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  The Aphrodite Resort


“It doesn’t hurt?” asked Gordon, stripping down to nothing just as the lady asked. Mrs. Winters sat behind her desk, a stern look upon her face. She was a powerful woman who didn’t like her time wasted, and Gordon thought that’s exactly what he was doing. 
“It will hurt a little because your exposure will be longer than normal,” she said, being frank. “But the pay is worth it, right?”
The pay was certainly worth it. Gordon was no longer making the same coin as he had been in the adult film business. In fact, he’d probably go broke in another five years. No one cared that he was in top physical shape. They only cared that he was reaching his prime age for the market. This job was lucrative, a little dangerous, but that didn’t matter—he’d already signed his life away. At least for the next two years of his contract.
“Step upon the platform, please,” she told him, pointing to the futuristic-looking pad in the corner of her office. He did as she asked, feeling the cold metal beneath his feet. She approached a waist-high console and began entering in data. She laughed at him and said, “Why are you covering yourself? You’re about to be a human sextoy for our guests.”
“That’s . . . true,” he said, then lowered his hands.  Her eyes went wide almost immediately, as did most women’s when they saw his unusually large package.
“Well that’s quite the anaconda you have there. Such a shame it won’t matter soon.”
He gulped. 
“Here, put these on,” she said, and handed him a pair of goggles. “They’re MicroSheer. They’ll shrink with you. Now, eyes closed, please. This will only take a moment.”
Her words shifted so suddenly that he momentarily had spots swimming across his vision as a brilliant light lit up her office. He quickly closed his eyes and then he was falling over, feeling as if he’d slipped into a trash compactor. A great force pushed on all sides of his body. With his face resting on the metal, he could feel it moving beneath him. 
“Keep your eyes closed, fella,” said Mrs. Winters, her voice now coming from higher up. “There’s some slight chance of eye damage—even with the goggles.”
“How much longer?” he asked, but he felt his voice came out too weak to hear.
Still, she answered—either she did hear him, or she expected the question. “You only have thirty more seconds.”
The time ticked away, and after what seemed like far longer than thirty seconds, the pain subsided and he could tell the light had faded behind his eyes. The sound of the machine quickly whirred to a stop. Finally, a loud boom and then Mrs. Winters’s voice, equally booming: “You can open your eyes and stand up now.”
Gordon wasn’t ready for the world to be so radically changed, although he knew it was coming. His heart was beating a mile a minute as he took in this gargantuan woman kneeling just in front of him. At this size—a mere six inches tall—he could see every little blemish, or lack thereof, on her face and hands. She was smiling gently at him, unphased by seeing a tiny human. After all, she did this sort of thing all the time.
Her hand swooped down and picked him up and then carried him to the other side of the room. She said, “You’ll be staying in Housing Complex 7. I believe you’ll have full run of the building, as there are no other tinies in your block. Report to the general area each morning at five o’clock. Make a few celebrity friends and you’ll be golden. Any questions?”
“I don’t . . . I don’t think,” he said. Shrinking down was a lot to take in. He’d probably have questions later on when his mind wasn’t in such a fog.
Just before she turned to put him in a small, plastic tube, someone knocked on her door. Mrs. Winters—and Gordon—turned around to see a young, beautiful girl with long, flowy blond hair and skin light and sun-kissed. Her eyes sparkled in the light. She was carrying paperwork but the moment she saw Gordon, she seemed to forget the reason she came in.
“Yes, Heidi?” asked Mrs. Winters impatiently.
“Sorry,” she said. “I didn’t know you had a conversion this morning.” She came closer to inspect Gordon and he had a moment of forgetfulness and tried to cover himself. Her face turned red because she was staring at his massive, albeit small in the grand scheme of things, cock.
“Yes. You needed something?”
Heidi shook from her reverie and said, “Yes, you have that meeting with the investors. It was pushed up since you’ll be out later this week. Remember?”
“Oh, shit,” she said, and for a moment she forgot Gordon was sitting on her palm and she gave him a curt squeeze that made him cry out. “Oh, sorry. Off you go,” she told him. 
And then, she placed him in a plastic jar, then put the jar in a pneumatic tube. The next thing he knew, he was whisked away, ready to start his new life.

      [image: image-placeholder]The job was easy.
Gordon had been hired as a ‘pleasure perk’ for the guests of the Aphrodite Resort. It was a high-class locale that many people didn’t even know about, but those who did come were from the top rung of society. As he stared out across the sea of giant women, all lounging by the pool, he knew that each one of them was a celebrity. Perhaps not in the limelight, but they were all titans of their respective industry. 
It catered mostly to high-class women, those of a certain caliber who wanted the very best and got the very best. Not many people even knew about the Aphrodite Resort. The active guest list was usually short—the waiting list, however, was usually a mile long.
Being a mere six inches tall, Gordon was limited on what he could do for the guests. But in his area of expertise—he excelled quite well. Most of his time was serving as a sex ‘slave’—a literal human dildo. He loved the job and he loved the pay. The tips were also nice. He rarely stayed in the ‘dollhouse’ as he’d started calling his home. Most of the guests took him back to their lavish quarters where he was pampered as much as them.
Half of the resort was outside, as the weather was fair on most days.  Tinies serviced their giant women right on the lounge chairs. These were built with little ramps right up to the action. Gordon could walk by on any given day and see a few ladies writhing atop their deck chairs with a tiny man between their legs. Some covered themselves with blankets as they didn’t care to show tiny heads or feet sticking out of their favorite spots. 
Gordon especially loved Miss Carrie Gentry—an A-list actress who had a room reserved at the club. She spent two days a week there, as it was a short drive from her lavish home. He’d even heard rumors that Mrs. Winters allowed her to take home certain little men. But not Gordon—Gordon was just a stand-in for when Chloe or Evan was busy.
He had just finished pleasuring her, his little body lying across her labia. It had been a particularly wild session, involving everything from kissing her pretty feet, to stimulating her prominent nut-brown nipples, to both clitoral and vaginal stimulation. The latter had been a particularly exhausting workout for the little man, as her Kegels were as toned as her taught abs and slender, dance-trained legs. His ribs were still slightly bruised from the powerful, shuddering squeeze of her orgasm. She sighed deeply; the sigh of a woman who had been satisfied deeply. Gordon’s specialty was not merely in mechanically stimulating a woman’s most intimate parts, but in giving her that subtle ‘something extra’—the sense of being more worshipped than merely tended to. With a deep sigh, she gently dragged a finger back and forth, letting it rest against his tiny form. When he looked up, sticky from head to toe, he saw they had an audience. Just beyond Carrie’s room was a hedge and behind that stood a beautiful blond lady, hair hanging down past her shoulders. It took Gordon a moment to realize it was Heidi. Her face was red—she’d been watching Gordon in action. He smiled at her but wasn’t sure she saw it. As soon as she realized she’d been discovered, she moved on.
One morning, he was having breakfast at the miniaturized bistro just outside his housing complex. The Aphrodite Resort employed many shrunken people, not just in service roles for the guests. Some of the employees were for other employees. The workers at the resort typically came in three sizes—six inches, eighteen inches, and thirty-six inches. These sizes were also catered to when it came to shopping and dining. Gordon sat at his miniature table eating eggs and bacon—huge servings for someone so small.
The guests were coming and going and he expected to be requested soon. He had a miniature pager that did only one thing—flashed with a green light to let him know he was summoned to the reception area. But on this morning, he watched as the elevator from the intake room opened and out stepped Heidi. 
She was wearing a low-cut skirt and high heels—her feet so large they looked like a pair of automobiles coasting by. There was a determined look in her eye, like she was on a mission, but the moment she stepped in front of the tiny bistro, the building coming up no higher than her thighs, she stopped and appraised the tiny man out front.
“You’re the guy from the other day!” she said, face lighting up. He wasn’t sure if she meant the day of his conversion, or the day she watched him with Carrie Gentry. She squatted down, careful not to get her knees dirty. Gordon wasn’t sure if she was doing it on purpose, but he could see right between her legs, all the way up to the lacy panties. She was wearing garter belts, too.
“Yeah. Heidi, right?”
“That’s right! How are you liking it here?”
“I like it a lot. Most of the people are nice . . . a few are a little rough.”
She turned red at that and giggled. “Don’t like it rough?”
“I love it. I meant that only a few are rough.”
“Oh,” she said, and fanned herself with her top. 
“Do you ever come here?” he asked, then realized how ridiculous it sounded.
“Do I . . . come here?” she repeated, then giggled. “I’m here now, silly.”
“I meant do you come here as a guest . . . to use the services.”
“I don’t. Mainly because I don’t make enough money for it. But I’ve always wanted to try it.”
“Oh yeah? If you could afford it, what size tiny person would you like?”
She bit her bottom lip and grinned. “I think I’m looking at it.”
“Nice,” he said, and grinned. He could feel his dick stiffening in his tiny pants.
Gordon thought that the normal-sized employees, the administration staff, weren’t allowed to talk to the pleasure perks. But Heidi seemed friendly enough and the two of them spoke for almost ten minutes before his pager went off. It was probably Chloe Price, the hotel heiress who couldn’t get enough of the way he rubbed his whole body against her soles.
“I suppose I should get to work,” he said, then stood. “But hang on.” He pulled out his miniature ink pen—the one the resort gave him so that he could give guests his personal pager number. But he wanted Heidi to have something more substantial.
He climbed atop her foot and touched her leg. He could feel her trembling as she looked around to make sure no one was watching. Heidi could probably get in trouble just for talking to him, much less allowing him to stand atop her foot. He took the pen and laid a hand across her shin, happy that she wasn’t wearing nylons. Her skin smelled so good and now his little cock was throbbing even more. Quickly, he scribbled his home phone number on her leg, then hopped off.
He started to walk away but turned back at the last moment, happy to see her in utter shock, and perhaps utter arousal. Gordon put his fingers up to his ear and mimed, “Call me.”

      [image: image-placeholder]And he didn’t have to wait long. 
Two nights later, he was lying in bed watching television when the phone buzzed. When he answered, it took a moment for her unsteady voice to come through. She was embarrassed to call—perhaps even worried that her job may be in jeopardy. 
“H-hello? Gordon?” 
“Yeah, it’s me. How are you?”
Her voice relaxed. “I’m great. I just . . . I didn’t know if it was the right thing to do. Calling you and all. I tried yesterday.”
“I stayed in Miss Price’s room last night.”
“Oh. No company tonight?”
“I have an appointment for tomorrow at noon but no. Tonight . . . it’s just me.”
After a moment of silence, she said, “Do you know where my office is located?”
He didn’t until that morning, at which time he made a point to learn where she worked. “I do,” he said.
“Good. Can you be here in twenty minutes?”
He sat up, flipped around and stood, then went to get dressed. “I could. But why?”
She went silent again, perhaps working up the nerve to say what he knew she was going to say. “Because I want to see what it’s like. What a six-inch man can do.”
“Oh yeah?”
“Yeah,” she said, now sounding more confident. “I’ll leave the side door open. Just come on in.”
“Okay.”
“And Gordon?”
“Yeah?”
“This is our little secret. Try not to let anyone see you.”

      [image: image-placeholder]Everyone in administration worked in the same building, but hardly anyone stayed afterhours. The main complex was within sight of Gordon’s house and the tiny people were given small, battery-powered cars to get around in. The best part of all—they were virtually silent. After dressing, he grabbed one from the charging garage and sped away.
Heidi’s office was one of the few on the ground floor which was good. He wouldn’t have to climb any steps. While most of the Aphrodite Resort was tailored to tiny person travel, the admin building was not. Tinies weren’t meant to go in there, which was why this whole venture was dangerous for him—and for Heidi.
Her office door let out into a small courtyard, so he parked his car and then made his way through the bars on the gate. He could see the door—it was open—and there was a faint light beyond. Gordon paused to see if anyone else was out but there was no one. The guests were in their rooms, probably with shrunken lovers, and the dayshift workers were all at home. Gordon raced across the lawn and slipped through the crack of the door.
He was standing in a large, typical office. There was a desk, a few filing cabinets. The place smelled nice—she was burning a candle. Somewhere beyond the next room, he could hear soft music. Immediately to his left, he spied a giant pair of feet. They came out of nowhere because she was standing just on the other side of the door, ready to shut it and lock it. Gordon looked up the length of her body and was in awe of her beauty and of her attire.
She was still wearing heels—clear so that he could see her toes in great detail. She’d painted them a dark purple that almost looked black under the low light. Even the soles of the shoes were clear and he could see beneath her foot—if she raised it above him. 
This was the first time he’d seen her in something besides a business suit or skirt. Right now she wore a lacy teddy—all purple—with matching panties. Her tanned skin was flawless and a little shiny, as if she’d just covered herself in cocoa butter.
“Well I’m here,” he told her. “Now what?”
She took a knee, her hair falling so close that he could reach up and touch it. There was a wonderful scent to her, like lilacs and honey. She licked her lips and smiled. “I want to employ your services but I don’t have any money.” Her words were playful and it made him wonder if she’d read his file—she was merely saying the opening lines to half a dozen pornos he’d starred in.
His cock stiffened in his pants. He said, “Maybe we can work out something.”
“Oh yeah? Maybe we should take this to the bedroom . . .”
And then she stood, bringing her dizzying height into perspective. She turned around, making sure that he saw her bulbous ass as she trotted off, her heels clicking against the tile of the front room. When she reached the bedroom, she pushed the door open and turned back to face him. Heidi made a ‘come hither’ motion with her finger, then disappeared around the corner. 
Gordon was used to his giant lovers picking him up and carrying him everywhere. His ladies knew he was a generous lover but they also thought he was helpless. It was a nice change of pace for Heidi to make him work for his treat. He quickly headed toward the bedroom, shedding his clothes along the way. By the time he reached the door he was completely naked, his feet slapping the floor.
Heidi was sitting on the massive bed, her leg crossed over. Gordon came closer and stood just beneath the clear heel—he could see her perfect sole hovering above him. She squeezed her toes, producing a wide ridge of wrinkles. She had large feet—obviously—but even for a gal her height. He figured she wore at least a women’s eight and a half. 
“So are you one of the . . . cave exploring little men, or do you do other stuff, as well?”
“I do whatever you want,” he said. 
“Multiple services, huh? I’m not sure how I’ll ever pay for this.” Her playful smile was one of the best Gordon had ever seen.
“I’ll keep a running tab,” he said, and stroked his cock.
She put her legs straight, then lifted them together. One foot nudged the shoe off the other and it clattered to the floor next to the tiny man. 
“Oops!” she said when the shoe almost hit him. “I was trying to be sexy.”
“You’re still sexy,” he assured.
She beamed over his compliment and then said, “Lie on your back. I need a massage.” When she crinkled her toes, it was clear what kind of massage she meant.
Gordon, the ever-cooperative little pleaser, did as she said. For a moment he could see her face, then only the light between her toes, and finally nothing at all. The darkness consumed him as she gently rested her foot across his body. Feet were a specialty of the tiny man, so he easily maneuvered into place while she watched. Gordon spread his legs at her heel so she could lean her foot over and put the meatiest part of her pad against his chest. She was so warm—slightly moist from the shoes, and with only a hint of her natural aroma. He pressed his hands into her, feeling the pushback of her foot. Heidi trembled and let out a little moan. Gordon could feel the tension in her sole and he knew right away there was no one in her life alleviating her stress.
“That feels so good,” she said, half moan, half rattle. “Let me know if I’m hurting you.”
He was about to ask what she meant, but that’s when she applied a little pressure. Her pad came down hard, pushing back his arms and turning his head to the side. He loved this bit of rough foreplay but it was making it hard for him to work. Once she realized he couldn’t massage if he was pinned to the floor, she relaxed a little and he went back to work.
After a few minutes, she slid her foot down until the base of her toes were resting against his chest. She spread them apart so that his head could appear between them. He kissed her and licked her and now that she could see him, it made her giggle. Her scent was so nice but her heat was even better.
“I wonder if I could stroke your cock like this,” she said, and put a bit of pressure around his midsection. He was already turned on enough that he was producing precum, so it was easy to find a rhythm. Still, a giant sole was an unwieldly and difficult tool for getting off a shrunken man.
“It’s nice, but you need a bit more focus for that.”
“Oh, really?” she said, slightly offended. “I’ll be getting you off before the night is over. Just you wait.”
And without giving him a chance to reply, she removed her foot and placed the other one on top of him. This time, she started at her heel—it was perfect, most likely seeing a pumice stone every night. It was so smooth that his hands glided across it. After that, she moved her foot down, gently dragging it across him so that some of her scent ended up on his body. She used some kind of bodywash that he’d never smelled before. Or perhaps at such a small size, scents were different.
Eventually, Heidi lifted him onto the bed. He thought they were moving on to some different activity but she loved his care of her feet so much that she rolled over onto her stomach and placed him at the foot of the bed. With her soles facing toward the ceiling, he knew what she wanted.
So for the next half an hour, he trudged across her soles, this time using his knees to drive into her tired, achy skin. Her moans never stopped and just when Gordon was convinced she’d slipped off to sleep, she pulled herself up on her elbows. The tiny man quickly moved off the giantess, knowing that she was about to turn over. He’d almost been crushed once by a giantess who flipped over during a bad dream. 
Finally, she did roll over, putting Gordon between her ankles. She pulled herself up until she was sitting against the headboard. Her cheeks were red and he could tell the footrub went far beyond just feeling nice. It had been borderline arousing.
“You’re a master at working with feet,” she said. “If I were a rich lady, I’d employ you just to keep them maintained.”
“You say that now,” he said, a cocky tone to his voice. “But that’s just because you haven’t experienced anything else I can do.”
“Is that right?” she said, crinkling her toes and momentarily writhing on the bed. When she settled, she bent at the knees and hugged them. “Okay, what else can you do, little man?”
“For starters, I can get you a little more worked up.”
He tapped her ankle until she dropped her leg a little. Then he mounted it at the shin and began to climb up. Whenever he struggled, she bent a little more until he had a smooth trip up to her waist. Gordon could see it in her eyes—she was expecting him to go diving right now, but he wanted to wait. He wanted to drive her crazy—little by little—before he went for the main prize. So, he continued on, stopping at her stomach because she was sitting up.
“Lie back, please.”
“Oh, right,” she said, a tiny bit of disappointment in her voice because he wasn’t going to be a human pussy plug—not yet, anyway.
Gordon braced himself while she got into a prone position. Her breasts, probably A cups or B cups, were just perky enough to stay in place. She was still wearing the teddy, so he couldn’t see her nipples. She remained motionless as he walked up her arm. Each time he stepped down, she tensed so his feet wouldn’t sink into her skin. Heidi was quite athletic, her muscles toned and shapely.
When he reached her shoulder, he jumped onto her chest, using her chin as a support. She was trying hard not to giggle, for any movement of her body would send him rolling away. The trembles were hard to contain—he was getting her worked up in all the right ways. 
Gordon dropped to his knees and started to crawl beneath the cup of her teddy. Her breasts were firm, or at least she was tensing so hard that they didn’t give way. He could detect the soft scent of her skin and it drove him wild. His cock was pulsing painfully as he lifted the silky material and crawled down. 
He latched onto her nipple and pulled himself up. Then, he felt something cool touch his skin and was pleasantly surprised that it was a piercing. She shifted to the side, almost forcing him to slide down her breast but she quickly stopped. 
“Sorry,” she said. “It’s a little ticklish.”
“Nice.”
With one hand, he tugged the ring. He was barely able to get his fingers around it but somehow managed to use his whole palm to pull. Each tug made her nipple harder and harder until the tip was poking against the soft bed of her teddy’s cup. Gordon buried his face against it, dragging his cheek by the rough knub. Her breast broke out in goosebumps and now he was the one being tickled because they sprouted all along his chest and legs. 
Gordon kissed and licked and sucked until his hand could no longer cup her nipple. She was just too massive, but he loved it anyway. When he was finished with that breast, he slithered down to the space between them and rolled over so he could see her face. She was blushing, her skin full of little patches of red. But she smiled and nodded for him to go on. He climbed atop her next breast, the nipple already hard as a tack, and began kissing it just the same. 
“You’re gonna make me cum before you even get to work down there.”
“What makes you think I’m gonna do anything down there?” he asked, hoping his playfulness came across even if she couldn’t see his face.
But she paused for a moment, then stroked the back of his thighs with her finger. “Oh, little man. You’ve already gotten me too worked up. You’re going to work down there whether you like it or not.”
“Nice,” he said again, and he was almost tempted to refuse just so she’d let the tiger out of the cage. 
But once he was finished with her second breast, Gordon rolled back down until he was in the spot between them. She squeezed them together, lifting him up. She smiled and licked her lips. He gave her a wink and said, “spread your legs for me, love,” before turning around and crawling south.
He kissed her the entire way down, dragging his tongue in places, feeling her muscles tense and her skin break out in goosebumps. Her breathing was labored but she tried—and failed—to keep it under control. It was like being in a wave pool each time her chest rose and fell. Finally, he reached her stomach and knew that dragging his tongue would make her bounce. She was ticklish, after all. He ran his lips across the rim of her navel and it drove her wild. Her whole lower half came off the bed, hovered there for a moment, and then dropped. Gordon continued on.
He could detect her heat before even reaching her sweet spot. Gordon expected he’d have to slither beneath her panties but didn’t find them when he arrived. That was because she was using her thumb to hold them up so he’d have an easier passage. The little man crawled on, feeling the slick smoothness of her shaved stubble. 
Once he reached her clit, he got up on his knees just as she gently released the panties. He was holding them up with his head. She’d probably need both hands to clench the covers, anyway. Gordon leaned over and grabbed her clit with both hands, gauging her body language just before squeezing it. And just as he figured, she bucked right off the bed. He grabbed it even tighter to hold on, which only made her motions on the bed even more pronounced. Finally, she settled down and he went to work, massaging her clit with his palms. Each time he dragged his hands across, she became more vocal—and more wet.
Her hand was on the outside of her panties, pushing him down, driving his face into her clit. She became more forceful until she was holding her fingers straight and dragging him back and forth. By now she was so wet that he was sloshing in her juices—and he was yet to enter her love canal. Still, her hand moved up and down her labia until he had her scent all over his tiny body.
“You . . . have to go in,” she managed through moans. “Please, Gordon . . .”
She let go and he slid down to the gusset of her panties. Gordon did a flip until he was right side up, then facing the enormous slit that could take on his whole body. Her fingers slithered down and helped to spread herself open. Then, he pushed against the tightness of the panties’ wall and launched himself forward, head first. He disappeared inside her and the last thing he heard was the sound of her ripping her panties away so that she could better get at him. He was almost completely in but at the last minute she snatched his legs and began to pull.
Gordon assumed he was painful, that he was too big or broad-shouldered but that wasn’t the case at all. She merely wanted a better hold on his legs. Heidi pumped his little body, pushing in and pulling out, over and over. Normally Gordon took control during this part, but Heidi didn’t want that. She wanted to be in complete control of her pleasure.
And Gordon didn’t mind this one bit.
She was quick and aggressive, her nails almost painful at his ankles. Each thrust made her more wet, more hot, and more noisy. He could feel her heartbeat each time he plunged inside and it was like she was running a marathon. Gordon’s arms were hurting and his face was experiencing rugburn but he loved her feistiness. When it was drawing to an end, he could tell because her entire love tunnel quivered. 
And just before she blasted him with her red-hot cum, she pulled him out and she gushed across the bed. She was moaning—almost screaming—and she placed the tiny man on her chest while she gathered her breath. Gordon sat up and flung the juices from his hands, then wiped his eyes. She was breathing hard, her face and neck splotched with red.
“That was so good, little man, but now it’s your turn.”
She picked him up, and placed him on her face. Her warm breath chilled his wet body but he quickly heated when she maneuvered her tongue around his cock. A six-inch man was difficult to please, but lucky for Gordon, he had such a big dick that it was easy for her to find it and start sucking.
Her size made this scary—no one else had ever tried it—but she settled into a rhythm quite quickly and Gordon relaxed against her face. She used her tongue to play with the head, darting in and out, then lashing along the shaft. Her big, pouty lips made it easy, and before long he was groping at her cheeks, his legs straightening, and then his dick pumping warm cum into her mouth. She giggled as she took it all in, finally swallowing his tiny load.
After it was over, she cradled him in the crook of her arm and began to nap. He was used to such things—the girls always wanted to either go to sleep or talk afterwards. Gordon even found himself getting sleepy. It was a full-body workout to please a giant woman. 
Sometime later, she woke him and placed him on the nightstand. Her face was red, but this time it wasn’t from arousal—it was from slight embarrassment. She said, “I’m sorry. I kind of . . . let myself go.”
“It was fine,” he said. “I had fun.”
“Yeah? Do you . . . think we could do this again sometime?”
“Maybe. I just don’t want you to get in trouble.”
“I won’t. Besides, Mrs. Winters is going on vacation in two days. We could have lots more fun.”
“What did you have in mind?”
“We won’t have to sneak so much while she’s away.” Her voice tailed off. “. . . and we’ll have access to her office and the matter reducer.”
“Oh,” he said. “I like where your mind is going.”
She giggled, then kissed him full on the face. “You have no idea what’s gong on in my mind, little man. Better get ready for it.”
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