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  A Shrinking ‘Sickness’


Bailey had been drawn to the federal execution program from the moment she saw the recruitment poster in the lobby of the courthouse. It depicted a giant woman, skyscraper sized, towering over a horde of little men in orange jumpsuits. She wanted to experience that kind of power, and she thought she possessed what the job demanded.  
She met with the program overseer, a pretty lady named Claudia James. The two chatted in her corner office which overlooked the Utah Federal Prison. Men played ball in the court while guards patrolled the walls. Bailey wondered if the executions took place here.
“As you know, lethal injection is slowly being phased out. I don’t know if we’ve reached a new stage in human evolution or what, but the drug has a twenty percent fail rate. It’s sloppy. I don’t like it. So now we have an alternate method.”
“I understand,” said Bailey. She knew all about the program. She’d researched it extensively before even applying. When she went in on something, she went all-in.
“So we don’t have a GEM in this region,” said Claudia. “If you were selected, you’d be asked to travel up to a hundred miles in the tri-state area. Is that okay?”“Yes, but . . . um, what’s a GEM?”Claudia smiled politely. “Sorry, we use a lot of acronyms around here. It means Giantess Execution Marshall.”
“Ah, I see.”
“Right, so the person who fills this position will have to be willing to, well, execute a human being.”
She shrugged, as if it did not matter. “Of course.” Bailey had read the interviewers preferred someone who had a playfulness toward execution, not an emotionless robot like she had assumed. 
“So let’s say you’re standing there, two hundred feet tall with a really bad dude in front of you. He’s earmarked to die. How do you do it?”
She didn’t hesitate. “I would pick him up. Slowly. And I’d bring him to my face. I’d smile at him so that he has a front-and-center view of my massive teeth. I wouldn’t tell him how he would be executed. I would make him wonder until the job was done.”
“And if the state demanded his execution be . . . lengthy?”
“Then I would take him bit by bit. I’d first bite off his left arm. Pull his right one off. Then I’d flatten the rest of him between my breasts.”
“Oh, that’s devious. I love it.” 
Bailey sat up straight in her chair and smiled. She fanned herself. Why did it have to be such a turn-on? This wasn’t lost on Claudia. 
“I’m a devious girl,” she said.
“That’s certainly welcomed in the program. So, next question.” Claudia’s tone turned serious, almost somber. “What if you are asked to execute someone who you may think is innocent?”
“I would do my job,” she said matter-of-factly. “It isn’t my place to judge. He’s already been judged by a jury. I’m just there to put an end to him.”
Claudia said, “Interesting that you said ‘he.’ On occasion, we do get women who are marked for death. Will that be a problem for you?”
“Not at all. Equal rights, equal fights. I’ll stomp or eat anyone you tell me to.”
This made Claudia giggle. Bailey tried to keep the excitement out of her face. She was happy the interview was going so well.
“Fair enough,” said Claudia. She opened Bailey’s file on the desk and thumbed through it. “Not the best student, but that’s not required here. You were captain of your cheer team. Impressive. I’d never have thought a cheer captain would be applying to be our newest GEM.”
“Well, I have lot of respect for the justice system. And I think my way of doing things would be a credit to the bureau. If you hire me, your inmates with be dealt with in an efficient manner. Unless that’s not what you want.” She said this last bit with a devious smile.
“You know, you’d probably even make a good poster girl. I’m sure you’ve seen those hanging around the courthouse? Donna was such a good giantess. I’m sad that she was transferred to the west coast.”
Now there’s an idea, thought Bailey.
She was no stranger to the camera. In high school, she was voted most photogenic. Bailey was drop dead gorgeous with her long, lustrous red hair. Currently, she was in a smart business skirt that was revealing of her ample breasts, yet modest enough to not bring attention to them. She wore heels—as if she needed the height. Then again, size was all relative in the prison system.
“I could do that,” she said. “I love being photographed. And I can’t imagine what kind of rush it would be to have my picture taken while I’m a giantess.”
Claudia just sat there and smiled. She stared at her for a few seconds, then nodded and said, “I think you’ll do.”
“Really?” 
“If you can get through the rest of the day, sure.”
“What else do we have?” Bailey was under the assumption that the interview was the only appointment she had.
“We have been saving Rufus Keaton, the Jonestown Strangler. I want to watch you execute him. You’ll undergo the growth procedure, then it’s on to the stomping grounds. Sound good?”“Sounds wonderful,” said Bailey, standing. “Let’s do it.”

      [image: image-placeholder]They walked her through a series of hallways into increasingly higher security areas. On the last leg of the trip, Claudia had to scan her retina to pass through the final door into the lab. 
It was a large room with many rectangular windows that overlooked the prison below. The yard was empty now—no one was playing basketball. 
She was met by three women and one man who were seated around a bank of computers. They introduced themselves but Bailey was too nervous about what was about to happen to commit their names to memory.
At the rear of the room stood a large, circular glass room. The doors parted just as she entered the lab, showing off a large space in the middle. The floor inside looked like a giant honeycomb. 
“Bailey?” said the woman in the lab coat. “We’re just going to get your vitals before we begin.”
“Yes, quickly,” said Claudia, tapping at her phone. “They have the Strangler ready to go.”
“She’s good to go,” said the lady once Bailey’s heartrate and temperature had been logged. “Go change, dear.”
Claudia led her to a changing room near the circular glass chamber. Behind the curtain, she found a pair of ballet flats, yoga pants, and a simple t-shirt that was a little too snug. She wondered why these particular garments.
As if reading her mind, Claudia said, “We can make inorganics grow, but the simpler the better. This is all done through gas permeation.”
“What’s that?”
Claudia said, “We’ll explain it later, but it means we saturate you with a special type of molecule that latches on and starts to stretch you.”“Oh . . . is it painful?” She knew this was a silly question and one that made her appear weak.
“Not at all. You’ll enjoy it. Come see.”
She was led into the glass chamber. Bailey turned around just as the researchers stepped up to the console in front of her. The doors swooshed shut, making her feel as if she’d been trapped in a giant jar like a bug.
The lady in the lab coat spoke into a microphone, which was linked to a speaker in the ceiling of the chamber.
“Now just stand there in the middle and breathe normally. You’ll be doused with gas and you won’t be able to see for a few seconds. But then it will clear. Understood?”
Bailey gave a thumbs up.
The entire chamber flooded with green gas. It dropped from the ceiling and blasted from the floor, meeting in the middle where she waved her hands to disperse it. But the gas was too thick, landing on her like a thin layer of ash. When she breathed it in, there was a metallic smell, and it left a bitter taste in her mouth.
A loud woosh sounded overhead—a high-powered fan. All of the green gas whipped out of the glass chamber until finally she could see the group of researchers and Claudia standing outside. A moment later, the glass doors opened. Claudia quickly took her by the hand and pulled her.
“You’re already growing but it will speed up in just a moment.”
“How big am I getting?” she asked, and thought she was already feeling the effects. Her skin felt electrified. 
“You’ll become around two hundred feet. Let’s see if you can end this fucker before you reach it.”
“Oh,” said Bailey, pausing at the top of a long flight of steps leading down. “I think it’s happening.”
“Open your eyes, girl. You’ll see.”
Bailey had been squinting and now that Claudia had said something, she realized she was looking down at the lady. And a moment later, she inched even higher.
“Woah.”
“C’mon before we have to take you through the loading dock. It’s happened before.”
As she walked down the steps, Claudia moved behind her—it wouldn’t do for a growing woman to fall and land on her. Still, Bailey’s growing feet made the trip down difficult.
By the time she reached the bottom, her hair was brushing the ceiling. Outside, Claudia escorted her down a chain-link corridor to the yard where all the men had been playing ball earlier. At the edge, Claudia stopped and pointed to a lone man on the other side, just standing there with his arms to his sides.
“There’s your boy. Go show him what you’re made of.” Rufus hadn’t noticed her yet, but he would soon. Bailey smiled and approached. 
The growth process felt so nice. She was free and loose by the time the man saw her. A quick panic flashed across his face, then disappeared as he tried to keep composure. By the time Bailey was standing before him, he was no higher than her thigh. 
“So what are you?” he asked her. “The one who’s here to punish me?”
“You’ve got that right,” she said, then stepped closer. 
He tried to remain firm but it was impossible. Rufus staggered back a step and tried to stare ahead, rather than at her face. 
For the next few seconds, she let the fear build inside him. It was so juicy—the little man, who was probably terrifying to most women, was becoming more insignificant by the second.
Finally, when she was around twenty-five feet tall, Rufus lost his nerve and turned. He attempted to run off but she was waiting for it. His futile attempt made her giggle.
With one lumbering step, she closed the distance and brought her foot down on his legs. It wasn’t enough to break bone, but it was enough to send him to the concrete—hard. He hit was an oomph and then cried out in pain. Quickly, he rolled back over as the giantess’s shadow enveloped him.
Before he could crawl away, Bailey put her boot on top of him. There was little pressure, just enough to keep him from squirming. 
“Now, time for your just execution,” she said. The little man screamed as her foot continued to stretch across him. She wasn’t applying more pressure, but the larger she became, the more mass she accumulated. 
The little man disappeared beneath her growing boot. She could feel the toes touch his chin and then knock his head back. A few seconds later, he was completely gone, invisible beneath her boot. 
It didn’t take much after that. Just a small shift in her weight was all that was needed to completely obliterate him. Although he made no sounds, she could feel the change under her growing boot and knew that no human could withstand such a thing. 
This had been a learning experience. Men were brittle. If she wanted to do a better job, she needed to draw out the execution. But then again, Claudia challenged her to kill him before reaching her final size. And considering Bailey still watched the ground get further away, it had been done.
She looked back to where Claudia had been standing, only to see she wasn’t there. Instead, the lady had moved back inside the building and was watching from one of the windows above. 
Claudia smiled and nodded. Apparently, she approved of Bailey’s methods.

      [image: image-placeholder]Bailey had both a boyfriend and a fiancé in her life. While she got all her sexual frustrations out on the former, she lived with the latter. It had worked seamlessly for years and she hoped it always would. 
Her boyfriend, Matthew, didn’t care about much besides what was between her legs. That was fine with her, as that had always been the arrangement. But Bryce, she actually loved, wanted to stay with, to form a life with, and maybe one day, grow a family with. It was Bryce who she told about her job, and who had all the questions.
“So you were two hundred feet tall today?”
“Yep,” she said over their evening coffee. “Felt weird. Still feels kind of weird. I guess I’ll get used to that.”
“Tell me about it,” he said, leaning in. Bryce was a cute guy in a classical way. He had the brightest green eyes she’d ever seen. 
“They put me in this giant glass bowl and filled it with gas. And the gas made me grow!”
“How?” he said, and laughed. “Sounds crazy.”
“It was. So the lady who works there explained it to me. The gas is filled with molecules that latch on to atoms and stretch them. Sounds painful but it actually felt really nice.”
“How so?”
She tried to recall how it felt in those moments before the execution. “Like I had tiny hands all over my body. It sounds weird, but that’s the closest I can come to describing it. The stretching. The seeing the world get smaller around me. It was so fucking fun.”
“I bet. It would be cool to have a giantess girlfriend.”
“You do,” she thought, and took his hand. Although he wouldn’t know what to do with it. Matthew on the other hand, would have climbed inside her pussy and acted like the world’s biggest dildo. The guy was a freak, and she loved him for it.
“So tell me about the other part. The . . . unpleasantness.”
She shrugged. “It wasn’t unpleasant at all. I enjoyed it. But I can’t really talk about it. Prison rules and all.”
“Okay,” he said, sounding dejected. Everyone loved a good story, but she was determined to keep this job. “So tell me . . . how did it feel? You know, when you did it?”She hoped she didn’t come off as some sort of psycho. “It felt . .. nice. Like I was doing something good for the world. That guy strangled twenty-two people before they caught him. Now he’s never going to do it again.”
Bryce nodded, weighing her words. “You’re right. I suppose when you look at it that way, it’s not so bad.”
“It’s not bad at all,” she said. “I love this job so much. I’m going to be there for a long time.”
“I wonder how many . . . clients you’ll have?”
At this, she laughed. “Clients? They aren’t clients. They’re criminals. The worst of the worst. And who knows. The average is about fifteen a year. So I might be busy.”
“Wow,” he said, and shuddered. “I feel sorry for the little men who face your wrath.”
She winked and gave him the most devious stare she could. “Don’t piss me off.” 
They shared a laugh after that. She would always remember it. In just three months, she’d get the most awful news she could imagine . . .

      [image: image-placeholder]Bryce found out about Matthew. 
It went as ugly as anyone could’ve guessed—in a deadly way for her poor Matthew. 
One evening, Bryce was very cold to Bailey. He gave short answers, didn’t want to touch her, and stayed in his office until she went to bed. Apparently he’d found her old computer in the closet and started using it because his had a hard drive failure. What she didn’t realize was her current email account was still attached to it.
So all morning, Bryce had familiarized himself with three years’ worth of an affair. He found out how they met, how they saw each other, dates where Bailey had lied about being out of town. It painted a full picture that Bryce couldn’t deal with.
While she slept, Bryce got in the car and drove across town to Matthew’s apartment. He told his lawyer he only meant to talk to the guy, to demand he break off the affair, but ended up stabbing him to death instead.
Bryce was swiftly convicted. Within two weeks of the murder, he was in prison, on death row, and awaiting execution. Bailey was so distraught that it never crossed her mind that the unthinkable would happen.
Until it did . . .
She’d been living on her own since Bryce’s conviction. It was good fortune she got the executioner job because she’d never have been able to afford to keep the house without Bryce’s income. 
There were no other executions since Rufus the Jonestown Strangler. She knew one was coming, she’d already been alerted with a ‘No Fly’ message, meaning a job was coming down the pipe and for her to stay put. When she opened the letter on that cloudy Tuesday afternoon, her heart sank.
It was him. It was her Bryce. He was scheduled to be executed in two days. From a pool of three GEMs, Bailey was the only one who could do it. She hated this so much, but had little choice. 
There were tears in her eyes, making it hard to read the list of stipulations involving his execution. It didn’t matter though. Despite what she’d done to him, despite her love for Matthew, she still had a special place for Bryce. And when the time came, she would make his execution as easy as possible. 

      [image: image-placeholder]By the time the day of execution came, she’s already familiarized herself with the criteria requested to dispose of Bryce. It made her shudder. Lots of it was just awful, especially the final part. The most troubling part of all was the time limit—he was to be executed no quicker than thirty minutes. 
Bailey did, however, have control over the environment. And that was going to be the part she made pleasant, for there was nothing pleasant in putting someone close to her to death.
“He’s in Lot B,” said Claudia. “He’s yours now.”
Bailey nodded as she dressed to enter the matter stretcher. Lot B was a wide-open field surrounded by high-tech projectors that could simulate any environment. While it was normally used for training exercises and to calm inmates, it could also be used to create a custom setting for executions. 
For this encounter, she was wearing capri yoga pants that showed off her calves quite well. On her feet, ballet flats with a large heel. Toe cleavage marked the fronts. The shirt was a V-neck—low cut and framing her breasts quite well. 
After being gassed, she waited in the yard for her growth to finish. She was going to be two hundred and fifty feet tall, plenty of size to do what she wanted to Bryce. She wished she could’ve just crushed him to death. One quick little squeeze in her hand and it would’ve been over. 
She marched out of the yard. While a GEM was enlarging, the prison went on lockdown, but that didn’t mean there weren’t gawking faces at windows and from guard towers. She passed through it all and down the path to Lot B.
It was like walking through a door and into a hot summer day. The prison melted away as she passed through the field of projectors. There was no prison now, only a long stretch of beach with crystalline water all the way out to the faux sunset. 
And on the beach, the little man she’d not seen since the night she told him she was off to bed. He looked gaunt, as if he hadn’t eaten anything. When his eyes found her, he took a step back toward the water. 
“Hey, Bryce,” she said, and stood just in front of him. The sand dunes kicked up by her feet were taller than the little man. He gulped, visibly shaken to see someone so large, much less his former girlfriend.
“H-hey, Bailey,” he croaked.
“Did you know it would be me?”He nodded. “One of the guards let it slip. It’s kind of poetic, isn’t it?”
“A little,” she said.
She took a step back, the sand from her feet raining down on top of him. Then she dropped to her knees, the sound and vibration deadened by the sand. She sniffed back tears when she saw him closer—so frail, so pathetic. But it was her Bryce, just the same.
“I’m sorry,” he said. “It was foolish what I did. We should’ve talked about it.”
Bailey held up a hand, the fingers longer than Bryce’s entire body. “It’s in the past. It happened and there’s no taking it back. There’s only one thing left to do.”
Bryce tried to put on a strong face but it was falling apart by the moment. He nodded and said, “Yeah. I guess you’re right.”
“Before we start, why don’t you get naked. This will go a lot better.”
He was unsure what she meant, but nodded nonetheless. Dressed in a typical orange jumpsuit, he unbuttoned, slithered out, then removed the shorts and t-shirt underneath. Standing there naked, he looked twice as vulnerable. 
Bailey placed her hand, palm up, on the sand in front of him. He knew what she wanted, so reluctantly he stepped upon her finger, then crawled across until he was seated on her palm. Judging by the way his shoulders were hunching, she figured he expected to be crushed right then and there.
But no, Bailey brought him up to her face so she could be closer to him. The little man’s hair moved in the wind created by her breath. She could see the little bags under his eyes—he’d not slept much—she read that in his report. 
“You’ve always loved these,” she said, pointing down to her breasts. From where he sat, he could see them in great detail. They were so large, so round. He could easily fit between the cleavage. 
“I . . . I have,” he said, unsure of where this was going. Her comment was certainly out of left field. 
“I thought you could touch them one last time,” she said, and her voice started to break down. Though not the best lover, Bryce was still affectionate and loved her body.
“That . . . that sounds nice,” he said. 
She took her hand and placed it against the top of her breast. Bryce took the hint and stood, then moved to the edge of her fingers and gingerly stepped across. He was so small, weighing so little, that his feet barely made a dent in her flesh. 
He sat down and touched her skin, probably marveling over its softness, over its warmth, over its clean smell. She gave him thirty seconds, which was the allotted time allowed for intimacy. After he reached his quota, she gently flicked him until he was tumbling across her breast.
He screamed, probably thinking he was heading right for the ground, but instead rolled across and slipped into the gap between her breasts. At this size, he could’ve easily fallen right through to her stomach but she was keeping them together with just enough pressure. Bryce was caught in mid-fall. She allowed him to right himself, to twist around until he was facing up and able to stare at her. With Bailey’s chin on her chest, she could look right back at him.
Bryce’s eyes filled with fear because he saw this as some sort of double-cross. But no number of pleasantries could cover up the fact that she was here to do a job, and she would do it well. It might sting, it might hurt her until the end of her days, but she would do it.
She applied a little pressure. Bryce’s eyes bulged out of his head. At once, she released her breasts, preferring to ease him into his destruction. After all, she was required to make this last. 
“That hurt a little,” said Bryce. 
Oh, dear, she thought. That was nothing. That was just her getting comfortable. This was going to be a long thirty minutes.
“Well it’s not supposed to feel good.”
He started to say something and she squeezed again, this time his arms coming up and grabbing at her smooth skin. There was nothing to hold onto—she was keeping him there by gravity and flesh. 
A few more gentle squeezes. His tongue was popping out of his mouth. Saliva rolled down his chin. She kept this pressure on a bit longer until she could see tears streaming down his cheeks. 
They were starting to stream down her cheeks, as well. She couldn’t hide it much longer. She hated that she had to do this. She hated that Bryce had done something so stupid that required it. How she wished she could go back in time and make things simple. If she had it her way, she would’ve left him for Matthew. At least then they’d both get to live.
When she released the pressure this time, something curious happened—she felt him getting hard. His little dick, which was barely visible to her eyes, started to rub against her. If he was aroused, it wasn’t clear on his face—that was reserved for pure terror. 
This time, she pushed her breasts together and released them rather quickly. She did it again. And again, and again. Each time, Bryce moved up and down slightly. Bailey hoped no one would catch on to what she was doing, but no harm in giving the little man one last bit of pleasure before it all came crushing in.
She continued to bounced him gently. Bryce’s eyes were no longer filled with terror, but lust. And a moment later, she felt something warm just beneath him—he shot his load all over the center of her breasts. True, it was only but a drop, but she could certainly detect the heat. It was enough to break her out in goosebumps. Bryce held a stupefied grin for a moment, but she was quick to take it away.
As she stared down at his hopeless, tired face, she felt the sting of tears. Bailey often prided herself on being strong but it was difficult this time. Despite how she felt, Bryce was a part of her life, had been a huge factor in shaping her into the woman she was now. 
He tried to speak but couldn’t. She shushed him with a single finger across his face. “Don’t talk. It’ll make it worse. It’ll all be over soon.”
Tears streamed down her cheeks. They landed on her breasts and rolled off. Bryce looked as if he wanted to say something but couldn’t find the words. Instead, his little body kept compacting, kept squeezing between her massive breasts. 
His little tongue came out again, although there was no saliva to drip from it. He was cut off from his supply. The whites of his eyes were starting to go red, shot through with veins that looked like lightning. 
“I . . . love . . . you,” he croaked.
“Shh. It’ll all be over soon. I’m so sorry, Bryce.”
As he struggled, his hands bent into claws that scraped her skin but there was nothing he could do to harm her—not that he was trying. They continued to stare at one another, eyes unbroken between them. She was crying now, sobbing so much that it was shaking his little body. 
“It’s going to be okay. I’m so sorry. I’m so sorry, Bryce.”
An alarm sounded somewhere above her. It made her relax, but only a little. This still had to be done. 
Finally, she increased the pressure. Bryce’s face was turning blue. She angled herself so that her breasts would move him flatter, until his face was leaning in. He looked up at her a final time before the pressure snapped his head toward her body, driving his face against her skin. There was no crushing, no mangling of his tiny body.
Instead, she was suffocating him, taking the air from his very lungs. Bryce found a reserve of energy in his last throes of death and beat his fists against her—not in rage, but in panic. He knew these were his final moments, he knew his body was being deprived of oxygen.
His fist beats grew more sporadic. She could feel the strength leaving his body, the muscles relaxing. Finally, he moved no more. She sobbed into her chest, hoping it didn’t make her look weak to any of the higher-ups who might be watching. 
Bailey released her breasts and plucked the limp little man from between them. She held him up, inspecting him, verifying that he was actually dead. 
Now, the worst part of all. 
Either because Matthew’s family requested it or because the prison didn’t want to deal with a messy clean-up, Bailey had been ordered to consume him. 
She closed her eyes, still wet with tears, and placed him onto her tongue. After rolling it back in, she left him there, his lifeless little body that was nothing more than a piece of meat. 
It took so much coaxing to make herself go through with it. She waffled on how to swallow him—should she bite him in half? Should she savor his memory in the same way she’d savor a steak? The tears were rolling down her face when she decided to go through with the easiest method possible.
And so, she threw her head back and let him slide past her teeth and down her throat. The moment she could feel him slithering toward her stomach, Bailey broke down. She hugged her knees and cried into them. 
She sat there for a little while, losing track of time, listening to the faux waves of the ocean. 






  
  Bryce’s Punishment




Bailey had been drawn to the federal execution program from the moment she saw the recruitment poster in the lobby of the courthouse. It depicted a giant woman, skyscraper sized, towering over a horde of little men in orange jumpsuits. She wanted to experience that kind of power, and she thought she possessed what the job demanded. 
She met with the program overseer, a pretty lady named Claudia James. The two chatted in her corner office which overlooked the Utah Federal Prison. Men played ball in the court while guards patrolled the walls. Bailey wondered if the executions took place here.
“As you know, lethal injection is slowly being phased out. I don’t know if we’ve reached a new stage in human evolution or what, but the drug has a twenty percent fail rate. It’s sloppy. I don’t like it. So now we have an alternate method.”
“I understand,” said Bailey. She knew all about the program. She’d researched it extensively before even applying. When she went in on something, she went all-in.
“So we don’t have a GEM in this region,” said Claudia. “If you were selected, you’d be asked to travel up to a hundred miles in the tri-state area. Is that okay?”“Yes, but . . . um, what’s a GEM?”Claudia smiled politely. “Sorry, we use a lot of acronyms around here. It means Giantess Execution Marshall.”
“Ah, I see.”
“Right, so the person who fills this position will have to be willing to, well, execute a human being.”
She shrugged, as if it did not matter. “Of course.” Bailey had read the interviewers preferred someone who had a playfulness toward execution, not an emotionless robot like she had assumed. 
“So let’s say you’re standing there, two hundred feet tall with a really bad dude in front of you. He’s earmarked to die. How do you do it?”
She didn’t hesitate. “I would pick him up. Slowly. And I’d bring him to my face. I’d smile at him so that he has a front-and-center view of my massive teeth. I wouldn’t tell him how he would be executed. I would make him wonder until the job was done.”
“And if the state demanded his execution be . . . lengthy?”
“Then I would take him bit by bit. I’d first bite off his left arm. Pull his right one off. Then I’d flatten the rest of him between my breasts.”
“Oh, that’s devious. I love it.” 
Bailey sat up straight in her chair and smiled. She fanned herself. Why did it have to be such a turn-on? This wasn’t lost on Claudia. 
“I’m a devious girl,” she said.
“That’s certainly welcomed in the program. So, next question.” Claudia’s tone turned serious, almost somber. “What if you are asked to execute someone who you may think is innocent?”
“I would do my job,” she said matter-of-factly. “It isn’t my place to judge. He’s already been judged by a jury. I’m just there to put an end to him.”
Claudia said, “Interesting that you said ‘he.’ On occasion, we do get women who are marked for death. Will that be a problem for you?”
“Not at all. Equal rights, equal fights. I’ll stomp or eat anyone you tell me to.”
This made Claudia giggle. Bailey tried to keep the excitement out of her face. She was happy the interview was going so well.
“Fair enough,” said Claudia. She opened Bailey’s file on the desk and thumbed through it. “Not the best student, but that’s not required here. You were captain of your cheer team. Impressive. I’d never have thought a cheer captain would be applying to be our newest GEM.”
“Well, I have lot of respect for the justice system. And I think my way of doing things would be a credit to the bureau. If you hire me, your inmates with be dealt with in an efficient manner. Unless that’s not what you want.” She said this last bit with a devious smile.
“You know, you’d probably even make a good poster girl. I’m sure you’ve seen those hanging around the courthouse? Donna was such a good giantess. I’m sad that she was transferred to the west coast.”
Now there’s an idea, thought Bailey.
She was no stranger to the camera. In high school, she was voted most photogenic. Bailey was drop dead gorgeous with her long, lustrous red hair. Currently, she was in a smart business skirt that was revealing of her ample breasts, yet modest enough to not bring attention to them. She wore heels—as if she needed the height. Then again, size was all relative in the prison system.
“I could do that,” she said. “I love being photographed. And I can’t imagine what kind of rush it would be to have my picture taken while I’m a giantess.”
Claudia just sat there and smiled. She stared at her for a few seconds, then nodded and said, “I think you’ll do.”
“Really?” 
“If you can get through the rest of the day, sure.”
“What else do we have?” Bailey was under the assumption that the interview was the only appointment she had.
“We have been saving Rufus Keaton, the Jonestown Strangler. I want to watch you execute him. You’ll undergo the growth procedure, then it’s on to the stomping grounds. Sound good?”“Sounds wonderful,” said Bailey, standing. “Let’s do it.”

      [image: image-placeholder]They walked her through a series of hallways into increasingly higher security areas. On the last leg of the trip, Claudia had to scan her retina to pass through the final door into the lab. 
It was a large room with many rectangular windows that overlooked the prison below. The yard was empty now—no one was playing basketball. 
She was met by three women and one man who were seated around a bank of computers. They introduced themselves but Bailey was too nervous about what was about to happen to commit their names to memory.
At the rear of the room stood a large, circular glass room. The doors parted just as she entered the lab, showing off a large space in the middle. The floor inside looked like a giant honeycomb. 
“Bailey?” said the woman in the lab coat. “We’re just going to get your vitals before we begin.”
“Yes, quickly,” said Claudia, tapping at her phone. “They have the Strangler ready to go.”
“She’s good to go,” said the lady once Bailey’s heartrate and temperature had been logged. “Go change, dear.”
Claudia led her to a changing room near the circular glass chamber. Behind the curtain, she found a pair of ballet flats, yoga pants, and a simple t-shirt that was a little too snug. She wondered why these particular garments.
As if reading her mind, Claudia said, “We can make inorganics grow, but the simpler the better. This is all done through gas permeation.”
“What’s that?”
Claudia said, “We’ll explain it later, but it means we saturate you with a special type of molecule that latches on and starts to stretch you.”“Oh . . . is it painful?” She knew this was a silly question and one that made her appear weak.
“Not at all. You’ll enjoy it. Come see.”
She was led into the glass chamber. Bailey turned around just as the researchers stepped up to the console in front of her. The doors swooshed shut, making her feel as if she’d been trapped in a giant jar like a bug.
The lady in the lab coat spoke into a microphone, which was linked to a speaker in the ceiling of the chamber.
“Now just stand there in the middle and breathe normally. You’ll be doused with gas and you won’t be able to see for a few seconds. But then it will clear. Understood?”
Bailey gave a thumbs up.
The entire chamber flooded with green gas. It dropped from the ceiling and blasted from the floor, meeting in the middle where she waved her hands to disperse it. But the gas was too thick, landing on her like a thin layer of ash. When she breathed it in, there was a metallic smell, and it left a bitter taste in her mouth.
A loud woosh sounded overhead—a high-powered fan. All of the green gas whipped out of the glass chamber until finally she could see the group of researchers and Claudia standing outside. A moment later, the glass doors opened. Claudia quickly took her by the hand and pulled her.
“You’re already growing but it will speed up in just a moment.”
“How big am I getting?” she asked, and thought she was already feeling the effects. Her skin felt electrified. 
“You’ll become around two hundred feet. Let’s see if you can end this fucker before you reach it.”
“Oh,” said Bailey, pausing at the top of a long flight of steps leading down. “I think it’s happening.”
“Open your eyes, girl. You’ll see.”
Bailey had been squinting and now that Claudia had said something, she realized she was looking down at the lady. And a moment later, she inched even higher.
“Woah.”
“C’mon before we have to take you through the loading dock. It’s happened before.”
As she walked down the steps, Claudia moved behind her—it wouldn’t do for a growing woman to fall and land on her. Still, Bailey’s growing feet made the trip down difficult.
By the time she reached the bottom, her hair was brushing the ceiling. Outside, Claudia escorted her down a chain-link corridor to the yard where all the men had been playing ball earlier. At the edge, Claudia stopped and pointed to a lone man on the other side, just standing there with his arms to his sides.
“There’s your boy. Go show him what you’re made of.” Rufus hadn’t noticed her yet, but he would soon. Bailey smiled and approached. 
The growth process felt so nice. She was free and loose by the time the man saw her. A quick panic flashed across his face, then disappeared as he tried to keep composure. By the time Bailey was standing before him, he was no higher than her thigh. 
“So what are you?” he asked her. “The one who’s here to punish me?”
“You’ve got that right,” she said, then stepped closer. 
He tried to remain firm but it was impossible. Rufus staggered back a step and tried to stare ahead, rather than at her face. 
For the next few seconds, she let the fear build inside him. It was so juicy—the little man, who was probably terrifying to most women, was becoming more insignificant by the second.
Finally, when she was around twenty-five feet tall, Rufus lost his nerve and turned. He attempted to run off but she was waiting for it. His futile attempt made her giggle.
With one lumbering step, she closed the distance and brought her foot down on his legs. It wasn’t enough to break bone, but it was enough to send him to the concrete—hard. He hit was an oomph and then cried out in pain. Quickly, he rolled back over as the giantess’s shadow enveloped him.
Before he could crawl away, Bailey put her boot on top of him. There was little pressure, just enough to keep him from squirming. 
“Now, time for your just execution,” she said. The little man screamed as her foot continued to stretch across him. She wasn’t applying more pressure, but the larger she became, the more mass she accumulated. 
The little man disappeared beneath her growing boot. She could feel the toes touch his chin and then knock his head back. A few seconds later, he was completely gone, invisible beneath her boot. 
It didn’t take much after that. Just a small shift in her weight was all that was needed to completely obliterate him. Although he made no sounds, she could feel the change under her growing boot and knew that no human could withstand such a thing. 
This had been a learning experience. Men were brittle. If she wanted to do a better job, she needed to draw out the execution. But then again, Claudia challenged her to kill him before reaching her final size. And considering Bailey still watched the ground get further away, it had been done.
She looked back to where Claudia had been standing, only to see she wasn’t there. Instead, the lady had moved back inside the building and was watching from one of the windows above. 
Claudia smiled and nodded. Apparently, she approved of Bailey’s methods.

      [image: image-placeholder]Bailey had both a boyfriend and a fiancé in her life. While she got all her sexual frustrations out on the former, she lived with the latter. It had worked seamlessly for years and she hoped it always would. 
Her boyfriend, Matthew, didn’t care about much besides what was between her legs. That was fine with her, as that had always been the arrangement. But Bryce, she actually loved, wanted to stay with, to form a life with, and maybe one day, grow a family with. It was Bryce who she told about her job, and who had all the questions.
“So you were two hundred feet tall today?”
“Yep,” she said over their evening coffee. “Felt weird. Still feels kind of weird. I guess I’ll get used to that.”
“Tell me about it,” he said, leaning in. Bryce was a cute guy in a classical way. He had the brightest green eyes she’d ever seen. 
“They put me in this giant glass bowl and filled it with gas. And the gas made me grow!”
“How?” he said, and laughed. “Sounds crazy.”
“It was. So the lady who works there explained it to me. The gas is filled with molecules that latch on to atoms and stretch them. Sounds painful but it actually felt really nice.”
“How so?”
She tried to recall how it felt in those moments before the execution. “Like I had tiny hands all over my body. It sounds weird, but that’s the closest I can come to describing it. The stretching. The seeing the world get smaller around me. It was so fucking fun.”
“I bet. It would be cool to have a giantess girlfriend.”
“You do,” she thought, and took his hand. Although he wouldn’t know what to do with it. Matthew on the other hand, would have climbed inside her pussy and acted like the world’s biggest dildo. The guy was a freak, and she loved him for it.
“So tell me about the other part. The . . . unpleasantness.”
She shrugged. “It wasn’t unpleasant at all. I enjoyed it. But I can’t really talk about it. Prison rules and all.”
“Okay,” he said, sounding dejected. Everyone loved a good story, but she was determined to keep this job. “So tell me . . . how did it feel? You know, when you did it?”She hoped she didn’t come off as some sort of psycho. “It felt . .. nice. Like I was doing something good for the world. That guy strangled twenty-two people before they caught him. Now he’s never going to do it again.”
Bryce nodded, weighing her words. “You’re right. I suppose when you look at it that way, it’s not so bad.”
“It’s not bad at all,” she said. “I love this job so much. I’m going to be there for a long time.”
“I wonder how many . . . clients you’ll have?”
At this, she laughed. “Clients? They aren’t clients. They’re criminals. The worst of the worst. And who knows. The average is about fifteen a year. So I might be busy.”
“Wow,” he said, and shuddered. “I feel sorry for the little men who face your wrath.”
She winked and gave him the most devious stare she could. “Don’t piss me off.” 
They shared a laugh after that. She would always remember it. In just three months, she’d get the most awful news she could imagine . . .
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It went as ugly as anyone could’ve guessed—in a deadly way for her poor Matthew. 
One evening, Bryce was very cold to Bailey. He gave short answers, didn’t want to touch her, and stayed in his office until she went to bed. Apparently he’d found her old computer in the closet and started using it because his had a hard drive failure. What she didn’t realize was her current email account was still attached to it.
So all morning, Bryce had familiarized himself with three years’ worth of an affair. He found out how they met, how they saw each other, dates where Bailey had lied about being out of town. It painted a full picture that Bryce couldn’t deal with.
While she slept, Bryce got in the car and drove across town to Matthew’s apartment. He told his lawyer he only meant to talk to the guy, to demand he break off the affair, but ended up stabbing him to death instead.
Bryce was swiftly convicted. Within two weeks of the murder, he was in prison, on death row, and awaiting execution. Bailey was so distraught that it never crossed her mind that the unthinkable would happen.
Until it did . . .
She’d been living on her own since Bryce’s conviction. It was good fortune she got the executioner job because she’d never have been able to afford to keep the house without Bryce’s income. 
There were no other executions since Rufus the Jonestown Strangler. She knew one was coming, she’d already been alerted with a ‘No Fly’ message, meaning a job was coming down the pipe and for her to stay put. When she opened the letter on that cloudy Tuesday afternoon, her heart sank.
It was him. It was her Bryce. He was scheduled to be executed in two days. From a pool of three GEMs, Bailey was the only one who could do it. She hated this so much, but had little choice. 
There were tears in her eyes, making it hard to read the list of stipulations involving his execution. It didn’t matter though. Despite what she’d done to him, despite her love for Matthew, she still had a special place for Bryce. And when the time came, she would make his execution as easy as possible. 

      [image: image-placeholder]By the time the day of execution came, she’s already familiarized herself with the criteria requested to dispose of Bryce. It made her shudder. Lots of it was just awful, especially the final part. The most troubling part of all was the time limit—he was to be executed no quicker than thirty minutes. 
Bailey did, however, have control over the environment. And that was going to be the part she made pleasant, for there was nothing pleasant in putting someone close to her to death.
“He’s in Lot B,” said Claudia. “He’s yours now.”
Bailey nodded as she dressed to enter the matter stretcher. Lot B was a wide-open field surrounded by high-tech projectors that could simulate any environment. While it was normally used for training exercises and to calm inmates, it could also be used to create a custom setting for executions. 
For this encounter, she was wearing capri yoga pants that showed off her calves quite well. On her feet, ballet flats with a large heel. Toe cleavage marked the fronts. The shirt was a V-neck—low cut and framing her breasts quite well. 
After being gassed, she waited in the yard for her growth to finish. She was going to be two hundred and fifty feet tall, plenty of size to do what she wanted to Bryce. She wished she could’ve just crushed him to death. One quick little squeeze in her hand and it would’ve been over. 
She marched out of the yard. While a GEM was enlarging, the prison went on lockdown, but that didn’t mean there weren’t gawking faces at windows and from guard towers. She passed through it all and down the path to Lot B.
It was like walking through a door and into a hot summer day. The prison melted away as she passed through the field of projectors. There was no prison now, only a long stretch of beach with crystalline water all the way out to the faux sunset. 
And on the beach, the little man she’d not seen since the night she told him she was off to bed. He looked gaunt, as if he hadn’t eaten anything. When his eyes found her, he took a step back toward the water. 
“Hey, Bryce,” she said, and stood just in front of him. The sand dunes kicked up by her feet were taller than the little man. He gulped, visibly shaken to see someone so large, much less his former girlfriend.
“H-hey, Bailey,” he croaked.
“Did you know it would be me?”He nodded. “One of the guards let it slip. It’s kind of poetic, isn’t it?”
“A little,” she said.
She took a step back, the sand from her feet raining down on top of him. Then she dropped to her knees, the sound and vibration deadened by the sand. She sniffed back tears when she saw him closer—so frail, so pathetic. But it was her Bryce, just the same.
“I’m sorry,” he said. “It was foolish what I did. We should’ve talked about it.”
Bailey held up a hand, the fingers longer than Bryce’s entire body. “It’s in the past. It happened and there’s no taking it back. There’s only one thing left to do.”
Bryce tried to put on a strong face but it was falling apart by the moment. He nodded and said, “Yeah. I guess you’re right.”
“Before we start, why don’t you get naked. This will go a lot better.”
He was unsure what she meant, but nodded nonetheless. Dressed in a typical orange jumpsuit, he unbuttoned, slithered out, then removed the shorts and t-shirt underneath. Standing there naked, he looked twice as vulnerable. 
Bailey placed her hand, palm up, on the sand in front of him. He knew what she wanted, so reluctantly he stepped upon her finger, then crawled across until he was seated on her palm. Judging by the way his shoulders were hunching, she figured he expected to be crushed right then and there.
But no, Bailey brought him up to her face so she could be closer to him. The little man’s hair moved in the wind created by her breath. She could see the little bags under his eyes—he’d not slept much—she read that in his report. 
“You’ve always loved these,” she said, pointing down to her breasts. From where he sat, he could see them in great detail. They were so large, so round. He could easily fit between the cleavage. 
“I . . . I have,” he said, unsure of where this was going. Her comment was certainly out of left field. 
“I thought you could touch them one last time,” she said, and her voice started to break down. Though not the best lover, Bryce was still affectionate and loved her body.
“That . . . that sounds nice,” he said. 
She took her hand and placed it against the top of her breast. Bryce took the hint and stood, then moved to the edge of her fingers and gingerly stepped across. He was so small, weighing so little, that his feet barely made a dent in her flesh. 
He sat down and touched her skin, probably marveling over its softness, over its warmth, over its clean smell. She gave him thirty seconds, which was the allotted time allowed for intimacy. After he reached his quota, she gently flicked him until he was tumbling across her breast.
He screamed, probably thinking he was heading right for the ground, but instead rolled across and slipped into the gap between her breasts. At this size, he could’ve easily fallen right through to her stomach but she was keeping them together with just enough pressure. Bryce was caught in mid-fall. She allowed him to right himself, to twist around until he was facing up and able to stare at her. With Bailey’s chin on her chest, she could look right back at him.
Bryce’s eyes filled with fear because he saw this as some sort of double-cross. But no number of pleasantries could cover up the fact that she was here to do a job, and she would do it well. It might sting, it might hurt her until the end of her days, but she would do it.
She applied a little pressure. Bryce’s eyes bulged out of his head. At once, she released her breasts, preferring to ease him into his destruction. After all, she was required to make this last. 
“That hurt a little,” said Bryce. 
Oh, dear, she thought. That was nothing. That was just her getting comfortable. This was going to be a long thirty minutes.
“Well it’s not supposed to feel good.”
He started to say something and she squeezed again, this time his arms coming up and grabbing at her smooth skin. There was nothing to hold onto—she was keeping him there by gravity and flesh. 
A few more gentle squeezes. His tongue was popping out of his mouth. Saliva rolled down his chin. She kept this pressure on a bit longer until she could see tears streaming down his cheeks. 
They were starting to stream down her cheeks, as well. She couldn’t hide it much longer. She hated that she had to do this. She hated that Bryce had done something so stupid that required it. How she wished she could go back in time and make things simple. If she had it her way, she would’ve left him for Matthew. At least then they’d both get to live.
When she released the pressure this time, something curious happened—she felt him getting hard. His little dick, which was barely visible to her eyes, started to rub against her. If he was aroused, it wasn’t clear on his face—that was reserved for pure terror. 
This time, she pushed her breasts together and released them rather quickly. She did it again. And again, and again. Each time, Bryce moved up and down slightly. Bailey hoped no one would catch on to what she was doing, but no harm in giving the little man one last bit of pleasure before it all came crushing in.
She continued to bounced him gently. Bryce’s eyes were no longer filled with terror, but lust. And a moment later, she felt something warm just beneath him—he shot his load all over the center of her breasts. True, it was only but a drop, but she could certainly detect the heat. It was enough to break her out in goosebumps. Bryce held a stupefied grin for a moment, but she was quick to take it away.
As she stared down at his hopeless, tired face, she felt the sting of tears. Bailey often prided herself on being strong but it was difficult this time. Despite how she felt, Bryce was a part of her life, had been a huge factor in shaping her into the woman she was now. 
He tried to speak but couldn’t. She shushed him with a single finger across his face. “Don’t talk. It’ll make it worse. It’ll all be over soon.”
Tears streamed down her cheeks. They landed on her breasts and rolled off. Bryce looked as if he wanted to say something but couldn’t find the words. Instead, his little body kept compacting, kept squeezing between her massive breasts. 
His little tongue came out again, although there was no saliva to drip from it. He was cut off from his supply. The whites of his eyes were starting to go red, shot through with veins that looked like lightning. 
“I . . . love . . . you,” he croaked.
“Shh. It’ll all be over soon. I’m so sorry, Bryce.”
As he struggled, his hands bent into claws that scraped her skin but there was nothing he could do to harm her—not that he was trying. They continued to stare at one another, eyes unbroken between them. She was crying now, sobbing so much that it was shaking his little body. 
“It’s going to be okay. I’m so sorry. I’m so sorry, Bryce.”
An alarm sounded somewhere above her. It made her relax, but only a little. This still had to be done. 
Finally, she increased the pressure. Bryce’s face was turning blue. She angled herself so that her breasts would move him flatter, until his face was leaning in. He looked up at her a final time before the pressure snapped his head toward her body, driving his face against her skin. There was no crushing, no mangling of his tiny body.
Instead, she was suffocating him, taking the air from his very lungs. Bryce found a reserve of energy in his last throes of death and beat his fists against her—not in rage, but in panic. He knew these were his final moments, he knew his body was being deprived of oxygen.
His fist beats grew more sporadic. She could feel the strength leaving his body, the muscles relaxing. Finally, he moved no more. She sobbed into her chest, hoping it didn’t make her look weak to any of the higher-ups who might be watching. 
Bailey released her breasts and plucked the limp little man from between them. She held him up, inspecting him, verifying that he was actually dead. 
Now, the worst part of all. 
Either because Matthew’s family requested it or because the prison didn’t want to deal with a messy clean-up, Bailey had been ordered to consume him. 
She closed her eyes, still wet with tears, and placed him onto her tongue. After rolling it back in, she left him there, his lifeless little body that was nothing more than a piece of meat. 
It took so much coaxing to make herself go through with it. She waffled on how to swallow him—should she bite him in half? Should she savor his memory in the same way she’d savor a steak? The tears were rolling down her face when she decided to go through with the easiest method possible.
And so, she threw her head back and let him slide past her teeth and down her throat. The moment she could feel him slithering toward her stomach, Bailey broke down. She hugged her knees and cried into them. 
She sat there for a little while, losing track of time, listening to the faux waves of the ocean. 






  
  Dominating Emily


Kate had always been the best. Her family told her, her teachers, even her old employers in the lab. Life had been relatively easy for her but she arrived at the top faster than anyone else in her class. Than anyone else in her world. The corporate ladder was completely beneath her. She stood above everyone—literally and figuratively. 
She stood at a whopping six-foot-five. Athletic, lean, and all-around gorgeous. Most men dropped their jaws when she walked by. Many women did, too. People probably thought her commanding presence was what landed her as the CEO of the Madison lab, but they were wrong. It was her hard work and inability to take no for an answer. She crushed any and all competition. 
She loved her elevated office. It afforded her the perfect view to watch her worker bees toil about in the lab below. It wasn’t lost on her that standing two stories up made her feel bigger and more powerful . . . Perhaps that was why her tech moved in its latest direction.
Her job as CEO was also how she met Emily.
Most people were dwarfed by Kate, but not so much as Emily. The girl was barely five feet tall. When she looked directly ahead at a standing Kate, she was in line with the giantess’s breasts. This was made all the more entertaining considering how bashful Emily could be, and how eager she was to please in her new job as the lab’s temp.
Whenever she brought coffee into the office, Kate stood, slowly and deliberately, letting her shadow fall across Emily. The girl’s eyes went wide, her lip quivered. Once, she spilled the coffee and apologized more than anyone Kate had ever heard. It was borderline pathetic. But also . . . interesting.
She’d never met someone as apologetic as Emily. The girl would be sorry for the way she exited a room if it weren’t graceful enough. Kate thought she was quite attractive, especially for someone so short. She even started to flirt with the tiny girl. 
On the day Kate wore heels to the office, Emily grinned, her face going red. She brought in the coffee and Kate stood, now putting the girl’s eyes almost level with her stomach. 
“I like you big,” said the short girl, then her face turned red almost immediately. That admission was a departure for her. 
“I like you small,” said Kate. Emily beamed, then kicked out of her shoes. The girl had been in three-inch heels and the drop was rather dramatic. This filled Kate with tingles—and made her want to take this girl under her wing, so to speak. 
She didn’t date much—most people couldn’t keep up with her. But she did like fucktoys. Those were usually guys but there was something special about Emily. The girl had just enough awkwardness to be sexy. Coupled with her desire to please, she could be a lot of fun . . .
“You haven’t seen our latest tech, have you?” said Kate. She opened her drawer and pulled it out. It looked like a tube of lipstick but was so much more. 
“I haven’t. Is that . . . is that it?” She eyed the strange device with wide, curious eyes.
“It is. Close the blinds for us, please. Oh, and lock the door.”
Emily nodded, her posture straightening at once. Kate relaxed in her chair, then wheeled out until she was adjacent to the sofa next to the windows. Once Emily’s task was complete, she motioned for the girl to sit. 
While Kate made adjustments with the matter manipulator—her lab’s bonafide size-changing device, she slipped her feet out of her shoes, then placed her heels on the sofa, just inches from where Emily sat. Kate was using this to gauge the girl’s reaction.
So far, Emily seemed . . . intrigued. Her eyes kept drifting from Kate’s fumbling to Kate’s toes—which she was spreading and squeezing playfully. Finally, Kate caught her looking and Emily’s face reddened. 
“You know what?” said Kate. “While I finish this, why don’t you give me a massage?”
“Really?” 
Kate didn’t give her an option. She rolled a little closer and shoved her foot into the girl’s lap. Kate’s size thirteen foot looked enormous in Emily’s hands. This meek little lady was in for an awesome surprise.
She set the matter manipulator to low power, then placed the scanner against
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