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  A Corporate Tryst


Maybe it was the way women looked at him, but Dexter always seemed to come out on top. He’d been working for NovaTech for the last ten years, had been inside various hen-houses throughout his tenure. But he’d never landed someone as prominent as Laura—she was the senior VP of marketing, but of course she was, being the boss’s daughter. Laura was powerful within the company, and if Dexter played his cards right, he could ride her coattails straight to the top. 
He’d popped the question in the company board room right after a very important meeting. Her dad had been there of course, and although he turned his nose up at almost everyone, he was still happy for his daughter. Laura was overjoyed, quick to show off the ring and share it on her social media. The funniest part was that in effect, she had paid for it herself. Laura loved him like no other, but Dexter was incapable of such an emotion. He used people—women were no exception.
Case in point, the woman currently on her knees beneath his desk who was not Laura.
Dexter was grabbing the armrests of his desk chair, eyes focused on the wall clock on the opposite end of his expansive, high-rise office. He looked down at the beautiful woman with his cock in her mouth, long blond hair tied up so she could work him better. She always had a ‘sexy librarian’ persona, a female type he’d always wanted to checkmark off his list. 
“You like that, baby,” said Jane, looking up with her cool, icy blue eyes. 
“You know I do.” His toes were curling in his shoes. 
He was tensing his stomach muscles and knew an orgasm was right around the corner. Jane knew it too, as she jerked him with two hands and circled the head of his cock with her tongue. When he finally did shoot his load, she descended ravenously on him, licking along his shaft, swallowing his cum, then finally sitting back on her haunches. She quickly slid away, sitting in the floor next to him, and with her phone’s camera, she dutifully fixed her makeup. 
“When are you going to stay late again?” she asked, switching gears rather quickly.
“Possibly tomorrow night,” he said, zipping his fly and fastening his belt. “She’s supposed to go out of town.”
Jane stood up, then squeezed her knees in Dexter’s chair so that she could straddle him, although the fit was rather tight. She pressed her breasts in his face and hugged him. For a moment they just sat there, and he took in her scent, which was wonderful. His hands found her ass and squeezed, pulling her in closer.
“If she’s out of town, we should fuck. Right here.”
“I don’t know. There’s so much work still. The budget write-up and—”
“You never have time for me. Only her.” She stood up and crossed her arms, pouting.
“That’s not true. I try to make time for you every time I see you. But it’s hard with her around. She’s going to find out if we’re not careful.”
“You know that’s not going to happen. We’re careful.”
“I know, babe,” he said, more to silence her than anything.
“Also, I have a surprise if you’ll wait for me tomorrow.”
“A surprise?” he asked, pushing her back a little so he could look at her.
“Yep,” she raised a seductive eyebrow. “And you don’t get to find out what that means until you show up.”
He laughed, and rolled his eyes. Jane was always wanting to show him something. She was NovaTech’s lead researcher, a brilliant woman who was hired straight out of college based solely on her test scores. She’d been instrumental in designing many of the company’s flagship devices, and her newest one was so secretive that she wouldn’t even tell Dexter. This was something she took very seriously.
Just then, Dexter’s phone buzzed on his desk. He reached past the towering beauty and looked at the screen.
I have tacos. You hungry?
“It’s Laura,” he said. “You have to go, she’s in the building.”
“Shit,” said Jane, “Okay.” She stepped off and adjusted her skirt, then sat on his desk, kicking her shoes off. She wore a pair of crotchless pantyhose that allowed him—when she spread her legs—to see right up to her exposed pussy. They were not only sexy as hell, but also made these quick little trysts a bit easier to accomplish. But he didn’t get to look at it long. She put her hosed foot right into his face and said, “Kiss.”
Dexter did as she asked, planting a kiss on her sweet-smelling foot before she returned it to the heel. That was a major turn-on, and Jane took advantage of that to get his juices going.
Although Laura was in the building, that didn’t mean she was nearby. She usually sent a text as she was entering the lobby, nearly eighty floors down. Dexter’s door was always locked, but that wouldn’t look good if she saw Jane in the office. Jane typically reported to Laura because most of the inventions went through some sort of marketing campaign. 
“Hey,” said Dexter when he opened the office door and checked to make sure the coast was clear. “I love you.” He planted a kiss on her lips.
She turned and headed for the elevator. “Just make sure you stay late tomorrow. I’m gonna blow your mind.”

      [image: image-placeholder]Laura was a princess in every sense of the word. She came from money—her family founded NovaTech (although it went through many name changes and functions throughout the years) so she never knew struggle. As she walked into his office, now unlocked, her high heels clacked powerfully on the polished granite. She wore a slightly too short skirt, cut at the side to reveal a sliver of thigh each time she stepped. Laura was like a living Snapchat filter—hair and makeup perfect. He’d never seen her nails look bad—the girl had a standing appointment twice a week for manis and pedis.
“How’s your day been?” she asked, setting the bag of tacos on his desk. They smelled wonderful because he neglected to eat today, on account of getting his dick sucked.
“Busy,” he said. “Are you leaving tonight or in the morning?”“Probably tonight,” she said. “The meeting is at ten and I’m flying. I told daddy no more cars for me.” She was showing off NovaTech’s portfolio in New Jersey. She hated business trips and now she was insisting her father send her there in the quickest way possible. She was supposed to be gone for three days.
“I’ll miss you,” he said. It was hard to be so sincere.
“I’ll miss you, too,” she said, then came around and sat on his lap. “Are you going to be coming home anytime soon?”
“I have a lot of work, sweetheart. I’m sorry.” His desk had been completely empty. While Laura was a high-level corporate executrix, she still had trouble navigating the opposite sex. Dexter imagined her upbringing made it very hard to date. It was the one area of her life where she lacked confidence, and with it, the savvy needed to detect when a guy wasn’t into her. Lucky for Dexter, that worked out in his favor.
She got down on her knees and started to fiddle with his belt. “Then I suppose we need to have a little fun before I leave.”
He wanted to stop her, but what guy didn’t like having back-to-back blowjobs?
“This isn’t like you,” he said, knowing that Laura lacked a promiscuous side. 
“Maybe I want it to be,” she said. “Let the Rich Bitch give you head.” That was a name that most of the employees called her behind her back, something Laura had known about for years. At one time it had struck a painful chord, but now she found their petty jealousies a source of mild amusement.
“What if someone comes in?” he said, trying to reason.
She pulled his dick out and stroked it. “Then I’ll tell them to leave. After all, I am the boss’s daughter.”

      [image: image-placeholder]The next night, after a lengthy FaceTime chat with Laura once she’d checked into her hotel, Dexter said he loved her and that he would see her soon. During the whole conversation, Jane stood in the background, tapping her foot impatiently. Her tight miniskirt—something she’d put on just for this occasion—violated the company dress code five ways to Sunday, and her hair had been pulled up as if ready to give him one of her patented mind-blowing blowjobs. It being well after hours, there were no underlings or other employees to give her disapproving scowls or whisper complaints to the higher ups.
“You ready to see something cool?” she said.
“I thought I was seeing something cool right here,” he said, pointing at the desk he’d cleared off just for their fun.
“In a minute. Come with me.” She turned around, her ass bobbing as her heels clacked across the floor.
She led him to the elevator and then down four floors to the research wing. The elevator didn’t even stop on this floor without swiping the proper keycard. As they walked to the lab, Dexter peered about cautiously, unsure of whether they might be observed by any of the lab workers. He was reassured by the darkened empty rooms they passed on the way to Jane’s lab and office. He let Jane lead the way, as this was all unfamiliar turf to him. Dexter never came down here—he never really had a reason, nor did he want the added gossip that was rampant in such office buildings.
“This better be good,” he said. “I could be fucking your brains out right now.”
“You’ll be fucking me soon enough. Now hush.”
She swiped her keycard on a large, squat storage locker toward the rear of her office. The doors sprang open and she pulled out something that resembled a rifle, only this one looked incredibly high-tech. There was a strap that went around her shoulder and she held it out, as if it were the world’s bulkiest guitar. It had wires everywhere, like writhing worms. Jane flipped a switch on the side, lighting up a dozen buttons. A low hum shuddered from the middle of it.
“What the hell is that thing?”
“This, my love, is a shrink ray.”
“No way,” he said, looking it over. He knew Jane could come up with some amazing tech when she put her mind to it, but a shrink ray? That was impossible, wasn’t it?
“Yes way. Observe.”
She turned around, pulled the trigger, and the room lit up with an intense, blue light. When it faded, he had only a moment to watch as her desk steadily and quickly crept smaller. The legs made a screeching sound as they dragged across the tile. When it was over, she leaned down and picked it up, then plopped it right on his outstretched hand.
He tipped it too far to the side and all the paperwork spilled off, miniature wisps of paper floating away. It was incredibly light, and as he moved it back and forth, the drawers rolled out. He was afraid of breaking it, of dropping it, so he placed it back on the floor at her feet. If she wanted, she could’ve crushed it with no problem.
“Let’s shrink something else,” he said. “How about . . .”
Dexter turned around, had just pointed at a watercooler when he felt warm. Half a heartbeat later, the blue light filled the room and he was falling, his stomach lurching up to his throat. But before the light even faded, he knew what had happened, only the motive was unclear. He turned around, just as the floor began to thud rhythmically, each powerful reverberation getting closer. 
Dexter watched as a giant Jane turned the device toward the shrunken desk and zapped, bringing it back up to full-size. She then pulled the strap over her shoulder and rested the shrink ray on it. Now, she was standing over him, looking simply massive, but he couldn’t pull his eyes from her pussy—she was once again wearing the crotchless pantyhose he loved so much. 
Then, it was as if things were moving in slow-motion. Jane started to bend down, the muscles and bones in her legs audible as they adjusted. Her fingers—painted red tonight—reached out and scooped him up. She brought him up to her eyes, which filled his world from left to right. Just how small had he become? Judging by how far his feet stuck out below her hand and how far his head above it, he guessed around five inches.
“I think it’s time we renegotiated the terms of our relationship,” she said. 
“What? You crazy bitch! Fix me back. Now!” He was panicked, but at least she’d proven with the desk that the shrink ray had a reverse function.
Jane smiled, her teeth a brilliant white and stretching across her face like a fence. At this close angle he could finally see the very slight Asian ancestry that she’d always claimed. She was a beautiful woman, no doubt about that, but right now she was positively terrifying. What did she mean by renegotiate? Dexter was smart enough to listen.
“You now realize I can do this anytime I want, right?” Her voice came out harsh across his face, the air blowing his hair. “I’m tired of getting your time only when it’s convenient for you. From now on, I get you on weekends, too. Is that understood?”
“Jane, I don’t know. I don’t see how that’s even possib—”
Without even waiting for his answer, Dexter found himself swooping away, quickly plunging headfirst towards Jane’s open thighs. She brought one foot up to rest in the seat of a chair, and held him for a second or two before her moist, reddened vagina. The view was amazing…and deeply frightening. Her scent was nearly overpowering, stirring his arousal even through his fear. Jane briefly debated whether to strip the miniature man before inserting him and decided not to bother with such niceties – she was just too horny and he was so cute wearing his little ‘doll clothes’. She shoved him into her, head first, initially slowly, then more forcefully. Dexter was powerless as the giantess used him as a sextoy, dragging him by the feet in and out. His clothes were soaked by the time she was done, and just when he thought he was going to pass out from lack of air, she jerked him back out.
“Let’s try this again,” she said. “I get you. Weekends. No excuses. Is that understood?”
He spit her juices from his mouth and nodded.
“That’s not all. I want a raise.”
“What?” he asked incredulously. She’d already turned her hand, ready to plunge him inside again. “Wait! Wait! Okay. I’ll talk to Laura. I’ll see what I can do. Please. Just change me back.”
Jane slid down the desk and knelt on the floor. He didn’t like the look in her eyes—like someone who had become unhinged. She was like a mad scientist right now, one who was bent on world domination—only Dexter was the world to her. She placed him on the ground, and for a moment he thought about running, but where would he go? And could he possibly even outrun her? Instead, he stayed right where she put him.
She kicked off her heel, brought her foot down on top of him. He fought the nylon, but couldn’t help becoming aroused by her foot. Jane slid it back and forth, working his tiny body with her nyloned heel. If she applied any more pressure, she’d probably crush his bones. But right now, she was merely being playful.
“See, this isn’t so bad, right? We could have a lot of fun while you’re small.”
He was almost ready to agree with her but Jane had lost her mind—he was sure of that now. Still, he pretended to be into it. What other choice did he have?
“Take your clothes off,” she said. “And do not hesitate and give me reason to shove you right back into my pussy.”  He nervously stripped out of his clothes and stood naked, covering his dick. She laughed at this.
Then, he was flying through the air as she jerked him up and brought him to rest on her face. She tugged at his tiny dick, which was between her lips. He braced himself on her cheeks, afraid to move a muscle.
“Careful, little Dex. This could either be the best blowjob you’ve ever had or I could just eat you. Your choice.”
“Don’t eat me,” he said, wondering if she were even capable of it.
“Then be good and hold still.” She started to suck him, which was both arousing and terrifying at once. He was worried she’d suck too hard and effectively turn him into a eunuch. But as his body relaxed and he let her warm breath float past him, he found his dick standing on end, and finally, somehow, she got him off. He came, gripping the strands of hair framing her cheeks. After it was over, she kissed him from head to toe, then put him back on the ground. Jane stood up, once again striking fear into his heart—she was simply colossal. 
“Now what?” he asked, but he wasn’t even sure if she heard him.
“I’m going to change you back now, Dex.” His spirits soared when she picked up the shrink ray. “But should you want to start trouble with me, I won’t hesitate to shrink you again. And should you want to retaliate later, I’ll go to Laura and tell her everything.”
Jane knew Dexter would never say a word. For one, he was terrified of Laura’s wrath, like all the rest of NovaTech’s employees. His life at the company now hung in a very tenuous balance. He wanted to maintain a status quo, and that meant keeping his side-chick happy. Besides, he could swing weekends since Laura often chose to work rather than stay home. And maybe if she thought the research wing deserved more funding, she’d give Jane a bump in pay. This could work . . .
“Okay, I’ll be good. Just . . . please. Change me back and don’t make me small ever again.”
Jane stood back and zapped him. The blue light faded just in time for him to reach his normal size and see her zapping his pile of clothes at his feet. As he got dressed, she returned the shrink ray to the locked cabinet. He had her scent all over him, and he’d need to take a shower in the downstairs locker room before he even went home. His clothes were covered in her juices, now enlarged alongside them. Without a word, he turned and headed for the door.
“And Dex?” she said. He turned around to find her sitting at the desk, her legs on it, pussy on full display. He just stared. “You will be shrunken down again.”
He gulped, nodded, then left.

      [image: image-placeholder]When Laura returned to work the next morning, Dex could already tell something was wrong. She was especially short with her workers. The crasser she sounded, the more they hopped to please her. He was picking up his lunch from the receptionist down the hall when she first walked in, high heels clacking on the tile. The employees on Dexter’s floor snapped to attention whenever she coasted by, feeling that the best place to be on the boss’s daughter’s radar was beneath it. 
“Laura?” he said as she swept by, entering Dex’s office. She turned around on her heel, balling her hands into fists. Her whole countenance changed when she saw him, almost as if this hardened executive was hiding a scared little girl.
“Am I pretty, Dexter?” she asked. It was such an odd, random question that he was momentarily stunned, to which she definitely read into. “I work so hard to make my face perfect. Pretty nails, hair.” She held up her shiny, lacquered nails, as if making a peace offering.
“Laura, I don’t . . . what’s happening?” He was at a loss for words.
She seemed to straighten at his stammering, as if his inability to read her mind was making her angry. “It’s never enough for you. Say you love me!”
“Okay, I love you,” he said, feeling the watchful eyes of others around him. He’d left the door open and there was still some foot traffic in the hallway and adjacent offices.
She just shook her head, as if it wasn’t enough. “You don’t.” And then, she stormed away, frantically hitting the elevator button as if she desperately needed to be on the other side of the doors. If Dexter had been a good guy, he’d have chased after her. But he wasn’t a good guy, so he watched her board the elevator and leave. Now, he was less angry, more confused.
She knows, he thought . . .
But how? It was counterproductive to what Jane wanted. She surely wouldn’t tell his fiancé. As much as he hated it, he was going to talk to her about it. Laura would be busy with paperwork—anytime she took days away from NovaTech she came back to a mountain of it—so hopefully he’d get a little alone time with his favorite (although deeply intimidating) researcher.
He found her in the lab, looking rather comical in her heels, sexy-librarian skirt, hair pulled back—and a welder’s mask as she soldered something on the table, sparks flying out. She took notice of him when he entered, flipping up the mask to show that her makeup was on point—and that even though it was incredibly hot in her office, she wasn’t sweating at all. She pulled off the headpiece and placed it on the counter, then turned a knob on the shrink ray.
“We need to talk,” he said. 
“Shut the door,” she answered. “Pull the blinds.”
He did as she asked, knowing that there were a few eyes and ears in the lab who would love nothing more than to run back and tattle to Laura for ‘brownie points.’ As soon as he had the blinds pulled, he turned back to see her now holding the shrink ray right at him.
“Whoa, wait! What are you doing?”
“If we’re having a conversation, you’re going to be small.” She pulled something shiny out of her pocket and tossed it to him.  He was so preoccupied with trying to catch it that he didn’t notice she’d pulled the trigger. He closed his eyes, for watching the world expand caused him great vertigo. He let the trembling of the ground tell him when he could look again.
Dexter looked up, noticed she wasn’t wearing any underwear again, and then his eyes found hers. She pointed at him, then tapped her ear. He looked at the device in his hand and realized it was a Bluetooth headset. As soon as he had it in his ear, she was bending low, picking him up. She placed him on the table by the shrink ray—he could smell the burning ozone from her soldering gun.
“Can you hear me?” she asked in his ear.
“Yeah.”
“Nice. Let’s go for a little walk.”
She put on her lab coat and then placed him in the pocket. Dexter struggled to stay upright, but he was battling a tube of lip gloss, a few coins, and a squishy ball of lint. The pocket was swaying back and forth, which meant she was on the move. He tried to lie on his back, to look up at the exit, but couldn’t tell much. Jane had opened her office door and left.
“She knows, Jane,” said the little man.
“Did she tell you that? What were her words?”
“She didn’t come right out and say it, no. But I can tell something is wrong. She blew up on me about her looks.”
“Women are crazy, little man.”
He didn’t need reminded of that.
“I don’t know what’s going to happen. I can’t have her finding out. And you can’t either if you want me to hold my end of the bargain.”
Her hand dipped into the pocket and pulled out the coins.
“Relax, Dex. It’s going to be fine.”
“We need to have a talk,” said a voice from down the hall. Dexter froze, although no one could possibly know he was inside Jane’s pocket. 
It was Laura.
“Oh yeah? What’s up, Laura?” said Jane, playing dumb.
“Jesus, just deny!” said Dexter in her ear. 
And then, he could see Laura—she’d walked up to Jane and was standing very close, eyeing her with a vengeful look. Were they about to fight?
But then, Laura’s face turned soft. She reached out, took Jane’s hair between her fingers and said, “You’re one of the prettiest people in this building.”“Thank you,” said Jane, sounding uneasy. She was right to feel that way. It made Dexter uneasy too.
“I have heard your newest product is something of a miracle. And I’ve arranged for you to present it to our board of directors. Would you be able to write up a report and have it down on A3 this evening?” A3 was the floor where her dad worked, and any meeting there was the first step to getting additional funding.
“Well, yes. Yes, ma’am. I’ll have it ready. Thank you.”
Laura walked off without saying a word. Then Jane was on the move, going in the opposite direction.
“What the hell?” Dexter said. “That was very odd.”
“It was,” Jane whispered. “But a good thing. Looks like you held up your part of the bargain.”
Dexter didn’t say anything, because after all, he hadn’t done a thing.
When they made it back to her office, she pulled him out of the pocket and placed him on the desk. She cracked open an orange soda—their little journey had been to the vending machine at the end of the hall. Jane’s shoes dropped to the floor and she put her feet up on the desk, right in his face. She gestured for him to tend to them, also flexing and pointing her pretty, slightly long-ish toes. He leaned in and kissed them, loving their sight and scent through her sheer pantyhose.
“This stresses me out,” she said. “I have a report to write up.”
“Then make me big and I’ll leave you to it.”
“Oh, love,” she said, picking him up and holding him just in front of her, shiny nails folded over to keep him from falling off. “You are my stress relief, remember?”
She brought him down to the desk chair, where he stood just inches from the edge. Her thighs flanked him on both sides, and just ahead, her massive pussy. He looked up, past the swell of her breasts and saw her smiling down at him.
“Get those clothes off—I think I want you naked this time!” she said firmly. Something in her tone—and her nearly hundred foot height (to his way of measuring)—told him it was best not to argue with her. In a few moments he stood naked before the giantess—unable to keep his penis from becoming rigid at the sight and scent of her.
“You got two choices, little man. Jump over the edge or get busy pleasing me.”
It wasn’t so bad on his terms, he thought—if saying he had terms was even correct. He pushed into her, leading with his feet, feeling her body tense and then relax. Dexter loved her scent, loved the way she made soft moans as the walls of her pussy tightened and released. She put her fingers on his shoulders, those long, red nails reflecting his struggling face, and then pushed. He went all the way in, his head poking out for a moment before she shoved once more. The light snuffed out, and he was kicking his arms and legs, struggling to get into a position that was comfortable but also sending waves of pleasure throughout her whole body.
“Can’t breathe,” he told her through the earpiece.
“You’re . . . fine,” she said, voice labored. “I’m almost there.”
She didn’t need to say it for him to know. The whole fleshy room filled with her juices, blasting with warm cum so hard that his head kicked back. He felt his ear, sure that the communicator would have been blown away, but luckily it was still there. He was just about to plead that she pull him out, when she did just that—reaching into her pussy with sticky fingers and jerking his upper torso until the cool air hit him.
“Thanks, little guy,” she said. She put him in the floor and said, “Give me a decent foot massage and I’ll let you clean up.”
So that’s where Dexter spent the next half an hour—rubbing the giantess’s feet for no other purpose than to be humiliated. Surely his little hands weren’t much good against her large soles. Still, it was arousing for him, and as it turned out, arousing for her. His little hands tickled nicely, but what really excited her was the sense of power she felt having him at her feet—a tiny supplicant serving his giant queen.
She bathed him beneath the sink faucet in her private bathroom, using hand soap to lather him up. When he was dry, she instructed him to get dressed, then zapped him back to normal-size. She came around the desk and kissed him full on the lips, but he had trouble returning it. Jane didn’t notice his lack of participation because her mind was elsewhere, wondering if she would get a pay raise.
He left, hoping no one would see him until his hair fully dried. By now, Laura usually sent a text asking if he wanted lunch, but there were no such messages. Instead, he went back to his office and busied himself in paperwork, hoping that once Jane got her way, his days of shrinking would be at an end. 
Little did he know that the whole game was about to change . . .

      [image: image-placeholder]Later that evening, he sent Jane a text telling her good luck in the meeting. It didn’t occur to him at the time, but would sometime later, that Laura’s father was out of town, and even if he were here, when was the last time he had an evening meeting? So much of the situation was odd, but Dexter was having trouble thinking straight. Nothing about the last day had made any sense.
But as he was sitting there, lost in his paperwork, he found his desk falling. That wasn’t quite right, was it? He rolled his chair away just in time to keep his legs from being crushed because it had quickly dwindled away. He looked through his haze of unsettled papers, expecting to see Jane standing just before him, ready to play one of her ‘Hide the Dexter’ games but it wasn’t her at all.
It was Laura.
“Laura, wait,” he said, but too late. She zapped him, and the vertigo was even greater this time because the inertia of the blast sent him spinning in his chair. Her feet hammered across the floor, the dark pantyhose revealing only a slight nail polish. Of course she was barefoot, her heels by the doorway. It was the only way she could get close enough to shrink him without him hearing her enter.
She bent down, scooped him up and brought him to eye-level. She’d been crying—he could see that in her makeup, but she looked at him with a . . . what? Seductive look? That wasn’t really Laura’s style, but that’s exactly what it was. 
“I really like this thing,” she said, nodding down to the shrink ray. “I think your girlfriend is really on to something here.”
“Laura, I . . .”
“Save it. We need to talk.” She dropped him down into her bra and carried him out of his office. Dexter stood on her nipple, his little hands reaching over her top while she walked. They came across very few people, but none of them saw him, so transfixed were they by their boss storming out, carrying the odd-looking contraption. 
They headed right to her office, two floors up. It was one of the largest in the building and even Dexter was envious of the space. He didn’t think of any of these things right now as she placed the shrink ray on her desk and then dropped him next to it. She circled around, took a seat, then sat up straight as her eyes bore into him. No crotchless panties on this one, he thought.
“How?” he asked, knowing that word was the leading tag on so many questions.
“It wasn’t hard,” she said. “Anyone can tell that you love that woman. I just never wanted to believe it. But I did have Charles over for a meeting late one afternoon, about two weeks ago.”
Charles was the building’s IT and security guy. The moment she said his name, he knew he was fucked.
She continued. “I had him install cameras in the lab. I’ve been watching Jane for days. I have been following her research.” She moved to her chair, put her feet up on the desk next to him, the dark fabric encasing her soles enticing. Still, he tried to watch her face, to listen to her words. “Imagine my surprise laying down to sleep in my hotel room only to watch my boyfriend—I mean, my fiancé—enter the lab to have a little fun.”
“I don’t . . .  I don’t know what to say,” he said.
She kicked him over with her foot, pushed slightly forward in her chair, and rested her heel on his body. It wasn’t painful, but he was effectively pinned. “You don’t say anything. You listen. I watched her progress with the shrink ray, and then I watched where she hid her spare ID badge. Do you think your girl is at a meeting with daddy right now? No. I just wanted her out of the lab so I could grab that.” She plinked her nails on the chrome barrel of the shrink ray.
“Okay,” he said, calmly. “So now what?”
Her foot disappeared from him and he sat up.
“I’m not really sure,” she said, leaning in. “I don’t know why but there’s something just . . . intoxicating about having you at my mercy. Is this how Jane feels all the time?”
“I don’t have an answer for that,” he said, not liking her tone. 
“I think it’s time I explore this a little more. I would very much like what you gave to your bitch of a girlfriend.”
“What did I give?” he asked, but thought he already knew the answer. She put her feet up at the edge of the desk, rocking back in the chair.
“Come on, Laura, this isn’t you. You don’t have this naughty side,” he said.
“I think you need to shut your mouth and take your clothes off.”
They had a standoff for a moment, but ultimately Dexter lost. He stripped down for the second time of the day and stood ready for whatever she wanted to do.
Laura quickly scooped him up, used her free hand to peel back her pantyhose, and then shoved him head first into her pussy. She had no idea the right way to use him, the way Jane had earlier, and he fully believed that she was going to either snap his neck or leave him in her juices so long he would drown. But as she chaotically used him as a sextoy, he could hear her moans—something she didn’t have to stifle because there was no one else on this floor. When she finally did cum, it washed all across him. She simply left him to his devices, and Dexter backed out until he bumped into the pantyhose. He climbed out, then fell to the cushion between her legs.
She lifted him up to the desk again, then put her foot right against him. He loved the smell of the nylon, and it was rather troubling that he was constantly being aroused by such dire situations. Still, he couldn’t help the rock between his legs.
“I guess you’re dumping me now,” he said. It sounded ridiculously simplistic, but what other path would she take? 
“I should dump you,” she agreed. “I should tell my father what you’ve been doing so he can fire you and perhaps even take legal action. Then I should do the same to your little girlfriend.” Dexter found the use of the term ‘little’ to be a bit odd—Jane certainly wouldn’t be little right now.
“But . . .?”
“But I think we’re all adults and can work something out.”
“Such as?”
Just then, the door opened and a voice said, “You wanted to see me?”
Dexter felt his heart sink as he turned around and saw his girlfriend enter, looking a little dejected, fearful, but also interested. She was carrying her shoes in her hand. Of course she was sad—she’d just arrived at a big meeting and found the boardroom empty. Laura must have texted her to come to her office.
“Recognize your handiwork?” said Laura as she waved her arm across the desk, and Dexter didn’t know if she was referring to the shrink ray, him, or both.
“Oh, God, Laura. I can explain,” she said. Jane was ever fearful of his fiancé, knowing she could cut the ropes on her career at any moment. She held up a hand, silencing the woman as effectively as slapping her.
“You don’t have to explain anything, because I already know it all. The question now is what to do with the two of you.”
He looked up at her as her nostrils flared in anger. She’d leaned forward, interlacing her hands, the blue lacquered finish of her perfectly applied nail varnish reflecting his scared face. What would happen next, he wondered? This was not a good position to be in, and he felt doubly vulnerable being a mere five and a half inches tall.
“I’ll leave him alone,” said Jane, standing up straight, taking on a rather formal tone.
Laura laughed. “Do you think I care about that now? Our relationship was a farce. And now it’s over. At least the way it was before.” Dexter didn’t know what she meant by that last part, but he assumed they were done. Would Jane want him after this? Would he even want her? Ever since the shrink ray came into play, things had taken an odd, complicated turn.
“What do you mean . . .  the way it was before?” Jane asked. She dared to approach the desk.
Laura thought for a moment, and then said, “I think we could come up with an arrangement.”
“How so?” asked Jane.
She looked down at the little man on her desk, then ran a hand across the smooth barrel of the shrink ray. “You have quite an impressive piece of tech here. How about we double . . . no, triple, your funding. Let’s make something smaller…handier. And in exchange, we’ll share this little man.”
“She can’t share me, I’m yours!” said Dexter from the desk. He could feel his face growing flushed.
“Interesting,” said Jane. “How could I ever turn that down? What are your terms?”
“He continues to work here, and for all intents and purposes, he’ll still pretend to be my fiancé. No need to upset daddy. You can have him in the evenings. OK—most evenings.”
“Make him big. Let’s see what he says,” Jane said, backing away.
Laura picked up the shrink ray, powered it on, then zapped Dexter, who sprang back up so fast that he lost his balance and tripped over the side of the desk. He banged his head, could taste blood in his mouth where he bit his tongue, but he looked up and faced down these two women, who somehow were still imposing despite being shorter than him.
“You heard us. You are ours now.”
“You can’t use me like this!” said Dexter, his hands shaking.
Jane threw her head back and laughed. “That’s exactly how you’ve been using us both. Her for the status, me for my body.”
Laura said, “Be thankful that this is the outcome. You’re still going to get off, but it’ll be on our terms. Now leave. Your girlfriend and I are going to discuss a few things. The . . . intricacies of playing with a shrunken man.”
He just looked blankly at them both.
Jane said, “Better go, little man. Before you get the same order at a much smaller size.” 
Laura picked up the shrink ray, to which he turned tail and ran, slamming through the door to their laughter.

      [image: image-placeholder]He slept on the sofa that night, barely acknowledging Laura as she came in, had dinner alone, then went upstairs to shower and sleep. The following day at work was tense, but he expected it to be that way. It became a little easier over time. Neither girl really talked to him, but they did take turns shrinking him down and playing with him. 
Laura loved nothing more than putting him on the edge of her desk and then sweeping her hand across, only to make him fall into her waiting palm. She threatened to eat him on more than one occasion. Every now and then she would use him as a sex toy and go about her day, as if she weren’t even aware that he was in there. He was pretty sure she sat through a couple of meetings while he squirmed to get out.
And then Jane was just as bad. On many weekends she even took him home where he remained shrunk the whole time. She wouldn’t even let him have sex with her at normal size, citing that a dildo-sized Dex was all the man she needed. One of her favorite games was putting him on the ground and then slipping into her favorite Halloween costume—a tight, leather catsuit—complete with ears and a tail. Her ‘claws’ were her own beautifully polished nails, objects of both fear and admiration for tiny Dex. Then, she would slink down on all-fours, chasing him around the house. The way she lunged and darted after him both frightened and thrilled him—it certainly made vanilla sex seem very tame by comparison. There was always the present danger—would she actually hurt him? A part of him didn’t want to know the answer.
When they returned to work, he often lived at her feet or served as a sextoy. He rode in her pocket because Jane was the type of woman who could be struck with the sudden need for a quickie.
Then one day, a few weeks after adjusting to life as a mostly-shrunken man, he sat down at his desk to see a Post-It note on his keyboard from Jane that read: I get you first today, come to the lab.
Dexter went ahead and took his tie off, understanding what this meant. And as soon as he walked into her office she gave him the usual instruction of shutting the door and closing the blinds. This time, when he turned around, she was just picking up the shrink ray. 
“Hang on, why don’t you at least give me notice first?”
“Aww, does whittle Dex need a warm up? Okay. Here we go: One . . . two . . .”
And then she zapped him.
Dexter just rolled his eyes, but at least he was happy that the vertigo wasn’t as bad. He was becoming a pro at being shrunken down. As he stood there on the floor, looking up at her as she sat behind her desk, he wondered what the day’s adventures would be like. She kicked her shoes off and put them aside.
“My feet are so achy—I love these new pumps but they do pinch a bit. Let’s start with a foot massage. Come on under.” She tapped her foot authoritatively.
Dexter did as he was told, now able to walk upright beneath her desk until he reached her feet. He got down on the floor, on his back, and let her put them on top of him where he used his arms to gently do circles across her nyloned soles. She was moaning gently, as her feet were a particularly sensitive erogenous zone for her. After half an hour on his back, passing back and forth between feet, she lifted him off the ground, licked her fingers and then rubbed her pussy. Then, just as he figured, he was shoved head first inside her. 
By now, Dexter knew the spots to bring a giantess to orgasm, and although the idea of being fully immersed inside a woman was intoxicating, it was still rather dangerous. He didn’t want to be crushed to death, and he certainly didn’t want to die with cum in his lungs. So he did the job the best that he could, and pleasured his girlfriend, little arms and legs thrashing, until she came powerfully.
After they were finished, half the workday was over. Jane zapped him back to normal size and he showered in her executive bathroom and then put on the clothes sitting on the toilet seat. Laura often arranged for him to have a change of clothes, as shrinking Dex had become broken down to a science. 
Back outside, she was sitting with her feet still on the desk, face flushed, thumbs tapping on her phone. 
“Oh, your fiancé would like to see you. C’mon, we’ll both go visit.”
She stood up, slung the shrink ray over her shoulder and then winked at him before leading him to the elevator.

      [image: image-placeholder]Laura dismissed two men who were standing over her desk, manila folders in hand. Her eyes lit up when she saw Dexter and Jane enter.
Dexter put his hands on her desk and said, “Laura, we really nee—”
“Zap him,” she said to Jane.
Dexter didn’t even get to finish his sentence, so quickly was he falling past the woman. He was once more on the ground, looking at a pair of giant feet. He just stood there, knowing there was no reason to run off anywhere because they would grab him and put him to work, either way. Jane bent down, snatched him by the collar of the shirt and lifted him up to the desk between her thumb and forefinger. 
Laura laid her hand on the desk, clenching it slightly so that Dexter understood that he was to walk to her waiting palm. He did as she commanded, stepping into it and then sitting down, unsure of where he should look. All around him were the women who owned him—who called the shots of his life.
“Lock my door, please,” said Laura to Jane, who quickly jogged back to make it so.
Laura came around and sat down on the floor with him, taking her shoes off. She put her back to the desk and said, “Rub them, little man.”
“And I could use another, as well,” said Jane, joining her in the floor. She put her feet up likewise, trapping the man within a four-walled prison of nyloned feet. They were both texting on their phones as he rubbed, and it wasn’t until a short while later that he realized they were talking to each other, silently coming up with new and interesting ways to torture the little man.
Later, the girls took off their pantyhose. Laura extracted a small tray from her desk, put it on the floor; a paint roller and a small container of nail polish. Using the shrunken roller, Dexter applied nail polish to both the girl’s toes. He supported himself on the spongy spreader while he painted, and by the time he’d covered twenty toes, he was nearly exhausted. When he sat down and wiped the sweat from his brow, the girls just looked at each other and smiled. Laura picked him up and dropped him, making him stand on his feet.
“We’re going to play a game,” she said, getting on her knees. She kept her feet elevated for fear of messing up the paint. Jane assumed a similar position. 
“What kind of game?” he asked.
“See the door over there?” she asked. It was around ten feet away, should he normal-sized. Now it seemed like half a mile. He nodded. 
Jane said, “You’re going to run. We’re going to count to three and then chase after you. If you reach the door in time, we’ll make you big again, no more shrinking.”
“And if I don’t?” he asked, already knowing he wouldn’t.
Laura looked at Jane and gave her a look that he didn’t quite understand. It was almost . . . lustful. She said, “If you don’t, then we’re going to try an experiment.”
Before he could raise a question, Jane said, “On your mark . . .get set . . . go!”
He waited only a second before turning and running across the carpet.
“One,” said Jane.
His legs pumped, his lungs burned.
“Two,” said Laura.
He wasn’t even halfway there yet, but he couldn’t stop, nor slow down.Both girls shouted, “Three!”
Dexter lost his balance because the world was rumbling. As the girls padded their way toward him, knees hitting and hands slapping, it sent a shock wave that almost immobilized him. But he knew this wasn’t a fair game, and when a hand appeared in front of him and snatched him up, he almost let out a sigh. The mental warfare was almost as bad as the physical abuse—yet that wasn’t quite right.
When he looked at his lovers, he was aroused. And while his situation was dire, it still wasn’t lost upon him how sexy this predicament could be. He was the sex toy for a pair of beautiful, colossal women. Dangers aside, how on God’s green Earth could this be any sexier? 
They were about to show him.
Laura had a small conference room off of her office where she entertained potential clients. It wasn’t much, a pair of leather chairs and a sofa with a coffee table in the middle and a minibar in the corner. She carried Dexter and placed him directly on the table, then sat down with Jane hesitantly joining her. At first, Dexter assumed they were going to throw their feet up on the table for him to start rubbing, but then Laura did something completely unexpected and very much out of character.
She turned and kissed Jane.
“What the hell?” he muttered under his breath. It seems as though he wasn’t the only one cultivating a secret relationship.
They separated and looked to the little man, as if revealing a great magic trick. 
“When did this happen?” he asked.
“Just now,” said Jane. 
“We’ve been
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