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  The Books Club 3

The Gold-Digger


Paul was allowed to have friends but usually didn’t want them. After the witches of Laurel Grove shrunk him down and took his rights as a human, he cared little to associate with others. When he first learned what his giant captors planned to do with him, he had the assumption that he was all alone. But no, the witches had a penchant for shrinking magic, and had been abducting men for many, many years. 
His only friend, Jack, had been the private investigator hired by his ex-wife, Hailey. The two were allowed to talk, but not often—the big girls often had need of their tiny men. But in the few conversations he’d learned much about his ex-wife that he didn’t know, and confirmed a few things that he did. 
Paul had made a nice living under the pseudonym Johnny Smalls—oddly enough, by writing size-fetish literature. Hailey had no idea the amount of wealth he’d stowed away because he knew in his gut she was a gold-digger. With a pseudonym came the ability to hide finances, and although she knew that Johnny Smalls existed, she had no idea the amount of success Paul had found under the name.
Until his disappearance.
That’s where Jack came in. She’d hired him to find Paul, not because she missed him and hoped he was okay, but because Jack was probably the only one capable of unlocking his wealth. She’d no doubt phoned Paul’s accountant, his parents, probably even his first wife. And after putting it all together, figured a private investigator was in order. He felt angry and a little upset, but none of that mattered now.
And then Amber changed everything.
“I need him,” she said, bursting into Emma DeWitt’s bedroom which happened to be in the loft above the library. The ladies of Laurel Grove exchanged little men like currency. It wasn’t Amber’s day to have him.
“Okay,” said Emma. “He’s finished, anyway.” And then she spread her legs just as he reached an arm out of her pussy. She gently squeezed his hand and pulled him out, then patted him dry with her sheet. 
Paul looked up at Amber, curious as to why she wanted him. This was most unusual during the day. Nevertheless, she picked him up, licked him clean, then stuffed him down her bra. She smelled wonderful—a collection of earthy scents because she ran the House of Herbs, Laurel Grove’s herb shop.
On the way out, Amber said, “Tell me about Hailey. She’s not a good person, is she?”
“My ex? Hell no. The only reason she sent Jack to find me was because she thought he’d lead to my money.”
“And do you have money?” she asked, voice playful. The witches of Laurel Grove cared little for such things.
“I did. Who knows what’s happened to it now?”
“And what do you think Hailey deserves?” Amber took the path along the backside of the library, following the trellised cobblestones up to the McTeague mansion, the place where the Book Club met every other night. 
“I don’t know. Certainly not my money. The girl wasn’t bad, she just . . . she just needed to open herself up to me more. I’m not sure if that makes sense.”
“It makes perfect sense.” When they reached the manor house, she paused by the kitchen door and said, “I need you to remain absolutely quiet. Do you understand?”
“What’s happening?” he asked.
“We deal with women who invade our circle a little differently than the way we deal with men.”
“What’s that supposed to mean?”
“Quiet, now,” she said, and pulled open the kitchen door.

      [image: image-placeholder]Hailey Carter Delvay hated wild goose chases but Paul’s bank statements kept her head up and her feet moving forward. That son of a bitch had been worth a lot of money and it drove her crazy to see how he’d made it. A large number of people had a size fetish—the idea of getting shrunken down for sexual fun. Although the thought of playing with a shrunken human was rather nice, she couldn’t fathom how there was a fanbase large enough to make Paul rich. But then again, there were multi-millionaire ladies out there selling pictures of their feet.
Her search had led to Laurel Grove, the place where both Paul and Jack had gone missing. This place seemed cursed, but she did love its quaintness. It reminded her of where she’d grown up, of the cute little storefronts of her old main street. The people were all warm and friendly, not to mention overly attractive. Just walking by the Little Doll Shoppe and the coffeehouse made her think she’d stepped onto a J. Crew photoshoot.
The more questions she asked, the more the nice people led her to the McTeague mansion. And now, just an hour after rolling into town, she was seated in a grand foyer with a group of ladies she was learning to enjoy. The sisters—Cindy and Ginny—were especially hospitable, asking her many questions about where she’d come from and who knew she was on the hunt for Paul.
“So you miss him?” asked the older lady, a Daniella Withers who dressed as immaculate as anyone half her age. 
Before she could answer another lady entered from the kitchen and took a seat. She adjusted her bra and said, “Sorry. I’m Amber, I run the herb shop. We met briefly.”
“Right, I remember,” Hailey said, and sipped her tea.
“You were saying,” said Ginny, crossing her legs and pulling her dress down.
“I do miss him,” Hailey lied. The way the other girls shifted in their seats—they saw through it.
“Why don’t we have something a little stronger?” said Cindy, and stood and rolled over a cart filled with fine brandies and scotches. Emma DeWitt came in behind Amber, then went around the room lighting candles. Hailey thought it was weird how coordinated the ladies were—as if they were performing some synchronized ballet.
“None for me,” Hailey said. “I’m driving.”
“That’s fine, dear,” said Cindy. “Do you like the candles?” 
“They’re . . . nice.”
“They’re also very old. They’ve been in my family for generations. To us, they simply smell nice. To those who haven’t been around them . . .”
Hailey waited on her to finish but she never did. But by then, it didn’t matter. Her head was spinning, her body felt heavy. She wanted to excuse herself to the bathroom but she didn’t think she could stand. Soon after the initial heaviness left, she felt electrified, as if her skin was crawling with electrodes. She laid her head back and looked up at the mirror on the ceiling.
Most people thought she was gorgeous. Tall, pale skin, dark hair and eyes. Her skinny fingers gripped the armrests, toes clenched in the shoes. From this angle she could see her small, yet firm breasts—and perhaps it was merely suggestion but the thought of her nipples made her shiver. They were naturally sensitive, even more now that . . . this was happening.
Right now, she looked like a model with her long, flowy dress and perfect makeup. Hailey was a girl who wanted the best—and usually got it. Her hands let go of the armrest and trailed up her stomach until they were gripping her breasts. The others in the room smiled at one another, glad that she was behaving just as they anticipated.
“Why . . . am I . . . so wet?” she asked, almost feeling embarrassed.
“Because we want you relaxed for what happens next,” said Ginny.
Amber came forward and knelt on the carpet in the center of the room. She pulled something from between her breasts and placed it on the floor. Hailey thought for sure she was seeing things—it looked like a small person, although the haze was making it difficult to distinguish features. 
As he neared her, Hailey’s eyes squinted and she could see the fine details of his face. This was a dream. It had to be a dream.
“Paul?”

      [image: image-placeholder]When he first saw her, he was filled with a fury he didn’t think existed. All of the bad things came out all at once and he was unsure what the ladies of Laurel Grove had in store. Hailey had come looking for him—no, not him. His money. She was still a gold-digger, still that same awful person who didn’t care about him.
“What’s happening to her?” Paul asked the moment he approached her outstretched foot. 
“She’s horny,” Emma said, and giggled.
Daniella said, “And right now, she’s yours. Do with her what you will.”
“Show her what she’s missin’, little fella,” added Cindy. 
A part of him was angry to consider such a thing, but another part wanted this. He was always attracted to Hailey and could always tell he never satisfied her. In the months that he’d been the property of the Laurel Grove witches, he’d learned a thing or two. Paul was in better shape to please a woman now than ever. 
He reached up and grabbed her toe, then pulled himself closer to kiss it. She took such good care of her feet. Even at his size, he couldn’t even see the slightest chipping or fading of color. When his lips touched her, she smiled but remained still. Paul got on his knees and crawled under her foot, then lifted it until it was straight up. Now, he played with her sole, loving her scent—the combination of her natural aroma and the honey lotion she used.
Hailey seemed quite aware of what was happening—she made little noises and moans that reminded him of how things were when they were married. Although she probably faked a lot of their time together, she certainly never faked their fun time. And now, having been reduced to a mere five-inches high, Paul knew how to treat a lady’s body better than ever.
Once she laid her foot flat, he started to climb. He could detect a flurry of movement behind him as the other witches dropped to their knees or sat on the floor to watch. Sometimes he had an audience—it wasn’t uncommon to please one of them while a pair of others sat in the corner and enjoyed the show. 
At her knee, she pulled back her skirt, revealing her supple, smooth thighs. Hailey grinned down at him, a part of her ready to enjoy this new adventure but another part needing answers. The spell the witches cast over her did not take away her inhibitions, it merely made her accept the supernatural element without question. It was quite a shock to see a shrunken man—more to feel what he could do.
When he reached her panties, he could feel that she was ready for him. Her scent, her heat, it was all making his tiny cock stand on end. Hailey spread her legs slightly, and that gave him enough room to hook his hand in the fabric and pull it aside, revealing her most precious spot. She was already glistening, the folds picking up the scant golden light from beyond her dress.
Paul held the elastic aside with his body and then slipped past it. The ‘rubberbanding’ pushed him against her slit. He kissed her gently, feeling the minute changes in her muscles. He’d learned from the others that his movements, no matter how slight or small, could be felt with great effect by the big ladies. Half of the fun was discussing his adventure after it was over. They were quite supportive in telling him what worked best and what was a dud.
He pushed his fingers into her slit and began to pull her open. Hailey didn’t realize she needed to help him, for she was probably plastered against the chair, enjoying the change from gentle nudging to firm pushing. When she was slightly open, he led with his arms, like a swimmer about to do the breaststroke. Her heat was tremendous and she was far wetter than he expected. Perhaps Hailey, in all her searching for Paul’s money, had neglected to take care of herself.
Her body shifted when he was halfway in—she slid down in the chair so that she was more level. He continued to drive forward, feeling her relax, feeling her quiver. The wetness was all around him, permeating every millimeter of his body. Hailey was tighter than most of the witches, for she was probably the least sexually experienced—and certainly the least adventurous. 
The little bit of light he had left vanished. His body was all the way in, resting comfortably between her muscles. It was difficult to find a good spot to begin pleasing her but that was to be expected. She was a tiny man ‘newbie’ and didn’t know how to behave around a human dildo. 
Finally, he found a good spot and rolled over, putting his back down and pushing up with his hands. Paul once asked Emma DeWitt if he should try to simulate a dick, to which she replied, “Why would we want that? We can get a regular dick anywhere! You gotta be special, little fella!”
And that’s exactly what he did. Paul thought of himself as a high-priced vibrator with all the bells and whistles. He twirled, he rubbed his palms, he dug in his heels. He even kissed and licked and dragged his face across every inch he could reach. Most of the time he was able to play inside someone for at least ten minutes before they orgasmed, but not Hailey. She had too much pent-up frustration, too much lag between sexual encounters; she was gushing after only three minutes of the tiny man’s gymnastics. 
He slithered his way out, pushing her panties to the side so he could slide into the chair between her legs. The other ladies were there, watching and waiting. When he emerged, he walked to the edge of the chair and looked up at the giant, flustered lady. Her eyelids were heavy, her mouth open. A pink tongue crossed her teeth. Bright red splotches dotted her neck and cheeks. She was aware, and she’d had a great time.
“That was . . . incredible,” she said. “Paul . . . I had no idea . . . I . . . I.”
“What? Came looking for my money?”
Her face darkened at his words and she lowered her head.
Then, all of the girls stood at once. Cindy McTeague came forward and grabbed Paul from the chair, then ran her tongue up and down his body. When he was clean of Hailey’s juices, she placed him between her breasts—she smelled nice, but her skin was damp from watching the show and he started to slide. He snatched the crystal necklace she wore and used it to pull himself back into position.
“Now, what should we do with her?” asked Ginny. The other girls smiled. 
Paul waited to see but that was when he noticed all eyes were not on Hailey, but on him. They were asking him what to do with his gold-digging ex-wife. 

      [image: image-placeholder]She had no idea sex could be so pleasurable. There’d only been a few partners in her life, including Paul, and they’d all been rather mediocre. Her ex-husband was probably a good lay, but she never gave him a chance. Their marriage had only been to upset her parents and then she realized she actually enjoyed his company. But that could only take a relationship so far. She needed more out of life—and Paul could’ve given it to her but he didn’t trust her. True, she wasn’t very trustworthy, but it didn’t make her any less angry.
But now, the anger fled. It was replaced by curiosity and a little bit of fear. Paul was alive. He went missing, sure, but it seemed as though he’d found an even better life. No more did he worry about a cheating, gold-digging wife. He had a harem of beautiful women at his disposal, and right now they were trying to decide Hailey’s fate. 
The librarian asked Paul what he wanted to do with her. 
Hailey trembled as they all circled the tiny man, their heads coming close to Cindy McTeague’s breasts so they could hear his whisper. And when it was done, they looked back at the seated woman and grinned. 
Ginny faced the tiny man and said, “You’re sure?”
He nodded.
Then, the ladies surrounded Hailey and held up their arms. She couldn’t help but giggle, for it looked so silly and she had trouble controlling her impulses. But none of them cracked a smile as the room seemed to darken. It must have been a trick of the light because she thought she saw little purple flames dancing on their palms.
But that’s when she began to feel strange. Sitting there in her chair, her clothes weren’t fitting right. She looked at her hands just in time to see her rings moving back and forth. The bracelet on her left arm fell to her elbow. Hailey sat up straight and put her hands against her face and said, “I’m . . . I’m . . . shrinking!”
Their amused faces were all she needed to see. The joviality she’d felt only moments ago evaporated with her inches. 
Hailey stood but tripped because she’d miscalculated the distance from the chair to the floor. When she recovered, she took in the room and the ladies, horrified to see how big everything was becoming. The dress, now an afterthought, fell off her shoulders and pooled at her knees. She stood, now less than half the size of these ladies.
“Oh fuck, oh fuck, why are you doing this to me?”
“Because you deserve it,” said Daniella.  
Ginny laughed. “Yeah, karma is a bitch, sweetheart.”
Hailey thought about running but as soon as the idea was formed in her brain, she was already too small for it to matter. She wondered just how little she’d become, but figured the size of Paul would be their target. In only a few seconds, she’d gone from being one the tallest, leggiest girls in the room to a bug. At least that’s how she felt. The physical change was pronounced—but Hailey didn’t expect the mental slogging. 
The ground shuddered as the ladies closed in to see their victim better. Being so little and surrounded by so many beautiful faces was both arousing and daunting. Paul slithered out of the cleavage of his giantess, a short fall since she was already leaning over. For a moment, they just stared at one another. His was a look of amusement, possibly a little hurt. Hers was fury and a fleeting arousal. Hailey expected a fight, at least an argument, but then a hand wrapped around her body and lifted her into the air. 
It was the one they called Pansy. She was an athletic girl, probably mid-twenties. When her fist closed around Hailey, the muscles in her arm bulged out. The other girls crowded around—they were a mixture of wonderful smells and Hailey could feel her face growing warmer. Hopefully they didn’t see it that way. 
“What are you planning on doing with me?” she asked, trying to remain calm. 
Another woman, one she didn’t recognize until she spoke, said, “Most likely, we’ll keep you this way.” It was Daniella, the old lady who was now miraculously younger. She looked barely over the legal age. 
“You can’t do that to me!” said the shrunken woman, struggling against the tight grip. “I have a life and friends and family!”
“So did Paul, and he hasn’t left yet,” said Ginny. 
“You’ll never get my car out of here without people seeing it.”
And then Cindy held it up for the tiny woman to see—they’d shrunken her fifty-six-candy apple red Corvette down to fit her. It made her stomach ache to think on something so damning. Hailey remembered the case of cars in the foyer, the one that had a Jeep in it that reminded her of Jack’s vehicle . . .
“Oh, shit,” she said, and Cindy took the car away. Hailey dropped her head and fought back tears. “So now what?”
“Now they have fun with you,” said Paul from the ground. 
“I like the sound of that!” said Cindy. “C’mon, ladies! Let’s show this little thing our hospitality!”
They giggled, almost in unison. Pansy followed the others upstairs—Emma, Amber, Daniella, and the sisters Ginny and Cindy. At the top of the steps, she entered a bedroom and tossed the tiny woman through the air. Hailey screamed but it was a short trip, and she bounced upon a massive, velour bedsheet. Her heart was thudding, first out of fear, then out of arousal. The ladies assembled around the bed, slowly stripping until their clothes were nothing more than puddles at their feet.
Amber was the first to get on the bed. She slinked close to the covers, like some jungle cat ready to pounce. This was all new for Hailey, so she flipped over onto her bottom and began crawling backwards, unsure of where she would go. It was hopeless—the giant women were too many and she was too weak. How did Paul manage to survive this long, surrounded by these gorgeous witches?
The big lady lashed out and grabbed Hailey’s legs, pinching gently at the ankles. She screamed out, for her mind expected there to be great pain but lucky for her, there wasn’t. Only discomfort. Amber wasn’t trying to snap her legs off; she was trying to keep the shrunken woman still. It was working because shortly after her struggles, she realized she wasn’t going to make any progress.
Gently, Amber spread her legs open. Hailey felt more exposed than ever before. The giantess giggled, then her face came in, looming so large and imposing that it filled her entire world. The eyes, the nose, the warm, sticky breath. It was all too much, and although she knew she should be afraid, she was drawn toward this woman and her pillow-sized teeth. Amber’s tongue lashed out and struck her in the cheek—rough and wet and so powerful. The muscle made it feel like a grown-man was trying to wrestle her. She tried to relax her body as the tongue moved to her chest, licked across her breasts, and kept falling down, down, down.
There was little need for Amber’s fingers now because Hailey was accepting what would happen next. She spread her legs open and rested her head on the spongy sheet, then closed her eyes. Amber’s tongue moved down to her thighs, darting in and out. It was pure agony to be brought so close to pleasure. Each time she thought Amber was going to lick along her sweet spot, the giantess’s tongue diverted and moved up or down her leg.
And finally, when the big lady went in for the prize, Hailey felt her toes curling. She reached up, ready to grab onto anything, and found Amber’s nose. At this size, it was rough and oily and the pores were huge, but it was still such a turn on. Amber’s tongue was like a viper, slapping against her labia and clit. There was no way any of it could slip inside the tiny woman, but at least she could dream.
She could hear gentle kisses, but they weren’t coming from Amber. A shock of dark hair had fallen across the giantess’s shoulder and it took a moment to realize that Emma was beside her, kissing along her arm. Judging by the shadows, Hailey assumed they were all sharing the bed—and somewhere in there was Paul, probably having the best time of his life. She was starting to see why he seemed so content with living here, amongst these giant women. 
Amber kept licking her, sometimes catching Hailey’s errant leg in her mouth and sucking it all the way up to the thigh. It was thrilling to the tiny girl, to feel like the prey caught by the predator. But for every inch of fear Amber put in her, it was replaced by a mile of arousal. The tongue kept flicking, kept dragging, and eventually the tiny woman could feel the orgasm rising up. In the moment she gushed across the giant tongue, Amber laughed, her warm breath only serving to make the orgasm that much more powerful.
Hailey had just caught her breath when the giantess moved away. In the quick view she had of the bed, she found the other girls in fun pretzels with each other, and the tiny man between them. But this only lasted for a moment because a twenty-something Daniella Withers suddenly appeared, and pushed over the tiny woman with a single, red fingernail.
“Where do you think you’re going?” asked the big lady. Her breath was warm, but smelled of some kind of alcohol. “We’re just getting started.”
“Okay,” Hailey said, surprised by her own, tiny voice. Did she sound like a mouse to everyone else?
Daniella used her tongue to push Hailey back, then licked down her body. Unlike Amber, she didn’t tease—she went right for her pussy and began twirling her tongue around it. Hailey closed her eyes, lost to the pleasure. The giantess kissed down her legs, then sucked both of them into her mouth until Hailey disappeared from the waist down. When Daniella lifted her, she felt her stomach sink. Now, it was becoming scary . . .
She lifted and leaned back until the tiny woman was vertical, little arms flailing madly. The world moved from light to dark as another mouth took her top half. Cool air kissed her wet legs as she continued to struggle until finally she kicked something solid. At first, she thought it was another mouth, but the tightness of it told her otherwise. It was certainly another pair of lips . . .
“Fuck, this is crazy,” she breathed, but somehow loved the idea. If Paul could do it, so could she. 
The lips parted around her body and she was moved from a warm environment to a steaming one. Hailey couldn’t believe the ease of the handoff, but then again the witches probably did this sort of thing quite often. She knew her role and burrowed deeper, feeling the gravity change and the blood rush to her head because the giantess—whoever it was—began to move.
Hailey twisted and turned, but made sure to drop one hand between her own legs. It was a tight fit inside the love tunnel, but she managed just fine. She was tall and leggy, which meant she was also narrow. For human dildo purposes, she was probably perfect. To prove her point, she stretched herself out, free hand above her head, toes pointed down. Each fine movement made the walls collapse and she knew the giantess was loving her technique.
The moment Hailey was gushing across her fingers was the same moment the big lady got off. It was so hot that she wondered for a moment if the juices would burn her skin. But then she yelped, her words turning to bubbles as she was submerged completely. Hailey had a moment of panic before she was rushed out of the giantess. She landed on something soft, the cool air licking at her skin and making her shiver. Her sticky, wet fingers trailed up her stomach and found a nipple and started to squeeze. This was so arousing—she could go for another plunge.
And so they let her . . .
After the first giant pussy—which turned out to belong to Cindy—she found herself inside of Ginny, Pansy, and finally Amber. The other ladies were too busy catering to Paul—the tiny man took his turn inside each of them, emerging wet and gasping each time. She was amazed by his stamina—something he’d built up over the past few months of living in such a way. A small part of her was jealous. This lifestyle could become addicting. Why was she feeling this way?
After she’d made her way around the women, everyone relaxed against the headboard. This was the time they called the Afterglow Reflection. Normally, they’d critique Paul’s performance but not tonight. Tonight, they had a guest and that meant the witches had a decision to make—a decision they’d ultimately leave to Hailey.
The big girls were in a line. The bed was so large that they could easily sit next to one another. Paul used this time to talk with them while he rubbed their feet, but tonight Hailey was joining him. How could something that felt like servitude be so nice? She couldn’t understand what was happening, all she knew was that she enjoyed this moment. 
“You’re a bad person, you know that?” said Paul when they met in the middle of the ladies—his hands on Amber’s sole, hers on Ginny’s.
She dropped her head. “I know.”
He didn’t seem to expect that answer. “You were never available for me. If you’d have just been . . . a little more into our relationship, we would’ve been fine.”
“Little late for that now, don’t you think?” she said, and her voice rose because it was making her angry.
Just then, Ginny’s feet parted and she reached down and snatched the little woman. Paul followed between the giantess’s legs to see what was happening. The others crowded around as Ginny deposited the shrunken woman on her chest.
“You could be of help around here, you know?” said Ginny.
“I could always use an assistant librarian,” Emma said.
Then, Daniella: “But you must turn away from your gold-digging ways. If you want to join our coven, there are rules.”
“I . . . see,” said Hailey. Paul couldn’t believe he was hearing them correctly. 
“So what is it?” asked Cindy. “Do you want to remain small? Or do you want to join us and learn all about the pleasures of shrunken men?”
She looked back at Paul and offered a devious smile. What surprised him more than her smile was the nod that followed it, and his own reaction to it. His tiny member stiffened at the thought of what fun, sexy adventures he might experience with this newest member of…The Book Club.






  
  The Glitch

A Backseat Shrinking Story


He knew he was probably going to get in trouble, but he didn’t care. Micah had been attracted to Daisy since he started working for the lab, and he took any opportunity to work with her out in the field. It was doubly exciting since they were alone, at night . . . and in a van she didn’t bother signing out. 
“Would you relax?” she said, pulling off the main road and onto Cleveland St., now just a dirt path up into the mountains. “I can feel you shaking.”
“I just don’t want to get you in trouble,” he lied. In truth, he was more worried about his own skin.
“Once we prove that these work, they’re not gonna care,” she said, and lifted her wrist to show off the flashy little band. Micah was wearing one, as well. It would be required once they pulled into the ‘spot.’
Both were researchers for CALTECH, studying residual energy outside an old military base just a few miles out of state. They’d discovered it from satellite data and had been visiting it for the past six months. The energy field it created was odd, to say the least.
“What’s it gonna take for you to settle down, Micah?” said Daisy. She took her gorgeous green eyes off the road just long enough to flash him a devious grin. “Maybe a blowjob? Ride your cock a little?”
He sat up straight, the heat rushing to his face. It was tough to hide his grin. “Umm . . .”
She reached over and squeezed his knee and he felt it tingle all the way up to his cock. “You know as well as I do that’s one of the side effects.”
“Yeah, one of them. What about the other?”
She grinned again, then winked. “Keep an open mind.”
He wasn’t sure what she meant by that, nor did he have time to consider it. He grabbed the handle by the window because she’d just taken them offroad. It was dark and they couldn’t see much beyond their dingy headlights. But the forest thinned and there in front lay the dilapidated parking lot. 
A pair of rusted trucks were all that remained. Just in front of that lay the broken-down barbed wire fence and the shell of cinderblocks that had once been the military base. As soon as Daisy pulled into the first spot, deemed the ‘Glitch,’ Micah felt the low undercurrent of energy. 
“We’re not gonna die, are we? Have you had long exposure to the energy field?”
“Yeah, I have. Relax.”
She tossed her hair from inside her coat, then removed it, shoving her beautiful breasts forward. He was captivated watching the pendant that hung between her cleavage. She caught him staring as she glanced to the backseat of the van. It was spacious, but that really wouldn’t matter. 
“Okay, I think we’re lined up properly. The energy field is two feet deep and four feet wide. That should cover the whole seat.”
“Now what?” he asked, legs bouncing.
She leaned in and pulled him by the neck and kissed him. It was the first time they’d ever been physical. Sure, there was plenty of flirting but Micah considered Daisy well out of his league.
“Now we get in the backseat,” she said, and unfastened her seatbelt. She stood on the center console and put her ass in his face just as she turned and pushed her way through the front seats. She landed upon the backseat and sat down, then looked at him expectantly. Micah smiled, then joined her.
For a moment, they sat there in silence, watching the dilapidated building through the windshield. Micah continued to feel the buzz, the electrical undercurrent, but it wasn’t bothersome. In fact, it felt rather nice.
“Okay, bands are doing their thing,” said Daisy, holding it up again. There was a large, red octagon displayed on its screen.
“Yeah, well you designed them. Of course they work.”
She beamed and said, “Well aren’t you just the sweetest. Okay, ready to have a little fun?” Her finger hovered over the button on her band.
“Wait!” he said. “Let’s . . . go slow here.”
She rolled her eyes. “I don’t want to go slow, but let’s start things off a different way, shall we?”
Daisy kissed him on the cheek, then slithered onto his lap. She was wearing a lowcut skirt and she pulled it up briefly, just enough to give him a view of her black, lacy panties. Then, she kissed him on the neck.
Daisy slid onto the floor on her knees and then began fumbling with Micah’s belt. Immediately, he was rock-hard and he gripped the seat, clenching at the fabric.
“Grab my hair instead,” she told him, eyes seductive as she maneuvered his cock right out of his underwear without even looking. She gave it a few test strokes, then went to work.
He did as she asked, first placing a hand atop her head, then weaving his fingers through her thick, golden locks. She moaned in approval and kept bobbing. Micah didn’t think he’d hold out long, and neither did Daisy.
She stopped abruptly and sat back on her haunches, then brought her arm up and laid it across his legs. The red octagon was flashing.
“You ready?” she said.
“We’re really gonna do this? Shrink and fuck?”
She giggled, for it sounded silly presented in such a way. “I think it sounds fun. If you think you’re horny now, you haven’t seen anything yet!”
They’d both experienced the effects of the Glitch before, although in separate environments, and surely not with the added sexual bonus. Micah never dreamed to be using this anomaly in such a way.
“Okay,” he said, and brought his band next to hers. With the band faces beside one another, the red octagon spread until it covered both. They were linked together, just as she’d planned.
“Here we go,” she said, then pressed and held the button on her band. A countdown started from ten seconds but he never even saw it begin. She was already back to work, sucking his cock with vigor.
He felt it the moment the timer reached zero. The band’s suppression field decayed and he was overcome with a sense of euphoria. It was like taking the world’s strongest ecstasy pill. He was relaxed and calm, and Daisy’s touch was the best thing he’d ever felt.
But this euphoria wasn’t the only thing drawing his attention.
Both of them were steadily shrinking, the world getting bigger at a rate of five inches per minute. In just a few seconds, Micah could tell things were different. The Glitch only worked on organics, so their clothes remained the same size. 
Daisy was constantly fighting her sleeve as she held onto his dwindling cock. The only thing that looked normal was the girl on her knees, for everything else was minutely stretching. The van’s ceiling, the seat, the front windshield. It was all moving out and up.
She wrestled out of her shirt, revealing her beautiful breasts. She pulled off the necklace and put it atop her discarded top. Likewise, Micah pulled off his billowing button-up. His legs continued to disappear into the jeans but she had a hold on his dick and kept it front and center so
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