all of the boxes from the shipping container. There was a lot of it, although she didn’t go through it. She’d be here all night unloading it, not to mention sorting and looking up the suggested prices in her collectibles catalogues.
“I can’t. I have that big, shiny truck to unload all by my lonesome.” Crystal followed her finger out the window.
“Lots of boxes, huh?” she stepped up to the window and looked out, moving aside a pair of Gremlins bobbleheads. She whirled back around. “What if I help you?”
“Seriously?” said Ashley, not believing her little waif of a friend would actually lift a box.
“As long as I can shower here after we’re done.”
“Let’s just get started on it and then we’ll see how late we finish?”
So for the next hour they moved box after box into the emporium’s storeroom. Ashley only broke once to run over to the house and bring them back cold waters from the fridge, but Crystal trudged right there, using the hand-truck to bring stacks in at a time. She really wanted to go drinking tonight, Ashley noted. 
There were so many boxes that the small storeroom couldn’t hold them. Ashely would have to sort them later but the rental company was coming for the truck in the morning. All of the boxes had to go somewhere. So, she decided to bring the last few into the living room of the house. She would need to sort through it all, and while her mom was on a cruise with her sister, she thought she might do that in the living room while watching television. 
“That’s it,” said Crystal after double-checking the truck. “Is my pink top still here?”
Ashley had just sat down to go through a box. “Yeah, it’s in the hall closet.”
“Okay, I’m grabbing a shower and then we are heading out, girl!”
After Crystal shut the door, Ashley opened the musty-smelling box in front of her. A lot of what her dad kept was junk, but every now and then, there were nuggets of value. In this particular box was a Simpsons chess set, an assortment of vintage Happy Meal toys, and a bunch of Hot Wheels that were missing some of their hot wheels. In the bottom was a sprinkling of LEGOs.
She sped up her perusal a little while later when she heard Crystal shut off the water. Many of the boxes were junk and would go straight in the emporium’s dumpster, but she was always afraid of throwing away something valuable—like those people she’d seen on television who threw out their mother’s sewing tin that was holding priceless gold coins. 
Buried in the bottom of one box was something she found rather peculiar. At first she thought it was a boardgame, but an old one because the art was so faded. On the cover, in cheesy 50s retro style, was a man in a lab coat, thick glasses perched above his bushy mustache. He was holding a raygun in the air, little rings of smoke wafting up from its recent discharge. But Ashley was more interested in what she saw in the foreground.
She lifted the surprisingly heavy box out of the container and placed it on her lap.
In the foreground of the picture was a pile of clothes—red dress, a headscarf, pumps, and a few gold bracelets. But standing up, on that mound of clothes was a tiny, naked woman, desperately trying to cover herself with one hand. With the other, she bit at her fingernails in an exaggerated, fearful look at the scientist. On the top of the box, in big, art deco letters read: SHRINK RAY! From BIGTECH!
This was a hoot! she thought. She lifted the lid of the box, wondering what exactly she would find—sometimes it wasn’t what the picture suggested. She’d opened so many vintage toys only to find it filled with rocks, an obvious dupe to shop owners long past. But when the lid was off this particular toy, she was amazed that there was a shrink ray inside, just like the one clutched in the mean scientist’s hand.
She lifted it from its cradle, surprised by its weight. The thing was made of metal—cast iron, she figured—and little bits of glass and wood. The whole prop was expertly designed, and she was quite surprised that a replica like this had found its way onto 50s era toy shelves. Was this a prop from a television show? Some old timey cartoon? She’d never seen it before, and living with her dad, that was almost impossible. 
Ashley turned it over as she listened to Crystal blow drying her hair.
She aimed it away from herself and pulled the trigger. There was a satisfying click, as if some mechanism inside hobbled around, but otherwise nothing happened. Ashley did this throughout the house—zapping the grandfather clock, the kitchen stool, the large, ornate floor globe near the living room. She even zapped the billiards table. Nothing happened, of course. But wouldn’t it have been cool?
And just as she was putting it back in the box, she cupped her hand over the barrel, wanting to feel how smooth it was on the end, and then pulled the trigger. Perhaps it was just in her mind, but her palm registered a minor electric shock. That could’ve also been the static in the air. Either way, she didn’t care because once she heard the bathroom door open, she was already placing it back in its box and covering it with the lid.
“You ready?” Crystal asked, wearing the pink shirt, hair and makeup on point.
“You know it. Let’s go have some fun!”

      [image: image-placeholder]The night wasn’t as wild as Ashley would have guessed, and as Crystal would have liked, but they were both tipsy enough to leave Crystal’s car and take an Uber back to the house. It was closer than Crystal’s place, and since she had to use the bathroom within minutes of getting into the ride, the driver agreed to wait while she went in and did her business.
Ashley stood in the kitchen, pouring herself a glass of carbonated water in hopes of alleviating the headache that was soon to hit when she noticed how clumsy she was being. She must have snagged her clothes on something while at the club because her hands were falling through her sleeves. Were the drinking glasses higher up? she wondered. Her mom had obviously stacked them on a higher shelf. In hindsight, she should have seen these tiny, red flags, but she didn’t. It was easy to explain away almost anything with enough alcohol swimming in your blood.
“I’m going home, girl,” said Crystal. She came up, gave a sloppy wet kiss and turned around to go get in the car. She was very flirty—Crystal always swung toward women—and when it came to Ashley, she could totally be convinced to mess around. Even Ashley had entertained that thought on many occasions. She too preferred girls over boys.
“Be careful. Text me when you get home.”
“You got it, toy girl.” Ashley stood outside, feeling the cool air on her skin, watching as her friend got into the car. Before she shut the door, she looked up at Ashley and said, “You okay?”
“Yeah. Headache. Why?”
Crystal shook her head. “I dunno. Something just looks . . . off. Toodles, Ash!” Then the car was gone. She watched until its taillights disappeared around the block and then went back inside.
She took a quick shower and then changed into night clothes—a pair of panties and an oversized T-shirt. Her feet squeezed into her socks and slippers because the hardwood floors were often chilly on her soles. Looking at her vanity, the thought struck her to paint her nails but she was sure that her hands would be too unsteady. Always perform your manis and pedis before you start drinking, she thought. As she was leaving the bedroom, she picked up her wad of clothes, the shirt and jeans she’d worn to the club, intent upon throwing them in the laundry hamper. But as she had them in her hands, she made an odd realization—they didn’t feel nearly heavy enough to be her clothes.
Ashley stood in the doorway, seeing by the bathroom’s light to hold up the shirt. She held it against her body, confused as to why it looked as if it would never fit her. The shirt in front of her couldn’t even go over her head. Next, she put the jeans against her waist, and noticed that they were now coming up to her shins. And as much weight as Ashley had gained over the last year—two terrible pant sizes—this current pair would never button. So how in the hell did she manage to get them on? She shook her head and tossed them into the hamper, resigning herself to deal with it tomorrow.
Just as she was about to step on the landing, a tingle ran through her body. At first, she toyed with the idea of grabbing her favorite pink stallion—the nine-inch dildo—and spreading out across her bed. But she wanted to save it just before bed, so she continued on downstairs.
It was getting late so she ordered Alexa to turn on all televisions in the house. Having her automated personal assistant kept her from feeling so lonely, which was something she was more prone to at night, especially after drinking. When the house filled with light and noise, she returned to the living room, sinking farther into the cushion than normal. She sipped her water and started sorting through the boxes again.
Sometime around midnight it had started to rain, and shortly thereafter the thunder rolled in. She loved storms, but she was getting sleepy and could barely keep her head up. Currently she was sitting in the middle of a platoon of musty-smelling Carebears, their little faces looking up at her curiously. And perhaps that was the catalyst that made her internal monologue ask questions. Something was wrong—the way she saw herself when she looked down, as well as the world around her. It was different and she couldn’t express why.
Ashley hopped up, and as soon as she did, her panties slid to the floor. Irritated, she pulled them back up but they wouldn’t stay, so she held them at the side and walked around the living room, wondering why on Earth this was happening. Then, her shoulder slipped through the head hole, and had she not pushed her arms out, it would have fallen straight down, right around her torso like a belt. If Ashley had been observant (and perhaps a little less inebriated) she would have drawn a parallel from herself to the girl on the shrink ray box.
When she stepped forward, she fell, hitting her knee on the coffee table and crying out in pain. The slippers and socks—her toes weren’t even finding the ends of them now, nor were they hugging the sides of her feet. These house shoes had been a gift from her dad—they were Bowser heads from Super Mario Bros. and since her feet had only grown a little in the last fifteen years, she still could fit them. Now, as she was lying there on her side, wanting to cry from the awful pain in her kneecap, watching as her feet pulled out of them, Bowser’s teeth sneering at her as if he were playing some horrible joke.
But things were moving slowly in her mind and she still didn’t understand what was happening—until she looked over and found the grandfather clock. Ashley’s mouth hung open. She planted her hands on the floor and stood, the shoes, the socks, the panties and now the shirt—abandoned. A naked girl approached the grandfather clock, the one that, until three years ago, she couldn’t wind on her own without a stepladder.
And now, this normally seven-foot-tall clock was shorter than her.
It was as if someone had wheeled away the old one, the one that had lived in her parents’ house for three decades, and replaced it with this tiny prop. Ashley reached out and touched it, and immediately felt an electrical discharge under it, as if it were alive, a living and breathing organism and not a hunk of wood and metal. What she didn’t understand was that it was still changing—and so was she.
Now, it all made sense.
She looked around at all the other things she’d zapped. The kitchen stool—smaller. The floor globe—smaller. Even then the billiards table, the biggest piece of furniture she’d shot with the toy shrink ray—was smaller. Ashley couldn’t help herself, so she bent low and picked up the eight ball—and held it between her fingers. Now, it was like holding a golf ball. That electric discharge passed between them, something that she was learning meant that they continued to shrink.
Ashley ripped off the lid to the shrink ray and lifted it out of the box (failing to notice that it was slightly heavier) and held it up. She didn’t dare touch the trigger, for fear of accidentally firing. Things didn’t just shrink, she thought. But there were at least four things in this house where the evidence proved otherwise.
Or was it five?
Shit.
The shoes and clothes not fitting, the glasses feeling like they were further out of reach, the sofa feeling . . . bigger. 
Oh, God! she thought. I zapped myself in the hand.
Quickly, she ran upstairs to her dad’s old office, rifled through his drawer to find a pencil, then proceeded to find the tape measure in the toolbox in the downstairs closet. She threw her back against the bathroom doorframe, slashed a line across her head with the pencil, then stepped back to measure. She’d been exactly sixty-eight inches since high school. 
And now she was standing at fifty-four inches.
“Okay, don’t panic,” she said aloud, dropping the pencil and tape measure. If not for the sudden tingle in her body, she would have started crying. But there against the bathroom wall, she almost fingered herself before coming to her senses.
What was her best option? Call 911? Call Crystal? Her mom was no use—she was currently on a beach down in Cozumel. What was the protocol for this anyway? She was scared out of her mind, but she did know how to research. Her best option was looking where it all began. 
Her phone was already starting to feel like a tablet by the time she’d pulled up a model number on the shrink ray. As she tapped the numbers into Google, she could tell she was noticeably smaller. Her little fingers spread across the glow of the screen. When her results came up, she was a little relieved.
BIGTECH had dissolved in the sixties but not before selling their properties to the U.S. military. The archived website showed a PDF for the original shrink ray’s manual, so she clicked that and read while she shrank on the sofa. By the time she found the most interesting, most vital parts of her search, she was sitting with her feet drawn up, the phone pressed awkwardly against her lap. 
As it were, the shrink ray could reduce both organic and non-organic things. Living things took twice as long to shrink due to their complicated physiology. There was but one setting, which was roughly a ninety-two percent reduction. Things got really small, even if it did take all night. She tried to do that math in her head, then pushed her fingers against the calculator app on her phone.
“Shit, I’m going to be like six inches tall before this is done!”
That part would have scared her even more if not for the sudden, pleasurable tingle that hit her. She found herself not caring, and since her phone screen was looking ever so large, she decided to navigate to her favorite porn site and pull up a little girl-on-girl action. One hand unsteadily held the phone against her hip while the other found her pussy—and worked magic. She took care of the clit, rubbing gently with her fingers, as if she were kneading bread, and then finally inside, plunging two fingers deep that came away stickier and more wet with each pass. When she got off, she finished reading, because there was one tidbit of info she needed to see.
And on the last page, she found it.
“Items shrunken down will remain so for thirty minutes before roughly enlarging at the same rate.”
She breathed a sigh, which came far easier now that she had license to enjoy this experience. The first thing Ashley wanted to do was feel her clothes slip off again. Something about the tingle, about the fabric as it rubbed past on her descent, was intoxicating. Luckily for her, she had smaller clothes in her mom’s closet. 
Ashley decided to put on a dress complete with matching shoes that she wore when she was eleven. Currently, it fit rather snuggly, her shoulders squeezed as much as her toes. As she walked back downstairs, passing from the house and into the toy store, she noticed just how much the world was changing.
The rooms were more cavernous now, the ceiling fan blades in the emporium looking as long as her whole body. By now, she judged her height to be just over three-feet tall, as the counter in the store was exactly three-feet and she could still see over it. As she got smaller, the dress became more comfortable to move in, and her toes relaxed, finally able to spread out. 
She was starting to see the world the same way all the kids saw it, and it made her realize she needed to sort things a little better. Ashley pulled out a Beast doll, the blue, highly-intelligent mutant from X-Men, now as tall as she, and hugged it, barely able to wrap her fingers around its scruffy fur. It tickled her bare skin, and she knew it was only because she was still drawing up, shrinking down against the material.
The action figures were starting to look more like Barbie dolls the more she shrank. She picked up Cobra Commander, feeling his legs stretch in her hands. That was just the start of her interesting interactions. On the bottom shelf halfway between the new and vintage sections was a row of Robots from Lost in Space. Normally, they were quite small, but now were heavy enough that she needed two hands to lift them. When they sat on the ground, they came up to her waist. As she struggled with keeping her dress on her shoulders and her shoes on her feet, she went to each Robot and powered it on. Now, the floor was alive with a dozen moving toys, a fleet of Robots all screaming, Danger, Will Robinson! Danger! It was one of the funniest things she’d ever seen.
She was small enough to sit on top of a remote control Batmobile while holding the controller in her lap. As she pressed the buttons and jogged the stick, she was delighted to find that it could carry her across the store to her next adventure. Ashley was closing in on two-feet tall, and by now she had to shed the dress and the shoes. As she stepped out of the Batmobile, she marveled at its tiny seat, realizing in just a short while she would easily fit inside the cockpit.
There was a princess section near the front, so she grabbed one of the miniscule doll costumes from the rack. These garments were meant for ‘life-size’ princesses the emporium sold, but they were life-size to a six-year-old, which was around three-feet tall. She slipped the first one on—the yellow dress from that movie about the beast and the not-yet princess who loved books. She did a little twirl, laughing when the straps fell down. She tried several others, including a cowgirl princess, a European princess, and a futuristic princess, the shiny metal pleats falling down around her ankles. She even tried on the epic blue and white from the title character of Alice in Wonderland, wondering if that Alice ever had her breasts exposed like the incredible shrinking Ashley. But even that dress started to hang off her before long, and she simply left it in a puddle on the floor.
She was just about to move back toward the house when she caught sight of the Frozen display, seeing a giant-sized cardboard standee of that beautiful blond girl with the ice powers. For the first time of the evening, Ashley wished she’d have shrunken down around someone else, for the standee only gave her a glimpse of what a real, normal-sized person would look like now. Ashley was feeling extra frisky, so she looked around the store until she found a giant beanbag display, and headed toward it.
Her shrinking hands gripped the mesh keeping all the beanbags contained, and hoisted her up. She stood on the edge, looking into the pit of comfy, squishy stuffed animals. Picking a rather large teddy bear whose stomach was puffed out and filled with feathers, she turned her back to it, spread her arms, and fell back.
She landed softly, then sank into the soft belly of the stuffed bear. Spreading her fingers, she made a snow angel in the material, loving how it felt against her skin. If she shut her eyes, she’d probably fall asleep right here, but she didn’t want that. Getting down would probably be difficult in just a couple of minutes, so she did what always helped to keep her alert—she started to masturbate.
Ashley licked her fingers and spread her legs, then ran her hands down her stomach, feeling the static discharge making her flesh electrified. Already she was growing wet—had been since this evening started. When her fingers started to bat her clit back and forth, she thought she’d cum in an instant, but she edged as best she could, riding it out for as long as possible, hoping to get smaller before she got off.
A couple fingers plunged inside, and her head fell back and her mouth fell open. One hand reached up to tweak a nipple. She was close to orgasming, her fingers were sticky, and her legs were rocking back and forth. She’d pulled one of the teddy bear’s arms over, feeling it expand inside her hand, and just when she was about to let out a low, satisfied growl—
“Ash?” 
Her eyes flew open, and standing just by the emporium’s front door was Crystal, in her T-shirt and sleep shorts, staring at her with wide, questioning eyes. She was simply massive, even though she was clear across the room.
Ashley withdrew her fingers almost immediately and sat up, fumbling to get her footing on the beanbag bear. She dug in her heels, but she was slipping, so Crystal darted across the room, put her hands around the shrinking woman’s waist, and lifted her down into the floor. It was dizzying, despite it being such a short trip. But when her naked feet touched down, her size became all the more apparent.
“How tall are you?” the shrunken woman asked, looking up.
“Five-eleven? Shit, how tall are you, Ash?”
She tried her best to do a rough estimate but it was difficult without looking at the difference from a vantage point. But she felt her guess was close. “I think I’m around twenty inches. And I’m still shrinking.”“How did this happen? You seem so calm,” she said, taking a knee.
“Let’s go back to the house and I’ll explain everything.”
She followed her giantess friend into the living room, looking up at her giant body with lustful eyes. If she’d never been into a girl before, she surely was now when she was standing in front of a supersized one. 
Back inside the house, Ashley was lost to the change. Her sofa was simply massive, and she was unable to get back on it, but for the moment, she wanted to circle around the coffee table and look at the other things she’d previously shrunk. She pointed out to Crystal the grandfather clock, the billiards table, the floor globe, and the kitchen stool. All four were now at their final size, or so she assumed, which was still much smaller than her twenty-inch frame. 
“I need a drink for this,” said Crystal, finding Ashley’s mom’s hidden stash of wine. She pulled two glasses out of the high cabinet. “Want one?”
“A little one, I guess.”
“Very funny,” said Crystal, although Ashley wasn’t trying to make a joke. While the giantess worked to get the cork out, the dwindling girl checked out the rest of the house.
The stairs were imposing, and even standing less than two feet tall, she didn’t think she would ever want to tackle such a climb. Almost everything in the house was inaccessible now, so small she’d become. She stayed out of the billiards room because the Roomba was coasting along, vacuuming as per its evening routine, and she had visions of being sucked beneath it. The grandfather clock chimed out that it was one o’clock in the morning, and the sound was whiny, high-pitched.
God, is that how I sound? she wondered.
“Care to tell me how you arrived at this size?” asked Crystal. “And why I just stepped on and crushed one of your mom’s kitchen stools?”
She placed the glasses on the coffee table, then lifted the little naked woman up beside her. Crystal put the wineglass in her miniscule hands, but Ashley had trouble drinking it. Her big friend helped to steady it and lift it until Ashley dunked the bottom half of her face in it and took a long swig.
For the next fifteen minutes they talked about the shrink ray. Ashley told her about how she’d accidentally zapped herself and that’s how she kicked off the night of shrinking and exploring. It had been fun, watching as He-Man action figures became large enough to hug like a person, and how when she was at her final size of five inches, she wanted to see what it would be like to sit inside of Scooby-Doo’s Mystery Machine. 
“And what about the beanbag pit?” she asked. “You were uh . . . going to town on yourself.”
“Yeah,” said Ashley, feeling herself grow flustered. “I’ve been horny all week, and the shrinking . . . I dunno. Every now and then I feel a tingle and I don’t care and I get even smaller. So yeah. I was finger blasting myself. Happy?” She wasn’t mad, just a little embarrassed that Crystal saw it. “Why are you here, anyway?”
She held up her cellphone and nodded toward the kitchen counter. “I left this here so the guy drove me back. And I have a key to the shop, remember?”
“Right, I always forget about . . . aah, ooh!” She shivered, feeling that tingle go down her spine.
“What? What’s wrong?” 
“Nothing. Just . . . hey, can we kiss?”
“Kiss? Seriously?” said Crystal, but she’d sat up straight and licked her lips just the same.
“Yeah. I’m in bad shape here, girl. Help your shrinking friend out, will ya?”
By now, Ashley was less than a foot tall.
Crystal laughed, then put her massive hands on the sofa and leaned down. Seeing that large face come at her was mesmerizing and a little frightening. Ashley instinctively backed up, but then there was nowhere else to go. Crystal’s lips were over her whole face and they kissed, gentle at first, and then a little more aggressively as the giantess used her tongue to part the tiny woman’s lips. Ashely reached up and stroked her face, loving the odd sensation of giant skin under her palms. When Crystal separated, she pulled back only a little, her warm breath causing waves of ecstasy on the tiny woman. 
“Care if I try something else?” asked the giantess.
“Like what?” she asked, her back now against the armrest of the sofa.
“Close your eyes,” said Crystal, moving into position with her knees up on the sofa.
Ashley did as she was told and relaxed, but her body quickly tensed up when she felt the giant woman’s breath between her legs, and then she was looking just in time to see a giant tongue lick her from pussy to breasts. The tiny woman was surprised, but she was more turned on, so she kept quiet and let her giant friend make more passes. Each time she did it she was wetter and wetter, until finally Crystal was working the tongue so well that a tiny part of it even slipped inside of Ashley’s miniscule pussy.
“I’m going to cum, Crystal! I’m going to cum,” she said, managing to spit out the words through her labored breaths. Her back was arching, she was sitting up straighter and still the giant woman’s tongue was lashing her between the legs.
“Then do it, short stuff,” she said, never stopping.
Ashley let go after that, throwing her head back and cumming as hard as she could, gushing all across the giantess’s lips. At first, she was worried Crystal would be offended, but the big lady was laughing as she backed up and wiped her mouth. She licked the back of her hand and then stared down at the tiny woman.
“Better?” she asked.
Ashley nodded, but she was rather distracted because the world was still changing so much. She was sliding into her final size because once she’d reached a mere five inches tall, the tingling stopped. But now, she was quite sure that she would start to re-enlarge. 
“I wonder if I can talk you into something,” said Crystal, biting her lip. She put her hand out and, without even thinking, Ashley sat down in it. 
“Like what?” asked the shrunken woman.
“I’ll show you, smallfry.” Then, Crystal was up, darting through the house and up the steps until she arrived at Ashley’s bedroom. She placed the tiny woman on the covers, and Ashley’s eyes took a moment to adjust because she was in a new environment. This was akin to stepping onto a whole new planet.
And while she was acclimating, Crystal was stripping down. Her beautiful, giant body was a work of art. She was completely nude when she swung her legs over the tiny woman, coming to rest back on the bed. She licked her fingers and played with her own pussy, making it glisten in the overhead light.
“What’s the plan?” asked Ashley.
“I want you inside me,” she said, spreading herself open.
“What?” asked the small girl incredulously. 
“Yep. I used to fuck my old Barbie dolls like this when I was younger. So I know you can fit.”
“But your Barbie dolls didn’t have to breathe,” she said.
“True. So you better go in feet first.”
Ashley put hands to her hips and laughed. “Seriously? Are we seriously going to do this?”“I’m up for it if you are. I would love to go inside you, but currently I’m big and you’re small.”
“Okay,” said Ashley. “I’ll do it. Just be gentle, okay?”
“You just be gentle, little lady.”
Ashley put her hands on the giantess’s inner thigh as she walked up, then sat down on the bed, feet leading. The giantess cupped a hand beneath her bottom and served as a launch pad to go inside. Ashley didn’t know how this would play out, as she was already afraid that the giant pussy was going to swallow her whole. Her scent was intoxicating, and when Ashley reached a foot in, so was her heat.
It was a tight fit, as Ashley wasn’t even sure she was still five inches tall. Crystal’s eyes clamped shut and she leaned back against the pillows, but she still used one hand to gently grab the tiny woman and help push her in. This was an experience that Ashely would never forget, and as soon as she was in up to the shoulders, her fear dissolved. It had been replaced with pure ecstasy
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