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  The Shortest Girl in Town

The Sharp Couple


Just a couple of days ago, Krista assumed she was one of the tallest girls in the world. At least in the country, anyway. Standing at six-foot-six, she towered over most men. But coming to Angel Grove had humbled her greatly. She  wasn’t the tallest girl—not by far. In fact, she was probably the shortest girl in town, even amongst those much younger than her.
She stared across the breakfast table—a table that was much too high for her ‘tiny’ body—to her new girlfriend, Anna. 
Anna dwarfed Krista, standing at an unthinkable eight-foot-one, but even Anna was considered short in Angel Grove. Her daughters, Emily and Jenny, were both much taller. 
“I think I got a little taller overnight,” said Jenny, the youngest girl. She grinned and guzzled a pitcher-sized glass of orange juice. “My pajama legs don’t touch the floor this morning. And the dress . . . just doesn’t feel right.”
Anna laughed. “You might be having growth spurts, but certainly not that fast.”
“No, really,” said Jenny, standing. “Measure me?”
“No way that you are taller,” said Emily, the eldest girl, who looked at her younger sister with a mixture of jealousy and disbelief. 
“Girls, we can settle this right now,” said Anna, pushing out from the table. Her feet hit the floor with a solid thump and then she moved to a low cabinet and found a tape measure. After that, she climbed back into the seat, then stood on it. 
On cue, Jenny stood straight as an arrow as her mother fed the tape measure to the floor, then held the other end at her head. Anna’s eyes said it all.
“You . . . are taller. You’re eight-eleven.”
“Two inches?” said the girl, positively beaming.
“How is that possible?” asked Krista.
None of them had an answer for her, as it was unprecedented even in a community of giants. 
Anna shrugged. “I told you. The next generation is getting even taller. We have no idea how tomorrow will look.”
“Me next,” said Emily, smoothing her dress and standing. She was the biggest one in the house, so it was easy for her to gently nudge Jenny out of the way so she could be measured. 
“Nope, still the same since your last physical. Ten-foot-two.”
“It’s like I’ve stopped growing,” said the big girl as she moved back to her seat. A look of defeat crossed her face.
Anna sat down and placed the tape measure on the table. She nodded. “It’s possible. You’re at the right age where this might be it, kiddo.”
Emily sulked. “I really hoped I’d get to be eleven feet tall.”
Anna shrugged. “You may. Just don’t pin all your hopes on it. Either way, it might not be long before your sister outgrows you.”
“Maybe I’ll be twelve feet tall!” Jenny said. “Maybe thirteen!”
“Oh, shut up,” said Emily.
Anna and Krista exchanged warm grins from across the table.
After breakfast, Anna announced that they should go to the mall to get Krista new clothes. If she was going to be staying in Angel Grove, she couldn’t be expected to wear the same outfit every day. Both daughters beamed at the idea, for what young lady didn’t like going to the mall?
“Let’s go!” said Jenny, standing and draining the last of her OJ.
“Not so fast,” said Anna. “Krista and I need to get ready first. You two can clean up our mess. I made breakfast, after all.” Before either of them could protest, she added, “And go outside and water my flowers, too. We’ll be down in a jiffy.”

      [image: image-placeholder]“I have an outfit you could probably fit,” said Anna in the bedroom. “I’m horrible at returning ill-fitting clothes, so they just pile up in my closet. It might not be pretty, but we’re only going to the mall.”
“Thank you,” said Krista, watching as Anna laid out a pair of stockings, flats, jeans, and a t-shirt. Then, her attention turned to the bathroom.
“I guess we’d better hurry,” said Anna. “The girls get impatient rather quickly.”
“Maybe we should share a shower?” said Krista, half-joking but then liking the way it sounded as it came out. “You know, to save time . . .”
“You read my mind,” Anna said, then quickly stripped out of her clothes. She gave Krista a final seductive look before turning and entering the bathroom. The sound of running water wafted out.
It came as no surprise that the shower was massive. This reminded Krista of something they’d use on a farm to wash off livestock. But this unsexy thought quickly left her brain as she saw her girlfriend in all her curvaceous glory, completely naked and standing beneath one of the three showerheads. 
Krista took a nearby bottle of shampoo, lathered some up in her hands, and then snatched Anna by the hair. The bigger girl laughed in surprise and let Krista work—but only for a minute. She turned around and lifted her into the air so she could plant a wet, steamy kiss on her lips. Hard nipples pressed into one another.
It was always such a thrill to be picked up, thought Krista. She never dreamed of being in a world where so many people stood over her.
They kissed while the warm water washed over them. Anna put her back to the shower wall and eased toward the basin so she was in better reach of Krista’s lips. Being in this shower, in this place, with this woman, made her feel complete.
The kissing and the warm water made their heat rise, so Anna took the fun to the floor. She knelt down in front of Krista and pushed her hands against the girl’s stomach while she went down on her. Krista hoped that the spray of water and the hiss of steam covered her moans. 
When they traded places, Anna got on her back and threw her heavy legs over Krista’s shoulders. Playing with a woman of this size would never get old. She used her tongue and lapped at Anna until the girl was quivering and exploding across her face. 
They wanted to cuddle a little, but the girls were waiting downstairs. Twice, Emily had knocked on the bedroom door and told them to hurry. 
Krista dressed in Anna’s hand-me-down clothes, loving the way they barely fit. She’d never experienced an outfit that was too big. The shirt hung lazily across her shoulders, the pants trailed the ground, and her toes shifted in the flats. The only thing that did fit were the stockings because the elastic kept them in place.
Downstairs, both Jenny and Emily looked at Krista with a fondness that surprised her. She thought she looked a mess.
“You look great,” said Emily. “Are we ready?”
“We are,” said Anna, but then she turned to Krista and said, “Wait till you get a load of our mall . . .”

      [image: image-placeholder]The world of Angel Grove opened up once she got off Main Street and beyond the cluster of enormous housing. Krista couldn’t believe her eyes. This was like stepping into another world.
Down a wide street lay the heartland of Angel Grove—all situated around a complex of buildings so large and bulky they may as well have been built by the Egyptians. There were no vehicles besides those back on Main Street. How big would a car need to be for someone like Emily to fit inside? Much less, a group of equal-sized people? 
When the hill leveled out at the bottom, the wide road became cobblestones, having an old-world feel that reminded her of many colonial towns. Cypress trees grew far back, across perfectly manicured lawns. Krista saw little of this, for she was once again enthralled by the giants—those who even towered over Emily.
Since there was a military base hidden beyond the treeline, it was no surprise there were soldiers. But these men were training—a stampede of giants (and a pair of giantesses) jogged by. At the helm, a nine foot drill instructor who looked like a child next to the men he commanded. Krista watched until the contingent was out of sight.
It was a pretty day, so lots of people were out enjoying the morning air. Oversized couples were walking hand in hand, having picnics, and simply lounging in one another’s company. 
Keeping up was difficult because the ladies had such long legs—and long strides. Krista stopped and watched as the trio of giantesses walked off, oblivious they were outpacing their shorter friend. 
A part of her wanted to ask Anna for a piggyback ride but didn’t want to feel like a burden. It was silly, sure, but it also filled her with excitement. She loved the idea of feeling small and could think of no better way to experience it.
Emily was the first to notice her lagging behind, so she tapped her mother’s shoulder, then jogged back to Krista. The short girl looked up at her, staring directly at her stomach. 
“C’mon, I’ll carry you,” said the giantess.
“No, it’s o—”
But Emily had already started to bend. She snatched Krista beneath the arms and lifted her so fast that she lost one of her flats. Emily put her against her hip, stooped down to retrieve the shoe, then replaced it. 
“C’mon, little lady,” she said. “Relax, I had home ec in high school. I know what I’m doing.” She laughed as she bounded away with the child-sized Krista on her hip.
If Jenny or Anna thought this was strange, neither showed it on their faces. They watched as Emily carried her to the front of the pack as if it were the most natural thing of all. Krista felt odd—at first. But then she loved the idea of being carried as easily as a sack of potatoes. To someone as big as Emily, she must have felt light as a baby. 
The entrance to the mall was massive. Glass doors, easily three times as high as Emily, slid back and revealed an otherworldly shopping plaza filled with giant people. There was so much to see, so much for her newbie eyes to take in, that she didn’t know where to start first. 
Once they were inside, Emily dropped Krista by a fountain that rose up a hundred feet before terminating at a glass dome. It was surrounded by stone mermaids twice as big as the small lady. 
“Might as well get ice cream,” said Emily. “C’mon, Jen.”
“And then the American Girl shop?”
“Don’t push it.”
The girls walked off, disappearing into a throng of people, some who were even taller than Emily. That left Krista marveling over the giant shopfronts and Anna waiting patiently to be noticed.
“Sorry, it’s a lot to take in,” said Krista. “I can’t believe this place isn’t listed as one of the greatest monuments of mankind.”
“It’s a mall, sweetheart. Not the Library of Alexandria. C’mon, let’s get you something to wear. I know the perfect place.”
Krista barely noticed when her girlfriend leaned down and took her hand. It was odd to walk in unison because she had to keep a bend in her elbow, just so Anna could make contact with her. 
They passed several stores—Douglas Pizza, which smelled heavenly, Twin Falls Sporting Goods with a display of tree trunk-sized baseball bats in the windows, and 8-Bit Arcade with old-style cabinets that were clearly custom made for people much taller. This place made her feel like a shrunken Alice and she loved it.
And just as she had this thought, Anna took her to a store called Drink Me, Shrink Me, Fit Me, a clothing shop that sold petite womenswear. Since there were a few small-statured giants in Angel Grove, as silly as the concept sounded, this store seemed to capitalize—in a fun way—on those occasional diminutive ladies. 
“This is where I buy most of my clothes,” said Anna. “If you’re under nine feet tall, you’re considered petite.”
“Wow. Is there a big and tall store here?”
Anna grinned and nodded. “Oh, yes.”

      [image: image-placeholder]She didn’t feel as small inside Drink Me, Shrink Me, Fit Me, or DSF as the clerks called it. Most everyone was around Anna’s size, but there were a few ladies who stood around nine or ten feet tall. The store wasn’t branded to one area, as it covered business attire to sleepwear. 
Krista especially loved the Alice in Wonderland theme—all of the endcaps were topped with Drink Me! vials and Cheshire Cat seemed to be the spokesperson. All ads were accompanied by his giant floating eyes.
“Are you the shortest person here?” asked Krista as they began browsing a few racks in the athleticwear. 
Anna put a hand to her chest and opened her mouth in mock offense. This quickly dissolved into a smile and she shook her head. “I was once in line behind a girl at the frozen yogurt stand on the other side of Main. She was probably seven feet tall. Smallest lady I ever saw here. Well . . . until you showed up.”
“Funny.”
They picked out a few items and headed to the dressing room. Anna had great taste—similar to Krista’s, so there was only one ugly, motley-colored shirt that she suggested stay on the rack. But even after both of them had an armful of clothes, Krista knew she’d be lucky if any of them fit.
While she tried on the first outfit, Anna sat in the oversized chair out in the vestibule, her feet dangling in the air. Krista exited the dressing room, pants dragging the ground. She was in a long-sleeved shirt. Neither her feet nor her hands were visible. 
“I look like I’m shrinking,” Krista said with a haughty laugh.
“Well you’re in the right store,” said Anna. “C’mere, let momma see.”
Krista rolled her eyes and approached. Anna stuffed her fingers down the waistband, gauging the slack, then sat back and laughed. 
“Yeah, these won’t do. Try again.”
Nothing fit. The smallest clothes, something called X-tra-petite, still fell off without a belt or at least Krista’s fingers clenching the waistline. But since she was athletic, many of the smaller garment were perfect across her waist. It was the length that caused the most problems. Girls who stood three feet taller than Krista still had a similar waistline, but much longer legs. This rang true for sleeves, as well. 
The shoes were no better. For the first half of Krista’s search, she came up empty with boots, flats, and pumps all sliding off her dainty feet. For the second half, it became a show—Anna loved to watch her slip on size twenty-eights—veritable boats—and slog around the dressing room. 
“You look adorable,” said Anna, stifling a laugh behind her hand.
“You’re making fun of me.” It was hard not to—she’d put on the oversized shoes while still wearing comically large pants and a button-up shirt.
“I’m not, I promise. It’s cute. I’ve gone through the same thing, so I can sympathize with you.”
That made Krista’s body warm—they had so much in common.
She was about to return to the dressing room when she came face to crotch with a towering woman. Unlike the shoppers, this lady was almost twelve feet tall, decked out in a sleek pantsuit with heels that showed off her toe cleavage. Before Krista could say anything, she knelt down and said, “Maybe I can take your measurements? We can order you some custom options.”
“Um, sure,” said Krista, and she looked back at Anna who just nodded approvingly. After all, it was her magic Angel Grove-only currency that was making any shopping possible.
The large lady, who introduced herself as Jessica, ran a measuring tape across Krista’s inseam, along her legs, arms, chest, and waist. Finally, she took down her shoe size and said she’d be in touch while Krista stayed with Anna.
“So what do I do in the meantime?” she said, then explained the situation with her lost luggage at the airport. 
Jessica stood, once again putting her staggering height into perspective. She hooked her thumb to the left and said, “You can try Deb’s next door.” Then, the giantess walked off with her oversized clipboard.
“Deb’s?” asked Krista.
Anna looked as if she were going to fall over laughing.
“Yeah. It’s a junior’s clothing store.”

      [image: image-placeholder]While Deb’s may have catered to smaller sizes, that didn’t mean the store wasn’t massive. The theme here was sleek and stylish. Krista spotted many families, trios and quartets of people much taller than her. 
The sizes here were a match for Krista’s smaller body type, but it was clear the garments were meant for someone younger. Although she was still in her prime, she still felt old when picking out today’s fashion styles. Luckily, she found a few pairs of pants and a handful of t-shirts. Anna swiped her card and the ten-foot-tall lady at the counter bagged it all up. As she left the store, she felt a rush of heat at her ears. She loved feeling so small.
These clothes weren’t nearly as fun—she would wear them out in public, but back at Anna’s place, she knew she would experiment with ill-fitting garments. 
“Are you hungry?” Anna asked, taking the bag from Krista’s fingers. 
“A little,” she said. They were only a couple of hours from breakfast but the various smells from the food court were making her stomach growl.
Center court was a massive, circular space divided by a bridge with a faux river running beneath. One side catered to fast food diners while the other side held more formal eateries—the ‘sit down’ restaurants as Krista called them. There were giant people everywhere. It was difficult to tell just how big some of them were because they were so smashed together. 
In this place, ages all ran together. It was the first time she’d ever seen an old person. A pair of them were power walking along the perimeter of the mall, each in silver tracksuits. If not for the greying hair and the laugh lines, Krista would’ve thought they were much younger. 
“How long has Angel Grove been around?” she asked.
“About a hundred years or so,” Anna said. “The military came later. We can visit the historic village one day if you’d like.”
“That sounds fun,” Krista said, although it didn’t. Then again, as long as Anna was with her, she’d be up for almost any adventure.
As they headed across the bridge, Krista saw Jenny and Emily coming their way, each carrying a sleek silver shopping bag. She threw her hand up to wave just as she felt something slap against her back. Krista went down, her palms slapping painfully against the tile. It was better than knocking out her teeth.
When she recovered, a gargantuan woman stood over her. Barely eighteen, this goth beauty in her tall boots stared down at her with a derision that Krista didn’t understand. 
“Watch where you’re going, shorty. You almost knocked me over,” she said, and then started off.
“Oh, fuck off!” Anna said, stepping in front of her girlfriend. Even Anna, who stood higher than eight feet tall, still barely reached the girl’s stomach.
Now that Krista was on her feet, she realized the goth girl was around twelve feet tall, not counting the massive heels of the boots.
“You’re a cute little shrimp,” said the goth girl. “But I don’t like little ones.” She looked past Anna and said, “Sorry, short stuff.”
Then, she reached down and picked up Anna in a bear hug. One of her shoes tumbled to the floor. She was screaming for the lady to stop, tears streaming down her face. Krista was aware they were drawing attention—but lucky for her, it drew a rescuer.
Another lady—probably mid-forties with bright red hair and stature that put her a head taller than the goth girl approached. She put her hands between Anna and her attacker and separated them. Anna slipped to the ground and fell on her ass. Quickly, she retrieved her lost shoe.
“Get lost,” said the newcomer. “All sizes are welcome here.”
The goth girl sneered, gave Anna a scowl, then turned and walked off. Her boots clicked on the tile with each step.
“Are you okay, Anna?” asked the tall lady. Krista noticed there was another girl with her—probably eighteen or nineteen—and was nearly as tall as the first lady. 
“Fine,” said Anna, and she flicked her hand across her eyes. She turned to Krista and said, “Krista, this is Lisa.” Her hand drifted to the younger girl. “And her daughter, Renee.”
“What the hell was that?” Krista asked.
Renee said, “Just some loser. There’s lots of them around here. They act like the ten footers and up are purebloods or something.”
“Right,” said Krista, and she put her hand up on Anna’s shoulder. The girl was trembling from the encounter.
Lisa, detecting her friend’s unease, scooped her up and gave her a big hug. It looked comical with such differing sizes but Anna seemed receptive to it.  The little woman appeared so tiny in the woman’s arms. Krista and Renee shared a warm smile while the two reconnected. 
By now, the fear and worry had retreated enough for Krista to realize Emily and Jenny were there, watching the whole thing. Emily seemed irritated but Krista quickly understood it wasn’t because of the altercation—she was staring at Renee.
“How old are you?” asked Emily.
“Nineteen.”
“Jesus. How tall are you?”
She looked to her mom for an answer. Lisa said, “You’re twelve-eight, sweetheart.”
Krista could see the heat burning in Emily’s cheeks as she folded her arms over her chest. 
Seeing her dismay, Renee laughed and said, “I think you get shorter every time I see you!” 
Emily threw her back against Renee, something in which the taller girl was all too happy to participate. Emily barely came up to Renee’s shoulders. 
It was so surreal. Krista had grown used to seeing Anna. When her daughters showed up, she adjusted her worldview of how tall people could become. And now Renee and Lisa. Just how tall did they grow them in Angel Grove?
Finally, Lisa eased Anna to the ground, then stepped back. “How long has it been since we all had dinner and drinks?”
“A while,” Anna said. The irritation was gone from her face. It had been replaced with the joy Krista had come to love.
“Why don’t you come over tonight? Let’s show Krista a bigger slice of Angel Grove. She’s going to be staying a little longer anyway, right?”
“That’s right,” Anna said, flashing a grin back to her girlfriend.
“Great. Well let’s say seven?” 
The girls all said goodbye. Krista felt odd hugging both Renee and Lisa. Their arms could wrap so much around her narrow body that their fingers touched their own shoulders. 
“I guess this is a big deal,” said Krista as they watched the pair of towering ladies walk off. 
“How so?”
“I’m meeting your friends. Things are getting serious.”
“Definitely. But that’s good, right?”
“Very good.” And Krista lifted her hand and gave it a kiss.

      [image: image-placeholder]Just down the road from Anna’s stood the Sharp house—Lisa, along with her husband Steve and their daughters Renee and Rachel. Anna didn’t say much about them—Krista had the suspicion that she was keeping her in the dark on purpose and letting her experience the wonders of Angel Grove firsthand.
Even with her limited knowledge of the town, Krista could tell Lisa and Steve’s place was a new construction. The wood smelled new, as did the paint and plasterwork. The landscaping consisted of squat little shrubs surrounded by bright red mulch. One of the windows still had a small contractor’s sticker in the corner.
The doorknob was ten feet off the ground. Even Anna had trouble reaching it. Rather than knock, she pushed on the door, which easily slid to the side on a track along the top and bottom. 
Anna’s place may have been large but it was nothing compared to the Sharp house. Two of Anna’s houses could’ve fit side-by-side in the downstairs. The foyer reminded Krista of a train station with its high ceiling and plated glass windows. 
There was no one to receive them, so they continued down the hall, smelling something wonderful cooking. There were voices, but they couldn’t hear what they were saying. Emily and Jenny followed behind, probably irritated that they’d been dragged to a dinner. 
The hall ended at the living room—another massive space with sofas so large they dwarfed even Emily. They would even dwarf Lisa. Why was the furniture so big?
“Your house is designed for someone who is fourteen feet tall, right?” said Krista.
Emily said, “Yeah. It was supposed to be me.”
Anna nodded. Krista said, “So this place looks made for someone who is . . . what? Twenty feet?” No one answered because they could now see the occupants of the house. 
Around the corner was the kitchen. The countertops, like the doorknob, were around ten feet high. Krista spotted Lisa’s back—she was standing on tiptoes to reach something in one of the top cabinets. A lady this large—probably around thirteen feet—and still struggling to reach things in her kitchen. No wonder she was too proud to use a stepstool. 
“I’m gonna need help with this stack of plates, Steve,” she said without even turning around.
“Got it, babe,” said a male voice from above them. Steve was standing on the countertop. He walked around until he was in front of his wife, then lifted a stack of plates down to her waiting arms. It was difficult to judge his size from the living room because the scale of all the things Krista could see made no sense.
Just then, Steve noticed the four ladies waiting at the kitchen doorway. His eyes lit up with genuine happiness to see them.
“Come in, come in, ladies,” he said. He was nice with an infectious smile. “You must be Krista. So nice to meet you.” Although he was much taller than both of them, he still struggled to get down from the counter. Once his feet slapped the tile below, he jogged over. 
“Thank you, and you, as well. Lovely home,” she said. 
“Thank you. We’re still getting used to it. We’ve only been here for two weeks, but with Rachel gaining an extra foot in one month, you know . . .” Before she could ask about that, Steve turned to Anna and said, “I’m sorry about what happened at the mall.”
“Don’t be sorry,” she said. “Your lovely wife saved me.”
“She’s good at that,” he said, and grinned at Krista. He shoved his hands into his pockets as his wife came around to meet the group.
“Hey, guys!” she said, kneeling down, excitement bubbling over. “Sorry about that. This house’s door opens so quietly.” She pulled both Anna and Krista in for a massive hug.
She stood, putting their sizes in dizzying perspective. 
Even though Steve was ten feet tall, well over Krista’s head, he was still dwarfed by his wife and daughter. Krista smiled politely and then asked, “So how tall are you, guys?”
They didn’t answer at first and she feared she’d breached some code of etiquette only Angel Grove residents knew. 
Steve said, “I’m ten even. Renee is twelve-eight and Lisa is thirteen-six. And Rachel, bless her heart, is now . . .”
But he quickly hushed when Anna gave him a weird stare. Krista decided to play along and pretend she didn’t notice.
“Oh my,” she said, and now that they were standing in front of the giantess and she knew the exact measurement, it was like she was seeing her for the first time. Krista, at six-foot-six, stood eye level with the lady’s middle thigh.
“I’m sure it takes a little getting used to,” said Lisa. “I’m sure for most of your life you thought you were one of the biggest.”
“Yeah, I did.”
Lisa smiled gently, then put a hand to Krista’s cheek. “So did I.”
Emily said, “Is Rachel home?”
“Yes, she’s upstairs, doll.” 
Emily nodded and rushed past, her legs bending high to clear the massive steps. 
Renee passed by her halfway up. Even for someone over twelve feet tall, the steps were still too massive for her to take, so she jumped down each one as if they were stepping stones. 
“Hey, Renee!” said Jenny. “I brought my iPad. Wanna play Cruisin’ Bruisin’ together?”
“Sure,” said the big girl, and she led Jenny to her bedroom. Now, it was the four adults, all standing around and wondering what to talk about next.
This was easy because both Lisa and Steve were so friendly and approachable. They all ventured to the living room while a cauldron of stew simmered on the U-Haul-sized stove. Lisa helped lift both Anna and Krista up, placing them on the sofa cushion just next to her. Steve, who would have probably been appreciative of help, managed to scale his own sofa.
They made small talk for a little while. Steve worked in finance, as there was a banking building on the far side of the valley, in a place he called the ‘Industrial Complex.’ That explained why he was still in business dress. Lisa was a yoga instructor and Krista’s mind couldn’t wrap around this at all—that big, beautiful woman on an SUV-sized yoga mat with her ass in the air for Downward Facing Dog. 
When the kids were little, Lisa and Anna took turns babysitting them. That was how they originally met and what made their bond grow strong. They’d spent years going to movies, the mall, playing sports, and taking part in high school bake sales. 
Perhaps she’d noticed Krista’s staring because she made a tiny chuckle, then scooped her up beneath the legs. She stood and carried her off and said, “Let me give you the tour!”
“Okay,” said Krista, feeling the heat rise to her cheeks. As always, part of her was embarrassed yet a bigger part loved it.
First, she carried her into the kitchen to check the stew. After giving it a stir with an oar-sized ladle, she moved all the way around the island. This whole place must have cost a fortune. Not only were the supplies in great quantities, the best were used. Krista wondered how much the granite countertops weighed. They were stout enough to hold an oversized microwave, blender, and mixer. 
Next was the master bedroom, which was on the ground floor. 
“Our bedroom is on the ground floor because the steps are a bit too much for Steve. Hell, they’re a bit too much for me!”
“This bed is so nice,” Krista said. 
“We were picking them out for the girls and I decided to get this baby. Who cares how small you feel in a bed, right?”
“Right.”
She lifted Krista a little closer, close enough to see her own reflection in the big lady’s eyes. “There’s a lot you can do with a bed that big.” And then she gave Krista’s thigh a little squeeze that made her entire body warm.
Was Lisa hitting on her?
Back in the living room, Steve and Anna were still talking. By the way Lisa cradled Krista’s ass, she thought her girlfriend was getting upset. She eyed the giantess and her cargo with a grimace.
“All of the sofas are too big,” said Lisa. “My feet dangle everywhere I sit, but I guess that’s to be expected.”
She continued to tour the bottom floor, showing off the garden and gym with dumbbells far too big for Krista. Lisa placed her on the ground so she could show the tiny girl just how ill-fitting the weight bench and rower were to someone her size. Anna was by the doorway, arms crossed over. 
Was she jealous . . . or just curious?
“C’mon, let’s finish the tour!” Lisa said, and scooped up the short girl again.
On the way out, they passed a row of windows that looked out into a room that may have been a garage. It held a bus—probably twenty five feet long—but that wasn’t quite right. It took Krista’s mind a moment to catch up. She was looking at the biggest tanning bed she’d ever seen. What did it take to power something like that?
Getting up the steps was difficult, especially with Lisa carrying the small lady. There was no way Krista could manage it on her own. Lisa placed her on the first step, climbed up, then repeated the process until they were standing in the hallway up top. The giantess was barely breathing hard—she probably had to be in great health to do her job.
“We’ll take the lift,” said Steve from the bottom. Anna’s face was still stoic, revealing nothing.
“You have a lift?” Krista said.
“For freight. It’ll hold the two of them, but certainly not you and I.”
“Oh.”
“Sorry, did that sound like a fat joke? I just meant that I weight almost a ton just on my own.”
“No, you’re fine.”
“Mmm, good to know,” she purred, and she winked down at the tiny woman. 
The elevator was at the rear of the hall. It was wide, but not tall, so both giants were on their knees when the doors opened. Steve stepped out and then helped Anna. Without a word, Krista took her hand and followed her down the hallway.
“I feel like a child in this house, but I’m getting used to it,” said Lisa. “But up here . . . this is the place where I feel the smallest.”
Krista could relate, for the upstairs was the domain of the biggest occupants. The doorways were bigger, the knobs higher, the ceiling steeper. There were three doors on each side, but the first one on the right was opened.
Inside, Krista squeezed past Lisa—the big lady was making it difficult on purpose so they’d touch—and stared dumbfounded at the bed, and Emily sitting on it.
The bed was far bigger than the one Lisa had shown her downstairs. Emily had on a pair of oversized headphones as she listened to something that made her head bob quickly. Standing at more than ten feet tall, the bed was roughly two and a half times her length. But all of this was but a distant acknowledgement in Krista’s mind. Her eyes were immediately drawn to the girl standing next to the bed’s footboard.
She was certainly the tallest human Krista had ever seen, and that was something special given the giantess who stood just behind her. Lisa approached and hugged Rachel, her daughter—or at least she hugged her waist. Lisa, the next largest body, came up just below her bust.
“Krista, meet Rachel.”
“Holy . . . oh my,” she said.
“Hi,” said the girl, slightly shy.
Rachel was probably in her early twenties. Her hair was long and dark, skin light and porcelain. She had dainty features but it wasn’t noticeable because of her sheer size. Krista came closer—she only stood as high as the girl’s kneecap!
“How . . . how tall?”
Rachel giggled, and dropped to a knee. For the first time, Krista felt in the presence of a true giant—a storybook giant. The ground shook when she knelt, but her head was still well over Krista’s.
“I’m nineteen and a half feet tall.” She stood and Krista would’ve fallen back had Anna not been there to catch her. 
Seeing the other giants around her really put her scale into perspective. Her own father was only as high as her midthigh. Renee hovered close to Lisa’s eyeline while Anna reached just above her knee. 
Now, the house made a lot more sense. It wasn’t scaled to Steve or Renee or even Lisa. It was built with Rachel in mind. Given her age, Krista figured she was done growing. 
Still, Krista was confused. “I thought the biggest people here were fourteen or fifteen feet tall?”
“That’s what it used to be!” said Lisa. “The next tallest person in town is three feet shorter than Rachel.”
“I wonder why that happened,” said Krista, sounding aloof. It reminded her of how Jenny just that morning had gained an additional two inches overnight.
Steve just shrugged. “Genetics are crazy. Maybe one day we’ll understand it.”
Emily pulled her headphones aside and said, “I still believe the government is using us. They’re taking blood samples every month to create some kind of Godzilla-sized super soldiers for the battlefield.”
Again, Steve shrugged. “It’s not the craziest idea.”
Rachel bent and lifted Anna in the air with as much effort as lifting an infant. She hugged the eight-foot woman and said, “I’ve missed you. You don’t visit anymore.”
“I’ve missed you too. You’ve been away to college, remember?”
“Yeah, but I’ve been back for six months. No excuses, little lady!” She gave her a little squeeze and rocked, Anna’s legs flopping back and forth. 
“I guess we know who shops at the big and tall store now, huh?” said Krista, just as Rachel placed her back on the ground.
“Oh, yeah!” said Lisa. “Customized clothes to the max!”
She stood in front of Rachel’s massive closet and shoved back the accordion doors. She lifted out a pair of jeans that she couldn’t even hold up high enough to clear the ground.
“Fashion show!” shouted Emily from the bed, probably unaware of how loud her voice projected with the headphones on. Still, Lisa smiled and accepted the idea. 
She stripped out of her pants, revealing the most toned set of legs Krista had ever seen. Her panties were lacy and black—they were skimpy to Lisa but would’ve fit like a parachute to Krista. Her feet were so big, easily twice as long as Krista’s size elevens.
She put the pants on but they were baggier than any of Anna’s clothes that Krista tried to wear. The waistline was so deep that she could lift it up well past her bellybutton—and still her feet remained hidden. 
She sat on the floor in nothing but a bra and panties and lifted her legs high into the air so that she could pull on a pair of nylons. These were rather small, a wonder how they ever fit Rachel. Lisa slid them up to the top of her thighs, then rolled down the excess.
“At least I can make these work,” she said. “But they’re too hot. Help me out, Krista.” Then she shoved her oversized foot against the short girl’s thigh.
“Oh . . . okay.” Krista grabbed the fabric at the toes and pulled. They were difficult to remove but somehow she managed. One foot and then the other until Lisa was back down to just her bra and panties.
After that, she tried a couple of Rachel’s tops, ranging from a heavy cable knit sweater down to a skimpy t-shirt. All of it enveloped the thirteen-foot-tall lady. Finally, she tried on shoes.
First it was a pair of dressy flats. Lisa’s feet didn’t even cover half of them. With her toes at the ends, she tried to walk but stumbled right into Rachel’s arms. There was so much tread on the bottoms that she didn’t have momentum to slide them forward.
Next came the heels. These were likewise silly because Lisa had to keep her knees bent just to keep from toppling over. She inched forward, the pumps sliding on the wood. There was nothing from her daughter’s wardrobe that would be manageable. 
Krista was amazed by the size of her shoes, so she lifted one of the flats—it had to be more than two feet across. The padding in the sole was soft and spongy, exactly what was needed for a girl almost twenty feet tall. 
Wearing only a bra and panties, Lisa climbed into Rachel’s desk chair and kicked off from the wall. She gave it a spin and showed the room just how much her feet dangled from the floor. There was no way she could reach it. 
Now that the shock of the big girl was wearing off, Krista noticed that Emily had also been playing dress-up. She was wearing some of Rachel’s oversized stockings—they were flat, her feet far back in the material. Elastic bands lay flimsy around her thighs. The oversized shorts and shirt were also borrowed, certainly not the well-fitted garments she’d worn to the Sharp house. 
After Lisa dressed—now in comfy shorts and t-shirt, Steve told them dinner was ready. Krista followed the big girl out of the room, unable to peel her eyes away from her massive ass. Staring would’ve been her intention the whole way down if not for Rachel blowing past her. The only thing better than watching a big ass was watching an even bigger ass. 
Giants like Lisa and Rachel sat in oversized chairs while Emily, Renee, and Steve made due with slightly smaller furniture. Everyone’s feet dangled from their chair with the exception of Rachel, the only one who touched down flat-footed. But it was daunting for people as small as Krista, Jenny, and Anna.
“Here you go, guys,” said Lisa, and she shoved out the chairs to reveal booster seats already in place. Even with the added bump in height, it was still short for the little ladies. Krista’s face was nearly level with the table and none of them were able to rest their arms near their bowls. 
The stew was delicious but Krista’s portion was a dollop compared to the cauldron in which Rachel ate. She lifted the giant, metal bucket to her face and slurped. It must have cost a fortune to feed someone so large.
As the evening rolled on, Lisa excused herself to fetch a bottle of wine. It was scaled to her size—a beautiful towering bottle of red. This was wine country, after all. Krista internally chuckled at the thought of sprawling vineyards and giant distilleries. 
Lisa poured all the adults a glass, including Emily because the Angel Grove drinking age was twenty. Still, she sniffed it, gave it a sip, then pushed it away. Both Anna and Krista loved it, neither of them with much of a wine palette. 
A little while later Jenny yawned, so Steve turned to his daughters and said, “Hey girls, why don’t you take them back home? Keep them company while Anna and Krista visit with us?”
Emily, Jenny, and Renee beamed and Rachel likewise grinned. “Yeah, I can do that.”
“Stay downstairs, okay?” said Lisa. “Their house might not support you as well as ours can.”
“Yeah, yeah, I get it,” Rachel said, standing. “Freakishly big girl might bring down the house. Love you.” She kissed her mom on the cheek and then circled around and draped her enormous hands around Krista’s back and pulled her into a hug. “It was so nice meeting you.”
“Right, we’ll do it again sometime.”
And then, Rachel led the smaller girls out the door, leaving them all in silence.
Now, it was just the four of them and Krista slowly began to realize the behind-the-scenes details that were in play. As the alcohol continued to loosen their tongues and inhibitions, she noticed something.
Both Lisa and Steve were becoming flirty. Neither of them was drunk—maybe a little buzzed—but the wine only took the edge off. Anna seemed not to care. In fact, she looked at Krista, as if seeking her approval.
“So do you guys . . . play boardgames or . . .?”
That sent all three of the bigger people into hysterics. Lisa said, “Like Monopoly or Yahtzee!?”
“Yeah.”
“No, sweetie. We don’t play those kinds of games.”
And then she reached across the table and took Krista’s hand. She rubbed her thumb affectionately across it while biting her bottom lip. Instead of pulling her hand away, Krista turned to Anna for more answers. 
“If you’re going to stay in Angel Grove for a little while, you should probably know something . . .”
“And that is?”
“With so many varied sizes, we’re all so mismatched when it comes to sex. So, a long time ago we just said fuck it! And now . . .”
“You’re swingers,” Krista said, grinning from ear to ear.
Steve said, “Eh, swingers implies that we have rules and a system for having fun. Angel Grove is more like an anything-goes orgy.”
“I see,” said the smallest girl.
Lisa still had her hand. “Does that . . . sound good to you?”
Krista, to Anna: “You’re okay with this?”
“I have been okay with this long before you came along. But if you don’t want to do this, I’ll understand.”
Krista didn’t hesitate. She said, “Oh, I wanna.”

      [image: image-placeholder]After the Sharps cleaned up (with the help of two tiny women), Lisa led them into the living room where she wasted no time getting undressed. She slid out of her shorts, then lifted her shirt over her head. Krista was dumbfounded by her giant body. 
“Go ahead, ladies,” said Steve, taking a seat in the floor against the sofa. “I’ll watch for a bit.” He was rubbing his cock through the pants—Krista wondered how either her or Anna could ever ride such a monster.
“Are you two gonna get undressed or am I gonna have to do it for you?” asked Lisa, sliding her panties down. She slithered out of her bra and now Krista was faced with the biggest, most beautiful body she’d ever seen. It made her wet between the legs.
Anna had no trouble getting undressed in front of these people, but then again, she’d known them a long time. Krista took her time, slowly removing her shirt and pants but even then she remained in her bra and panties. 
With Anna stripped down and ready to go, Lisa snatched her by the hair and pulled her forward, shoving the shorter girl’s face right into her pussy. Lisa’s weight shifted from leg to leg as the eight-foot-tall girl slurped and sucked. From behind, Steve was moaning. 
Lisa didn’t let Anna work for long. She’d just started dribbling cum down her leg when she pushed her to the floor. Krista was caught up in the tumble and went down, as well, laughing the whole way. 
“See? You’re having fun!” said Lisa, and she used one hand to hold down Anna and the other to gently pick away Krista’s underwear. In that moment, all her inhibitions evaporated. She was going to let this giantess do whatever she wanted—and judging by the stern demeanor on Lisa’s face, that was her plan, as
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