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Chapter I

A car speeded through the sweltering streets of a small town – three pretty college-aged girls sitting inside, a sight which would’ve surely attracted many interested gazes if the streets weren’t otherwise empty.

Summer had turned the town into a desert, as most of its population had either moved to their holiday houses or had been shutting themselves inside their air-conditioned apartments.

As for Megan, Stacy, and Rose, they were headed for the closest beach, but not before picking up one final person. But if the reader was guessing this fourth passenger was going to occupy the last free spot next to the slim blonde who was making herself comfortable in the backseats, they would be wrong.

“Why did he have to come along?” Stacy asked. The golden-haired girl was shooting an annoyed look at her friends sitting in the front seats. “I just don’t know how you got the idea of inviting Mike today!”

“Huh?” Rose said as she stepped on the brakes to stop at the traffic lights, her long plastic fingernails scraping against the wheel. “I thought you and him got along!”

“It’s not that they don’t get along,” Megan explained with a giggle. “It’s just that Stacy is scared of shrinking people.”

“I’m not afraid,” Stacy objected. “I just believe it would be best for him to stay home until he’s fully recovered!”

“See?” Megan said with smug amusement. “She’s scared to death... Stacy, you know he’s fully out of the contagious phase! There’s no need for him to avoid contact with people anymore, even those who are scared of tiny men!”

Stacy just scoffed, staring out of the window as Rose started the car again, speeding past the crossroads and turning into a large avenue.

“You should see today as an opportunity to get over your fear of tiny people,” the girl at the wheel suggested. “Wouldn’t that be useful for your nurse training?”

“Once again... I’m not scared of tiny people!” Stacy roared. “Stop saying that!”

Rose chuckled. “If you say so...”

Megan shot the driver a malicious look. “Are you sure you should talk? I can see you’re excited already...”

“Why would I be excited?” Rose asked. “Today is a perfectly normal day for me...”

“Come on... Everyone of us knows how much you like Mike, and now that he’s tiny, you have the perfect chance to make a move on him!” Megan suggested.

Rose tensed up as she parked her car in front of the building where Mike lived. “Meg, Stace, if you mention anything to him, I am going to kill you both!”

“Sure, sure,” Megan chirped as she unfastened her seatbelt and jumped out of the car. “Be back in a minute!”

The two other girls were left alone in the car, each immersed in their respective thoughts. Stacy was hoping that Rose would manage to snag the little man for herself, since she liked him so much, and keep the tiny bugger out of her way, while Rose was already making up romantic scenarios in her mind involving a minuscule Mike.

As for the young man himself, he was sitting at home, eagerly waiting for Megan to pick him up. This was finally the chance for him to catch some fresh air after a two week-long isolation, and although the idea of going out at his current size felt a bit overwhelming, he couldn’t imagine a more alluring scenario than a sunny beach in the company of three gorgeous bikini-clad ladies.

“Mike!” gasped Megan as she caught sight of her friend. The young brunette walked to the desk where he was sitting, towering over him as he looked back at her in awe. While he waved at her to catch her attention, she playfully flicked him with her finger. “This is karma for all the times you called me shorty!” the girl said with a huge, smug smile.

She picked him up between two fingers, bringing him closer to her inquiring eyes. Mike was enveloped in a rough piece of fabric acting as a robe, a standardized and awkward dress for those who caught the shrinking. “It’s good to see you!” she said as she squinted her eyes in his direction. “Even when it’s a bit challenging!”

Mike said something back, which Megan didn’t quite grasp because of his feeble voice. “We’ll talk later,” the girl said. “Stace and Rose are waiting for us! A gentleman like you would never have two ladies wait for him, right?” she jested.

So, tiny man between her fingers, the girl walked back to the car, proudly swinging the shrunken Mike in front of her friends’ noses. “Girls... say hi to our favorite tiny man!” she giggled, her laughter only increasing as she saw Stacy’s horrified face as the blonde tried to retreat even further into her car seat.

As for Rose, she felt herself stiffening in the presence of Mike, who still carried the power of making her nervous despite his tiny size. “H-hi Mike... wow, you’re not as small as I would’ve thought!” she awkwardly said as she fumbled with the car keys. “A-are we good to go?”

“Uh-huh,” Megan said as she let Mike make himself comfortable in her spacious palm.

But as Rose, still quite unnerved by her crush’s presence, sank her foot onto the brake pedal instead of the accelerator, the car recoiled, the girls making a little jump in unison, bouncing into their car seats.

“Sorry about that!” the driver said, as she turned to her friends. “Are you okay?”

Stacy just nodded, but Megan was staring down with her mouth agape at the sight of Mike, who had flown out of her palm and had landed right in the middle of her sweaty cleavage.

Embarrassment quickly turned into amusement, and Megan couldn’t stop giggling at the sight of her lifelong friend now looking like a bug helplessly trapped in the middle of her breasts.

The little man was currently experiencing an even larger mixture of emotions. At first, he was just terrified from the sudden drop, then as he realized where he had landed, he was relieved to be safe, then caught in a mixture of humiliation and excitement.

Despite he was undoubtedly enjoying his deep dive into Megan’s breasts, he didn’t want to give the cheeky girl the satisfaction of knowing that, so he struggled to break free from the jugs’ overbearing embrace. Unfortunately, his attempts to grasp the wobbly flesh only made him slide deeper into the chasm between Megan's twin pillows.

“Poor Mike!” said Rose as she caught a peek of what was going on. “He looks like he’s trapped!”

“Yeah, and he’s only sliding further down,” laughed Megan. “Gosh, my boobs aren’t even that big! What would happen if he landed in between yours?”

Rose found herself stiffening at the terrifying yet delicious prospect of holding her crush prisoner between her tits and just blushed without further speaking.

“There’s no way a guy that small could ever withstand the weight of Rose’s cannons!” Stacey chimed in from her backseat, finding the courage to intervene now that Mike was safely out of her range. “Good thing your boobs are so tiny, Meg...”

“Still way bigger than yours, Stace...” Megan shot back as she glared at her quite flat-chested friend.

Rose, meanwhile had started driving again, but she didn’t miss any chance to glance toward Megan’s cleavage, partly out of worry for Mike’s well-being, but mostly out of a certain envy for her friend, who was carrying her crush inside her bra. “Meg, aren’t you going to let him out? I bet it’s quite hot in there for him!”

Megan couldn’t help but giggle. Mike had almost sunk completely in the gap between her tits, only one arm now sticking out of their soft embrace. “I guess I probably should...” the brunette said as she dug two fingers in the middle of her bosom. “Just in case someone might get jealous...”

Unfortunately, as she introduced her fingers between her tits, she created an even larger gap that made Mike lose his footing so that he slid even further down her bikini top, crashing against its band and eventually managing to hold to its thread as if desperately hanging by the ledge of the last floor of a tall building.

“Found ya,” announced the girl as her fingers caught his body, Mike letting go of his hold on her bikini top so that she could lift him up. Megan could finally remove her hand from her shirt, and it came back with a smothered Mike firm within its grip.

The man finally caught on his breath, the wind coming in from the lowered car window feeling deliciously refreshing. He couldn’t find the courage to look back at the girl on whose chest he had just dived inside, not as long as he was still sporting a massive erection from the sweaty interaction.

To avoid further incidents, Megan dropped him in the space between her legs, letting the tiny man land in the ample space between her shorts-clad thighs.

“Gosh Mike... It’s a shame we can barely hear you!” Megan said as she looked at him sitting between her legs. “We have so many things to talk about... right, girls? How about we put him up to speed on all the latest gossip?”

Stacey nodded from the backseat, eager to dive into the juicy topic. “So many things happened since you shrank...” she said, and she began her recap with the news she found most interesting.

So the drive to the beach went on, and once the trio of ladies arrived at the site, they grabbed their beach bags, umbrella, and tiny man, a whole day of fun and awkward adventures awaiting them...

Chapter II

Once the three girls found an empty spot, they spread their belongings onto the burning sand, Stacy making sure the umbrella was firmly planted in the space between their towels.

Mike, who had been riding in one of Megan’s shorts’ front pockets, patiently waited for the girls to finish their preparations so that his friend could take him out of his denim prison.

“Sorry for the wait!” she chirped as she beamed at his tiny form. She hovered him in the air, moving him around as she held him between two fingertips to let him admire the beach setting. “Not bad after all that time you spent shut in, huh?”

Then, as the other girls were starting to get rid of their clothes, Megan set the tiny man on the beach towel so she could strip as well.

Mike, finding himself deposited over the comfortable carpet of Megan’s towel fabric, looked up in astonishment at the sight of the three girls stripping to their swimsuits. Normally, he would’ve refrained from staring so freely, but his current size allowed him to leer at their bodies undetected.

Stacy, who had already kicked off her shorts, was in the process of lifting up her shirt. She was the tallest of the three girls, and though all three were giants to him, the few inches she had over her two friends made her look even more imposing.

The blonde sported an admirably slim and elegant physique which made her look graceful even at her impossible size, and as Mike glanced at her exquisite ass, barely covered by her pink thong, he felt envy for the long swinging cords of her bikini top, gently hanging down her delicate buttocks.

As he turned to his right, he could see the mountainous Rose and her mouthwatering curves. The brunette was not as confident as her two friends and felt a slight hesitation in revealing her body, and as Mike peered in her direction, she looked back at him, only to nervously look away in an instant.

Mike found it hard to stop staring at her abundant body, especially once the girl bent down in his direction to pick up her sunscreen, and he saw her huge melons swinging down and putting an immense strain on her tiny, dark green bikini.

Finally, above him, was Megan. He had known her for a lifetime; their relationship had always been platonic, and the both of them were happy to let it stay that way. He saw her as the sister he never had, but that didn’t mean he wouldn’t give a peek as she stripped to her colorful bikini.

She was the shortest of the three, which didn’t make her any less towering to Mike; and despite her sweet, adorably feminine appearance, she had a loud and fun-loving personality which made her a blast to be around – possibly less so now that he was the size of a bug and subject to her whims.

He didn’t mind to look up at her juicy buttcheeks swelling up as the girl struggled to remove her tight shirt, but once she was free of the indument’s constraint, he saw her tossing it behind her, its shadow looming on him, the piece of cloth inexorably falling over his helpless body.

There was no way he could avoid it. In the space of a second, Mike found himself trapped at the bottom of Megan’s sweaty shirt, and all that could be seen of him was a minuscule bump helplessly fighting against the heavy, soiled fabric.

Worse of all, the brunette didn't even notice where he was as she openly talked about him with her friends.

"So," Megan said as she turned to Stacy with a smirk. "I suppose we should let Mike stay on your towel, so the two of you can continue your little chitchat!"

Stacy stiffened with nervousness at the idea of being that close to the creepy little man. “Nonsense! He should stay on your towel,” she pointed out. “You’re the one he’s most friends with, after all.”

“But we said it was time for you to get over your fear of shrinking people...” said Megan. “And nothing’s more effective than a little exposure therapy for these kinds of phobias!”

The blonde shook her head. "It's not a phobia," the girl said. "It's perfectly rational to be afraid of these creepy... tiny-weeny... crawling little creatures!"

“So you admit you’re afraid!” Megan said.

“Girls!” said Rose, interrupting their argument. “You’re arguing about where he should stay but... Where is Mike, right now?”

“Huh?” Megan said as she looked around, confirming that the tiny man was nowhere to be found. “I thought I had left him right here!”

“Gosh, we lost him already?” Stacey cried as she lifted her palm in front of her eyes and forehead. “I told you we shouldn’t have invited him... now who is going to tell his family?”

“Quiet, you...” Megan said. “I’m sure he’s around here somewhere, he can’t go very far on his tiny legs! Let’s all just look for him together! And... careful where you step!”

The three girls all nervously scanned the area around their feet, inspecting the surfaces of their towels with the utmost attention. Rose squatted down to check whether the tiny man was under her discarded clothes, while Megan began carefully moving the sand around with her foot.

Meanwhile, Stacy was getting more and more nervous. Not knowing where the creepy crawler was made her phobia go into overdrive mode. Of all three, she was the one most rabidly looking around to finally identify Mike’s position, which made her step around the three towels in a frantic yet careful search.

When Mike finally managed to crawl out of Megan’s heavy shirt, he saw her giant foot right in front of him. He barely identified who the girl was, and thinking it was his best friend, he ran to her toe to tap it to be noticed.

The blonde’s face became pale as she felt something touching her skin. Her scream was heard all through the beach as she began swinging her foot left and right in an attempt to kick the tiny guy away.

Mike, in turn, held to the girl’s gigantic and sand-covered toe with all of his might, not wanting to be kicked God-knows-where by her mighty foot.

“Stop! Stop!” cried Megan as she jumped to grab and immobilize her friend’s leg, while Rose rushed at Stacy’s foot to rescue Mike from its big toe.

“A-are you okay?” asked Rose as she nervously rolled the tiny man in her palm, gently lifting him up.

Megan chimed in, worryingly looking at her best friend.

“Does anyone care how I am doing?” asked an indignant Stacy, estranging herself from the rest of the group. “I thought I was gonna have a heart attack!”

“He’s not reacting...” Rose said, Stacy’s remark left ignored. “Meg... do you think he’s fine? What if he’s hurt?”

“Just give him a second to recover,” Megan said as she lowered her face closer to Rose’s palm containing her friend’s tiny form. “Huh? Rose... I think I know why he’s not answering.”

“Why?” the girl asked with increasing worry.

“He’s, like, hypnotized...” Megan said with a grin as she pointed at Rose’s chest. “That’s what happens where you place him right at that level!”

Rose blushed, covering her gigantic breasts with the palm of her hand.

"It'll take more than a single hand to cover all of that abundance," Megan pointed out. "Besides... don't you think he deserves to look to his heart's content, after all that he's been through?" she giggled. "Let the guy enjoy himself a little!"

“F-fine...” Rose said, secretly flattered with the idea that her crush was so smitten with her assets. “Hey, I think he’s saying something!”

Megan moved her ear next to the tiny man so that she could hear his shouts. “I’m fine! Girls, I’m fine,” Mike was saying.

“See?” Megan said. “I told you he was okay!”

As the girls all breathed a sigh of relief, Stacey’s voice could be heard again, speaking from a safe distance. “Umm, girls? We’re all in our swimsuits now. Shouldn’t he remove his clothes too? He can’t be staying at the beach dressed in those teeny-weeny clothes for shrunken pests!”

Megan nodded. "Wait, is he wearing anything underneath? I don't think they make swimsuits for his size... do they?"

Rose’s blush intensified. “W-well, he could just stay in the naked then. At his size, no one will notice...”

Megan and Stacy both held their laughter, fully knowing that Rose’s suggestion was only driven by her desire to see Mike naked. “Well, I don’t give a damn either way,” Megan said. “As long as you’re comfortable, do whatever you like, Mike. I promise I won’t make fun of you... maybe.”

"What do you think, Stace?"

"Umm... whatever," the blonde said, shrugging as she reasoned that it didn't matter whether Mike was wearing clothes or not; he was still a scary creeper, with clothes on or not.

The tiny man felt the pressure of being naked in front of the gigantic ladies, but when a trio of attractive women grant you permission to strip in front of them, you just have to take it, or so he always thought; so he just pulled his robe away. But as soon as he did, Megan’s loud giggles immediately made him realize his mistake.

Rose bit her lip as he saw him, while Stacy was just looking from a distance with worry.

“Gosh, Mike, I’ve known you for a long time but I didn’t know you had such... hidden qualities!” Megan brazenly observed.

The man blushed as he heard her friend’s remark, writhing in a comical attempt to cover his stiff wand, his legs shaking as Rose’s hand trembled with increasing nervousness and excitement.

Dying with embarrassment, Mike went to retrieve his robe from the side of Rose’s palm, and rushingly put it back on.

“Look what you’ve done!” Rose cried in Megan’s direction. “You embarrassed him... after you said you would not make fun of him!”

Stacey maliciously chimed in. “What? Disappointed that the show is over?”

"Just shut up!" Rose angrily said. "Or I'll throw him in your face!"

Stacey escaped screaming as Rose ran after her with Mike in her clutch, Megan bent in two in a fit of laughter. The girl was starting to believe she had definitely made the right decision in letting Mike tag along for the day...

Chapter III

Once the commotion died down, the girls settled back on their beach towels, eager to soak some sunlight on their young bodies. Mike had been placed close to Megan’s head, on the side facing Rose’s towel, so that Stacy wouldn’t even have to see him.

While Rose had started reading a book and Stacy was half asleep, sunglasses on, enjoying the warmth on her back, Megan felt somehow restless. The girl was always brimming with energy and she couldn't stand the thought of just lying down doing nothing.

Mike knew this trait of her personality well and was anticipating her next move with some concern, and as he studied the bored expression on her gigantic face, he knew she was going to be up to something soon.

In fact, just a few seconds later, Megan picked her tiny friend up and hovered him right in front of her nose so she could keep him in her field of vision. “Jeez Mike, I wish you weren’t tiny... these two can be such a bore!” she told him. “How about we liven up the day a little?”

The young brunette stretched to her left, leaning into Stacy's beach towel, and playfully hovered Mike right above her blonde friend's ass. Mike found himself just a few inches away from the twin mounds of the girl's buttcheeks, right on top of the pink expanse that was the back of her bikini bottom.

The colorful triangle could have been his own spacious beach towel, complete with two enormous pillows where he could rest his head.

Megan turned to Rose with a grin on her face. “Psst!” she called to acquire her attention, mimicking the act of dropping Mike right in the middle of Stace’s butt.

The girl put her book by her side and shot her friend an alarmed look. “Don’t!” she whispered. “Stacy will get mad, and he could get hurt!”

Megan just shrugged in response and, knowing she had the attention of at least one spectator, she let Mike go. After a brief fall, the man landed against Stacy’s right buttcheek, bounced against the toned flesh, and tumbled into the valley at the bottom of the rising curves.

For a moment, it felt like hell was about to break loose, but Stacy did not react. Mike was insignificant enough not to wake her up with his tumbles, and everyone breathed a sigh of relief as they saw how Stacy kept peacefully sleeping.

Megan giggled as she picked up her phone, immortalizing the scene in several pictures, while Rose kept urging her to remove Mike before Stacy would notice. As for the little man, he couldn't exactly complain about his surroundings, even if he felt worried at the idea of Stacy finding out about him. Being in the middle of two titanic buttcheeks, he couldn't help but admire the golden-haired girl's sand-covered skin, the way her skinny buttocks curved and joined together, and he was smitten with the unique perspective his size allowed him to enjoy.

He didn’t even have to feel guilty about it
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