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FRIDAY: LINDA 

 

A trail of dust flew up from the dry dirt road, following the rented SUV as it ascended into the woods. It slowed as it approached the top of the road, coming to a slightly bumpy stop in a clearing.

 

"We're here!" Cassie said cheerily, setting the parking brake and opening the driver's door. She grinned broadly as she stepped in front of the vehicle, turning to face its occupants and spreading her arms wide. "Ta-daa!"

 

Linda exited the front passenger seat, stretching her six-foot frame after the long drive. Shading her green eyes, she took in the large two-story cabin behind Cassie. "It looks pretty nice." She peered around behind the cabin. "Is that the lake? It's hard to tell through these trees."

 

Cassie nodded eagerly. "Yup. There's a trail right behind the cabin that leads down to our own private dock."

 

Vicky climbed out of the second row of seats, pulling a small backpack out of the seat beside her. "Ahh. Feels good to get out of the car and stand up."

"You're telling me," said Alyssa as she climbed out of the door opposite Vicky. She looked through the cabin, frowning at the shorter girl. "This whole time, your backpack kept jabbing me," she added irritably. "What have you got in there that's so hard? And why didn't you put it in the back with the other bags?"

 

"It's something personal," Vicky said, unconsciously clutching the pack closer to her body. "I didn't want it to get messed up back there." She winked at Alyssa. "Anyway, I'm sure a soak in the hot tub will help you feel better."

 

"There's a hot tub?" Alyssa said, intrigued. "And here I thought this place wouldn't have any modern conveniences."

 

"Bor-ing!" Luci called out from the back of the vehicle. She pulled herself forward and through the open door next to Vicky. "I'm sure the hot tub is lovely, but come on. Where's your sense of adventure? I'm diving into that lake first chance I get. By the way, why do I always have to sit in the back?"

"Because you're five-foot-nothing, so you fit back there the easiest," Cassie replied, snickering. "Heh. We could've put you in the cargo area and you'd have fit," she continued, lifting the SUV's rear gate and looking for her suitcase. "Everybody grab your stuff and head inside. It's first come, first served on the room choices, so you'd better get in there!" She snatched up her suitcase and strode rapidly toward the front door of the cabin. "Woo! Three-day weekend! Let's get our party on, bitches!"

 

Vicky grinned, grabbing her luggage from the back. "Party? That's the magic word!" She dashed off toward the cabin, trying to catch up to Cassie.

Linda sighed wearily, though she couldn't keep a smile off of her face. "They're incorrigible," she said as she ducked under the lift gate to get her bags.

 

Luci stepped up beside her. "Yeah. But at least they know how to have fun, right?" She fished out her suitcase and unzipped a side pocket, extracting a small bag of gummies. She tore it open and tossed a few in her mouth. "Mmm. I've been craving these for at least an hour."

 

"Didn't you bring a bag along in the car?" Alyssa said from Linda's opposite side. She hauled out a matched pair of blue suitcases, and then leaned in to grab a messenger bag.

 

"Well, yeah, but I finished them all earlier. You know me." Luci looked quizzically at Alyssa's luggage. "Jeez, how much did you bring? We're only here for three days."

 

"I have a couple of experiments I wanted to work on while we were here. And I need my laptop to monitor something I've got going on at the lab," she replied, patting the messenger bag that she'd slung over one shoulder.

Linda set her bags down on the ground and slammed the lift gate shut. "You know we're supposed to be here to relax and have fun, right?" she said.

Alyssa frowned. "These experiments are really important to me. I need them finished ASAP," she said defensively.

 

Linda shrugged. "Well, whatever. It's your weekend." She flashed a grin at the brown-haired scientist. "Just don't ask me to carry any of your stuff. And don't ask me to be a test subject, either. I actually did come here to relax." 

Alyssa smiled mischievously. "Why would I ask you? Cassie is here." She and Linda walked toward the cabin, trailing slightly behind Luci. When the two of them stepped through the front door, they found themselves in a spacious living room with two sofas and a loveseat clustered around a large coffee table, with a fireplace on the nearby wall. Farther in, a breakfast bar separated the living room from the kitchen area, which had large sliding glass doors that looked out on a broad deck with a large hot tub. Beyond the deck, they could see a trail that led down to the dock and the sparkling blue lake.

 

Linda let out a low whistle. "Wow. This is really nice." A small box mounted on the wall near the door caught her eye. "Huh. We have air conditioning?"

"Of course!" Cassie interjected, stepping out of a doorway and pulling it shut behind her. "You don't think I'd have booked us some second-rate accommodations, do you?"

 

"Let me guess," Alyssa said with a raised eyebrow. She gestured at the door Cassie was in front of. "That's the best bedroom in the cabin, and it's got its own private bathroom."

Cassie smirked. "I told you. First come, first served. Vicky already took the other bedroom on the ground floor. You two will have to head upstairs and share whichever room Luci didn't pick." She motioned toward the flight of stairs against one wall of the living room.

 

"Share?" Alyssa frowned. "This cabin only has four rooms?"

 

"Well, I didn't know Linda was going to invite her roommate, and I didn't know Vicky was going to invite you," Cassie replied with a shrug. "You should be glad I didn't get one with only three rooms. Oh, and the two upstairs rooms share a bathroom, and there's another communal one here on the ground floor," she said, gesturing to one of the two closed doors beneath the stairs.

 

"Damn," Alyssa muttered.

 

Linda frowned. "Am I that unpleasant to be around?"

 

"Oh, no, it's not you," Alyssa said hastily. "It's just that I wanted a little space to work on my experiments. I don't know if I'll be able to do that if I have to share a room with someone."

 

Linda relaxed. "Ah. I see your point." She looked thoughtful. "Well...Luci doesn't mind sharing our apartment with me. I'll ask if she minds me bunking with her, okay?"

 

Alyssa grinned. "Thanks! I'll owe you one."

 

A short time later, Linda was getting changed into her swimsuit, a dark blue two-piece that flattered her figure without being too revealing. Luci stood at the door in a skimpy red bikini, grinning at her. "So, are you going to join me in the lake, or just go sit in the boring hot tub?" she asked as Linda tugged a matching swimsuit skirt into place on her hips.

 

"Eh, I don't know yet," Linda replied, fidgeting with the top of her swimsuit to situate her E-cup breasts comfortably. "I mean, I'm sure the lake would be fun, but the hot tub just sounds soooo nice..."

"Aw, come on," Luci protested. "You're so tall you'll feel cramped in there anyway. Don't make me talk you into joining me. You know I can," she said, her smile turning sly.

 

"Well, maybe I can--ACHOO!" Linda suddenly sneezed loudly, shaking her head and blinking rapidly afterward.

 

"Bless you!" Luci said.

 

"Thanks," Linda replied, sniffing.

 

Luci looked concerned. "You sounded a bit stuffy on the drive here--are you okay?"

 

"I'm fine. I might have a little trace of a cold, or something, but it's not a big deal. And no way was I missing this trip," Linda said.

 

"Come on down, ladies!" Cassie's voice called loudly from downstairs. "We're getting this weekend started off right!"

 

"Oh, lord, what's she up to now?" Linda said, slipping on her flip-flops and starting for the door.

 

"Only one way to find out. Come on!" Luci said, stepping through the doorway and heading for the stairs.

 

Linda followed her down. As the living room came into view, Linda saw Alyssa seated on a sofa, a colorful beach towel wrapped around her frame. Cassie stood near the breakfast bar, watching them descend with an eager smile. She was dressed in a neon green string bikini nearly as revealing as Luci's, and she was busily fidgeting with something on the far side of the counter. "Oh, good, you're here," she said, smiling at the two women as they stepped off the stairs. She whistled appreciatively. "Looking good, Luci!"

"Thanks!" Luci replied, thrusting her chest proudly forward. The triangles of fabric in the bikini top served to lift and accentuate, giving her modest B-cups a boost. "I've been dying for a chance to wear this ever since I bought it."

 

"Glad I could provide you an opportunity to show it off," Cassie said with a smile. As Linda and Luci settled into the sofa opposite Alyssa, Cassie turned to the other closed door beneath the stairs. "Vicky! Get your ass out here, girl! Everyone's waiting on you!"

 

After a few seconds, the doorknob rattled, followed by the lock disengaging with a loud click. The door swung open and Vicky stepped through, wearing a black one-piece swimsuit with a tropical pattern printed on it.

 

"Aw, no bikini?" Cassie asked in a tone of mock disappointment.

Vicky rolled her eyes. "Sure. It's so easy to find a bikini that fits me," she said sarcastically. She gestured to her chest, where the swimsuit, which would've looked modest on anyone else, was stretched out by Vicky's ample chest and displaying a significant amount of cleavage. "You try carrying around these massive tits. See how easy it is to find swimwear that works for you."

 

"I know how you feel," Alyssa chimed in, tugging the colorful towel down to reveal the white swimsuit that clung to her H-cup globes. She quickly lifted it back into place.

 

"I'm sure you have problems too, Alyssa, but you're taller than average," Vicky replied. "Yours are big, but they still look kind of normal on you. There aren't many swimsuits that fit a 5'2" woman with F-cups." She sighed. "If I even try to wear a bikini, the girls are spilling out all over the place. I'd be at high risk for a double wardrobe malfunction."

 

"You say that like it's a bad thing," Cassie replied, leering at Vicky's breasts.

"Perv," Vicky replied playfully. "You're just sad you don't get to see even more of them." She stuck her tongue out at Cassie, and then strolled over and dropped into the loveseat. "Oooh. Cushy," she said with a pleased smile.

Linda noticed a strange black streak on the arm of the loveseat near Vicky's arm. "Hey, Vicky, you've got something on your hand," she said, noticing more black smears on Vicky's right thumb and forefinger.

 

Vicky glanced at her fingers. "Oh! Thanks," she replied, rubbing her digits together and causing the stuff to flake off. "Can't imagine how that got there."

 

Cassie sauntered into the living room, carrying a tray with five small multicolored plastic cups on it. Setting the tray on the coffee table, she passed out one cup to each girl, taking a red one for herself. "Shots! Knock 'em back, ladies!"

 

Alyssa sniffed at the purple cup in her hand and made a face. "Whoa. Think you put enough alcohol in these?"

 

"I like to party," Cassie said with a smirk.

 

"What's with the cheesy plastic cups?" Vicky asked, gesturing with her green cup.

 

"I didn't see any shot glasses in there, so I had to improvise," Cassie replied. "Now, come on! Everybody on the count of three. One...two...three!" All five women downed their shots rapidly.

 

Linda coughed and stuck her tongue out. Alyssa had been right--the shots were very strong. "Damn, girl. Are you trying to get us drunk off of one shot?" she said, frowning at the lingering taste in her mouth. She set her white cup down on the coffee table.

 

"Tasted fine to me," Luci said with a grin.

"Who wants seconds?" Cassie asked, clutching her own cup as she looked around at the group.

 

"I'll take one," Luci replied eagerly, handing her orange cup to Cassie. Despite her previous comment, Alyssa gave Cassie her cup and requested another.

 

Linda waved her hand dismissively, shaking her head. "That was enough for me," she said, still trying to get past the aftertaste. Vicky also declined a refill, setting her cup on the table. 

 

Cassie went to the kitchen and came back with the refills, handing Alyssa and Luci theirs. "You two sure you don't want any more?" she asked. When they both shook their heads, she teasingly called them party poopers and downed her own shot as the other two women drank theirs. "Woo! Good stuff! I'm going to the hot tub to soak--anyone want to join me?" she said, striding purposefully toward the sliding glass doors at the rear of the cabin.

"I can't wait," Alyssa replied, rising from the couch and following Cassie. "My side still hurts from Vicky's backpack."

 

"Well, I'm sure the hot tub is lovely, but we're going to the lake," Luci said, grabbing Linda's hand. "What about you, Vicky?"

 

"I, uh, need to get something out of my room," Vicky replied, looking slightly anxious. "After that, I think I'll join you guys in the lake."

 

Luci led Linda out through the rear doors and across the deck. Cassie was already luxuriating in the tub, and Alyssa was gingerly stepping in. Her colorful towel sat on deck chair nearby, revealing the simple white one-piece she wore beneath. "Oooh, it's so hot!" Alyssa cried.

"Well, yeah," Cassie said with a grin. "It's right there in the name." She lazily turned her head towards the new arrivals. "You ladies are really missing out, you know. These jets feel great..."

 

"Maybe later." Luci strolled past the tub, leading Linda toward the short steps that went to the trail. A quick trek down the path, and the pair found themselves on the dock. "Last one in is a rotten egg!" Luci yelled. She released Linda's hand and sprinted down the dock, throwing herself off the end of the pier into a dive. She splashed loudly into the water of the lake, breaching the surface from below a few seconds later and grinning up at Linda. "Come on in!"

 

Linda discarded the skirt wrap around her swimsuit bottom and stepped to the edge of the boards. "Is it cold?"

 

Luci grinned. "It's a little cool, maybe, but it's not bad. Get in, girl!"

 

Linda stepped off the dock, making a big splash as her tall frame entered the water. She came up gasping. "Ah! It's cold! You liar!" she cried. Hearing Luci's teasing laughter, she slung her arms up, sending splashes of water in Luci's direction. Her petite roommate laughed even harder and began flinging water at Linda.

 

The two of them were still having a splash fight moments later when Vicky arrived on the pier. "Well. You two look like you're having fun. How's the water? Is it cold?"

 

"Nah, it's fine," Luci said, smiling slyly at Linda.

 

"Yeah! Come on in!" Linda added with a wink to Luci.

 

"Okay. Get ready!" Vicky backed up on the pier. "Cannonball!" she screamed as she ran down the planks. She leaped into the air, tucked her legs under her, and hit the surface with a huge splash. She broke the surface moments later with a look of shock. "Oh, you dirty bitches! You tricked me!" she said, flinging water at Linda and Luci. 

 

The three women carried on with the splash fight for a few minutes before diverging into other entertainment. Luci kept getting out onto the dock and doing different dives off of it. Vicky had noticed a wooden platform floating several yards out in the lake with a slide on it that dumped into the lake, and after sliding to a splashdown a few times, she had climbed up onto the raft and stretched out to relax. Linda was amusing herself by doing laps around the platform, occasionally stopping to grip the edge of it for a break. On one of these breaks, she glanced at the reclining Vicky and noticed the late afternoon sun had mostly dried her off. "You might regret getting so dry," Linda said. "I'm used to the water now and it doesn't feel cold at all." In fact, she thought it felt slightly warm. She dreaded getting out and feeling cold in the air, though. That hot tub sounded very appealing...

 

"I'm fine, thanks," Vicky said drowsily. "I'm nice and warm, and very relaxed. I can deal with being in the cold water for a little bit on the way back. I'll just hit the hot tub when we get to the cabin." She fidgeted with the shoulder strap of her swimsuit, causing her breasts to jiggle under the snug fabric. 

 

"Great minds think alike," Linda said with a smile. She released the edge of the platform and did another few laps. For some reason, her swimsuit bottom slipped slightly down her hip, and she had to stop and tread water, tugging it back into place. Her tits seemed to have shifted in her top, as well, and she pulled at it, trying to situate herself. When she had everything back in place, she tried doing another lap, but by the time she was halfway around, the waist of her bottom had slid down on her opposite hip. Annoyed, she stopped again, treading water as she tried to fix it. This time, however, it just didn't feel quite right, even though she was sure she had it back in its proper place. "Ugh," she said aloud. "Stupid swimsuit. It feels like it got stretched out or something."

 

"I know what you mean," Vicky replied. Linda noticed she was pulling the shoulder straps, putting her impressive cleavage in motion. Linda's eyes widened at the display--her suit appeared to be showing even more of her boobs than it had earlier. Vicky scowled down at her orbs. "Cheap fabric. If I didn't know better I'd think it got shrunk in the wash."

 

"Wanna head back to the cabin? I hear the hot tub calling my name," Linda said with a smile.

"Like you said...great minds think alike," Vicky replied, sitting up and stretching before rising to her feet. "Not looking forward to how cold the water's going to feel after I got all warmed up, though."

 

"I'm sure the hot tub will help with--ACHOO!" Linda sneezed violently, cutting off her reply. She felt the strangest tingling sensation right when it happened, sort of like a shiver went through her entire body. It wasn't exactly an unpleasant feeling, just...odd. She shrugged, feeling the swimsuit top shift out of place again, its shoulder strap sliding slightly down. "Grrr. This swimsuit is so damn annoying... Anyway, I'll race you to the pier!" she shouted, suddenly twisting around and using her feet to kick off from the platform.

 

"Cheater!" she heard Vicky call out from behind her. It was followed almost immediately by a splash. 

 

Linda made powerful strokes, kicking her legs and using her arms to pull her forward. She was sure she'd win...but suddenly, when she went to kick, her leg caught on something and snapped back. Puzzled, she stopped her forward motion and twisted around in the water, looking to see what she was snagged on. She felt a blush crawling across her face when she realized her ill-fitting swimsuit bottom had slipped halfway down her legs, barely staying on due to her bent knees. Frustrated and embarrassed, she slid the swimwear back up where it belonged and held it to her hips with one hand. It didn't slip down again, but being unable to use one arm slowed her down dramatically. She could feel the water dragging on the swimsuit, trying to slide it off of her. Since she was only holding it in one place, she couldn't keep it from sliding halfway down her ass, leaving her cheeks partially exposed and increasing her embarrassment.

 

Vicky was pulling herself triumphantly up onto the dock when Linda reached it. "Ha! Cheaters never prosper!" she crowed, smiling down at her opponent in the water.

 

"You only won because of this lousy swimsuit," Linda grumbled as she gripped the end of the pier. She was worried about losing the bottom again, but she couldn't climb up with only one hand. She let it go and felt it slip slightly, but without the water dragging on it, it didn't come off completely. Relieved, she ascended onto the planks and stood there dripping and scowling. "It came off of my ass while I was swimming. I'd have beaten you if it had stayed on," she added, pulling the fabric up to cover her butt again. She hesitated in case it fell down again, but after a few seconds she decided it was okay and relaxed.

 

"Or if you'd been skinny-dipping!" Luci interjected. She was floating near the end of the dock, grinning up at the other two women.

"Like I'm going to go swimming butt naked," Linda replied, narrowing her eyes at Luci.

 

"And why not?" Luci said, climbing up to stand beside her friends. She grinned broadly. "It's fun. And you don't end up with any tan lines."

"Oh yeah?" Linda sneered. "You're all talk. It's not like you're swimming naked." 

 

"Is that a challenge?" Luci said, reaching behind her back. In a moment, the ties on her bikini top parted, the strings swinging down to her sides. Her hands rose up behind her neck and those ties separated a moment later. She peeled off the top, laying it on the boards near a towel she'd brought. In seconds, she had untied her bikini bottom as well, dropping it next to the top. She gestured at her nude body. "Voila! I'm all ready to get back in the water," she said, sticking her tongue out at Linda.

 

Vicky stared at Luci, her mouth open in surprise. “What the hell, Luci? Are you some kind of exhibitionist?”

 

“Not necessarily,” Luci replied. “I just have a healthy sense of adventure, and I’m proud of my looks.” 

 

“Uh-huh,” Linda said skeptically. “You walk around the apartment half-naked all the time. And you’re clearly turned on by showing off.” She pointed at Luci’s chest, where the petite brunette’s exposed nipples were clearly erect. 

 

Luci shrugged. “It’s just chilly in the water. It’s chilly up here in the air, too, if you’re wet.” When Vicky and Linda gave her blank looks, she frowned. “What? Aren’t you guys cold?”

 

“Well, I thought I would be, but I’m fine,” Vicky replied. “If anything, I feel a bit warm.”

 

“Me too,” Linda said. She grinned broadly at Luci. “Guess it’s just you. Being horny. Because you’re an exhibitionist.”

 

“Oh, whatever.” Luci rolled her eyes. She suddenly looked past Linda, concerned. “Hey, what’s that in the water?” she asked, pointing to the lake.

 

“Something in the lake,” Luci said from behind her. “It kinda looks like...my roommate!” Linda caught on a split second too late as Luci shoved her from behind. The taller woman stumbled forward and toppled off the pier, dropping into the lake. She came up sputtering, hearing both of her friends laughing at her from the dock. “You’re gonna get it, Luci!” she yelled, trying to brush her wet hair out of her eyes.

 

“What are you gonna do? Throw me in the lake?” Luci teased. As Linda continued trying to clear her eyes, she heard a splash, followed a few seconds later by Luci’s voice nearby. “Too late!” 

 

“Ugh!” Linda grunted in frustration. “I’m going to the hot tub. You enjoy playing in the lake, alone, and naked,” she said irritably. She hauled herself up onto the dock to stand beside Vicky again. Even though she had just been dropped back into the water and was now dripping wet again, she still didn’t feel cold. She did feel like she had a bit of water in her sinuses, though, ans she coughed a couple of times to clear her throat. She felt that curious tingle all over her body again, but shrugged it off. “You coming, Vicky?” 

 

Vicky was still chuckling at Linda’s unfortunate dunking. She bit her lip to stifle further laughter.

 

“Yeah. Yeah, that hot tub sounds really good.” Her eyes flicked down to Linda’s chest. “Um, you might wanna fix that, though,” she added, pointing.

 

“What? What’s—aah!” Linda said, glancing down to see that one of her breasts had slipped out of the swimsuit tip, probably from her hitting the water. “Dammit, Luci,” she muttered, arranging herself so she was covered again. The suit top, like the bottom, didn’t seem to fit her right anymore, and one of the shoulder straps slid out of place, but it would do for now. It suddenly occurred to her how she could get back at her roommate, and she smiled mischievously and gave Vicky a shushing gesture as she bent down to scoop up Luci’s bikini and beach towel. “So she’s fine with being naked, huh? Let’s see how she likes having to walk all the way back up to the cabin naked.” 

 

“She may not care,” Vicky said, stifling more laughter. 

 

“I know,” Linda sighed. “But it’s not like I have a lot of other options.” She slipped her feet into her flip-flops, wiggling them when they didn’t feel comfortable at first. She and Vicky grabbed their towels and started up the trail to the cabin. As they walked, Linda was struck by a sensation of wrongness; she couldn’t put her finger on exactly what, but something wasn’t right about Vicky. She was so focused on trying to figure out what it was that she wasn’t paying attention to her steps. Her left foot slipped and she suddenly stumbled, lurching to one side. She would have done a faceplant into the trail if Vicky hadn’t been there to grab her. Linda found herself with one hand on Vicky’s shoulder, the petite woman supporting her by holding her arm as Linda tried to right herself. “you okay?” Vicky asked. Her face split in smile. “You’re not buzzed from earlier, are you?” 

 

“No, I’m fine. I…” Linda trialed off, looking really hard at Vicky. She flicked her eyes up and down, trying to figure out what was bothering her about her friend. The shorter girl’s breasts were bulging even more obscenely from her low-cut top, but that wasn’t it. Linda opened her mouth as if to speak, but couldn’t seem to find any words to express her issue. There was definitely something different about Vicky. Almost like she was… 

 

“Uh...Linda? Hello?” Vicky waved her hand in front of Linda’s face. “Earth to Linda, come in, Linda…” 

 

“Huh?” Linda shook her head, breaking out of her confusion. “Sorry. Lost int thought, I guess.” She realize that she could feel the dirt of the trail on her bare foot. She looked around and saw left flip-flop lying on the trail behind her. “Oh. My shoe fell off. I guess that’s why I tripped.” 

 

“You must have caught it on a rock or something,” Vicky said as Linda stepped back to recover the shoe. 

 

“I guess…” Linda said uncertainly, starring down at the bare dirt and seeing no sign of anything her flip-flop could’ve caught on. She slid it back on, but couldn’t get it to feel right. Belatedly, she noticed the other one didn’t feel right either. Irritably, she clenched her toes around the straps of the shoes and shuffled back to Vicky, starting back up the trail to the house. “I don’t know about you, but I think I want a drink while I’m in the hot tub.” 

 

“Sounds great,” Vicky said with a smile. “Fix me one too?” 

 

When they reached the deck, Alyssa was nowhere to be seen, and Cassie was bent over a deck chair, drying her long legs with a beach towel. “Oh, hey! I was just about to head inside.

 

Finally decided to try the hot tub, eh?” she said with a smile.

 

“Yeah. Luci, and this stupid swimsuit, kinda took the fun out of the lake for me,” Linda said, tugging on the top of her ill-fitting swimsuit. “To hell with these shoes, too,” she added, kicking them off onto the deck.

 

“You thing your swimsuit is bad? Mine started giving me a wedgie on the way back up here,”

 

Vicky complained, trying unsuccessfully to adjust the black bathing suit to a more comfortable fit. “I think we both could use a relaxing soak and a drink.”

 

“Well, at least we both have swimsuits,” Linda said, laughing as she dropped Luci’s to the deck. “Be right back,” she added, ducking into the kitchen. Seeing the plastic cups Cassie had used earlier, she considered mixing a couple of drinks, but then she recalled the strong taste of whatever Cassie had used and quickly decided against it. Checking the fridge, she wasn’t disappointed: someone, probably Cassie, had brought beer and wine coolers. Snatching two of the strawberry daiquiri bottles, Linda popped the tops and returned to the deck, one drink in each hand. Cassie was still drying off by the deck chair when Linda passed by; for just moment, the taller women was again struck by the sensation of wrongness, only this time it was being triggered by Cassie instead of Vicky. Trying to ignore it, Linda took a swig of her drink, enjoying the coolness and sweet taste. “Here’s your drink,” she said, stepping down into the tub beside Vicky, who had already settled in. “Oooh, this is nice,” she said with a grin as her legs sank into  the warm, bubbly water. 

 

“Thanks!” Vicky said, gripping the bottle and taking a hearty gulp from it. “Mmm. Delicious. And so is this tub,” she said, leaning back against a jet with a sigh. 

 

“Don’t get too comfortable, girls. Falling asleep in hot tubs is bad for your health,” Cassie said,standing near the edge  of the tub and looking down at them. Linda was momentarily struck by just how tall Cassie looked from that position. She told herself it was just because she was used to looking down at Cassie from her two-inch height advantage. 

 

“Thanks, mom,” Vicky said, rolling her eyes. 

 

“I’m just looking out for you,” Cassie replied. “If you did pass out in there, you might be in for an unpleasant surprise when you woke up.” She smiled at them, tossed the damp beach towel over her shoulder, and strolled back into the house. 

 

“You mean like you pulling a prank on us, or drawing something crude on our faces?” Linda said under her breath as Cassie left. She sighed. “I swear. Sometimes she just gets under my skin.” 

 

“Aw. You know she means well,” Vicky said with a grin. “You’re just mad because you kept flashing everyone at the lake.” 

 

Linda blushed again, feeling the heat of her embarrassment as much as the heat from the water. “And you’re only defending her because you enjoy the attention you get when she stares at your tits.”

 

“Who, little old me?” Vicky said coquettishly. She shifted on her seat, lifting her ample bosom up out of the water. “Enjoying the attention my girls get? Perish the thought!”Linda’s eyes widened in shock--thanks to the overly tight bathing suit, Vicky’s breasts looked bigger than ever. As the petite girl leaned back and thrust her chest out, the too-tight suit made a distinct creaking noise...and a small rip appeared in the front right between her massive mammaries, splitting a few inches of the fabric as her boobs spread out.

 

“Oops!” Vicky said, immediately hunching down in the water and covering the rip with her hands.

 

“Serves you right for showing off!” Linda stuck her tongue out at Vicky playfully. She took another sip of her drink, trying to keep from laughing too hard.

 

“Oh, whatever. It’s not like mine actually jumped out of my top,” Vicky replied. 

 

“Damn near it!” Linda cackled, drinking some more. “If that rips any more you’ll--HIC!” She shuddered from a sudden and extremely loud hiccup. She felt the curious tingle across her body yet again. It was starting to puzzle her, but it was gone so quickly she couldn’t figure out what was happening. “Ugh. Dammit. Stupid booze,” she grumbled. 

 

“And that’s what you get for laughing at me,” Vicky said snidely. She heard the rip in her suit widen a little more as she talked, and she frowned and stopped talking . 

 

The two girls shared the hot tub in companionable silence for a little while as they finished their drinks. Linda hiccuped a few more times, at each instance feeling the bizarre tingling wash over her again. It was almost starting to feel good...but she still didn’t know why it was happening. Trying not to worry about it, Linda leaned back against the edge of the tub and closed her eyes, settling deeper and deeper into relaxation.

 

Some time later, footsteps stomped loudly up the deck stairs and across the boards. Linda lazily opened her eyes and raised her head to see an angry, nude Luci glaring down at her, the setting sun illuminating her from one side. “Very funny,” Luci said, her blue-grey eyes flashing with ire. “Where is it?” Lind smirked and gestured to the corner of the deck where she’d dropped the red  bikini. Luci stomped over and picked it up, hastily retying it around herself.

 

“You were saying how it might not bother her?” Linda said, smiling at Vicky.

 

“I stand corrected,” the shorter girl said.

 

“It’s not the being nude that bothered me, as such,” Luci replied. “It’s being so fucking chilly. I needed that towel.” she stepped quickly into the hot tub, shivering for a few seconds until the warmth from the water seeped into her. “Aaah...much better. No thanks to you.” she said, scowling at Linda. “I can’t believe you two walked up here without using your towels. Weren’t you cold?”

 

Linda shrugged, one strap of her suit slipping completely off her shoulder as she did so. She reached up to fix it, her irritation at the suit diluted by her mild buzz. “Y’know...now that you mention it, I’m feeling a bit too hot in here,” Linda said. She finished off her drink and leaned forward, starting to rise. “I think I’m gonna get out and--” She was cut off by a sudden coughing fit, accidentally getting in Luci’s face before she was able to cover her mouth. “Sorry, Luci,” she said sheepishly, seeing the short brunette grimacing at her. “As I was saying. I’m gonna go inside. I’ll see if Cassie made any plans for dinner.”

 

“I hear that.” Vicky swigged the last of her daiquiri and stood up, smirking at Luci’s reaction to how much of her enormous hooters could be seen through the rip in her suit. “I’ll be glad to ditch this lousy swimsuit. I think my wedge has gotten even worse. And frankly, this hot tub is nice, but it feels a little smaller than I’m used to.” She stepped out, walking over to the chair where she’d draped her towel earlier. As she dried herself off, she glanced back at the tub. “I don’t see how you can stand it, Linda. I’d think those long legs of yours were all folded up down there.” She draped the towel over her shoulders, drying herself some more as she slowly headed for the sliding door. 

 

Linda looked surprised. “Actually, I’m fine. I thought it was pretty comfy in here.” She shrugged again, dislodging the opposite shoulder strap. She didn’t bother to fix it as she climbed out of the hot tub. She bent down to collect her empty bottle and heard a wet thud under her feet.

 

Glancing down, she saw her bathing suit bottom had fallen from her hips again and landed on the deck around her ankles. She was embarrassed, although the buzz also helped numb her to that. “Ugh! This swimsuit!” she said, yanking it back up her legs and holding it in place with one hand.  “I can’t wait to put on some clothes that fit!” She noticed that the fallen shoulder strap left one side of the top dangerously close to exposing a nipple, and she stared at the strap disgustedly before grabbing her own towel and wrapping it tightly around her.

 

Luci looked up at them from her place in the hot tub. “Heh. So your suit is practically falling off, and hers it too tight, and you have some very contrary opinions about this hot tub. Which seems about average to me, I might add.” She raised an eyebrow and grinned slyly. “What, are you two trading bodies or something?”

 

Linda rolled her eyes and shook her head. “You’re such a goof, Luci.” She glanced over at the back door and saw Vicky was frozen in mid-step. “Uh...Vicky? You okay over there?”

 

“Um...I’m f-fine,” she said, a faint tremor in her voice. “I...uh...I just n-need to...um...go to m-my room for a minute.”

 

“Are you sure? You sound a bit shaky,” Linda said, moving toward Vicky. 

 

“YeahI’mfinegottagobye!” Vicky snapped, running the last few steps to the house. She barely paused to throw open the sliding door and didn’t bother to shut it behind her as she dashed to her room. She went inside and slammed the door quickly behind her. There was a faintly audible click a few seconds later. 

 

 

“Well. That was strange,” Luci said, peering at the open door from her place in the tub. “Wonder what got into her?” 

 

“Beats me,” Linda said, waling toward the open door. She stopped after a few steps. “Dammit!” she shouted. Moments later, her wet bathing suit bottom dropped out from under the towel. 

 

“Screw this stupid thing!” Linda said, angrily kicking it to one side as she strode to the house, closing the sliding door to help block out Luci’s raucous laughter. 

 

“What was up with Vicky?” Cassie asked. She was stretched out on a sofa, a book that might charitably be called ‘romance’ open in one hand. 

 

“I don’t know,” Linda replied. “She just suddenly started acting weird out on the deck.” She shrugged, feeling the straps of her swimsuit top shifting again under the towel. “I have so got to get changed. Did you have any plans for dinner tonight?”  

 

“There’s stuff to make sandwiches in there, and we still have most of one of the pizzas we picked up on the trip,” Cassie replied. “I brought a few frozen dinners in one of the coolers. Too. Other than that, Alyssa is going to run into town tomorrow morning and get a few things to cook Saturday and Sunday.” 

 

“Leftover pizza sounds like it’ll hit the spot,” Linda said. “Be back down in a minute.” She ambled over to the stairs, keeping the towel twisted around her body. She nearly tripped several times as she ascended, and her bare feet kept catching on the corners of the steps. She idly wondered just what was going on with her; she hoped that changing into dry clothes and getting some food would help. 

 

Half an hour later, she stood in her room, nude and frustrated, a small cyclone of discarded clothes scattered around her on the bed and the floor. None of the things that she’d brought along seemed to fit right. Everything felt stretched-out or otherwise loose. All of her bras hung too low, the cups dangling beneath her large breasts. Her panties kept slipping down her hips, either baring her ass or falling off entirely. “This sucks. Of all the inconvenient times to lose weight,” she muttered to the room for the dozenth time.

 

Out of the corner of her eye, she spotted a pair of light blue boy-shorts panties with black polka dots that she didn’t remember packing and didn’t thing she had tried yet. She picked them up and held them to her hips; they looked about right. She slid them up her legs, noticing that they felt fairly snug. She had a little trouble pulling them up over her cheeks, but she was slightly relieved to be having the opposite problem. “Finally. Something that fits.”She grabbed a pair of sweatpants from her luggage and pulled the drawstrings very tight, satisfied that they would stay on. She didn’t want to wear them, as she felt a little too warm with them on, but she had no intentions of going around pants-less. “I’d never hear the end of it,” she said aloud. “Now, if I just had a shirt…”

 

She idly eyed Luci’s suitcase, wondering of her roommate had brought along The Hoodie. Some time ago, Luci had found a hoodie amongst Linda’s old clothes that featured Speedy Gonzales, Luci’s favorite cartoon character. Linda didn’t even remember where she had gotten it, and she had outgrown it a few years ago, but it was still far too big for Luci and looked silly on the five-toot-tall girl. She didn’t seem to care, though , and found it very comfortable, often wearing it to lounge around the apartment. “Sorry, Luci,” Linda said, making a mental note to apologize for rummaging through the suitcase in person later. “A-ha!” she cried, triumphantly holding up the hoodie. She pulled it on and found that it fit her almost perfectly. “Good. Maybe I can borrow one of Alyssa’s bras, and I’ll be all set.” Satisfied, she piled up her discarded clothes and stuffed them haphazardly into her open suitcase. She pulled on a lightly loose-seeming pair of slippers and then marched out of the room toward the stairs in search of dinner. She might even eat a little more than usual, since she’d obviously lost so much weight… 

 

She bumped into Alyssa as the scientist was crossing the hall from the upstairs bathroom back to her room. “Oof! Sorry!” Alyssa said as Linda stumbled backwards and fell on her ass, losing one of her slippers in the process. 

 

“That’s okay,” Linda replied. “I was in too much of a hurry.” She smiled wanly at Alyssa from her position on the floor. When Alyssa offered a hand to pull her up, she took it gladly. “Thanks,” she said, rising up and brushing off her sweatpants. “Hey, Alyssa, since you’re here, I was wondering if I--ACHOO!” She tried to cover her mouth, hoping she’d ben fast enough. That peculiar tingle shoot over her again...and this time it definitely carried a faint hint of pleasure. Seeing Alyssa’s concerned frown, she shook her head. “Sorry. I’ve been having some...sinus issues, I guess, today,” She said with a sniff. 

 

“Well, I hope you’re not contagious,” Alyssa replied, taking a few steps back from Linda. 

 

“Me too,” Linda said, “Anyway, would you maybe let me borrow one of your bras? Mine got all stretched out somehow.” 

 

“Well, you’re welcome to see if one fits you,” Alyssa said uncertainly. She peered at Linda , puzzled. “You look different. Have you lost weight or something?” Her eyes flicked up and down Linda’s body, as if searching for some sign of a problem. 

 

“I think I have, yeah. Everything is too loose.” She looked at Alyssa and was again struck by the sense of wrongness that she’d felt before. Linda felt like she almost had it, but before she could put it together, Alyssa turned and stepped into her room, digging in her suitcase for a bra. 

 

“Here you go,” Alyssa said shortly. She held up a plain white bra as she returned to her room’s door, extending her arm into the hallway. “I hope it fits you.” 

 

“Thanks,” Linda said, taking the garment with a smile. “I’ll let you get back to your experiments. See you later!” 

 

As Alyssa swung the door shut, Linda realized what had been bothering her: she was used to looking down to meet Alyssa’s eyes from a four-inch height advantage, but just then she had felt like she was looking up. She frowned quizzically at the closed door, trying to determine if there was a step up into the room, and searching her memory to see if Alyssa had been wearing heels or platform shoes. Because what other explanation could there be?She shook her head, trying not to worry about it. Slipping the hoodie off, she pulled the bra into place. It fit her better than her own, but Alyssa sported a pair of H’s, so the cups still felt a bit too roomy. Figuring it was the best she could do, she pulled the hoodie back over her torso with a sigh. She strolled down the stairs--again nearly tripping a couple of times, as the stairs seemed steeper than she remembered--and headed for the kitchen. 

 

As Linda pulled out the pizza box, Luci walked in from the rear deck. “Oooh, pizza? Save me a slice or two, will ya?” she said cheerily.

 

“No, I’m going to eat the whole thing,” Linda teased, sticking her tongue out at her roommate.

 

“Trying to bloat up so you fit back in your swimsuit?” Luci joked. She looked more closely at Linda. “Hmm...actually, have you lost weight? You do look different.” 

 

“Yeah, I think I have. Nothing was fitting me,” Linda replied. “I kinda had to borrow my old hoodie back from you. I’m glad you brought it along.” 

 

“Well, if you must. It was yours first anyway,” Luci said with a shrug. “Just..take good care of Speedy, huh? I’m gonna want that back eventually.” She stretched, her arms going hight over her head. When she came back down, she fidgeted with her bikini top, which looked a bit loose on her. “Heh. Whatever’s going on with your swimsuit is happening to mine, too.” she said with a half-smile. “Maybe it’s something in the water. Anyway, I’m gonna go get changed, and then I’m coming back down here for that pizza.” She strode off through the living room, ignoring a teasing comment from Cassie as she had to pull up the back of her thong when it slipped down. Linda had just carried a couple of slices of reheated pizza and a cold soda over the the coffee table when Luci returned in shorts and a t-shirt. “Hey, roomie,” she called out. “When you were raiding my suitcase to borrow my favorite hoodie, did you happen to displace a pair of my panties?” 

 

“What would I want with your underwear?” Linda laughed, taking a big bite of pizza. 

 

“I was wondering the same thing, but I couldn’t find them.” Luci said. “They’re one of my favorite pairs of briefs. If you see them, will you put them out for me? They’re light blue with black dots.” Linda froze with another bite of pizza in her teeth. “Umh?” she mumbled around the pizza. She quickly chewed and swallowed. “Huh? Light blue with black dots?” she asked, her eyes widening. 

 

“Yeah. Why do you look so nervous?” Luci grinned broadly. “Well, I know you didn’t borrow them. They’d never fit your big ass.” 

 

“I...uh…” Linda was at a loss, flicking her eyes nervously down at her lap, at the panties she knew to be under the slightly loose waist of her sweatpants. Wait, slightly loose? Hadn’t she tied them pretty securely before leaving the room? Thoughts began flying through her mind rapidly: the swimsuit that had seemed to fit at first and had inexplicably been loose later; her flip-flops not fitting right and slipping off easily; the roomy hot tub; none of the clothes she’d brought along fitting right Alyssa and Cassie seeming taller than usual; and now, she was wearing a pair of panties that were the right size for her roommate, who was a foot shorter than her. There was only one incredibly obvious explanation, and the only reason she hadn’t seen it sooner was because it should’ve been impossible… 

 

“Linda? Are you okay? You look sick,” Cassie said, staring over at her with concern,. 

 

“Uh...sick! I’m sick! Yeah! I think I have a fever,” Linda said, which was partially true. She had been feeling unusually warm most of the evening, and it had only gotten worse after she’d put on the sweatpants. “And I’ve been having some sinus issues all-hic!--day,” she added feeling another mildly pleasant tingling sensation sweep her right after the hiccup. She was still staring worriedly down at her lap, and she thought she actually saw the slightest shifting of the waistband of the pants as it passed. Ordinarily, she’d have chalked it up to her eyes playing tricks on her...but now she knew what she’d seen. “I,uh…” she trailed off, rising from the couch and seeing both Cassie and Luci staring intently at her. “I don’t feel so great. I’m gonna...I’m gonna take my pizza and soda up to the room,” she said, trying to keep a nervous tremor out of her voice. 

 

Before either of the other two women could say anything, she snatched up her plate and glass and ran for the stairs, feeling the sweatpants slip a little bit off of her ass as she ran. She silently prayed they’d stay up—it would be unbelievably embarrassing to trip over her own pants and fall half-naked on her face into a plate of pizza. She blushed furiously as she pictured it happening, but fortunately she made it up the stairs without further incident, although she had to really pay attention to avoid tripping on the larger stairs. She sprinted down the hall in a panic and slammed the bedroom door shut behind her, trying to catch her breath. She hiccuped again, she felt the tingle..and her sweatpants, still tied, slid gently down her legs to the floor, puddling around her ankles. She gulped nervously as she stared down her pants, forcing herself to accept the insane but clear truth:

 

She was shrinking.

 

 

SATURDAY: ALYSSA

 

“Morning, ladies,” Alyssa called groggily to Cassie and Luci as she shuffled down the stairs in her nightclothes--a thigh-length t-shirt over panties. They both returned her greeting, and she saw two steaming mugs of brown liquid sitting on the coffee table. “Oh, God, please tell me where the coffee is.”

 

“There’s a pretty fresh pot sitting on the counter. Creamer in the fridge, sugar in one of the cabinets,” Cassie replied from the loveseat, barely glancing up from her novel. She took a second look as Alyssa trudging across the living room toward the kitchen. “Are you okay, Alyssa? You don’t look so good.”

 

“I’m just tired,” she said, truing to stifle a massive yawn. “Feeling a bit under the weather, too. I think I might have a fever.”

 

“You too?” Luci said. “Linda had one yesterday, and I’ve been feeling a bit hot since dinner last night.”

 

“Yeah, Linda told me. I think I might have caught it from—ACHOO!” Alyssa said, shuddering as she felt the familiar strange tingling she’d experienced several times last night. “Ugh. A little before bed yesterday, I stared having sinus problems just like she was. And I swear every time I sneeze or cough I get this weird...it’s almost like a chill. It’s hard to explain,” she said, pouring herself a cup from the carafe. She sniffed her cup and instantly perked up. “Mmm. This smells heavenly. Hey, how is Linda, anyway? Is she feeling any better today?”

 

“I don’t think so,” Luci replied. “She hasn’t come out this morning, and I haven’t seen her since dinner last night. She was completely buried under her sheets when I came up to the room. I tried to ask how she was doing, but I’m pretty sure she was asleep--or at least didn’t want to be bothered. She hadn’t even bothered to pick her sweatpants up of the floor.” She smiled wickedly. “Then again, maybe she is feeling better. I’m pretty sure I heard her moaning a couple of times, and it didn’t sound like pain, if you catch my drift.”

 

 

Luci, you naughty little eavesdropper,” Cassie said, looking up over her book.

 

“What? We share an apartment, and it doesn’t have the thickest walls in the world. You think I’ve never heard her masturbate?” Luci smile broadened. “For that matter, you think she’s never heard me masturbate? I know what it sounds like, and I’m pretty sure I heard it last night. So I tend to think she might not have been feeling all that bad.”

 

A loud clicking sound caught their attention, and they all glanced over at Vicky’s door. It opened and Vicky crept out, looking strangely hunched over and moving quickly to the bathroom without looking at the room’s other occupants.

 

“Good morning, Vicky!” Alyssa said. Vicky mumbled something unintelligible in response, quickly shutting the bathroom door. “What’s gotten into her?” Alyssa asked.

 

“Beats me,” Cassie replied. “She’s barely been out of her room all morning. Came in here to get some coffee, and I think she made a quick breakfast, but she ran back to her room. And she keeps locking the door.”

 

“Do you think maybe she’s sick, too? It seems like it’s going around.” Alyssa scoffed. “Some vacation weekend. We’re all sick.”

 

“Speak for yourself,” Cassie retorted. “I feel fine. And I intend to stay that way. So nine of you walking pathogens breathe on me, okay?”

 

Alyssa stuck her tongue out at Cassie as she returned to the living room, carrying a cup of won’t be sharing air with me for at least a few hours.” She placed her plate on the coffee table and settled on the sofa opposite Luci, irritably fidgeting with her t-shirt as it rubbed against the back cushion and slipped off of one shoulder. “Damn thing it too big. I don’t know how it got stretched out.” 

 

“Maybe it’s because you slept in it,” Cassie replied idly. 

 

“You think so?” Alyssa said uncertainly. “I mean, it’s always been loose-fitting, but I really thought it wasn’t this big on me,” she said, pinching the loose collar on either side and lifting it up around her head. 

 

“Huh. I guess the sickness isn’t the only thing catching around here,” Luci said. “Linda was having trouble with her clothes yesterday, and...well, look!” She pulled up on the straps of the sports bra she was wearing; the garment shifted loosely up and down her chest. She then pinched the waistband of her running shorts, easily able to pull the fabric an inch or so away from her skin. “I was going to go for a run this morning, but now I’m gonna need a belt. It’s so weird that we’re all having the same problem!” She looked up at Alyssa and rolled her eyes. 

 

“Heh. Contagious wight loss! Too bad we can’t market that, we’d make a fortune.” 

 

“It’d be the ultimate diet!” Alyssa laughed as she bit into a piece of toast. Out of the corner of her eye, she suddenly realized Cassie was looking intently at her over the top of her book. “What are you looking at?” The toast irritated the back of her throat and she coughed, feeling that strange sensation again. When she glanced back at Cassie, the brunette’s eyes had widened. “What, Cassie? Do I have something on my face?” Alyssa said irritably. 

 

“N-no. It’s...nothing,” Cassie replied. The color had drained from her face. After a moment, she seemed to regain her composure, although she still looked pale. “I...uh...you two are probably contagious. I’m gonna go to my room and read so I don’t catch whatever you’ve got.” She shut her book with her thumb between the pages, grabbed her coffee cup from the table, and left the room in such a hurry that she almost seemed to be trying not to break into a run. 

 

Her door closed loudly, followed by the lock clicking. 

 

“What’s up with her, I wonder?” Alyssa said, staring at the closed door while taking another bite of her toast. “She seemed fine a minute ago when we were talking about being sick.”

 

“Who knows what’s going on in her head?” Luci replied. “Maybe she read something really steamy in that smut novel of hers and went to go play with herself.” She shrugged, readjusting her sports bra afterward. “Anyway, I’m gonna try to go for my run. I guess I’ll see you when you get back from town. Will you pick me up some chocoballs while you’re at the store?” 

 

“Sure, if they have any,” Alyssa said, munching on her toast.

 

“Thanks.” Luci picked up her mug and drained the coffee in it; she grimaced as she put the empty cup back down. “Yuck. What the hell--” she cut herself off, a sly grin spreading across her face. A moment later, she burst out laughing. “Oh, that’s too funny!”

 

“What?” Alyssa asked.

 

“Well, the coffee I just drank was swill. It didn’t have nearly enough sugar in it. Which means it wasn’t mine. And that means--”

 

“Miss Self-Imposed Quarantine is about to drink after you,” Alyssa finished, unable to keep from grinning.

 

Luci was still grinning. “Not that I wish sickness on anybody, but I’d call it karma for being so high-and-mighty about not being sick, not to mention speeding out of here and licking herself away.” She took her cup to the sink and then jogged up the stairs. While she was gone, Alyssa heard the sound of the shower in the downstairs bathroom starting up. Luci returned a few minutes later, pulling a belt through the lips of her shorts. ”Linda is still buried under the sheets. I said something to her about breakfast, but she just said she wasn’t hungry and dug in deeper.”

 

“I hope she feels better soon,” Alyssa said with a frown. “It’ll be a shame if her whole weekend is ruined.”

 

“Yeah, I hope so too,” Luci replied. She finished tightening the belt and pulled a pair of ear buds from the pocket of her shorts, plugging them in her ears. The cord ran down to something in the pocket that she was fiddling with. “See you later!” she said as she pulled the front door open, waving to Alyssa just before she exited the cabin.

 

Alyssa remained sitting on the sofa, munching toast and pondering the ongoing experiments she was monitoring upstairs. The sound of Vicky’s shower running was clearly audible in the cabin, which was otherwise quiet except for her occasional cough, still accompanied by that peculiar tingle. Presently, she polished off the last of her breakfast. Despite her fever persisting, she felt much better and more alert, ready for the trip to town. She stretched and rose from the couch, the hem of her shirt brushing her legs just above the knee. As she bent to pick up dirty dishes, she felt some other fabric brush against her shins. She looked down and was shocked to see her pink panties resting on her feet. 

 

“Well. I’m glad nobody was here to see that,” she muttered, bending to pull up the wayward lingerie. The panties didn’t want to sit right on her waist, and she couldn’t get them to stay up without holding them Eventually, she shrugged, decided the baggy shirt hung low enough, and let them drop, grateful she’d brought a pair with an elastic waist to wear to town. She took the dishes to the sink, returned to scoop up her fallen undies, and ascended the steps toward her room, hearing Vicky turn off the shower below her as she left, followed by two thumps as the bathroom door and then the bedroom door opened and closed in rapid succession. 

 

When she reached the hallway, the door to Luci and Linda’s room was just opening. Linda started out into the hall, but she noticed Alyssa and immediately retreated, slamming her door. Concerned, Alyssa walked over and stood by the closed door. “Linda? Are you okay? Do you still feel sick?” she called through the wood.

 

“Yes,” came the eventual reply. Even considering the muffling effect of the door, Linda’s voice sounded odd--weaker and higher-pitched than usual. Evidently her sinuses hadn’t improved. “I heard the shower stop running, so I was coming out to take mine. But I don’t want anyone to see—uh, to catch what I have. So I’ll wait until you’re gone.”

 

Alyssa chuckled. “Is that why you’ve been hiding out up here? Luci and I both got it anyway, Cassie has turned into a germophobe and locked herself in her room, and we think Vicky might even be sick. You can come on out.”

 

This statement was met with a long silence. “Oh,” Linda finally said. She was silent for a few more seconds. “I see. Um...well, I still don’t feel that great. I, uh, I’ll take my shower later.” 

 

Alyssa felt bad for Linda. Her curiosity was also piqued; it almost seemed like Linda was hiding something. Like any good scientist, she decided to test her theory. “It’s got to be boring, shut away in you room alone on vacation. Would you like some company? Maybe we can play cards or something.”

 

“No!” Linda said sharply. “No,” she repeated, much more softly. “I...I don’t feel like having a visitor right now. I wouldn't be good company.”

 

“Are you sure?” Alyssa pressed. “You’re gonna get cabin fever if you stay cooped up in there the whole time alone.”

 

“I’m sure,” Linda replied. An unconvincing yawn followed. “I think I’m gonna lay back down for a little bit.”

 

“Well, okay,” Alyssa said, now almost certain Linda was keeping some secret. “I’m going to the store to pick up stuff for dinner--do you want me to get you some chicken soup or anything?”

 

“Uhh...sure. Sure, that sounds good,” Linda said after a few seconds. “Thanks, Alyssa. Maybe I’ll come down and have some when you get back.”

 

“Okay. I hope you feel better soon,” Alyssa replied, shaking her head and turning away from the door. As she went down the hall to her own door, she clearly heard the lock clicking behind her. She wondered what Linda could possibly be trying to hide. She should probably inform Luci of her suspicions when she got back--perhaps Linda’s roommate could find out what was going on…

 

Moving on from Linda’s odd behavior for the time being, Alyssa entered her room and slipped off the giant t-shirt easily. She dug around in her clothing suitcase, soon discovering she had the same problem Linda had mentioned yesterday: all her her bras failed to fit her properly. The cups felt at least a size too big and hung loosely around her breasts. She managed to get one to at least stay in place through some creative engineering using some pins and clips from her science suitcase, although it still didn’t feel right. She pulled her skimpiest panties up on her waist and was relieved that they stayed on, although the elastic seemed barely stretched at all. Underwear thus attended to, she turned to the task of finding actual clothes. As she’d thought, most everything felt too roomy. Ultimately, she took a page from Luci’s playbook and stepped into a pair of jean shorts, passing a belt through the loops and cinching it tight enough to keep the garment on--and definitely a notch below where she’d usually wear the belt. Though all of her shirts were too big as well, she did find a green-and-white striped tank top that looked decent if she tucked it into the pants (though she was a little surprised how much material there was to tuck in). Alyssa made a couple of adjustments to the shoulder straps with some more pins and, satisfied she looked at least presentable, grabbed her purse and returned downstairs. She snatched the keys to the SUV off of a hook by the door, giving a passing thought to how strangely high on the wall the hook was. She turned around and glanced at the closed doors to Cassie’s and Vicky’s rooms, as well as up the stairs to where she knew Linda hid behind yet another closed door. 

 

“Well, if everyone is going to act like a hermit, I guess it’s appropriate we have an isolated cabin in the woods,” she muttered to herself as she slipped on a pair of sandals she’d left near the door yesterday. Loudly, she called out “Bye, you bunch of shut-ins! I’ll be back with groceries, and when I finish cooking, your asses had better get out here for dinner!” She slammed the front door for emphasis before locking it and strolling to the parked vehicle. She pressed the button to unlock it and stepped up into it--which struck her as odd, since she hadn’t realized it was so high off the ground yesterday. Shrugging, she adjusted the seat forward, tilted the wheel down, and lowered the mirrors to her liking. Cassie was only two inches taller than her, but evidently in some cars it made a real difference. 

 

She started the SUV, tuned on the radio, and drove down the winding dirt road, singing along to a pop station as she headed for the small town nearby. She tuned on the A/C after a minute, since she was still feeling kind of warm. A few times on her drive, she coughed or cleared her throat, each time feeling that bizarre tingle again. Curiously, she noticed that with it came a faintly pleasurable feeling, almost as f she was getting slightly aroused. She shrugged it off, trying to concentrate on her driving.

 

When she arrived at the grocery store, she found a parking spot and got out, grabbing her purse. On her way in, she dug in it for the short list of items she’d written down the night before. She snagged a cart as she stepped through the door and began trekking down the aisles in search of the goods. Something about the store nagged at her, but she didn’t realize what it was until she needed some tortillas from the top shelf and found she had to stand on tiptoe to get them: the shelves in this store were abnormally high. 

 

At 5’8”, Alyssa wasn’t used to having trouble with top shelves too often, and she idly wondered what could be the point of having shelves so high that most average-height people would have difficulty with them. However, as she continued to traverse the aisles, she realized that almost every person she came across was taller than average. Even most of the women were eye-level with her, if not even taller. “Must be something in the water around here,” she mused. She still felt a little too warm, even though the store’s air conditioning seemed to be working. Worse, her outfit kept making her itch; she reasoned this was due to the slightly loose fabric brushing against her skin, but there was little she could do about it. It was especially bad once when she sneezed--that weird wave of sensation shot through her body and she felt as though every inch of fabric around her suddenly moved against her skin. She had to stop walking for a minute and surreptitiously scratch and rub all over to soothe the itch. She picked up the various ingredients for made-from-scratch burritos, continuing to be surprised at all the very tall people who apparently lived in the area. Other than a couple of children, she’d seen only one woman who was shorter than her the entire time.

 

Eventually, her cart stocked with all of the ingredients, some breakfast food for tomorrow, Luci’s candy, Linda’s chicken soup, and a few drinks of both the alcoholic and non-alcoholic persuasions, she started for the checkout, only to realize she’d forgotten to get a can of refried beans. She returned to the canned goods aisle and saw the her annoyance that the beans were on the top shelf. Alyssa stretched upward to grab them, rising onto her tiptoes. Ash she pulled the can from the shelf, she suddenly sneezed, another wave of tingles and faint arousal shooting through her. She felt something slide against her shins. Her eyes widened as the cool air of the store suddenly drifted between her thighs under her tank top; a quick look down confirmed that, yes, her shorts had just fallen off. 

 

“Eep!” she yelped, accidentally dropping the can. Blushing beet red, she instinctively flicked her eyes rapidly up and down the aisle as she bent to pick them up. Fortunately, no one was in the aisle at the moment, so her humiliation remained private. As she tugged the shorts up to her waist and tucked the tank top back in, she was shocked to see that the shorts immediately started to slip back down. Confused, and still burning with embarrassment, she unfastened her belt and pulled it in another notch--the last notch, she noted--relieved when this seemed to do the trick, although her shorts looked considerably bunched up. 

 

Inexplicably, beneath the embarrassment, she found herself getting turned on at the idea of being exposed in public. She had no idea where the feeling came from--she didn’t normally have any exhibitionist fantasies. The feeling passed after a few confusing minutes. “What is with me today?” she said aloud. Shaking her head, she scooped up the can of beans and tossed it into the cart, then headed for the checkout once more. Since the store was a fairly small operation, there were only three registers, and currently only two of them were manned. She chose the shorter line, standing behind two other carts and more of the small town’s unusually tall people. Looking over at the other line, she noticed a girl who couldn’t be any older than her mid-teens, and she was Alyssa’s height!

 

Alyssa drummed her fingers on the cart’s handle as her discomfort subconsciously got the better of her. She was still hot, the cart felt heavy, and being around so many people who where taller than her was an alien and slightly intimidating feeling. On top of that, she was feeling horny again, and she thought a bit of alone time might do her some good. At any rate, she just wanted to get out of here and get back to the cabin. Finally it was her turn, and she began unloading her items onto the counter.

 

“Hello! Thanks for shopping at Martin’s,” the young woman behind the register said cheerily. Her name tag read “Tori.” Alyssa noticed that Tori, like most everyone everyone else here, looked an inch or two taller than herself. “Did you find everything you need?” 

 

“Hi,” Alyssa responded, forcing herself to smile. “Yeah, everything was fine.” Her voice sounded a bit high to her, but she didn’t want to clear her throat in case she had another weird tingle. Tori smiled and started running Alyssa’s items across the counter. Alyssa caught sight of the girl’s very pretty manicure, and she let her gaze travel up to Tori’s face. Her strawberry-blonde hair had a few pink highlights and framed her face beautifully; the young woman’s hazel eyes seemed to glitter; her luscious lips were coated with a beautiful lipstick… 

 

tori cleared her throat pointedly and Alyssa jerked, realizing she’d been staring. Worse, her arousal had flared up again. She mentally scolded herself--this girl might not even be of legal age! What was wrong with her? Flushed and embarrassed, Alyssa shook her head. “Uh...sorry. Just daydreaming for a minute there,” she said sheepishly. After a few moments of silence, she thought she’d try to make conversation to move past the awkwardness. “You guys have an awful lot of tall people living around here! I’d bet it’s some kind of statistical anomaly.”

 

Tori gave her a faintly puzzled smile. “Um...sure,” she replied uncertainly. She passed one of the alcoholic beverages over her scanner and the register beeped. “May I see you ID, please?” She asked politely.

 

“No problem,” Alyssa said, sliding the card out of her wallet. She handed it to the cashier, who squinted at it in confusion, her eyes flicking rapidly back and forth between the plastic card and Alyssa. “Is something wrong?” lyssa said after a few moments. 

 

“Well…” Tori glanced around furtively. Seeing that her line was empty behind Alyssa at the moment and nobody was paying them any attention, she leaned conspiratorially over the counter. “Can you tell me where you got this card? I’ve been dying for a good fake ID, and this is the best one I’ve ever seen.” 

 

Alyssa’s jaw dropped and she blinked indignantly. “What the...this isn’t a--” realizing hoe loud she was being, she lowered her voice. This isn’t a fake ID!” she snapped. “I’m 22! I don’t need a fake ID!”

 

“Eel, I know this says you’re 22,” the girl replied with a grin, “but it also says you’re 5’8”. Whoever you hot to make this for you did a really great job other than that .”

 

“I am 5’8”,” Alyssa replied emphatically. “Why do you think I was surprised at how many tall people there were around here?” 

 

“Uh-huh, sure you are,” Tori said skeptically. “I just figured you were being weird, because obviously everyone looks tall to someone as short as you.” 

 

“Short? I’m not short! I’m five inches taller than the female average!” Alyssa hissed. 

 

“Girl, please. I’m 5’2, and I have been since junior year,” Tori responded. “You can’t be any taller than five feet flat. You might even be a bit under that.” She grinned again. “Come on, just tell me where you got it. I’ll sell you the booze if you do.” 

 

“What the hell are you talking about?” Alyssa said indignantly. Somewhere in the back of her mind, a half-formed suspicion started to creep in, spreading its tendrils of uncertainty throughout her thoughts. She growled in frustration, just wanting to be done here and to get back to the cabin. “Forget it. Forget the booze. Just give me back my ID, I’ll buy everything else, and I can get the hell out of here.” 

 

“Whatever,” Tori said, rolling her eyes and handing back the plastic. “I’m technically supposed to confiscate those, ya know.” 

 

“just ring me up, okay? I’m in no mood for any of this,” Alyssa said sourly. She swiped her debit card, grabbed her bags, and dropped them into the cart. She rolled it over to the door and started to pick up her bags to go out to the parking lot, but her eye was inexorably drawn to the numbered strip that was always hanging beside the door in places like this to help witnesses estimate the height of any robbers. Her throat went dry and her heart started hammering when she saw the 5 was above her eye level. In disbelief, she pressed her back against the wall, put her hand at the top of her head, and twisted around so she could see where she stood, so to speak. 

 

Her fingertip was just barely on the line that denoted five feet. It might even, as Tori had surmised, be just slightly below it.

 

Alyssa refused to accept this. All the way out to the car, she kept reassuring herself that something was wrong with the marker strip. That had to be it, she thought as she set the bags in the second row of seats. She kept making  excuses as she got into the car, adjusting the seat forward and tilting the mirrors again--she must have unconsciously moved them when she’d gotten out before. Her sandals seemed to be slipping on her feet--they must have gotten stretched out. She could barely reach the pedals--but this was an SUV. It was made larger than the average car. Her view over the dash seemed to be a bit lower--the rental vehicle obviously had a worn-out seat cushion that was starting to sag. One shoulder strap of her tank top slowly crept down her shoulder, taking her bra strap with it, until she had to shift both of them back into place--some of her careful pinning must have come loose, even if she couldn’t feel anything like that. 

 

All the way back to their vacation spot, she blasted the A/C, feeling even warmer than before. She assumed some of that had to do with the embarrassment and fear she was feeling. She tried singing along to the radio to take her mind off her anxiety, but her higher-sounding voice annoyed her. When she did try clearing her throat, another tingly wave hit her, as she’d feared it would. She drove noticeably over the speed limit, wanting to get back to the cabin before—what, exactly? She couldn’t bring herself to consciously express anything to finish that sentence. Soon, she pulled into the clearing, clouds of dust swirling around the SUV as she did so. She stepped out of the driver’s side door, nearly falling as she had to step farther down than she’d expected. Irritable and starting to panic, she snatched the bags from the seconds seat, slammed the car doors, locked it, and walked briskly to the front door of the cabin. She had a little difficulty juggling the strangely bulky bags and trying to fiddle with her keys to unlock the front door.  

 

As she twisted and turned, trying to contort herself into a position where it would work, she felt her shorts beginning to slip down again. With her hands occupied, she was helpless to arrest their descent. Not wishing to be involuntarily pantsed again, she finally set the bags gingerly down in the dirt and grabbed her waistband with one hand as she unlocked the door with the other. She yanked it open, stepped inside, kicked off her sandals with far too much ease, and brought the bags inside. Putting away the refrigerated stuff proved to be quite the task with on hand holding up her shorts, but she couldn’t tighten the belt any further. Realizing that Cassie and Vicky’s doors were still closed, she gave up, letting go of the shorts and watching as the immediately plunged to the floor. She tried not to think about how the elastic in her panties had now completely relaxed, or how she thought she could feel the waistband starting to sag a little bit off of her ass, or how the tank top’s extra material was almost to her knees. She hurriedly put away the cold goods and closed the refrigerator door.  

 

Without her head in the fridge and her attention on her failing garments, she became aware of a faint sound. It took her a moment to figure out that was...moaning? Looking around for the source of the noise, she finally glanced through the sliding glass doors and saw the back of someone’s head just peeking up over the rim of the hot tub. She couldn't see who it was very clearly, but by the woman’s short stature and medium-length brown hair, she assumed it was Luci, presumably relaxing in the hot tub after her run. But why was she moaning?

 

After a few more seconds, Alyssa realized that Luci’s head was bobbing slightly, as if she was moving her body out of sight in the tub. The moans were also starting to get louder. Alyssa bit her lip to suppress a laugh, as she had a pretty good idea what was going on now. Unable to resist the mischievous temptation that flashed through her mind, she crept over to the door and stealthily eased it open, trying to make as little noise as possible. Luci’s moans got a lot louder once the thick glass door was cracked open, and Alyssa figured the other girl probably wouldn't hear her coming anyway, but she didn’t want to chance it. She slid the door quietly closed and tiptoed over toward the hot tub, now quite sure that Luci was masturbating over one of the jets. Strangely, hearing the other woman’s moans of pleasure seemed to be restarting Alyssa’s libido, and she started to rub her hand over her panties as she watched and listened. After a few seconds, she caught herself, wondering what she’d been doing. She had come out her to tease Luci for playing with herself on the deck, and instead she had almost joined in! Quietly smacking herself on the forehead, she circled around, gradually able to see more of the petite brunette’s profile and trying to think of the best way to startle her.  

 

Whatever teasing remark she had been planning to make, however, died on her lips as she saw the woman’s face. “Linda?!”

 

“Aaah!” Linda gave a high-pitched shriek, her eyes snapping open and her hands suddenly flying away from her body so fast that she splashed water out of the hot tub. She stared up in shock, her face turning deep crimson. “Alyssa?! What the hell are you doing here?” 

 

Alyssa couldn’t help noticing that Linda’s voice sounded even higher than it had that morning. “What the hell are you doing here?” Alyssa replied. “or do I even need to ask? And why are you scrunched down in the tub like that? It makes you look short I thought you were Luci!”  

 

“Never mind my posture!” Linda snapped. “Why were you spying on me in a...a private moment?” 

 

“Private?” Alyssa asked, raising an eyebrow as she spread her arms out to encompass the wilderness around them. “We’re outside.” 

 

“I know, but…” Linda was turning even redder, if that was possible. “Well, Luci isn’t back yet, and Cassie and Vicky are still hiding out, and you were gone to the store, and…” She pursed her lips and hesitated, as if unsure whether to say whatever was next. “I’ve been so horny I can’t stand it!” she finally blurted. “It hit me out of nowhere--I woke up in the middle of the night just burning up. At first, I thought it was the fever, but then I suddenly felt like I just had to touch myself. I’ve already had, like, four orgasms since then, but it just keeps...coming back, so to speak.” She frowned up at Alyssa. “That’s why I was going to the shower earlier. It’s not like I brought any toys with me, so I was gonna put the shower head on massage setting and...you know. Turns out the damn thing doesn’t have a massage setting,” she finished irritably.  

 

“So you thought you’d come out here and jet yourself off? I’m sorry, that was terrible,” she added, seeing Linda’s expression. “Why are you slouched down so far in there, anyway? You never did answer me.” Alyssa scanned the tub quickly, but the bubbling surface obscured any view of how Linda was positioned. “Aren’t you uncomfortable?”

 

“I, uh… I…” Linda sighed heavily. “Screw it. Hang on, let me get out.” She reached over, shut off the jets, and stood up int the tub. 

 

At least, she appeared to stand up. The top of her head was just barely above Alyssa’s navel. The bathing suit she’d struggled with yesterday now had several safety pins in it, but it still sagged on her, the crotch hanging between her thighs and the top sitting too loosely on her boobs, revealing her nipples. 

 

“Wow. That’s one deep tub. And I see you’re still having issues with your swimsuit,” Alyssa said, her eyebrows lifting in surprise. 

 

“Wrong on both counts,” Linda said ruefully. “I borrowed one of Luci’s suits--it just looks a lot like mine--and as for the tub…” Linda stepped up out of the jacuzzi. When she stood on the deck, her feet even with Alyssa’s, the top of her head didn’t quite reach Alyssa’s chin. 

 

Alyssa’s jaw dropped, her eyes wide and staring as she looked down at her formerly taller friend. “B-Linda, you...you’re…” she faltered, unable to bring herself to finish the thought. 

 

“I’m shrinking,” Linda said. Taking stock of Alyssa’s ill-fitting tank top and their relative heights, Linda added, “Looks like you are, too!”

 

“M-me?” Alyssa stuttered. “D-don’t be ridiculous.” Proving that the universe has uncanny timing, her panties chose that moment to drop out from beneath her tank top and land around her ankles. Alyssa looked down at the oversized underwear in stunned disbelief.

 

“Oh? Explain that, then.” Linda’s voice held a faint trace of smugness.

 

“People don’t sh-shrink,” Alyssa objected, but even as the words left her lips, the last of her unconscious denial dissolved like a sugar cube in coffee.

 

“You know, you’re right,” Linda said, sarcasm dripping from every syllable. She snapped her fingers. “A-ha! Maybe everything in the world except us is growing!”

 

“Okay, okay, point taken,” Alyssa said, holding up her hands placatingly. “Clearly, we’ve shrunk.”

 

“Shrunk? Or shrinking? I don’t know about you, but I don’t think I’ve stopped yet.” Linda indicated the droopy two-piece. “This fit fine when I pinned it up earlier.” She laughed, though indicated there was no trace of humor in it. “oh God. I’m smaller than Luci.”

 

Sensing that Linda was on the verge on panicking, Alyssa tried to shift the conversation. “Look. This can’t have just happened randomly. If we can figure out what caused this, I’m sure we can fix it.” Ever the scientist, Alyssa’s mind kicked into overdrive, presented with this intriguing new problem. “So. First question: how os it happening? Second: how and when did it start? Third: is it only affecting us? If so, why and if not, who else? Fourth: how fast are--” 

 

“Alyssa!” Linda snapped, breaking through her litany. “I’m sure these are all fascinating questions, but maybe we should tackle them one at the time? And we can start with the first one--once we know how, we can think about how to stop it.” 

 

“Sorry. You’re right, of course,” Alyssa replied sheepishly. “The how is the most important question.” Se looked pensive. “Of course, the really strange thing is where our mass is going. We must be losing t, or else your density would have increased noticeably by now--”  

 

“Alyssa! Focus!” 

 

“Right, right, sorry,” Alyssa said. “Okay. I think what we should do first is measure our heights and weights. Then I should get a blood sample from both of us. I have couple of items in my science bag upstairs. I might also have something I can set up with my laptop that can screen for anomalies.” 

 

Linda gave her a pointed look. “Do I want to know why you brought that on our trip?”

 

“I told you, I have some experiments I’m working on. As a matter of fact, I need the screener for--” 

 

“Rhetorical question, Alyssa.” Linda sighed. “Let’s get upstairs and get the data you need.” 

 

Half an hour later, Linda sat on the bed in Alyssa’s room while Alyssa worked at her computer. Her feet didn’t touch the floor, but since they’d determined she was presently 4’4”, that wasn’t particularly surprising. She was also down to about 70 pounds, nearly half of her usual weight. Alyssa had tried to explain to her about height vs. Volume, but Linda had waved her off. The shrunken brunette had changed into a faded blue tee and white shorts borrowed from Luci, which stayed on through some more judicious use of pins and clips. Bras were a lost cause at this point, though: all of hers were so big that even pinning them wouldn’t help, and if they tried to adjust Luci’s to fit, her B-cup bras simply wouldn’t sit right on Linda’s (proportionately) much larger chest.

 

Alyssa finished entering her own measurements. She presently topped out at 4’10” and weighed 103 pounds, significantly down from her usual 150. In addition, both of them were definitely running a fever—Linda was a little over 101 degrees, and Alyssa was about a half-degree lower. She had also borrowed clothes from Luci--a simple white tank top, green sweatpants, and silky black panties--although like Linda she’d been unable to make on of Luci’s bras comfortable. Alyssa was dismayed at the idea that she too was smaller than the formerly shortest girl amongst them. She turned to face Linda, who was idly swinging her bare feet back and forth while playing a game on her smartphone. She didn’t seem to be enjoying it--likely because the phone felt much larger than she’d be used to. “Well, I’ve got the screener checking our blood samples for anything that shouldn’t be there. It’ll probably take at least a few hours to finish up. Since you think we’re still shrinking…” she trailed off, flicking her eyes over Linda’s body. Was she just imagining things, or did the pinned-back borrowed clothes look slightly larger on Linda? Shaking her head and hoping she was just being paranoid, Alyssa continued. “Um. Sorry. Got distracted. Anyway, since you think we’re still shrinking, we should measure our heights again every half-hour or hour, so we can check the rate.” She frowned. “It’s too bad I don't have data from earlier. We might already be able to calculate it if we knew your height at various times over the past 24 hours.” 

 

Gee, I’m sorry I didn’t tell you I was shrinking sooner,” Linda said flatly, tossing the phone down onto the mattress. “Next time something impossible is happening to me, I’ll come to you first.”

 

“Hey, you said you figured it out last night before you even went to bad, smartass,” Alyssa retorted. “If you’d told me then, I might have more data now.” Alyssa didn’t say it aloud, but she mentally added that she might have been that much closer to stopping her own shrinkage.

 

Linda hung her head, chastised. “You’re right. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to be a bitch.”

 

“It’s okay. I understand you’re really worried.”

 

“And still really horny,” Linda said, chewing on her lip. “It’s like the more I shrink, the more turned on I get. I’m surprised it hasn’t affected you.”

 

“Um. I wouldn’t say that, exactly,” Alyssa replied. “I mean, I wasn’t out there jilling off to a jacuzzi jet, but I’ve definitely been feeling a bit...amped up today.”

 

“Very funny.” Linda stuck her tongue out at the scientist. “Do you think there’s a connection?”

 

I don’t see how there couldn’t be,” Alyssa said. “I mean, I have a healthy sexual appetite, and I’m assuming you do too, but unless you normally hump recreational equipment, it seems we’re both in overdrive.” A thought suddenly struck her. “That reminds me...have been getting these weird tingles sometimes, like when you cough or sneeze?”

 

“Well, I haven’t done much of either in hours,” Linda replied. “I think my sinuses are clearing up, although not this damn fever. But Yeah, now that you mention it, I was.” She smirked. “Heh. After a while they started to feel kinda good. Now I’m wondering if that was jump-starting my sex drive.”

 

“I’ve been having the same issue,” Alyssa said. “And yeah, mine started to feel good too. Obviously there must be a connection between that and the shrinking. I wonder if--ACHOO!” 

 

Her sneeze was accompanied by another of those strange waves, this time with a more noticeable feeling of pleasure. “Ooh. Yeah, definitely some good vibrations going on there.” She noticed Linda was openly staring at her. “What?”

 

“I...I think I just saw you shrink,” Linda said. “It was really subtle, but right when you sneezed it looked like you kinda shifted position in the chair, and your clothes looked like they moved a little bit.” She stood up from the bed and walked slowly over to Alyssa’s chair, her eyes flicking up and down over the scientist. “That was bizarre,” Linda said quietly, scrutinizing Alyssa with intensity. 

 



So we, uh, shrink when that happens, then.” Though she was facing the computer, Alyssa was acutely aware of how close Linda was standing. She was also aware of how warm she felt, and how the odd tingling had brought her arousal back up. He nipples were erect, and without a bra they were rubbing against the thin fabric of the tank top, a pleasant but terribly distracting sensation. She bit her lip nervously, trying to stay focused on the problem at hand. “I-I wonder what the connection is, though? If we were only shrinking when we felt...that...then we’d have n-noticed losing that much size at once…” She started to enter the information into her notes on the computer, but she kept mistyping and losing focus. “I...I can’t figure this out. I’m too distracted.” Realizing what she’d said a moment later, she added, “Uh, by our predicament, I mean.” 

 

“Let me look at your notes. Maybe a fresh set of eyes will help.” Linda leaned in, her little hand resting on Alyssa’s bare shoulder as she peered at the screen. The heat from the contact elicited an involuntary sound from Alyssa--not quite a moan, but definitely a happy noise.  

 

“Alyssa, are you okay?” Linda said, turning the chair so Alyssa faced her. Since Alyssa was seated and Linda was standing, Alyssa’s eye level was only slightly above the smaller girl’s  

 

“You feel really hot.” 

 

“I...I’m..” Before either of them knew what she was doing or could stop her, Alyssa put her hand around the back of Linda’s neck and quickly pulled her in close, kissing her passionately. She lot go after a blissful few moments, separating from Linda and leaning back. Both of them were breathing heavily. Alyssa couldn’t help but notice two little points sticking up under Linda’s blue t-shirt. “B-Linda, I’m sorry, I don’t know what come over me. I”m just--” 

 

She got no further, as Linda leaned in for a second kiss, pressing her lips firmly against Alyssa’s. Both women let out contented moans as their lips parted, Alyssa’s tongue entwining with Linda’s smaller one. Even though the shorter women was bent over the chair, her large breasts under the t-shirt rubbed against Alyssa’s own generous chest, little electric shocks of pleasure shooting up from her stiff nipples. Alyssa automatically lifted her hands to cup Linda’s tits, squeezing the hard little points through the fabric. She was rewarded with a high-pitched yelp of surprised joy and a deepening of the kiss, as well as Linda’s own smaller hands toying with Alyssa’s erect nubs through her tank top. One of Linda’s hands left Alyssa’s tit after a few moments, tracing its way down her belly to rub against the crotch of the sweatpants. Alyssa moaned loudly at the contact and put one hand behind Linda’s head, twisting her fingers through Linda’s brown hair and pulling her even closer.  

 

After what felt like a breathless eternity, the two women parted lips, Alyssa playfully nipping at Linda’s lip before pulling back. She continued to hold Linda’s head close to her own, their foreheads pressed together and their panting mouths only inches apart. Alyssa’s brown eyes locked onto Linda’s dazzling green orbs. “I don’t know about you,” Alyssa said between heavy breaths, “but I could use a good fucking.”

 

“That makes two of us,” Linda said with a smile. She leaned away from Alyssa, gently sliding her head out of the larger woman’s grip. When she stood to her full height, their eyes were briefly perfectly level. That changed when Linda took her hand, pulling her arm to urge her out of the chair--not that Alyssa needed much encouragement. As Alyssa stood, she estimated that Linda’s head now came up to roughly the height of her lips--the gap between them had narrowed somewhat. She followed Linda’s lead across the floor to before she reached the mattress. It didn’t bother her at all to be losing her pants this time. Linda turned around and put her back to the bed so that she was facing Alyssa. Her eyes flashed when she glanced down and saw Alyssa’s state of undress. “Told you I saw you shrink again,” she said, teasingly licking her lips as she stared at Alyssa’s curvaceous thighs. “But you know...I don’t think you’re the only one.” She grinned up at Alyssa, coyly biting her lip as she swayed her hips side-to-side. The motion caused the borrowed shorts to shift out of place, sliding down just a bit lower with each swing of Linda’s curves until they finally dropped off, plunging to the wooden floor and leaving her earing lacy purple panties that had an obvious dark spot right in the center. “See? I shrank right out of my pants, too.” 

 

“Indeed you did,” Alyssa replied, her gaze smoldering as she looked hungrily down at Linda’s lingerie. She ran one hand up Linda’s smooth inner thigh, brushing against her center with a teasingly soft touch. “Ah, and you’re all wet here,” Alyssa said, rubbing her thumb along Linda’s slit through the fabric for emphasis. 

 

“Aah!” Linda gasped. “ t-told you I’ve...mmm...been h-horny all day long,” she added, some of her words catching in her throat as Alyssa continued to stroke her pussy. 

 

“You did say that,” Alyssa responded with a grin. She put her other arm around Linda’s back,pulling the shorter girl in close and kissing her again, their lips merging with a pleasant warmth while Alyssa kept caressing Linda’s sex. Alyssa purred delightedly when Linda mirrored her pose, one arm wrapping around Alyssa’s shoulders while the eager fingers of her other hand teased Alyssa’s snatch through her loosening underwear. 

 

Their kissing and fondling continued, their body heat blending and rising until it seemed to Alyssa that they were wrapped in a warm cocoon. She felt almost as though they were gradually melting--an idea that was reinforced as she felt her clothes seeming to grow larger and slide downward, the white tank tip’s neckline sinking toward her nipples and its hem making its way toward her thighs, the borrowed panties creeping slowly down her curvy rear…

 

Linda must have noticed it too, for she momentarily pulled her hand away. Before Alyssa could protest, Linda grasped the front of the silky black panties and tugged them gently away from Alyssa’s womanhood; they fell softly to the floor atop the green sweatpants, which Alyssa still stood in up to her ankles. Unimpeded by sagging cloth, Linda’s hand returned to toying with Alyssa’s slit, eliciting a loud moan from the scientist.

 

“Ooooh...naughty girl,” Alyssa said. She leaned her head down and nipped at Linda’s neck, making the still-shorter girl yelp. Alyssa wondered if Linda was shrinking as well, since the size gap didn’t seem to be closing. Curious, she pulled her hand back, tugging on Linda’s panties; as soon as Alyssa let go, they dropped off. Pleased with this turn of events--being taller than the former Amazon was serving to heighten her enjoyment--Alyssa returned her thumb to between Linda’s folds. It occurred to her that Linda’s shirt would also be much looser, and a second later, Alyssa brought her other hand around to the front and slipped it straight up Linda’s increasingly oversized shirt, squeezing her breasts (which were still proportionately huge).

 

In response, Linda let out a plaintive moan before her other hand slid swiftly down Alyssa’s back, stopping its descent when it reached her voluptuous ass. Linda’s small-seeming hand gripped as much of one of Alyssa’s cheeks as it could and squeezed tightly. She then drew Alyssa toward herself, pulling the bigger girl’s groin closer to Linda’s own. 

 

“God, you’ve got a marvelous ass,” Linda said. “You’re positively bootylicious! But I’m still shorter than you--why don’t we get on more equal footing?” 

 

Alyssa lowered her head to plant a strong kiss on Linda, and then pulled back just enough to part their lis. “You want to lie on the bed so it’s easier for us to bang each other’s brains out?” she growled.

 

“Great minds think alike,” Linda replied with a grin. She reluctantly took her hands off of Alyssa and tried to sit on the bed. It took her just a moment to realize that she was too short and she had to hop up. ‘Whoa. Not used to having to do that!” She swing her legs up--deliberately spreading them as she did to flash Alyssa an enticing glimpse between her thighs--before scooting back on the bed and beckoning with one finger.

 

“Don’t need to tell me twice!” Alyssa said enthusiastically. Since she was still a little bit taller than Linda and facing the bed, she was able to brace her hands on the mattress and lift one knee high enough to climb up, noticing as she did that she was stepping out of the puddle of underwear and sweatpants at her feet...not that she was going to need them for the next little while. “You’re right, that was kinda weird,” she said, smiling at Linda. “Of course, I bet it was worse for you, shorty.”

 

“Shorty!” Linda gasped, feigning indignation. “How dare you!”

 

Alyssa laughed. “Oh, come on. Once you’re back to normal I’ll never be able to call you that again, so you’d better get used to it for now.”

 

“But...but you’re shrinking too!” Linda protested, trying hard to keep from smiling. 

 

“That’s true, but I’m still bigger than you...shorty.” Alyssa crawled across the bed toward Linda, taking in the faint hint of intimidation on the ex-Amazon’s face. She advanced on top of Linda, the smaller woman gradually leaning back and her eyes widening as Alyssa loomed above her. When Alyssa was directly aligned with Linda, she lowered her body down until their noses almost touched, feeling their ample breasts pressing together delightfully. “Now...where were we?”

 

“Right here,” Linda replied, lifting her head to press their lips together. “Just before the part where we--as you so eloquently put it--bang each other’s brains out,” she added, reaching up to flick a finger across Alyssa’s folds for emphasis.

 

“Mmm,” Alyssa moaned. “Well, if I didn’t take this opportunity to have and orgasm right now, I wouldn’t be fulfilling my scientific obligation!” She kissed Linda, sliding one hand under the smaller woman’s baggy tee to caress her breasts. “After all..we know our arousal..is connected to..our shrinking,” she said punctuating each pause with another kiss. “And we should also...check to see...if, mmm, stimulation...feels any different like this.” 

 

Linda cocked one eyebrow. “So you want me to make you scream--for science?” she asked playfully, putting a cheesy mad scientist-esque inflection on the last words.

 

Alyssa’s eyes roamed up and down the half-naked, shrunken woman beneath her. “Good heavens, Miss Sakamote, you’re beautiful!” she replied with a grin, before pressing her body closely to Linda’s. Their lips met again, and Linda’s breasts continued to receive Alyssa’s ministrations even as she could feel small hands eagerly massaging her ass (and occasionally slipping around to the front for more intimate contact). Their body heat again seemed to run together and intensify, and Alyssa once more felt the curious sensation of melting, her tank top sliding loosely around her torso. Eventually, she got fed up with the garment. 

 

“Mmm...give me a second to handle something,” Alyssa said as she pulled back, lifting her upper body into a more vertical position. Linda looked briefly disappointed when Alyssa’s hand left her breasts, but her face lit up when Alyssa peeled off the oversized white tank top, tossing it off of the bd and leaving her completely naked. She grinned down at Linda’s lustful expression. “Like what you see, lover?” Alyssa asked before lifting one large breast to her mouth and flicking her tongue across her own nipple. 

 

“Do I ever!” Linda replied enthusiastically. She licked her lips, staring at Alyssa’s ample boobs. 

 

“Get down here and let me do that for you.” 

 

“Oh no you don’t,” Alyssa replied. “It’s your turn to get naked.” With a wicked smile, she put her hands behind Linda’s back, lifting her up into a sitting position. As soon as the baggy blue shirt was up off of the mattress, Alyssa scrunched the fabric in her fingers without even moving her hands and yanked the ill-fitting garment upward. A surprised Linda barely had time to lift her arms, a startled gasp escaping her lips. “Aaaah...much better,” Alyssa said, tossing the shirt to the floor. She moved forward, pressing Linda into the mattress again as their tongues twined together in a whirlwind of passion. 

 

Alyssa eventually pulled he mouth away from Linda’s again, tracing her tongue down Linda’s neck and over her collarbone before hungrily latching on to one of Linda’s breasts. While the orbs were still quite large, the size difference between the two women was enough that Alyssa could wrap her lips around a significant portion of Linda’s tit, the tip of her tongue flicking and swirling around one stiff pink nipple. With one hand, she massaged the other breast, rolling and pinching Linda’s opposite nub between her fingers.  

 

Linda moaned at the attention. “God, I’m soooo wet right now,” she said.

 

Alyssa smiled, momentarily releasing Linda’s breast from her mouth. “Is that so? Let me...take a measurement. For science.” She returned to lavishing oral attention on Linda’s boob, but her other hand crept gently down the shorter girl’s body, dancing across her belly and down to the spot right between her thighs. Her fingertips slipped easily in between the folds, instantly coating her digits in wetness and provoking a high-pitched cry from Linda. She began to stroke her fingers back and forth, toying with Linda’s shrunken clit and occasionally slipping a finger (or two) inside her pussy. This caused Linda to belt out more ecstatic cries, her voice higher than Alyssa had ever heard it. 

 

Suddenly, as Linda wailed again, her throat seemed to hitch up a bit. Automatically, she tried to clear it...and Alyssa actually felt Linda shrink. It was a very subtle change, and she might not have noticed it if she didn’t know what was going on, but she clearly felt Linda’s tits contract slightly beneath her mouth and hand, and Linda’s tight snatch seemed to draw in just a little bit closer around Alyssa’s fingers. It was so incredibly arousing that Alyssa couldn’t resist her own urges; she removed her hand from Linda’s breast and, without stopping her other attention, moved it down between her own legs. She was also extremely wet from the situation and from the sounds Linda was making, so she immediately began fingering herself, timing her movements to what she was doing to Linda. As the shorter woman’s moans increased in volume and intensity, Alyssa also started to moan. She could tell Linda was closer to orgasm than she was, though, and when Alyssa thrust two fingers inside while flicking her thumb across Linda’s clit, that proved to be the breaking point. 

 

“Oh! Oh! OOOOOOHHHHH GOD ALYSSAAAAAA!!!” Linda wailed, her back arching and her thighs clenching as she crested her wave. Alyssa lifted her mouth up from Linda’s breast, but kept fingering herself even as she felt Linda’s shrunken pussy twitching and throbbing around her other hand. It took a long time for the smaller woman to finally come down, her legs flopping bonelessly  onto the mattress and her breath shuddering out in ragged gasps. Linda yelped when Alyssa slowly withdrew her fingers from within. “Oh wow, that was…” Linda lifted her head and saw her lover was staring lustily down at her, one of Alyssa’s hands furiously working her own pussy while the other, still slick with Linda’s juices, was playing with Alyssa’s right breast.  

 

“Ooooh...still have to take care of you, don’t we?” Alyssa bit her lip and nodded, a small moan quickly escaping her mouth. Linda’s eyes flashed as she sat up, pressing her body close against the taller girl’s. “Turn around and lie down,” she whispered. 

 

Alyssa’s eyebrows went up at this suggestion and she complied, still sliding her fingers along her clit. As she turned onto her back and reclined on the mattress, Linda gently put her hands on Alyssa’s thighs and pushed them apart. Alyssa offered no resistance, panting heavily as she locked eyes with Linda. The shorter woman bent down and kissed Alyssa’s knee, and then stuck out her tongue and began tracing it with teasing slowness up Alyssa’s inner thigh. Alyssa moaned in a combination of frustration and anticipation, feeling Linda’s unusually small tongue gradually climbing higher. “Ohhh God, the waiting is torture…” Alyssa said, a pleading note in her voice. 

“It will be worth it, I promise,” Linda replied. Knowing how worked up she’d been, though, she decided to move a bit more quickly, her tongue ascending toward Alyssa’s honey pot faster (though still slow enough to tease).

 

“You little tease,” Alyssa gasped. She could feel how hot she was--her skin was practically on fire, and she only seemed to get hotter as Linda got ever closer. She was once more hit by that melting feeling...and was it her imagination, or was Linda’s tongue getting just a little bit bigger? Such thoughts were immediately driven out when Linda finally made contact, her tongue rapidly lapping at Alyssa’s clit. Alyssa’s eyes crossed at the incredible sensation. She was so turned on that every lick of Linda’s tongue sent powerful shock waves through her entire body. The tip of that every lick of Linda’s tongue sent powerful shock waves through her entire body. The tip of the tongue circled her love button, every now and then stroking directly across it. Alyssa could feel her climax building, and she knew it wouldn’t be ling before she peaked. Linda suddenly sped up, her tongue twirling madly over Alyssa’s pearl, and what felt like two fingers--maybe even three--were suddenly thrust deep into Alyssa’s vagina, curling against her g-spot. That sensation was overpowering, and Alyssa shattered, dimly noticing how high her own voice sounded as she belted out an orgasmic scream that went on and on as Linda’s talented tongue kept stimulating her. She thrashed and spammed, her body overloaded with sensations, and she lost all sense of time and space. Her entire universe shrank until it consisted solely of the places where Linda’s fingers and tongue met her body. 

 

Gradually, Alyssa returned to reality. She could scarcely catch her breath, and she felt completely drained yet utterly sated. Linda crawled up the bed ad sprawled facedown beside Alyssa to cuddle her, Linda’s right leg pinning Alyssa’s ans her right arm nestled against Alyssa’s supple breasts “Oh my God...that was amazing,” Alyssa said softly feeling her pounding heart beginning to subside. She slipped her right arm under Linda and pulled her closer, turning her head to kiss her lover gently.

 

“Mmm...you were pretty impressive too,” Linda mumbled with a tired smile. She tried, unsuccessfully, to stifle a yawn. “I could use a nap after that.”

 

“Me too,” Alyssa replied. “But...we should probably get up and measure ourselves. She stretched on the bed, slowly moving out from under Linda and sitting up. “Plus, I don’t know about you, but I’m hungry. Let’s go--”  she stopped talking as she glanced around the room, her eyes going wide.

 

“What? What is it?” Linda asked, seeing the concern etched on Alyssa’s face. She also sat up and looked around, almost instantly becoming more alert.

 

Both women could tell that the bed and the room were visibly bigger than they’d been before their little session. “Oh, fuck,” Alyssa said, fear creeping into her tone. “How much did we shrunk?” She scooted toward the edge of the bed, her mind kicking into high gear. “We have to measure ourselves right now! And we need to know exactly how long we spent—uh, how long it’s been since our last measurement,” she added. She hopped down off the bed--trying not to think about how much higher it seemed than before--and Linda jumped down from the bed to land beside her. She spun around and her eyes widened when she realized the mattress rose up to her breasts. “Damn. We did shrink a lot!” she said, looking worriedly at the bed. She turned to Alyssa and sow that her eye lever met the still-taller woman’s lips; the difference between them wasn’t as pronounced, but Linda was definitely still shorter. 

 

Presently, they were able to get their measurements. Alyssa topped out at 4’1”; Linda’s face fell when she read the number, dreading how small that would mean she was. Her size turned out to be 3’9”. She bemoaned this fact while Alyssa hopped into the computer char and rose up in it to enter the new data.  

 

“Damn! Alyssa snapped, thumping her fist angrily on the desk. “I lost nine inches in an hour, but you lost seven in the same time frame. Plus, that rate is highly inconsistent. And that doesn’t account for how much we might be losing in those sudden spurts…” 

 

Linda stepped over and placed a comforting hand on Alyssa’s arm. “Hey. Maybe you just need more data. Any good scientist know you can’t make a pattern out of two points of data, right?”

 

Alyssa slumped down into the chair, hanging her head in frustration. After a moment, she sighed again and looked back up, halfheartedly smiling at Linda. “Yeah. You’re right. I’m just frustrated that we still have to wait. I mean, the screener won’t even be done for at least another couple of hours. It’s taking longer than I thought. I hate having nothing to go on.”

 

I can understand that,” Linda said. Her stomach grumbled. “Didn’t you say you were hungry a few minutes ago? Let’s go downstairs and fix sandwiches. I’m sure we’re still tall enough to see over the counters.” She grinned. “Hey, I can go ahead and start preparing the stuff for my home made burritos tonight, too!” 

 

Alyssa perked up slightly. “Okay. I’m sure eating something will make me feel better, and it’ll take my mind off of this waiting. Maybe we can go sit in the Jacuzzi afterward.” She shivered in the cool air of the room. She had checked their temperatures while taking their measurements; though their fevers were slightly down from earlier, they were both still undeniably a bit on the warm side. “Let’s see if we can find something to wear before we get down there.” Alyssa grabbed her borrowed clothes up off of the floor. She could see at a glance that they were far too big now; the panties and pants looked like comically oversized props for a rodeo clown. “I’m not sure any amount of pins will make this work,” she said skeptically.

 

Linda bent to retrieve her fallen clothes--causing Alyssa to whistle appreciatively at her ass--and stood back up, holding the huge pieces of fabric against her body. “You may be right about these,” she said, putting one hand on each side of the purple panties and holding them aloft before her. “I could maybe use this for a hula hoop, but not underwear.”

 

Alyssa had dropped the white tank top over herself, finding that it fell to just past her knees now. However, the holes at the top were so big that it wouldn’t stay on her shoulders, and it quickly dropped to the floor, the neck hole passing completely over her smaller frame. She looked thoughtfully down at the shirt, then at the various pins and clips threaded through the garments. 

 

“Hmm...I think I fave an idea,” she said after a few moments.

 

A short time late, through judicious use of the pins, Alyssa had fashioned the borrowed white tank top into essentially a long sleeveless dress, and she was modifying Linda’s blue t-shirt into something resembling a billowy blue dress, the shirt’s sleeves looking somewhat puffy due to the fabric being bunched and pinned so it wouldn’t hang down over most of her arms.

 

Unfortunately, she’d been unable to do anything for undergarments, so they’d be going commando; they’d just have to try not to flash anybody. “There!” Alyssa said, placing the final pin in Linda’s outfit. “That should do for now. And I made it a little snug, like mine, so if we shrink any more it’s not going to just drop off.”

 

Linda glanced down at the makeshift dress. “I look like Alice in Wonderland.”

 

Alyssa chuckled, seeing the similarity. “Well. That’s oddly appropriate, giving the circumstances. You didn’t happen to down any little bottles labeled ‘Drink Me,’ did you?”

 

“Not this week,” Linda replied with a wink. She sighed. “I guess it’s going to have to do. Cant really be running around naked.”

 

Alyssa grinned lasciviously. “I’m not sure I’d mind if you did that.”

 

Linda blushed. “Well...maybe if it was just you and me here,” she said. “And I guess Luci has seen me naked around the apartment before. But I’m not parading around in the nude in front of Cassie or Vicky.”

 

“Not like they’ve come out of their rooms,” Alyssa grumbled. A thought suddenly crossed her mind. “Speaking of, what are we going to tell them? I mean, there won’t be any hiding that we’ve both lost a couple of feet.” 

 

“Well, I’ve been hiding out in my room, staying under the covers when Luci comes in.” Linda raised eyebrow provocatively. “you could join me. We’re small enough that both of us would fit under my covers..” 

 

Alyssa smiled crookedly. “As tempting as that sounds, I’m pretty sure they’d get suspicious if we claimed to be too sick to socialize but were clearly sharing a bed,” she said, shaking her head. “And before you say it, yes, they’d probably still get suspicious eventually even if we kept to ourselves. Besides, we would still need to eat and use the restroom. You’ve been able to get away with it so far, but there would be two of us.” She frowned. “And even if we managed to make it all the way through this trip without being spotted, they’d see us when it’s time to drive back home.” She shrugged. “Besides, if I need any help with the science side of things, Cassie is pretty knowledgeable. But don’t tell her I said that.”

 

Linda sighed heavily. “ I guess you’re right. We may as well stop hiding. But what do we tell them?”

 

“The truth. We’re shrinking, and we don’t know why. That’s all there is.” Alyssa’s stomach rumbled. “Come on, let’s go make sandwiches. I’ll come check on the screener later.” 

 

fifteen minutes later, the two of them were in the deserted kitchen--Vicky and Cassie were still isolated in their respective rooms. Linda and Alyssa were putting the finishing touches on their light fare. At least, it would normally be light--at their size, an ordinary sandwich was the size of a dinner plate. That, coupled with the fact that neither of them was much taller than the counters, had made assembling the sandwiches a challenge. “Hey, on the bright side, we’ll be eating less. Maybe we’ll actually lose a little weight for real,” Linda said, waving her relatively huge turkey-and-Swiss at Alyssa.

 

“That’s another good point, now that you mention it,” Alyssa replied, “When we shrink, does any food or fluid that we have in our bodies shrink with us? What about when we get back to normal?”

 

Linda shrugged. “You’re the scientist. What would I know about that? All I know is this is a damn good sandwich that  doubt I’ll be able to finish.” She picked up a jar of mayonnaise from the counter, carrying it over to the fridge. “Hey, help me put this stuff away. After we’re done eating, we can get out the stuff for you to make dinner later. I’ll help you with it if you need it.”

 

Thanks. I probably will,” Alyssa said, ruefully eyeing the countertop that rose almost to her shoulders. “I hope we have a stepstool or something around here.”

 

Just then, they heard the rattling of the cabin’s front doorknob, followed by the jingle of keys.

 

“Luci!” Linda said. “I forgot all about her!”

 

Alyssa glanced up at the clock on the wall near the fridge. “That was a really long run!” she mused aloud.

 

“Get down!” Linda hissed, ducking just slightly so the counter shielded her whole body from the front door.

 

“Why?”

 

“I don’t want her to see me like this!”

 

Alyssa rolled her eyes. “Didn’t we just have this conversation?”

 

Linda shushed her, desperately motioning for her to duck. As the lock clicked and the door started to swing open, Alyssa humored Lina and dropped out of sight behind the counter. She heard Luci’s shoes on the wooden floor, followed by two quick thumps and a muffled string of curses. Shortly, the door slammed shut, and much softer footfalls padded across the lining room floor toward the kitchen. As they got nearer, Linda’s face took on an expression of wide-eyed panic. Alyssa could hear Luci mutter something about the hot tub, so she doubted Luci was going to change course at the last second… 

 

Deciding that it was best to get it over with, and figuring she’d spare Linda, Alyssa stood up. “Hi, Luci,” she said with forced cheer.

 

“Aaah! What are you doing hiding behind the counter?! You startled me!” Luci said, jumping back defensively but lifting her eyes to challenge Alyssa’s

 

Alyssa sighed. “Sorry. It was Linda’s idea. This is gonna sound crazy, but we--” Wait, Luci was looking up at her? She immediately took a closer look at Luci and saw the tell-tale signs; Luci’s sports bra was hanging on by one shoulder, its other strap dangling down one arm. One of her Perky B-cups was hanging freely out of the top of the extremely loose garment. Indeed, the bra only seemed to be held on By Luci’s left hand pressed against her chest. Her right hand gripped the waist of an enormous pair of running shorts, the fabric of a loose pair of panties twisted into the waistband in her grip as well. The hips of the shorts and underwear fell halfway down Luci’s thighs, and t a glance Alyssa estimated the back of the garments to be even lower. One of Luci’s feet was bare, and the other was dragging a huge, bunched-up sock along with it. A quick glance to the side showed that Luci was also barely taller than the counter, and then there was the fact that she was looking slightly up at Alyssa, who was currently four feet tall. 

 

“Luci...you’re shrinking too?!” 

 

Luci’s eyes shot open incredibly wide, flicking quickly up and down Alyssa’s body and processing her appearance. Luci’s mouth moved once, twice, three times, but no sound came out...and then her eyes glazed over and she slumped to the floor in a dead faint.

 

Alyssa and Linda carried Luci to one of the sofas and laid her out, gently trying to wake her up. In a few minutes, she groaned and started to come around. “Unh...what happened?” she said groggily, opening her eyes and looking at Alyssa. “I had the craziest dream that I was shrinking, and so where you…”

 

“Um, about that,” Alyssa said. “It’s not a dream.”

 

“What? What are you talking about?” Luci asked, sitting up slowly. He remaining sports bra strap slipped off of her other shoulder and the garment fell into her lap. “Aaah! She yelped, automatically crossing her arms over her bare breasts.

 

“Like I said...not a dream.” Alyssa gestured at the tank top she’d modified into a short dress. “We’re all having wardrobe malfunctions, because we’ve all become too small for our clothes to fit right.”

 

“This is ridiculous,” Luci said, her voice wavering. “It’s not possible.”

 

“Oh yeah? Why don’t you hop down off of that couch and have a look around the cabin?” Linda asked. She gave a derisive snort of laughter. “Hey, Alyssa. I’ve already been through this denial thing once myself and had to watch you go through it. You can coach Luci--I’m gonna finish my sandwich and start pitching in on the dinner prep while I can still see the countertops.” She trudged off toward the kitchen. 

 

Luci watched her go, blinking rapidly as if unable to believe what she was seeing. She turned to Alyssa. “She’s...she’s actually shorter than I am , isn’t she?”

 

“Well, I’d need to take your measurements to be sure, but it looked that way,” Alyssa replied. “As a matter of fact, why don’t we head upstairs and do that now? The more data I have, the better.”

 

“Sure, I guess,” Luci said, swinging her legs off the sofa. They didn’t touch the floor, so she pushed oof of the cushion and dropped the remaining few inches; when her feet hit the floor, her shorts, panties, and sports bra fell down her body into a pile. Rather than reacting in embarrassment again, she merely looked down at her outfit and sighed. “Maybe you can fix me up with something to wear while you’re at it.” She suddenly looked suspiciously at Alyssa. “Hey, isn’t that tank top one of mine?”

 

“Yeah,” Alyssa nodded. “your clothes still fit both of us for a while, so I hope you don’t mind that we borrowed them. Then, after Linda and I were--” Alyssa cut herself off, her cheeks turning red. “Uh, after we shrank some more, your clothes needed the adjusting.”

 

“You could’ve borrowed some of Vicky’s, you know. She’s only a little bit taller than I am.” Luci scowled. “Well, possibly a lot taller now, but you know what I mean.”

 

“She still hasn’t come out of her room,” Alyssa replied. “Neither has Cassie. Probably still afraid of catching--” Alyssa stopped as an idea occurred to her. She snapped her fingers. “I bet that’s it!” 

 

“What? What it?” Luci asked, not making whatever connection the scientist had. 

 

“Let’s go get your measurements first, and I’ll come back down here and discuss it with you and Linda. I think I have an idea of what’s going on here.” Alyssa grabbed Luci by the hand and raced toward the stairs, her excitement propelling her along rapidly. 

 

Several minutes later,  the two of them returned downstairs. Alyssa had entered Luci’s data--she was 3’9 ¼”, and down 35 pounds to 80--and Luci had found a blue-and-green striped shirt that she had tied around herself in a makeshift sarong that left a lot of leg showing. The two of them walked into the kitchen, where Linda had finished her sandwich and was busy chopping peppers for dinner. Alyssa marched right up next to Linda. “I’ve got some more information on our shrinking,” she said confidently.

 

Interested, Linda put down the knife and turned to Alyssa. “Do tell.”

 

Alyssa grinned. “It seems really obvious now that I put it together, but I guess I just didn’t think of it until I realized there was a third person affected. First, we know that you’re the smallest of the three of us, yet you started of the tallest.”

 

“Tub it in, why don’t you?” Linda said sourly.

 

Alyssa ignored that, continuing her explanation. “Even considering that the rate seems inconsistent so far, that suggests that you likely started shrinking first. So it started with you. And then it somehow got passed on to Luci and I...just like your illness.” 

 

Linda raised an eyebrow skeptically. “Are you saying shrinking is contagious?” she scoffed. 

 

Alyssa frowned. “I know it sounds a little silly when you put it that way, but it makes as much sense as anything else. I was exhibiting the same symptoms as you--fever, cough, sneezing. Luci is also showing those symptoms.”

 

“And I’m getting those weird tingles any time I sneeze or cough, too,” Luci interjected. 

 

“Right,” Alyssa continued. “Those sensations suggest a clear connection between the symptoms and the shrinking. I know you sneezed on me, so I caught the illness from you. Luci explanation.

 

“Wait a second,” Linda said, looking confused. “If Luci caught it before you did, why did you shrink more?”

 

Alyssa blushed. “If I had to guess, I’d say it had to do with our...um...accelerated shrinkage that we experienced...uh, earlier this afternoon,” she said.

 

“Whoa, what? You guys shrank faster earlier today?” Luci looked concerned. “What happened?”

 

“Well…” Linda said, unsure what to say. Spots of crimson were beginning to show in her cheeks.

 

“We..we both experienced a temporary...um, rise in temperature,” Alyssa said, fumbling nervously over the words. Her blush was deepening. “That s to say, we both had a higher fever.

 

Luci smirked. “Aww...did you two make out?” 

 

“What?!” Linda blurted, too hastily.

 

“Ha!” Luci crowed triumphantly. “I though so! I saw how messed up the sheets were in Alyssa’s room, and saw some panties you two had borrowed from me tossed on the floor by the bed. I had a hunch something might have happened in there,” she said with a giggle. 

 

“If you must know, the shrinking seems to have caused unpredictable spikes in our libido,” Alyssa said. “We couldn’t help ourselves.” 

 

“Oh, I know all about that,” Luci said, still grinning. “Why do you think I was out on my run so long? I mean sure, I got a little lost because every thing was getting bigger, and I kept tripping over my own damn shoes--but I stopped at least a couple of times to hide in the bushes and play with myself. I was horny as hell,” she added. 

 

Alyssa cleared her throat. “I’m sure that’s another symptom of the illness. Admittedly not an entirely unpleasant one, but it’s still only happening because of whatever is wrong with us.”

 

So...what does this mean?” Linda asked. “I’ve never heard of any disease hat causes shrinking.”

 

“Neither have I. It must be some new type of microorganism,” Alyssa said, her eyes lighting up with scientific interest. “Something never before seen. It’s real discovery!” 

 

“Great. Maybe they can name it after us,” Luci said sarcastically. “So, genius, if it’s something nobody has ever heard of, how are we supposed to know how small it can make us? And how can we cure it?” 

 

Alyssa’s face fell. “I...um. I admit there are some downsides to this revelation,” she said, deliberately not looking at her friends. “But hopefully I’ll know more once the screener isolates the pathogen in our blood. It’s still running its process; I’ll have to check on it later to see what it finds.”

 

“Well. I certainly hope that happens soon,” Linda said. She gestured at the vegetables on her cutting board. “Alyssa, you wanna get in here and help me? You’re the one who’s going to be making the burritos, after all.” 

 

“Sure,” Alyssa replied. “It’s not like I have anything else to do until the screener is finished.” She stepped up to the counter beside Linda, pulling another knife from the block and starting to dice some tomatoes. 

 


“I’m going to go soak in the hot tub for a bit,” Luci said. “Shrinking sickness or not, I’m still here to relax.” 

 

“You don’t have any swimsuits that an possibly fit you,” Alyssa protested. 

 

“I know,” Luci replied with a grin. She ducked through the sliding glass door, closing it behind her, and stepped across the deck toward the jacuzzi. 

 

“Well. She’s certainly taking this in stride,” Alyssa said, watching as Luci switched on the hot tub jets and unabashedly peeled off her impromptu sarong, stepping into the tub completely nude. 

 

Linda chuckled. “You know she’s probably going out there to do what I was doing with the jets earlier, right?”

 

“Yeah, I know.” 

 

Around an hour later, all the vegetables were chopped and Alyssa was simmering some ground beef on the stove while Linda played solitaire on the coffee table. At one point during their preparations, they had heard Vicky come out to use the restroom, but they had both been too busy prepping foot to catch her. When she passed back through, still seeming to move with that curious hunched-over gait she had exhibited that morning, Linda had tried to hail her, but Vicky had either not heard or ignored Linda, ducking back into her room and again locking the door. Alyssa had also run upstairs to check on the screener, but had been frustrated to discover it was still processing.

 

At the sound of the glass door sliding open, Alyssa looked away from her skillet. Luci was coming through the door, the sarong again draped over her. Alyssa couldn’t help but notice that it hung slightly differently on Luci and covered more of her legs, confirming their suspicions about Luci’s activities outside. She briefly smiled to herself. “Hey, Luci. Did you enjoy your spa session?”

 

“I feel much better, yes,” Luci replied, sighing contently. “Nothing like a hot tub to make a girl feel good.” 

 

“Ill bet,” Linda said from her place on the loveseat. 

 

Luci ignored the remark. “Say, Alyssa, I was thinking. If this is spread by some kind of germs or Luci ignored the remark. “Say, Alyssa, I was thinking. If this is spread by some kind of germs or whatever, like you say, and if it can be passed by coughing or sneezing, then doesn’t that mean it’s transmitted by saliva, too?”

 

“Very likely,” Alyssa replied. “Why do you ask?”

 

“Well, do you remember what happened with my coffee this morning?”

 

Alyssa’s eyes widened. “Cassie!” She turned down the heat under her skillet, letting the meat gently simmer. She stepped into the living room , followed closely by Luci.

 

Linda looked up from her cards. “What’s going on?”

 

“While you were being a hermit this morning, we’re pretty sure Luci infected Cassie,” Alyssa replied. 

 

“Hey, she did it to herself,” Luci countered. “It’s not my fault she grabbed the wrong coffee cup.” 

 

“Sorry. Anyway, what do you wanna bet that that’s why she hasn’t come out all day? She’s shrinking, and either she’s in denial about it or she doesn’t want us to see her.” Alyssa gestured to Vicky’s room. “Her, too.” 

 

Linda stared thoughtfully at Vicky’s door. “I don’t know, she said, “She was acting like that since last night, before we really even knew I was sick. And I honestly don’t remember doing anything that could’ve passed it on to her.”

 

“Do you have a better explanation for why she’s doing exactly what you did?” Alyssa asked pointedly.

 

“Well, no. Just saying it might not be that,” Linda replied.

 

“Okay, let’s worry about Vicky second,” Alyssa said. “We’re reasonably sure that Cassie did get it from Luci’s coffee--”

 

“—again, not my fault--”

 

“—so we should check on her first,” Alyssa finished. She strolled over to the door to Cassie’s room, Luci and Linda following closely behind. She rapped on the wood. “Cassie? Are you awake?” When several seconds passed with no reply, Alyssa knocked harder. “Cassie?”

 

“No visitors!” a voice called from within, it definitely sounded higher than Cassie’s usual voice, cementing the group’s suspicions.

 

“Come on. You can’t just stay cooped up in there for the rest of the weekend,” Linda said.

 

“Get lost, Patient Zero!” Cassie snapped. “This weekend could’ve been great, but you had to go and ruin everything with a freaking cold!” 

 

“Well that’s not very nice,” Linda replied. “And I wouldn’t say everything is ruined, you drama queen. We’re all sick, and it’s not like that’s kept us from having fun.”

 

“Oh, you’re all toxic Why didn’t you say so? I’ll be right out!” Cassie said sharply. “Look, I don’t want whatever you guys are passing around! I’m healthy and I ACHOO!” Cassie’s sneeze was loud even through the wood, as was the frustrated groan that followed.

 

Luci leaned in close to the door. “Cassie, we know you’re shrinking. We are, too,” she said bluntly. “There’ no point in hiding. You may as well com out and see if you can help Alyssa figure this out.”

 

There was a long silence. Just when Alyssa was about to speak again, the lock clicked and the knop turned, the door slowly swinging open. Alyssa was looking straight ahead, expecting Cassie to be somewhere around her size, as they’d been very close in height before all this started. What she wasn’t prepared for was to be staring almost directly into Cassie’s breasts. Her jaw dropping in shock, Alyssa craned her neck upward, finally meeting the taller woman’s gaze. At a glance, she estimated that Cassie was more than six inches taller than her, making her easily the tallest of the four of them. She was also apparently still big enough to wear her own clothes, albeit with a lot of pins and judicious use of a belt or two. 

 

Cassie grinned impishly down at her three cabin mates. “Well. You’re right, we’re all shrinking. But it looks like you three are a lot worse off than I am,” she said with amusement. Her smile widened when she saw Linda. “And look at you! You used to be the tallest of us all, and now you’re so tiny!”

 

“Wow...how tall are you?” Alyssa asked, stepping closer to et a better comparison. A wave of heat rolled out of Cassie’s room, smacking her in the face. She spotted a small space heater, turned on full-blast, in the middle of the room. “Holy hell! Why do you have it so hot in there? Aren’t you roasting?”

 

I don’t know how you feel about it, but I’m perfectly comfortable in there,” Cassie replied. She crossed her arms, rubbing her hands on her upper arms. “I actually feel a little chilly out here.”

 

“Jesus, it’s like a sauna!” Luci cried, leaning in closer to the door. “How can you stand it?” 

 

“Look, shorties, are we going to talk about my climate preferences, or do you want to try to solve our problem?” Cassie said, glaring at Luci. She turned her attention to Alyssa. “I assume that you’ve ben taking measurements of them, and yourself?” At Alyssa’s nod, Cassie added “Good, Let’s go measure me, then, and add that to the data.”

 

As she strode toward the stairs, not even looking back to see if Alyssa was following, Luci muttered “Who the hell does she thin she is?” 

 

The biggest one of us,” Alyssa replied. “It’s probably going to her head. But she’s right--I do need to measure her. Linda, please check on the meat for dinner for me.” Alyssa proceeded up the stairs behind Cassie, heading for her room. At least she’d get a chance to check the screener while she was up there…

 

In a few minutes, they returned downstairs, having recorded Cassie’s height as 4’8 ½”. It was a loss of nearly fourteen inches--roughly the same as Luci--but she was still the biggest of them by a large margin. At Cassie’s insistence, Alyssa had allowed herself to be measured again, coming up at 3’11 ½”, although she wasn’t sure she wasn’t sure she trusted Cassie not to shave a tiny bit off of the measurement just to put herself that little bit further ahead of Alyssa. If nothing else, there was definitely a sense of gloating about her when she returned.

 

“Even with my data entered, Alyssa doesn’t have a lock on any kind of pattern yet,” Cassie told the others. “Hopefully, with my help, we can figure out what’s going on.”

 

Alyssa scowled at her. “said the woman who always tries to get one over on me, but almost never dies.”

 

Cassie stuck out her tongue. “almost. Anyway, you don’t really seem to have much to go on, other than this idea that the shrinking is being caused by some new type of virus nobody has ever seen before.”

 

“It makes the most sense,” Alyssa said defensively. “We’ll know more as soon as our blood screening is finished, but I’m almost positive that’s got to be the cause.”

 

“It just sounds flimsy to me,” Cassie replied dismissively. 

 

“Fine. And your theory is?” Alyssa asked, her tone heavy with irritation. When Cassie said nothing, Alyssa scoffed. “Yeah. That’s what I thought.” 

 

“Shouldn’t we see about Vicky now?” Luci asked. “I mean, it’s almost a sure thin she’s got this, right? She’s been locked up in her room since last night and won’t speak to anyone or let us see her when she does come out.” 

 

“Like I said, though, I don’t know when or how she would’ve gotten infected,” Linda protested. “I was the only one sick so far when she went to her room, and I’m pretty sure I didn’t expose her to whatever this is.” 

 

“Sounds like that’s probably not it, then,” Cassie said. 

 

“Ugh! This is stupid!” Luci rolled her eyes. “I’m getting to the bottom of this right now.” She left the kitchen, marching over to Vicky’s locked door. She knocked loudly. “Vicky? Please come out We need to talk to you. And there’s dinner cooking.” 

 

“I’m not hungry, and I don’t feel well!” Vicky yelled in a surprisingly loud voice. “Go away!” 

 



She sounds upset. I’d leave her alone if I were you.” 

 

“Shut up, Cassie.” Luci knocked again. “Please, Vicky. We know you don’t feel well. We’re all sick. And we’re all shrinking, too, so we know about that. Alyssa’s trying to fix it, and having date from you could only help.” 

 

There was no reply for several seconds. Finally, Vicky yelled even louder. “I’m not coming out!”

 

Luci looked stunned. “Vicky! Please! We’re worried about you!”

 

I” said leave me ALONE!” Vicky shouted this last in a thunderously loud voice; a split-second later, something heavy crashed against the door with the loud sound of splintering wood, and the door visibly jerked outward for a moment. 

 

Luci jumped back in fright. “What the hell was that?!” She moved back in closer to the door.

 

“Vicky! Are you okay? What just happened?”

 

“Jesus. What was that?” Alyssa said, glancing around the door. The wood around the hinges and knob appeared cracked and damaged. One hinge had even snapped out of the frame.  

 

“I’m...I’m sorry,” Vicky’s voice called after a few moments. “I didn’t mean…” she trailed off. “Fine. Fine. I’m coming out.” 

 

the four shrunken women clustered together around the door, waiting as a series of heavy thumps came from the far side.

 

“I guess she’s moving whatever fell against the door,” Linda said.

 

I wonder how small she’s going to be?” Luci asked. “She was only a bit over my height to start with.”

 

The lock clicked and the knob turned; the damaged door scraped against its frame in protest as Vicky pushed against it from the other side. The four of them were all looking at various points higher or lower than themselves, but when the door swung wide, all of them raised their heads way up, eyes widening in shock. Nobody spoke for several seconds.

 

“Well…” Linda finally said. “I think we know where our extra mass went, Alyssa.”

 

“Hi, guys,” Vicky said. She bent over at the waist and ducked through the doorframe. The four shrunken women backed away automatically, giving Vicky plenty of room. “As you can see, I’m not exactly shrinking.”

 

That’s one way of putting it,” Alyssa replied, staring n awe. Vicky was huge--definitely more than twice Alyssa’s height. Even Cassie only came up to around Vicky’s waist. Her bust, impressive at her normal size, was intimidatingly massive when seen from so far below. Alyssa couldn’t be sure if Vicky’s breasts had Gotten even bigger, or if they were just growing along with her. Either way, the two of them side-by-side looked nearly as wide as Alyssa was tall. Vicky was wearing bedsheets tied carefully around herself like a toga, as she’d clearly be far too large for her own clothes, or even anything Linda brought.

 

After several moments of the four mini-girls silently ogling Vicky, she cleared her throat pointedly. “Um. So. I”m out. You said you needed to talk to me about something. Or do you plan to just admire the view all night?”

 

“I-I’m fine with admiring the view,” Cassie said, her earlier bravado gone and her eyes fixated on Vicky’s enormous sweater puppies.

 

“Well, at least she won’t be holding it over our heads that she’s the biggest one anymore,” Luci said quietly to Linda.

 

“Um. Right, sorry,” Alyssa said. “I was just...not expecting this. Wow.”She smacked herself on the forehead and blinked rapidly a few times. “Okay. So, Vicky, as you can see, he four of us are shrinking. While it hasn’t affected you in the same way, it’s obvious that something weird has happened to you, too. You seem to be absorbing all the mass we’ve lost, somehow,” 

A look Alyssa couldn’t read flashed across Vicky’s face before it returned to calm neutrality. 

 

“That dies appear to be the case, yes.”

 

“I’ve taken measurements for everyone else. Do you mind if I take yours? The more data I have, the closer I can get to solving this.

 

“Sure,” Vicky replied. “Anything that can help reverse this.”

 

“Great,” Alyssa said with a smile. She started for the stairs. “Come up to my room, please, and we’ll get your vitals.”

 

this plan hit a snag when Vicky took a step onto the stairs and they creaked ominously.

 

“Um..maybe I shouldn't go upstairs,” Vicky said nervously.

 

“Hmm. Well, all of our weights have dramatically decreased. It stands to reason you’d be heavier. No offense,” Alyssa said. “I’ll go get my tape measure and bring it back down here. And I’ll also bring a syringe so I can sample you  blood.” She dashed up the stairs, paying quick visits to her room for the supplies and the upstairs bathroom for the scale been using. The whole time, her mind was racing. Was this the same virus? A mutation of some sort? What could possibly be be transferring mass from everyone else to Vicky? She hoped she’d have answers to these questions soon, when the screener finished and she’d had a chance to enter Vicky’s data into her computer.

 

She returned downstairs with the necessary equipment. Getting a sample of Vicky’s blood wasn’t too difficult, and the tape measure extended to ten feet, which was more than enough to record Vicky’s height of 8’8”, although Vicky had to hold the tape and Alyssa had to seek out a stepladder to see the numbers. The scale, however, made a loud popping sound as Vicky shifted her weight onto it and the dial stopped moving, so they wouldn’t be able to get a value for her weight. 

 

“It’s not like I really wanted to know anyway,” Vicky said ruefully. “I feel like a whale right now.”

 

“You still look as sexy as ever,” Cassie said wistfully.

 

Vicky smiled faintly. “Thanks, I guess, although I’d appreciate it more if you’d stop staring.”

 

Don’t think of it as being fat, Vicky,” Linda said. “You’re still the same you, just..a larger version of you. You don’t look any different proportionately.”

 

“That’s what I keep trying to tell myself.” Vicky sniffed, inhaling the scent of the warm beef that was ready to be put into Alyssa’s burritos. “Although, feeling fat or not, I’m famished, I haven’t eaten much today. I didn’t want to come out of my room while I was still--um, getting bigger,” she said.

 

“Linda, would you do me one more favor?” Alyssa asked. “Would you take the meat off of the stove and lay out the stuff for the burritos? I’m going to go up and enter this data, and then I’ll come back down and join the rest of you for dinner.” When Linda nodded her agreement, Alyssa took off up the stairs, eager to enter Vicky’s information into her computer and see if she could extrapolate any results. She was also anticipating that the screener might be done, which would be a real step forward. Upon her arrival in her room, she hopped up into the chair again--still finding that bizarre--and tapped a key on her laptop to wake it up from sleep mode. Nothing happened. 

 

She tapped several more key and tried to move the mouse. The screen remained stubbornly dark. “Oh no,” she whispered to herself. She tried a few more times to get the computer to respond, but when it continued to do nothing, she finally took the one step she had been afraid to and tapped the power button. The laptop hummed to life, showing her the  familiar startup procedure, along with a warning that the system hadn’t shut down properly last time. “No, no, NO!” she snapped. “Please don’t tell me I lost my data,” she muttered. When the computer was ready in a few minutes, she opened up the programs she’d been using. Her notes were still present, as she had the fortunate habit of saving them often, but the screener program had nothing. She’d need to run it all over again.

 

She growled in frustration and thumped her fist on the desktop. “Shit!” There was nothing she could do, however, and she tried to force herself to calm down as she entered Vicky’s statistics and reluctantly restarted the blood screening. Scowling, she trudged heavily back down the stairs. Luci and Vicky were already seated in the living room with plates. Vicky’s plate looked like a saucer in her hand and held an impressive four burritos, one of which was missing a large bite.

 

“Thanks for dinner, Alyssa, it’s great,” Vicky said, turning to face her with a happy grin. When she saw Alyssa’s expression, her face fell. “Alyssa? What’s wrong?”

 

“My fucking computer. Somehow it crashed, and the program I had running to screen our blood samples lost everything. I just had to restart it, and it could take several hours before it has any results,” Alyssa said, angrily punching the banister. “Of all the terrible times for it to crash!” 

 

“Oh, man. That’s not good,” Cassie said with a frown, walking into the living room with her own plate. “What if we get even smaller before we have any answers?”  

 

“That’s not helping, Cassie,” Alyssa replied. “It’s not like it’s my fault. It’s a computer glitch.” 

 

“Yeah, but it was your computer, and you know how important those results are,” Cassie said.“ Maybe you should’ve been up there keeping a closer eye on it, instead of down here spouting off half-baked theories about undiscovered germs that shrink people. Especially when that theory tells us absolutely nothing without the results.” 

 

“Back off, Cassie,” Linda called from the kitchen, where she was fixing her own dinner. 

 

“Or you’ll what?” Cassie replied. “In case you haven’t noticed, you’re not exactly in a position to threaten me, short stuff.” 

 

“No, but I am,” Vicky said, narrowing her eyes at Cassie. The sofa creaked loudly as she shifted her weight. 

 

Cassie’s nervous gulp was audible. “Perhaps I’m being a bit hard on you, Alyssa. I’m sorry.”

 

Alyssa sighed as she stepped into the kitchen. “we’re all a little on edge right now. For what it’s worth, I did restart the program. Hopefully we’ll have something around…” she looked up at the clock, seeing that it was a little after six. “Maybe nine. Ten at the latest.” She started to prepare her own dinner. 

 

“So what do we do until then?” Linda asked. 

 

“Well, right now let’s have dinner. After that, we’ll just pass the time doing what we were supposed to be doing here anyway--having fun,” Alyssa replied. “We have a hot tub. We have cards. If I know this crowd, one of us probably brought Cards Against Humanity.”

 

“Guilty!” Luci said with a laugh from the living room.

 

“So there’s that,” Alyssa continued. “Additionally, I suggest we measure ourselves every hour, on the hour, and I’ll record the data. I meant for us to do that earlier, but…”” she glanced at Linda furtively. “...I got distracted and forgot. But it’s very important that we try to keep track. As long as we all still have any symptoms--even just the fever--it’s possible we’re still shrinking. And on the off chance that I’m wrong, and it’s not caused by this sickness, we could still be shrinking anyway.” Alyssa flicked her eyes over o Cassie, but the taller girl made no remark about Alyssa’s theory. This may have had to do with her proximity to Vicky. 

 

The next few hours passed mostly without incident. The girls finished their dinners; Vicky, unsurprisingly, was the last to finish, and went back for two more burritos. Conversely, her shrunken housemates all ate less than they usually would have. Alyssa theorized that a combination of not eating all day and adding a lot more mass had made Vicky so ravenous, and that their own  smaller bodies had less need/room for sustenance. Cassie had commented about how obvious this was and then had excused herself to the hot tub. Nobody felt like joining her, so the other four women broke out some of the remaining alcoholic drinks and Luci’s card game, killing time very effectively and helping to take their minds off of the crazy situation they found themselves in. Per Alyssa’s recommendation, the checked their heights every hour. They even got Cassie to participate, and after the second time she came in from the dick, she exchanged her oversized swimsuit for some more artfully pinned garments from her suitcase and sat down to join them in their game. 

 

At ten O’clock, Alyssa took their measurements for the fourth time since dinner and went upstairs briefly to enter the information and check on the screener. “So, I have some good news and bad news,” she said, sitting down on the sofa when she returned. “The good news is, I’ve spotted a pattern in what’s happening to us. The bad news is, we’re definitely still shrinking, at a rate of roughly half on inch per hour. I’m currently 3’9”, Linda, you’re 4’5”, Luci is 3’6”, and Cassie is 4’6 ½”. The pattern seems consistent with the heights I recorded for everyone throughout the afternoon compared to our present sizes, as well.” 

 

 

“Oh, God,” Linda said, fear flickering across her face as she tried to do the math. “That means that this time tomorrow I’ll be a whole foot shorter!” 

 

“All of us will, except for Vicky,” Alyssa said. “But I have more good news! The screener is almost done. It should be finished before midnight. And when it is, I’ll stay up al night working on my results until I crack this thing. You have my word. Worst-case scenario, by this time tomorrow I can be back in my full laboratory, and I guarantee I can beat this thing with all of my equipment at my disposal.” 

 

“Your results haven’t been promising so far,” Cassie said pessimistically. 

 

Alyssa turned on her, her expression puzzled. “You know, there was an anomaly in the pattern. It’s true of me, Linda, and Luci...but you’re the odd one out.”

 

“What do you mean?” Cassie asked, sounding suddenly nervous. “Did I shrink more, or something? You wouldn’t tell any of us our heights.”

 

“Would knowing have done you any good?” Alyssa replied sharply. “You still haven’t produced any theories worth hearing, so until you do, you’re not helping me.” She grimaced. “Anyway, I’m sure you’ll be pleased to hear that you actually shrank less than we did. At the seven and eight o’clock measurements, you had only lost a quarter of an inch. Now, though, you’re at the same rate as the rest of us.” 

 

“I don’t get it,” Luci said. “She has the same damn thing as the rest of us. Why is she faring better?” 

 

“It’s a mystery to me, too,” Alyssa replied. “The sinus problems appear to have passed, so none of us have lost any size to spontaneous outbursts. We’re all running fevers. The only thing Cassie did differently is--oh my God, of course!” She cried, smacking herself in the forehead again. “I can’t believe I didn’t see it sooner!”

 

“What? What did I do?” Cassie asked.

 

“You were in the Jacuzzi after dinner, until around 8 p.m.,” Alyssa said. “You got out and joined us then, and that’s when your rate matched ours. And we’re all running a fever.”

 

“So that means...ah! Of course!” Cassie said, her face lighting up.

 

“Exactly!”

 

Linda held up a hand. “Do you guys mind explaining it, for those of us in the room who don’t have science telepathy?”

 

“The fevers we’re running aren’t exactly fevers,” Alyssa replied. “The heat we’re producing is actually a byproduct of our mass radiating away into the air, where Vicky absorbs it later.”

 

“That’s why we still have high temperatures even though we’re otherwise asymptomatic,” Cassie interjected.

 

“And that’s why I don’t have a fever?” Vicky asked.

 

Alyssa grinned at her. “Exactly. And Cassie’s shrinkage slowed down when she was in the Jacuzzi because the ambient temperature around her was much higher, so her body couldn’t radiate heat--or her mass--as effectively.” Alyssa suddenly looked puzzled. “There’s still one thing I don’t get, though,” she continued, turning to face Cassie. “You were in your room all morning, and you had the heater going full-blast. Why did you shrink so much in a relatively much shorter time frame?” 

 

“I had an awful fucking sneezing fit,” Cassie replied with a grimace. “I just couldn’t stop for a while, and it kept shrinking me.” A worried look flashed across her features for a second. “Huh. Damn good thing I was running the heater, then. Otherwise, I might be the smallest one here.” 

 

Vicky suddenly got up from the sofa, causing more protesting creaks from the furniture. She walked over to the front door, her footfalls heavy on the wood.

 

“What are you doing, Vicky?” Linda asked.

 

“I’m trying to help you guys out,” Vicky said without looking back. There was the sudden sound of the cabin’s ventilation system kicking on. “About how high do you think it should be, Alyssa?” 

 

“Maybe in the mid 80s,” Alyssa called out. To everyone else, she said, “Sorry if this is gonna be uncomfortable, guys, but I think turning up the heat in here will help slow down our shrinking.”

 

“I can deal with the discomfort,” Luci said quickly. “I’m already short enough.”

 

Linda scoffed. “Heh. You think you’re short. Count me in.” 

 

“Anything to mitigate this until we can solve it,” Cassie said with a nod. “Thanks, Vicky,” she added, as the mini-giantess returned to the sofa. Cassie gestured to the massive woman. “So how fast is she growing, then?” she asked Alyssa.

 

“Well, due to the fact that we have less mass to give as we get smaller, and it take more to make her progressively bigger, she’s not trading us inch-for-inch,” Alyssa said. “If she was doing that, she’d already be more than ten feet tall.”

 

“I can’t imagine that,” Vicky replied, frowning in dismay. “I always wanted to be a little taller, but I’m already too big.” 

 

“no such thing,” Cassie said playfully, staring at Vicky’s huge breasts in her bedsheet toga.

 

“Shut up. And quit staring,” Vicky snapped, blushing.

 

“You know,” Alyssa said, “I find this all terribly confusing. I know that the pieces all fit to suggest this is some new exotic disease, but what’s happening here should be impossible. Nothing I’ve ever heard about any microorganism on the planet would make me think any of them could do something like this.” She dropped her head into her hands, exasperated. “I mean, it doesn’t even make any sense! Where’s the evolutionary benefit? I could see if they were somehow feeding on the lost mass, but they’re just transferring it from one place to another.” Alyssa groaned in frustration. “I’m gonna be up all night working on this, if that damn screener ever finishes.” 

 

“Alyssa...guys...I need to tell you something,” Vicky said.

 

Four heads turned to look directly at her in an instant. Alyssa was surprised to see that Vicky looked to be on the verge of tears. “What is it, Vicky? What’s wrong?”

 

“Look, I need you all to know that it was absolutely an accident, and I never intended any harm…” her voice caught in her throat and she bit her lip for a moment, as if fighting back a breakdown. “...I’m responsible for this. It’s all my fault.” 

 

Stunned silence followed this announcement for a few seconds, and then the room was suddenly filled with four angry voices talking simultaneously. The high-pitched shouts and accusations blended int a frightful din until Vicky finally snapped. “Hey. Hey! HEY!” she bellowed, her amplified voice cutting through the uproar. “Look, let me explain.”

 

“We’re listening,” said Cassie, crossing her arms and glaring at Vicky. Considering their size difference, it wasn’t as impressive as she probably thought it was.

 

“Okay, So, it’s no secret that I’ve always wanted to be taller. Well, my roommate Ashley collects spellbooks on occasion, and she recently told me she’d found a book with a spell that she thought could help me out. Toughly translated, it’s a spell for attribute exchange. I brought the book with me, and did the ritual early Friday afternoon, shortly after we got here. It was supposed to make me taler, but it required a sacrifice.”

 

“So, what are you saying? You took size from us to make yourself bigger?” Luci said, looking wounded. “That’s kinda fucked up. I mean, maybe Linda or Cassie could spare a few inches, but I was short enough already!”

 

“No, that’s not what happened!” Vicky protested. “Well, okay, it is, but it’s not what I intended.”She blew out an exasperated breath. “I was trying to trade a few cup sizes from my breasts for an increase in height. I swear, that’s what I tried to do with the spell.” 

 

“Well, that’s clearly not what happened,” Linda said, gesturing down at herself. “Look at me! I’m not even three and a half feet tall. I’m a midget!”

 

“And why did it spread from Linda to the rest of us?” Alyssa asked.

 

Vicky shook her head sadly, her eyes downcast. “I...I don’t know what happened. I must have screwed something up with the spell. You have to believe me--I would never have tried to steal anything from you guys for my own benefit. The sickness must be some weird side effect. And it definitely wasn’t supposed to transfer to other people like it did.” She looked around the room at each one of them as she continued. “Part of the reason I didn’t want to come out of my room is because I was slowly growing bigger, and I knew I wouldn’t be able to hide it. Part of it is because I knew that at least Linda was shrinking--I figured that out Friday evening--and I couldn’t bring myself to face what I’d done. But mostly, I’ve been scouring the book, trying to find a counterspell.” 

 

“What? You don’t even know how to undo this?” Luci asked fearfully.

 

“I’m working on it!” Vicky replied defensively. “I have a magic talisman Ashley gave me to keep in tough with her, and I’ve been talking to her for help while I’ve been looking through the book.”

 

“Why tell us this now?” Cassie asked. “If you haven’t found a  counterspell yet, you can’t fix this, and you’ve been hiding it from s this long. So why spill the beans now?”

 

Vicky looked ashamed. “I couldn’t stand watching Alyssa beat herself up anymore about it. I didn’t want her to spend any more time and energy trying to fix a problem that she won’t get anywhere with.” 

 

“Well...thanks for that, at leas,” Alyssa said, smiling half-heartedly. “But what are we going to do if you don’t find the counterspell?” 

 

“Technically, I did find one, but--hey! Quiet down! Do you want me to tell you about it, or not?” Vicky looked exasperatedly around at he shrunken housemates. “Okay. Good. Let me finish. Again, I’ll have to wait for the next midnight to cast it. I was trying to find one that wasn’t so dependent on the day/night cycle so I could fix this sooner, but…” 

 

“So you can fix this at midnight?” Alyssa asked.

 

“If she doesn’t screw it up again,” Cassie muttered.

 

“Hey! No need for that, okay?” Alyssa said, glaring at Cassie. “She says it was an honest mistake, and I believe her.”

 

“So...what do we do, then?” Luci asked. “Just wait until midnight?”

 

“I don’t think we have much choice,” Vicky said with a frown.

 

The girls passed a little more time playing Cards, but their hearts didn’t seem to be in it anymore. Cassie was the first to leave the room, mumbling something about doing some reading. Shortly after that, Linda stood from the couch and stretched. 

 

“It’s been a long day, and I’m kinda tired,” she said. “I think I’ll hit the sack.” 

 

“Goodnight, Linda. You should be on your way back to normal when you wake up,” Vicky said. 

 

“Here’s hoping,” Linda replied sleepily as she ascended the stairs.

 

After another half-hour or so, Luci yawned loudly. “Well, ladies, it’s probably time I turned in, as well. I’ll see you both tomorrow.”

 

Alyssa and Vicky said their goodnights as Luci climbed the stairs, leaving only the two of them in the living room. “Well it’s almost eleven, Alyssa said. “I’m actually kind of curious about the counterspell. I’m game for staying up until midnight, if you wouldn’t mind some company.” 

 

“Sure,” Vicky said. “At least someone doesn’t want to get as far away from me as possible.”

 

“Hey, come on,” Alyssa said softly. “You didn’t mean to cause this. They understand that. They just want it to be fixed.”

 

“I don’t know. Cassie seemed pretty mad at me,” Vicky said, scowling at the closed door to Cassie’s room.

 

“She’s just being bitchy. You know how she can get sometimes.”

 

“I guess,” Vicky said uncertainly. “Well, I already have all the spell components I need sitting out, so it won’t take me long to prepare, And Cards is no fun with only two players. I’m going to go relax in the Jacuzzi for a little bit, if I can fit. Calm nerves can only help me with the spell.” 

Vicky paused for a moment before adding, “Would you like to join me?”

 

“You know neither of us has a swimsuit that will fit,” Alyssa said.

 

“I know, but we’re all girls here, right?” Vicky replied sheepishly. “I could really use the relaxation, and I don’t want to be alone.” 

 

Alyssa smiled reassuringly at Vicky. “You know what? Sure. Want to grab a couple of drinks?” 

 

Vicky returned the smile. “I’d like that.”

 

In a few minutes, the two of them were out on the deck, Alyssa carrying two mixed drinks that felt almost as big as two-liter soda bottles in her shrunken state. She handed one of them to Vicky; next to the Amazon’s massive palm, it looked smaller than one of those plastic squeeze-bottles drinks for children.

 

“Thanks,” Vicky said. She took a sip from the bottle and then set it on a dec chair while she reached behind herself. The fabric of her toga rustled and shifted on her frame, and in moments the sheets plunged to the deck, leaving the huge woman nude.

 

Alyssa stared up in awe at breasts that seemed like they could eclipse the sun. Vicky’s exposed womanhood was even above her eye level. To Alyssa, her gigantic friend appeared t be some magnificent goddess brought to life. After a short period of awed silence, Alyssa finally managed an appreciative whistle. “Wow, Vicky. This size really looks good on you.”

 

“Thanks,” Vicky said again, blushing faintly. She stepped into the hot tub and was able to bend her legs enough that she could sit in it, though they took up most of the space. 

 

Even seated in the recessed tub, her eyes were level with Alyssa’s. Alyssa gulped, feeling slightly nervous. She took a big swig from her bottle and put it down for a moment. The white tank top, her only article of clothing, was now so big on her that even with her careful pinning it was brushing the floor. She was well below four feet now, and her shrinking had rendered the garment loose enough that all she had to do was roll her shoulders artfully and it slipped off and hit the deck. 

 

Vicky gave a small clap. “Nice! I feel like I should be trying to pass you dollar bills.”

 

“Where would I keep them?” Alyssa replied with a wink. She peered into the hot tub, trying to figure out where she could get in without stepping on Vicky’s legs. It was difficult because of the bubbles, though the huge girl’s limbs were so massive Alyssa could still see them.

 

“Sorry there’s not much room” Vicky said. “I hope you can find a spot.”

 

“I think I’ll be fine right...here,” Alyssa replied, stepping over Vicky’s knee into the circle of open space between her legs. Alyssa threw one arm over each of Vicky’s thick thighs and settled back against the giantess’ lap, feeling warmth radiating from the tub beneath her and the woman above her. “Is this okay?” she asked.

 

Vicky sighed happily. “It’s fine, Alyssa.”

 

The smaller woman reclined gently, feeling her head come to rest just beneath Vicky’s breasts.

 

The two luxuriated in the tub like that for a while, glad to take their mind of of their troubles temporarily. After a bit, Alyssa found herself idly rubbing Vicky’s thigh with her little hand; meanwhile, one of Vicky’s giant hands was resting carefully on her shoulder, the huge fingertips lightly touching one of Alyssa’s breasts.

 

“Vicky?” Alyssa asked quietly.

 

“Hmm?” the Amazon behind her replied.

 

“There’s one other side effect of all this that I don’t think we discussed with you.”

 

“What side effect, Alyssa?” 

 

“Well, not to put too fine a point on it, but...we’ve all been getting really horny. Has that happened to you?”

 

“God, yes,” Vicky said with a faint laugh. “You don’t know how hard it’s been for me to keep focusing on the book sometimes.” Her fingers moved slightly, coming into closer contact with Alyssa’s breast.

 

“Mmm…” Alyssa sighed contentedly. “Maybe once you’ve done the counterspell, I can help you with that?” 

 

“I…” Vicky seemed dumbstruck by the offer. “Alyssa..as much fun as that would be, I’d be worried I might hurt you. I’m twice your size.”

 

“More than twice,” Alyssa replied. “I trust you to be careful, Vicky. And if you’ve been anywhere near as aroused as I was, I know it’s gotta be driving you crazy.” She lifted Vicky’s fingers to her mouth and kissed them, teasingly flicking her tongue across one of the giant digits.

 

“Aaah,” Vicky said. “You little tease. Look, we’ll see after I do the counterspell, okay?” She twisted around to loo at the clock in the kitchen through the glass door. “Speaking of which, it’s 11:45. We should get inside so I can get it set up.”

 

The two of them left the hot tub and got dressed again. Alyssa took the opportunity to make some adjustments to the pins, and when she pulled the top back over her head, it resembled a white sundress and only fell to about her knees. She followed Vicky into her room, where a shiny mat with faintly outlined concentric circles printed on it sat on the floor near the foot of Vicky’s bed. A large, ancient-looking book rested nearby, open to a page covered with Latin writing and arcane symbols. Various magical items sat near the mat, with several more in Vicky’s open backpack. 

 

“So what do you need to de?” Alyssa asked, watching as Vicky checked over the page in the book. 

 

“Well, first, I have to make two circles--salt inside charcoal,” Vicky replied. She picked up a charcoal pencil and carefully traced one of the circles on the mat, leaving a black smear on her fingers when she put it down. “Ugh. I hate working with this stuff,” she said, rubbing her fingers together and trying to wipe off the smudges. After that, she grabbed a small container of salt and started to pour a second careful circle within the first one. 

 

“What’s next? Can I help?” Alyssa asked.

 

“Sure,” Vicky said with a smile. “I need some focus items. Look in my backpack and get me my silver pendant, a white candle, the small jar of distilled water, a scrap of silk, the vail of olive oil, and the mirror.”

 

Alyssa rummaged in the pack, digging out the requested items as Vicky finished the circle. She passed them along, watching as Vicky set out the items between the two circles, drawing arcane symbols between the items with the charcoal. She unscrewed the caps on the water and the olive oil. Finally, she lit the candle. 

 

“Okay, Now I just need to focus my will for a few minutes, and then speak the incantation at the correct time. I’m going to meditate--will you tell me when it’s midnight?” Vicky crossed her legs in a yoga-like pose, situating herself on the floor.

 

Alyssa was briefly awed by the fact that Vicky was still noticeably taller even though she was seated. Alyssa kept an eye on the bedside clock as Vicky closed her eyes and concentrated. After a few minutes, she leaned in close to the giantess. “It’s one minute to midnight, Vicky.” 

 

Vicky’s eye opened slowly. “Thank you, Alyssa. You should probably step back, just in case.” Alyssa complied, backing quickly away to the door to Vicky’s room as the Amazon began reciting something in Latin. As the clock hit midnight, Vicky spoke one word wit more emphasis, and then simultaneously blew out the candle and broke the two circles with a swipe of her finger. 

 

“So...is that it? Did it work?” Alyssa asked as Vicky leaned forward and began gathering up the items.

 

“Well, that is it, but we won’t if it worked right away. When I start shrinking back down and you four start growing, then we’ll know,” Vicky replied. She screwed the top back on the jar and the vial and put them in her backpack, followed by the candle. She wrapped the silk scrap around the mirror and placed it carefully in a pocket of the backpack. 

 

“So..about what we were discussing in the hot tub…” Alyssa said with a smile. “Are you still up for that?”

 

“I’d like that a lot,” Vicky said with a smile, picking up her silver pendant. “Just let me finish putting this all away and--”

 

A faint clicking noise came from the mat. Alyssa bent to pick up something that had fallen onto it. “What’s this?” she asked, holding up a small red gemstone.

 

“Oh. That’s the stone from my pendant, It must have been loose,” Vicky said, picking it up and squinting at the pendant. Her expression changed, shifting to one of puzzlement and then concern. 

 

“Vicky? Is something wrong?” Alyssa asked.

“I, uh...no. No, nothing’s wrong,” Vicky said. “Um...I’m actually kind of tired. Magic really takes it out of you. If it’s okay with you, I think I’ll just turn in for the night.”  

“Aw…” Alyssa couldn’t hide her disappointment. She took one last longing look at Vicky’s impressive curves. “I guess if you’re really not feeling up to it…”

 

“I’m sorry, Alyssa. It’s not that I don’t want to. It’s just...I need to lie down. Sorry.”

 

Alyssa sighed heavily. “It’s okay,” she said. “Goodnight, Vicky.” She shuffled up the stairs to her uncomfortably hot room, her mind lingering on the feeling of Vicky’s warm bare skin on her back as both of them nestled together in the hot tub…

 

 

SUNDAY: VICKY 

 

 

“Vicky!” A high-pitched voice called from the other side of her door. It was followed by urgent knocking. “Open up! The spell didn’t work!” 

 

Vicky glanced at the clock. Eight in the morning. She had already been awake for 30 minutes, and she already knew the spell hadn’t worked. She had discovered that when she had awakened and felt how tight her bedsheet toga was around her, and how her legs hung even further off of the end of the mattress. Of course, she had been reasonably certain it hadn’t worked last night…

 

“Vicky!” one of the girls--maybe Luci--called again, along with more knocking. Realizing she couldn’t hide the rest of the day, Vicky stood up and stepped over to the door, swinging it open and looking down at her visitor. She had guessed correctly, and Luci stood there, frowning up at her.

 

“We’re still shrinking!” Luci said, gesturing t herself. She had tied another shirt of hers in a sort of sarong, but it was obvious that it covered more of her than it would have yesterday. Vicky could tell her perspective was a bit higher than yesterday night, as well. 

 

“I’m sorry. I don’t know what could have happened. I’m sure I did everything right with the spell this time,” Vicky said, hating the lie even as she couldn’t help telling it. “Have you guys measured yourselves yet to see if it’s still constant?” 

 

“I don’t think anyone else is up yet, but I’ll go check,” Luci replied. “I’m sure Alyssa will want to measure us anyway, just to be sure that the rate hasn’t changed.”

 

When Luci had gone, Vicky again shut and locked her door, and then returned to where she’d been sitting beside her magical paraphernalia. She scowled down at the tiny-seeming pendant in her hand, especially at the place where the gemstone had fallen out and revealed that her ‘silver’ pendant was merely plated copper--which was why it hadn’t worked in the counterspell. If nothing else, she could try again at midnight tonight once she got back home and could gt something that actually was pure silver, but how were any of them going to drive? She went back to scanning through the book, but was no closer to finding anything else she could use to reverse her wayward magic when someone again knocked on her door. “What?” she asked. “I’m checking my spellbook, trying to figure this out.”

 

“Can you come out here for a minute?” Linda this time. “There’s, uh, an issue that you should probably know about.”

 

“Oh, God, what now?” Vicky grumbled to herself. She stood and stepped over to the door, noticing along the way that the floorboards were beginning to creak in protest as her weight increased. She opened the door and ducked through. “What’s going on?”

 

“Hi,” Alyssa said in an even higher-pitched voice. “I, uh, seem to have a little problem. She gestured down at herself, as if the issue was obvious.

 

From her perspective, Vicky couldn’t tell at first what the trouble was. Her jaw dropped as she slowly took in Alyssa’s size relative to her surroundings and the other girls. “Oh my God! You...you’re so small!”

 

“Two feet, eleven inches,” Alyssa replied ruefully. “Everyone else continued at their predicted rate, but I...um...got a little worked up last night, and I just couldn’t get to sleep, and…” 

 

“She fucked herself. Literally and figuratively,” Cassie said, trying unsuccessfully to keep a grin off of her face. 

 

“Now is not the time, Cassie,” Vicky snapped. To Alyssa, she said, “I’m so sorry, Alyssa. I was very careful with my spell. I can’t imagine why it didn't work.” Another lie--but she’d be able to fix it tonight, and in the meantime she was horribly embarrassed that she’d made such a rookie mistake. Seeing Alyssa’s defected look, she added, “Look, here’s what I’ll do. I’ll contact Ashley again today. She can help me try to find something else on the book that can help. If I don’t find anything, I’ll get her to help me tonight at midnight, once we’re back home, and it’ll go off without a hitch.” 

 

“What if she can’t help you fix it?” Alyssa asked desperately, her voice nearly breaking.  

 

“She’s really good, Alyssa. She definitely knows her way around a spellbook” 

 

“Well, that will make one of you,” Cassie said with a smirk. 

 

Vicky gave her a withering look. “Shut up, Cassie. This makes twice that the magic in that stupid spellbook hasn’t done what it’s supposed to do. I know how to follow a spell recipe. Anyway, if Ashley thinks it’s beyond her, we can always ask one of out other magic-using associates. Maybe Amaya, or, if we’re really desperate, Ivy.”

 

“You’d have to be desperate to trust Ivy,” Linda said, “She might shrink us all even smaller because she thinks it’s funny.”

 

“Call it a last resort, okay? I’m sure Ashley can help,” Vicky replied. Turning to Alyssa once more, she smiled. “I promise you, I’ll fix this. I promise all of you.” 

 

Alyssa faintly returned her smile. “I hope you’re right.”

 

“I’m going to go see if Ashley is up yet,” Vicky said, “After that, why don’t I make everyone breakfast? It’s the least I can do.”

 

“Sure. Some omelets will make up for turning us all into half-pints,” Cassie sneered.

 

Ignoring that, Vicky stepped into her room, shutting and locking he door again. She pulled out the small engraved gold coin from her backpack and spoke the necessary word to activate it.

 

“Ashley? Ashley, are you up?”

 

for a few seconds, nothing happened, but then a small, blue, ghostly image of Ashley’s face appeared in the air over the coin. “What is thy bidding, my master?” she asked in a theatrically deep voice.

 

“Don’t you ever get tired of making that joke?” Vicky asked, cracking a smile in spite of herself.

 

“I will if you ever stop smiling at it,” Ashley replied.

 

Vicky sighed, still smiling. “Help me, Obi-Wan Kenobi, you’re my only hope.”

 

“So what’s the trouble?” Ashley asked. “We passed midnight, so you should’ve been able to use the counterspell. Was there a problem?”

 

“It didn’t work,” Vicky replied. “I didn’t realize until too late, but that ‘silver’ pendant I bought is just copper with silver plating.”

 

“Yeah, magic does require pure elements.” Ashley scowled. “Lying shopkeepers. If you can’t trust a pawn shop, who can you trust?” she muttered. A thoughtful look crossed her face. “Well technically, nearly everyone else, but anyway. So you need something that’s pure silver.” 

 

“Right. And I don’t have anything with me up here. And none of us are in any shape to drive a car.” 

 

“I’ll come up there and see if I can help you out. If nothing else, I can at least drive some of you guys back,” Ashley said. “In the meantime, have you kept looking for another counterspell?” 

 

“Yes, but it’s slow going,” Vicky replied sourly. “it’s a very thick book, and I have trouble translating some of it.” 

 

Ashley’s fingers, unseen in the hologram, snapped. “I’ve got an idea. Review the components of your original spell. Any counterspell should either use their exact opposites, or mostly the same ingredients with one exact opposite. It might help you narrow it down.”

 

“Can’t hurt. Thanks, Ashley,” Vicky said.

 

“Sure thing. Happy to help. I’m going to go ahead and drive up there just in case. Even if you find another counterspell, the changes might not have reversed enough for you guys to drive.”

 

Vicky sighed heavily. “That’s assuming I can find one, and don't have to wait until midnight again.”

 

“I find your lack of faith disturbing,” Ashley replied with a grin. “Goodbye, Vicky. I’ll see you in a few hours.”

 

“goodbye, Ashley. And thanks again.” Vicky deactivated the talisman, placing the gold coin back into her pack. She scooped up the spellbook, deciding to review her original spell after she was done cooking, and carried it with her into the living room. She gave her housemates a quick rundown of the conversation with Ashley (leaving out the part about the fake silver), and then headed for the kitchen to begin preparing breakfast.

 

Some time later, the five of them sat in the living room around the coffee table, Vicky taking up almost an entire couch. She had prepared three-cheese omelets and bacon. Like last nigh, Vicky ate a lot more than her shrunken friends, though they all expressed appreciation for the delicious breakfast. When all the plates were emptied, they suggested playing another round of Cards Against Humanity, but Vicky declined to join in.

 

“I need to go over the spellbook again,” she said. “Like Ashley said, that could help point me in the right direction to find another counterspell.” She reviewed her original spell, committing the components list to memory, and began flipping through the pages, scanning the ingredients lists. Eventually, the other girls’ raucous laughter from the card game proved to be too distracting, and she sighed, pinching the bridge of her nose. 

 

“Something wrong, Vicky?” Alyssa asked, holding cards that looked double-sized in her tiny hands. 

 

“It’s just tough to be sitting here working--” she stopped herself from unintentionally spoiling her housemates’ fun. “Working so much. I have a headache, and I could use a break.” She closed the book, stood up, and stretched (making quite a spectacle for the smaller women below her). “I’m gonna go take a shower,” she added, walking away from the couch. 

 

“Hey, that’s my room!” Cassie complained. 

 

“Yeah. You have the master bath, and don’t think I didn’t hear you talking about how spacious the shower in there is. I’m not folding myself up like a card table to bathe in that shower,” Vicky replied, pointing at the other downstairs bathroom. “If you have a problem with it, try and stop me.” 

 

“Fine,” Cassie sighed. “Just don’t take all the hot water, okay?” 

 

“Easier said than done,” Vicky replied. She closed Cassie’s door behind her, quickly crossing the other girl’s room. She glanced briefly at the heater, currently off, and her eyes flicked over a desk on the far wall. There was a small laptop computer sitting open on the desk, and she idly wondered why Cassie had brought it along, since, unlike Alyssa, she wasn’t the type to be doing any work on vacation. 

 

“Maybe she’s got porn on it or something,” Vicky mused. Shrugging, she proceeded into the bathroom, stripping off her bedsheet toga after starting the water. When steam started to roll out of the shower, she stepped in, feeling the strong pressure of the jets in the shower head. She sighed, relaxing and trying to put her mind at ease, however briefly. She enjoyed the warm water for a few minutes, and then turned her attention to scrubbing herself clean. It took longer, since there was so much more of her than there used to be. Her body proportions felt exactly the same to her, of course, but things like loofahs were so much smaller than they should be. Eventually, her mind returned to the problem at hand. She had looked at some of the pages in that spellbook so many times since Friday night that visions of the pages swam across her mind when she closed her eyes. She once again reviewed the components of her original spell: she’d used dried rosemary, distilled water, a black candle, silver, red wine, and a lock of her own hair, placed on a small pair of scales to symbolize balance (or rather imbalance, since she was trying to transfer attributes). What  spells had she seen in the book that closely mimicked or directly opposed those ingredients? 

 

She started trying to visualize the opposites of the components she’d used, but she kept getting distracted by the nagging sensation that she was overlooking something. Try as she might, she couldn’t shake the suspicion, and it only grew worse the more she tried to ignore it. She ultimately forced herself to start at the beginning again, reviewing her components list… 

 

Fifteen minutes later, she opened the door to the living room and bent down to duck through it. She stood in front of the doorway, striking a pose.

“Cas-sie…”

 

“What is it, Maleficent?” Cassie said teasingly, twisting around in her seat to smile sarcastically at Vicky. “Did you cast a spell that broke...the…” Cassie trailed off as she got a really good look at Vicky. “...shower?” she finished, her voice rising into something like a squeak on the last word. All four women in the living room stared in awe at the giantess. 

 

Vicky had dressed again in the bedsheets, but this time, they were arranged in a much more provocative manner. Her enormous cleavage stuck boldly out from the top sheet, which also displayed a healthy amount of underboob. Below that, her midriff was exposed, and the bottom sheet was tied tightly around her waist, showing a daring amount of leg. She had teased her freshly-dried brown hair into shimmering waves, her red highlights standing out artfully. Her gaze smoldered. Her expression was one that might be called “come hither,” although if one was feeling more direct they might call it “take me now.”

 

Vicky enjoyed the attention for a moment before strolling over to Cassie’s seat, swaying her hips with every step. When she finally stood before Cassie, the smaller woman had to look very far up from her seat. At 4’3”, Cassie was still the tallest of the shrunken girls, but even Vicky’s previous night height had been a bit more than double that, and while her growth was less visible than their shrinking, she knew she was now even bigger than that. Vicky leaned forward to see Cassie over her prodigious breasts. She giggled when Cassie’s eyes inevitably tracked down to the chasm of cleavage this showed.

 

“So, Cassie. I hear that all this shrinking has made you guys really...really...horny,” Vicky said sensuously. “Care to comment on that?”

 

“I...uh..y-yes,” Cassie answered, seemingly barely able to speak.

 

“Well. I can tell you that being so big has had an...mmm interesting effect on me, too. I’m all hot and bothered. And I’ve seen the way you look at me. I’ve seen how you just can’t keep you eyes of of my great big tits.” Vicky moved her arms in a way that pressed her breasts together, and Cassie’s eyes bulged. “I know exactly what kind of thoughts you’ve had about me, and I know what you’d like to do to me. And I bet you’d like me to do some things to you, too.” Vicky straightened up to her full, imposing height, turned around so that her ass was almost in Cassie’s face, and turned her head to smile lasciviously down over her shoulder. “I’m gong into your bedroom. If you’d like too,  you can come with me.” She sauntered off, making sure each step rolled her hips and put emphasis on the curves of her butt. 

 

“Bye, guys!” Cassie sprang off the couch as if fired from a cannon, and her feet practically bounced as she hurried after Vicky. When she caught up to her, she reached up to take the giantess’ hand, but Vicky planted Cassie’s palm squarely on her enlarged ass. Cassie moved in closer to the enormous thigh, sighing happily. They passed through the door to Cassie’s room and shut it behind them, Vicky making sure to click the lock. 

 

“Oh, God, I’ve waited so long for this,” Cassie said eagerly. She started to peel off her outfit--a billowy, black-and-white striped shirt and what were probably short-shorts on her normal body. At less then four and a half feet tall, Cassie was still able to wear her own clothes with enough pins, though she was reaching the lower limits. 

 

“Leave them on for now, lover,” Vicky purred. “I’ll have fun taking them off of you later.” 

 

“Whatever you say, goddess,” Cassie replied with a grin. She stepped directly n front of Vicky, her small face turned upward to meet the giant woman’s eyes. “What do you plan to do with little old me?” 

 

A pleasant tingle shot down Vicky’s spine at the overwhelming sensation of power she felt looking down at Cassie--a girl wo used to be the better part of two feet taller than her. “I’m going to do this,” she said. Without hesitation, she bent down to scoop Cassie up, able to easily lift the much shorter woman off of the floor. Vicky put one hand behind Cassie’s back and the other under her ass; she brought Cassie up to her lips and kissed her fervently, amused when she felt Cassie’s tiny tongue slip between her lips. She returned that kiss, taking care not to force too much of her own much-bigger tongue into Cassie’s mouth. Vicky felt a pair of relatively small legs swing up and try to wrap around her torse, though they didn’t come anywhere close to meeting behind her back. She could feel the heat from Cassie’s body even through her loosely-arranged clothing, and Vicky was especially thrilled when Cassie seemed to contract slightly in her grip.

 

“Ooh,” Vicky said, parting their lips. “I think you’re shrinking a bit. We’d better adjust the heater-- I think things are about to get really hot in here.” She lowered Cassie onto her back on the bed and turned away, crossing the floor in a few steps and bending over to fiddle with the heater. She swayed her hips side-to-side since Cassie was sure to be watching. Vicky clicked on the proper dial and the heater started up wit a familiar sound of whirring fan blades. She turned her attention back to the bed and stepped back over to it, leaning over the prone Cassie with her much bigger body. She saw the thrill in Cassie’s eyes when both of them realized that Vicky’s upper body could completely cover the shorter girl. 

 

“Ohhhh my God you’re so much bigger than me,” Cassie blurted. “I don’t think I’ve ever been with a taller woman before.” 

 

“And I’ve never been with a shorter woman. But I think we’re about to change that,” Vicky replied with a grin. A thought crossed her mind as she loomed over her dwindling lover, and she couldn’t resist the temptation to try it. She lowered her enormous torso onto the bed, her huge pillowy breasts covering Cassie’s entire lower half. Vicky bent her head down to kiss Cassie, enjoying the shrunken woman’s pleased moan as her body was compressed beneath a giant pair of tits. 

 

“Wow,” Cassie said minutes later when Vicky let her come up for air. She was flushed and breathing heavily. “Those are amazing. You’re amazing. You’re like sex incarnate.” 

 

“You’re pretty cute and sexy yourself,” Vicky said. She cupped both of Cassie’s breasts in one massive hand through her shirt, feeling two rock-hard points beneath her finger. Her own nipples were already perking up; she could feel them tenting the fabric of the shoots she wore. Vicky lifted the bottom of Cassie’s shirt, peering at the brown nipples that were standing proudly erect. “Oooh, those look delicious,” she said, sticking out her tongue to flick it over the tiny nubs. A small as they were, they were still stiff enough for her to tell they were there, and Cassie’s moans indicated she was enjoying the attention. All the while, the body heat radiating from Cassie’s skin washed over Vicky everywhere they were touching; she could feel her shirt-toga starting to tighten up… 

 

without taking her tongue away from Cassie’s breasts, Vicky traced one finger up the slender, bare legs that hung out from the bottom of Cassie’s shorts. She could tell her touch left gooseflesh in its wake as she climbed upwards, teasingly nudging the loose shorts up higher and higher, her giant finger stroking Cassie’s little thighs a bit higher each time. Soon, Vicky returned to kissing Cassie, their tongues performing an elaborate dance while Vicky’s other hand had slipped beneath the striped shirt to toy with Cassie’s breasts. Though the changes were nearly imperceptible, if Vicky concentrated, she could tell that her lover’s boobs were gradually dwindling beneath her slowly-growing digits. Her own body was filling the bedsheet garment she wore more and more, small sounds of distress beginning to emanate from the fabric. Unable to quell her curiosity, Vicky pulled away from Cassie’s delectable little kisses for a moment to look over the shrunken woman beneath her.  

 

No question about it--Cassie was visibly smaller. The shirt was beginning to spread out onto the mattress as she got smaller withing it, and her hips were retreating slowly upward out of her shorts, the fabric being left behind as it dragged on the bed and her legs became too small to stay inside. Vicky could see that Cassie had also pinned up a pair of hot pink panties that might have been a thong, though they were so loose on her it was impossible to tell. A narrow strip of brown hair was peeking over the top of the panties. Vicky’s grin widened when she realized that, even with their size difference, she could see how wet Cassie was. 

 

“Ohhhh,” Cassie moaned. “My goddess...why did you stop?”

 

“Just admiring my little pint-sized sex doll,” Vicky replied with a wind. She carefully tweaked one shrinking nipple on two of her enormous fingers. The other hand left Cassie’s lower leg, traced gently over the loose shorts, and finally one finger pushed its way inside the oversized panties, stroking Cassie’s soaking slit.

 

“Ohhhhh my God it’s so big!” Cassie bellowed in a noticeably higher voice. “Aaah! I’ve never...oh...felt anything like this before!”

 

Vicky could feel Cassie continuing to slowly shrink as her body heat kept rising with her arousal. The small pussy Vicky was stroking gradually became smaller and smaller as her lover’s receding form drew it further and further away from her too-large shorts. Cassie’s moans and cries rose incrementally in pitch, and the perky B-cups beneath Vicky’s hand dwindled slowly. All the while, Vicky grew bigger and bigger; the bedsheet was shifting and straining to contain her expanding form, but it was covering less and less of her body. She could feel the cool air of the room on more and more of her thighs and eventually on her own dripping snatch. Small rips began appearing in the fabric of her toga, an increasing amount of her pale, smooth skin showing through the widening gaps. Her engorged nipples tore through the top and the tears widened from there, exposing more and more of her breasts. She smiled to herself, imagining how big she’d be when her little interlude with Cassie was over.

 

“Oh fuck, your finger feels like it’s getting bigger and...mmm...bigger!” Cassie cried. Her little breasts had shrunken so much that Vicky could easily cover one with a fingertip, and she did so, massaging the shrinking boobs to great effect.

 

The little woman was now so small that her arms had nearly vanished into the short-sleeved shirt, and only her feet reached the waist of her shorts. Deciding it was time to wrap this up, Vicky played her trump card, switching the finger toying with Cassie’s folds to her pinky and pressing it in until she could slide it into Cassie’s tight little pussy. Their sizes were already so desperate that she could barely make it fit, and she was glad she hadn’t waited any longer. The contact seemed to accelerate Cassie’s shrinking even more, and Vicky’s size surged upward, several loud tearing sounds heralding the end of her bedsheet outfit.  

 

“Oh fuck, fuck, fuuuuuuuck!” Cassie wailed in an incredibly high voice. “Your finger...so huge...inside me! Aaaaaah!” Cassie’s still-shrinking body bucked and thrashed, her convulsions causing the striped shirt to float and flap about in a way that threatened to make Vicky laugh.  

 

“Ohhhh gawd! It’s getting bigger...stretching me out!” Cassie screamed. As her head slipped beneath the collar of the shirt, she could stand no more. “OHHHH VICKYYYYY!!!” she cried, her tiny vagina pulsing and clenching around Vicky’s comparatively titanic finger. 

 

When the shrunken Cassie’s howling ecstasy finally started to subside, Vicky extracted her pinky, the oversized digit making an audible pop when it slipped out. Vicky couldn’t help smirking down at her bedmate--Cassie was now so small that most of her body was a girl-shaped lump covered by the striped shirt. She didn’t move for several minutes, making faint but happy moans from under the fabric. Vicky kept a close eye on Cassie, and finally the lump started to stir.

 

“Ohhhhh...goddess Vicky, that was incredible,” Cassie said, her very high-pitched little voice partially muffled by the shirt. “What can I do for…” her voice trailed off. “What...where am I?” Vicky watched the lump moving with amusement, seeing Cassie shortly crawl out from beneath her shirt. She slipped out of the bottom of the garment and looked around the room. “Oh no...no!” Cassie cried, turning her tiny head to scan around the colossal room in increasing panic. She held the gigantic shirt up to her body, realizing it was ridiculously huge next to her and no amount of pins in the world would fix it. She finally looked directly up at Vicky, who was easily eight times her size. “Oh, fuck me…”  

 

“That’s what I just did, Cassie Weren’t you paying attention?” Vicky asked, grinning impishly.  

 

“And now it’s your turn to please your goddess.” 

 

“What?!” Cassie looked shocked. “Look at me! I fucking shrunk! A lot!” 

 

“So you did,” Vicky replied with undisguised amusement. “Is that supposed to be a good excuse?” 

 

“You...you’re fucking nuts! I need help!” Cassie scrambled quickly to the edge of the bed, startled at the drop to the floor. She tried to climb down the bedspread, but lost her grip and fell, tumbling artlessly to the wooden floor. She only fell far enough to briefly knock the wind out of her, and when Vicky leaned over the side of the bed and flashed a predatory smile down at her, Cassie jumped up and ran for the dor. 

 

Vicky watched Cassie, laughing as the little woman tried desperately to reach the doorknob. She hopped furiously, but could barely even graze it with he fingertips. Vicky strolled casually over to the door, having to duck her head slightly beneath the cabin’s nine-foot ceiling. “Where are you going, Cassie? You still haven’t gotten me off.”

 

Cassie whirled around, her eyes blazing. “I’m fucking tiny! I can’t even reach the doorknob! This is no time to be thinking about--aack!” she cried as Vicky picked her up in one huge hand. 

 

“Maybe you didn’t hear me,” she said, bringing Cassie directly in front of her face. “I just gave you an orgasm, and based on your reaction it was a damn good one. Now, I’m still hornier than I’ve ever been, and you’re going to return the favor.”

 

“But...but…” Cassie started to protest. Vicky’s hand closed very slightly on her, exerting a faint pressure that was terrifying for what it implied. “Okay! Fine!”

 

“I think you mean ‘yes, goddess Vicky,’ don’t you?”

 

“Y-yes, goddess Vicky,” Cassie stammered.

 

“Good,” Vicky replied. She settled onto Cassie’s bed, the springs groaning loudly in protest. She spread her thighs and set the shrunken woman between them, near an incredibly wet pussy that was as tall as Cassie’s breasts. 

 

“What am I supposed to do, goddess?” Cassie asked nervously. “You...you’re so...big…” 

 

“You know your way around the female anatomy, little Cassie,” Vicky replied with a sly grin. “Figure it out.” She reclined as best she could on the small bed, ready to enjoy her moment. She wasn’t disappointed when, seconds later, she felt Cassie’s tiny hands begin vigorously rubbing her clit. It was hard to be sure, but it felt like the little woman’s hands were the same size as her love button. “Oooooh, hood little doll,” Vicky said, cupping her huge breasts in her own hands and rolling her nipples between her fingers. “You should put your tongue to work, too,” she added, and Cassie complied almost immediately. 

 

It took only a few minutes of attention from the tiny Cassie to bring icky to the brink, the strange but wonderful sensations caused by the itty-bitty fingers and tongue on her pearl running through her entire nervous system. “Oh! Oh! I’m getting so close, Cassie!” she said. She moaned loudly, feeling the shrunken woman’s actions speeding up. Finally, when Cassie started rapidly tracing a pattern on Vicky’s button with her little tongue, it was all she could take. Vicky screamed nearly loud enough to shatter the windows in the cabin, trying to keep herself from thrashing around to much so as to avoid crushing tiny Cassie. Her orgasm seemed to go on and on, Cassie never slowing down in her ministrations. 

 

After the last delicious wave had passed through her, Vicky reached down and scooped up her shrunken friend. Cassie was small enough to sit comfortably in her palm, and she was utterly soaked with Vicky’s love juices. The little woman scowled up at her. “I hope you’re happy now Vicky,” she said sourly.

 

“Didn’t I tell you to call me goddess?” Vicky asked, peering intently at the woman in her hand.

 

“Oh, can it,” Cassie replied bitterly. “I got you off. I’m not calling you goddess the whole rest of the day. It’s your fault I’m so tiny.” She curled up in a ball, her folding arms resting on her knees and her forehead on her arms.

 

“Hmm,” Vicky said. “I guess you’re half right.”

 

Cassie’s head suddenly snapped up, staring at Vicky. “What? What do you mean?”

 

“Well, in a way, it’s partially my fault that you shrunk so much just now. I did turn on the fan instead of the heater to make you radiate body heat more easily,” Vicky replied nonchalantly.

 

“WHAT?!” Cassie yelled, sounding ridiculous in her tiny, high voice. “Why the FUCK would you do that?!”

 

“Well, it’s really simple.” Vicky stepped over to the desk containing Cassie’s laptop and set her down on the surface, then knelt on the floor to get closer to her level. “The counterspell didn’t work right last night, because it turned out the silver charm I used wasn’t really silver. It was just plated coper. Magic is really big on purity of elements.”

 

“So I’m still shrunk because you bough cheap jewelry?” Cassie asked.

 

“Let me finish,” Vicky said with a scowl. “I talked to Ashley, and she promised to find me some real silver before midnight. I had every intention of performing the counterspell again, but in the meantime, I tried to look for another one that wouldn’t take as ling. Her advice to me was to think about the spell’s components and compare them to other spells in the book. So I started doing just that.” 

 

She paused for breath, her heart still beating fast from her experience a few minutes ago. “Sorry you really did a number on me. Anyway, it took me a bit, but I finally realized something really important. The original spell--the one I tried to cast Friday--required silver, and I’d used that same charm. So since it wasn’t silver, it wouldn’t have worked. My spell  Friday was a dud. And that meant that whatever was happening to us must e caused by something else.”

 

“Alyssa’s mystery disease?” Cassie said, a note of desperate hope in her voice. 

 

“Well, I thought that maybe that was it,” Vicky replied. “I was curious about something--since my magic wasn’t causing this, and I thought it might be scientific after all, I wanted to look up some information about what extreme sizes can do to the human body. I mean, I could’ve asked you, but you were being a bitch, and I could’ve asked Alyssa if I wanted to then ask her to translate from scientific jargon, but I thought I could just look it up myself. I’d spotted your laptop on my way to the shower, so I thought I’d use it for a second.” She carefully tapped a key, bringing Cassie’s laptop out of sleep mode, and gently moved the mouse to click on the messaging window that was flashing on the screen. “You had a notification--a from Gabrielle, who’s apparently at the lab. I got curious and I snooped, and guess what I found out? You’d been talking to her since yesterday morning about what was going on here. I mean, I don’t understand all the scientific stuff, but phrases like ‘I don’t care how you get a ride, just bring me the fucking control module, Gabrielle’ and ‘they’ve spread to everyone now’ don’t require an advanced degree.” She fixed Cassie with a glare that could’ve melted steel. “Start talking.” Several minutes later, Vicky re-entered the living room, having to stoop down even farther to get under the door. She’d stolen Cassie’s sheets and tied them around herself. Once again, they weren’t  covering very much, but this time it was because there simply wasn’t as much material to cover her even-bigger body. The three women sitting around the table put down their cards and turned to face her. 

 

“What the hell, Vicky?” Alyssa whined. “You get me all worked up last night and leave me hanging, and then you go in there to have earth-shattering sex--yes, we all heard you--with Cassie. Cassie, of all people! She’s been a bitch to you all morning!” 

 

“Sorry, Alyssa,” Vicky said. “It was nothing personal. I had my reasons for choosing Cassie.” 

 

Linda frowned. “Where is she, anyway?”

 

“Right here,” Vicky replied. She lowered her hand to the coffee table, spreading her fingers and dumping the miniaturized, nude form of Cassie out onto the surface.

 

“Uh...I see,” Alyssa said nervously. “Well, thanks for not doing that to me.”

 

“Whoa! She got so small!” Luci said, leaning over to peer at the littlest member of the group.

 

“Sure. Rub it in,” Cassie snarled. 

 

“Watch your tone, Tiny,” Vicky said. “Why don’t you tell them what you just told me?” 

 

Cassie hung her head dejectedly and mumbled something unintelligible.

 

“What was that?” Vicky asked sharply. “Speak up, half-pint.”

 

“I said I’m responsible for what’s happened to us!” Cassie yelled. “Vicky’s magic spell didn’t even work.”

 

After Vicky offered up a quick summary of her magical failure, she urged Cassie to continue. “I had some experimental nanites that I wanted to try out. I programmed one set to transfer mass away from their host, and another set to receive the mass and add it to their host. Since the nanites transmitted mass more easily with increased body temperature, I made them elevate their hosts’ arousal level, to ensure more body heat. Then I brought them here with me.”

 

“Why would you do that, instead of testing them in safe laboratory conditions?” Alyssa asked angrily. “For that matter, why test them on unwitting human subjects? What the hell is wrong with you?”

 

“I...I…” Cassie faltered.

 

“Go on,” Vicky said. “Tell them.”

 

“I knew Vicky had always wanted to be taller. I gave her the receiver set. Aside from me, Linda had the most to give, so I dosed her with the transmitter bots.”

 

“That’s why you used those goofy plastic cups to serve us drinks on Friday?” Linda asked.

 

Cassie nodded.

 

“And why did you want to make me taller?” Vicky prompted.

 

“Because I have the hots for you!” Cassie snapped. “I figured if I gave you what you always wanted, and you were super horny on top of that, maybe I’d have an in…”

 

“You didn’t think Vicky might mind that you stole from Linda to do it?” Luci barked. 

 

“It was only temporary, and all in good fun,” Cassie said defensively. “And they weren’t supposed to make anyone this small! I had Gabrielle double-check the parameters I entered, and I…” She sighed. “I made a mistake. I meant to set the minimum size of the host at 75% of her original size, but I mistyped and put a decimal. They can shrink us down to 7.5% of our normal size...that’s around 5 inches or so.” 

 

“Wait, I’m confused,” Linda said. “If you only dosed Vicky and me, why did everyone else shrink?” 

 

“You and your fucking cold!” Cassie shouted. “I didn’t know you had a contagious sinus infection until I’d already dosed you! The nanites in you system got transmitted to everyone else that way, and then we were all shrinking and passing size along to Vicky. I fucked up, okay?” 

 

“What I don’t get is why you gave Vicky so much shit over her magic messing up when you knew that wasn’t it,” Luci said. 

 



Well. By the time I realized the nanites were doing things I hadn’t intended them to do, it was too late,” Cassie replied. “They’d already spread to you and Alyssa. I didn’t bring the control module with me, because I didn’t anticipate these kinds of problems and I wanted Vicky to stay tall all weekend. So couldn't turn them off, and I didn’t even know why they were shrinking anyone below 75% until I got Gabrielle to check the settings.” She breathed heavily. “I didn’t know how to tell you all, and I knew you’d all be angry with me. And then Vicky came up with her magic spell explanation, and I figured that would buy me time until we got home and I could fix this. So I kept the heat on her.” Cassie hung her head in shame. “I’m sorry, everyone. I really am. I didn’t mean for this to get so out of control.” 

 

“Maybe not, but you still had no problem using us as fucking guinea pigs,” Vicky snarled. “The first thing we’re doing when we get back is paying a visit to your lab to fix your insane nanobots. The second thing you’re doing is either destroying them all or handling them over to Alyssa.” 

 

“What?” Cassie shouted indignantly. “I’ve spent months working on those! You can’t do that!” 

 

“Watch us,” Vicky replied coolly. 

 

“Well, I’m glad everything is solved,” Alyssa said uncertainly, “but how are we going to get home? You’re way too big to drive the SUV, and all of us are too small.” 

 

“Don’t worry about that,” Vicky replied. “Help is on the way!” 

 

A few hours later, the sound of a car pulling into the dusty clearing outside the cabin caught the attention of the four women in the living room. They al looked up from their cards as Luci--the only one other than Vicky who was still tall enough to see through a window--ran to the front of the building.

 

“It’s Ashley!” she called to the group.

 

“Thank God,” said Alyssa. She hopped down from the couch and put her cards in the box.

 

Vicky quickly cleared the table as the other three women walked to the door, carrying whatever lighter luggage they were able to. Vicky tossed the card game into one of the bigger suitcases and carried the rest of them out through the sliding glass door in the back, having to bend double to fit through the opening. She walked around to the front of the building, hearing Ashley’s voice as she neared the corner.

 

“Wow. Vicky said you guys were shrinking, but...wow,” Ashley said. “And I understand she’s getting bigger?” she continued, her voice carrying a trace of eagerness.

 

“Hey, Ashley,” Vicky said, waving as she stepped around the corner. Ashley stood in front of the cabin with her friend Sandra. They had been staring in shock at the four mini-women who stood there in whatever garments they could make fit, but both of them looked utterly astounded at the sight of a nine-foot woman barely covered by bedsheets.

 

Ashley was silent for several moments. “…..Whoa,” she finally managed. “You...you’re huge!”

 

“Yeah, I know,” Vicky replied. She glanced dubiously at the small sedan Ashley had arrived in. “In fact, I’m definitely too big to fit in that. I’m going to fave to fold the seats down in the SUV and lay down in the cargo area--” 

 

“I’ll drive the SUV!” Ashley said quickly. “Sandra, you can drive the sedan back with these three.” A puzzled frown crossed her face. “Wait, three? Where’s Cassie?” 

 

“Oh, don’t worry,” Luci said with a smirk. “She’ll be, ah, joining us later.” 

 

“Uh...kay,” Ashley replied. 

 

“It’s so cool seeing what magic can do,” Sandra said. “You’re gonna have to let me see that spellbook, Ashley.” 

 

“Not happening,” Ashley said. “I don’t think anybody should be messing with that book. What if we shrank half the city or something?”  

 

“About that,” Vicky said. “Turns out it wasn’t the spellbook.” 

 

“What? What do you mean?” Ashley asked. 

 

“I’ll explain on the way home.” Vicky started toward the SUV, tossing the keys to Ashley, who pressed the button on the fob to unlock the doors. Vicky started folding down the second row of seats as she heard Sandra behind her. 

 

“Okay, little ladies. Get your stuff in the car and let’s move out!” 

 

As Vicky folded down the third row of seats, she heard her three friends shuffling around Sandra’s car, followed by the sound of the doors closing. She gingerly picked up one of the larger suitcases, setting it down in the cargo area. Se put most of the rest on the trunk of the sedan, leaving only a few to pile into the front passenger seat of the SUV. Vicky crawled into the cargo area of the vehicle, taking care to avoid doing any damage to the suitcase that was there.  

 

Ashley got into the driver’s seat, noticing the baggage piled in beside her. “What’s with that one suitcase?” she asked.

 

“It’s fragile,” Vicky replied. “Needs to be handled with care.” Pulling open the zipper, she spoke into the case. “Isn’t that right, little Cassie?” 

 

“Please let me out of here, Vicky!” the ten-inch-tall brunette whined from her place within the luggage. “The dirty laundry in here smells, and something keeps poking me in the ass!” And it’s really hot!”

 

“then that will keep you from shrinking more, won’t it?” Vicky said, smiling nastily down at the tiny woman.

 

“Come on, Vicky! Please let me out! I said I was sorry!” Cassie pleaded.

 

“Just be glad I’m leaving part of the zipper open for fresh air,” Vicky replied. “Let me know if you need a drink of water or anything. Otherwise, you can just sit back and enjoy the ride!” She pulled the zipper most of the way closed, ignoring the high-pitched complaints emanating from the opening. She noticed Ashley was staring at her in the rearview mirror. “What?” 

 

“Nothing. Nothing at all,” Ashley replied, starting the car. “So..how was your weekend?” 

 

 

 

THE END

 

 

 

 

 

Deleted scene: Luci’s Nature Hike

 

 

“See you later!” Luci called back into the living room as she pulled the cabin door shut behind her. She crossed the clearing quickly, walking past the SUV to the head of the trail visible in the trees across from the cabin’s front door. It was a beautiful sunny day, the air was warm with a gentle breeze, she could enjoy a little solitude, and she had her MP3 player blasting out some punk rock to jog to. Everything was perfect, she mused as she started down the trail at a light jog. She was so glad Linda had invited her along on this trip. It was just a shame Linda herself wasn’t enjoying it; Luci hoped her roommate felt better soon.

 

Once she was warmed up, Luci shifted into a foster run, working her muscles hard. The trail took some twists and turns, and every once in a while she’d stop to rest while taking in a view of the distant lake through a break in the forest, or to take a sip from the small water bottle she kept in the pocket of her black shorts. She was glad she’d found the belt, or the weight of the water bottle and her music player might have dragged them down.

 

After a little while, her perfect running conditions started developing some problems. It started with the ear buds she was wearing—they began to feel uncomfortable in her ears. She fidgeted with them, turning them to different position. When that didn’t help, she pulled them out and reinserted them, trying to adjust them to a better fit. That seemed to fix the problem, but after a short time her ears started feeling pressure again. She came to a stop and yanked them out irritably, pausing the song she was listening to.

 

“What the hell is wrong with these things?” she muttered. Thinking perhaps she’d gotten the left and right ones confused, she tried switching them, but both ears still felt uncomfortable. Try as she might, she couldn’t shake the feeling that the buds felt wrong...almost as if they were too big. She finally gave up, hanging them by the cords over her earlobes and positioning them halfway in so she could still hear her music. She resumed playing the tune, but before she started off again, she paused to kneel and re-tie her shoelaces, as her running shies felt like they were slipping a bit.

 

She resumed her run, trying to get back into her groove, but she hadn’t gone far when she felt the telltale weight-shifting of her breasts bouncing. She scowled down at the pink sports bra she was wearing, noticing that it looked a bit loose on her and wasn’t providing the necessary support. She tugged at the strangely ill-fitting top, adjusting the shoulder straps (which wouldn’t seem to stay in place) and trying to get it situated correctly, but it just wouldn’t cooperate. Eventually, she gave up, letting the garment sit somewhat loosely on her shoulders.

 

“I guess I’ll have to slow down. I’m just glad I don’t have tits like Vicky or Alyssa…” she said to herself, not even wanting to think about how uncomfortable F-cups would be to run with. She knelt to tie her laces again--her previous knots still seemed tight, but the shoes definitely felt a bit loose again. She scrutinized them, but couldn’t see any obvious issues. She shrugged--reaching up to readjust her shoulder strap when it slipped--and took off down the trail at an easier jog. 

 

She stopped at another bend in the trail, taking a moment to enjoy a rather spectacular view of the early afternoon sun glinting off the azure lake some distance away. She pulled her water bottle from her pocket--trying to ignore the idea that it felt bigger in her hand--and took a swig. She gulped down the refreshing liquid and sighed contentedly as she resealed the cap. When she slipped it back into her pocket, though, its weight made her running shorts slip down on her right hip. Frowning down at the shorts, she was shocked to see the waistband of her blue panties peeking over the top...and that they also looked like they’d slid down her hip slightly. Luci sighed in annoyance. “It’s not like I’d normally complain about losing weight, but damn. These shorts are supposed to be tight. How else are they gonna make my ass look great?” She reached fro the belt buckle and released it, surprised when the waistband of the shorts and her panties immediately slipped completely off of her ass and hips. Only her grip on the belt at the front of the shorts kept them from falling down. She tugged the belt tighter, cinching it snugly against her waist before closing the buckle. One strap of her sports bra slipped down toward her shoulder again, and she slid it back into place automatically. 

 

She picked up the trail again, trying to push herself a little harder to make up for the lost time and frequent stops. Her breasts bounced, but she tried to ignore that, focusing instead on the breeze, the wilderness around her, the feeling of her legs pumping, the sound of her favorite tunes in her ears--

 

Suddenly, her music stopped as the half-situated ear buds popped free, swinging on their cords and bumping against her ears. She snarled in frustration as she paused her MP3 player and stopped yet again, trying to fix the earphones. For some reason, she couldn’t seem to get them into her ears at all. She tried to force one and was rewarded with pain and pressure; the bud was, somehow, simply too big to fit correctly in her ear. Disgusted, Luci coiled the cord and stuck the buds in her pocket with the player. “Fuck it. I can finish the run without my music,” she snarled. 

 

When she returned to her run, she found that without the distraction of rock music, her mind started wandering. She found herself thinking of how odd it was that she, Alyssa, and Linda were all having these wardrobe malfunctions this weekend. That led her to feeling bad for her poor roommate, cooped up in the cabin on what was supposed to be a fun weekend, just because she was a little sick. Luci grinned as she recalled Linda’s moans the night before; obviously the girl wasn’t feeling as bad as she was putting on. Luci could even remember glancing over at one point when the moans got particularly loud to see the covers on Linda’s bed thrashing--

 

Luci was startled as she realized that she was feeling some stimulation from her nipples. They had stiffened up and were brushing against the fabric of the sports bra as it shifted loosely up and down her chest. She stopped running for a moment, staring down at her chest in surprise. Evidently, by hearing Linda’s moans in her head and imaging what she’d been up to, Luci had set herself off, and new she had no way to relieve her tension.

 

...or did she? “After al, there’s nobody around,” she said aloud, unconsciously bitting her lip as she considered it. She slipped one hand under the waist of her shorts (easier than she’d expected, given her tight belt) and felt a surprising amount of wetness in her panties. “Mmm...I really did get turned on. I don’t wanna wait until I get back to my room…” A naughty smile crept across her face as, hand still firmly in her shorts, she stopped off the trail into a secluded area between some bushes. She could still be seen from the right place on the trail, and the idea of getting caught by someone else out for a hike only added to the thrill. 

 

Her eager fingers rubbed against her slit through the soaked fabric of her underwear, slowly at first but soon building in speed and intensity. Her other hand shoved the curiously loose sports bra aside, massaging her breasts and toying with her rock-hard nipples. She quickly worked herself into a frenzy, not caring or even noticing when her shorts slipped off her hips and fell; she only knew it was suddenly very easy to tug the crotch of her panties aside and press her questing digits between her slick folds. Luci stroked her clit with a practiced hand, and in short order she was belting out an orgasmic wail, unconcerned about the possibility of being heard. When her heart rate and breathing slowed several minutes later, she sighed in satisfaction. “Whew. I needed that.” She bent to retrieve her fallen shorts and saw that her panties had joined them at some point. Even the tip of her sports bra hung almost low enough to expose her nipples. Terribly confused about what was happening to her wardrobe, she lifted the too-loose pants and underwear up and adjusted her belt again. Even pulled to the last notch, it didn’t seem to hold her clothes up securely enough; irritated, she pushed the pointed end of the buckle against the belt until she made another hole and then fastened the belt. Nothing she could do would make the sports bra sit any better on her, however. “I guess I should be glad it isn’t falling completely off,” she grumbled. 

 

She sipped from her water bottle again. Sh was surprised at how large it felt in her grip and in her mouth, a thought which briefly made her smile. “That’s what she said.” Luci chucked. Sated in more ways than one, she returned to the trail.

 

Or tried to. After one step, her sneaker slipped, nearly sliding off of her foot. “Okay, what the hell is up with these shoes?” she snarled. Dropping to her knee once again to check the shoe, she discovered that although the shoe still appeared to be tied tightly, it was loose enough for her foot to slide around in it. Even her sock was looking baggy, its ankle wrinkled and sagging around her foot. She slipped her foot out of the shoe easily and saw that her sock hung down, its ties well past her own. Baffled, she tugged the sock up as jar as she could (though it also felt too wide) and rolled its ankle down a few times. The bunching fabric helped keep it in place, so she pushed her foot back into her shoe. Untying the laces, she pulled them as tight as they would go, but they still seemed slightly loose. A moment of creative thinking led her to wrap the laces around the back of her ankle and tie them in front. While this felt strange, she tested it and found it would handily keep the shoe in place. Luci repeated the procedure on her opposite sock and shoe; moments later, she was ready to once again return to her jogging. 

 

For a time, everything went well, except for her continued annoyance at her lack of music. However, after a while, she began to feel as though she were heating up. It wasn’t the exercise, since her pace was well below what she was normally capable of. It wasn’t the weather, because while the day was warm and sunny, it wasn’t overly hot, and the trees provided plenty of cool shade for the trail. No, this heat seemed to be coming from within. Luci wondered if perhaps whatever she had caught from Linda was causing her fever to rise; she hoped it wouldn’t get bad enough to knock her on her ass like it had done to her unfortunate roommate. She rested for a moment and took another swig from her water bottle, surprised at how much she still seemed to have left. Even a short bread didn’t seem to cool her off, confirming her belief that the exercise had nothing to do with it.

 

Although she hadn’t had nearly the workout she preferred, she reluctantly decided after a few minutes to return to the cabin, just in case her sickness was getting worse. She turned around on the trail and headed back, trying to keep a brisk pace. Her shoes started to feel funny again, ans she began to worry they would fall off, though the knots around her ankles were still holding. Luci was so worried about her shoes coming off that she lost focus on exactly where she was stepping, and when she didn’t lift her foot quite high enough off the trail on one step, her shoe caught on an exposed tree root. She lost her balance and pitched forward, her arms frantically flailing for anything to hold on to. When nothing came within her grasp, she automatically brought them forward to catch herself. She kicked up some dust as her torso thudded hard against the packed earth of the trail, and while her hands did prevent her face from hitting, she was so close to the dirt that she could see the minute details of the small pebbles and clumps of soil before her eyes. 

 

 

Once her panic subsided a bit she took stock of her situation. Her palms hurt; they were definitely bruised, possibly scratched. Her chest hurt, and she’d had the wind knocked out of her. Her sock-clad feet felt like they were free from her sneakers, and when she moved one experimentally she could feel the awkward weight of the shoe dangling from its knot on her ankle. She could feel the earth of the trail against her bare hips and thighs-- 

 

“What the fuck?” Luci twisted her head up and over her shoulder, trying to look behind her. She felt a bit foolish a moment later when she realized it would be much easier to simply run over. Upon doing so, she found that her shorts, and her panties, were most of the way down to her knees. Somewhere between her stumbling attempts at recovering her balance and her impact with the ground, they had been dislodged from her hips, and she was sitting in the trail with her pussy exposed to the world! 

 

She blushed, raising her temperature even further, but on the heels of embarrassment came a flash of arousal. She’d always had an exhibitionist streak, and fr some reason her involuntary nudity seemed to be pressing a button in her brain. “I’m probably still kinda horny from before,” she mused. “I don’t need to get off again so soon. I should just--”

 

She was cut of as she breathed in some of the dust hanging in the air from the fall and her movements on the trail. She couched, feeling another one of those bizarre tingling sensations she’d been getting. It swept over her, and for some reason, in its wake she found her arousal amplified. Her nipples, peeking over the top of her sports bra, instantly stiffened, and she felt herself flushing again, although not with shame.

 

“Oh, fuck it. I’m already gonna need a shower when I get back anyway…” Luci told herself. One hand crept down her belly to her snatch, finding it surprisingly  wet already. The other climbed to her breasts again, although instead of pushing the sports bra aside, she simply toyed with her nipples above the nick line of the top. She began to moan again presently, her hand deftly probing her slit while her other pinched and rolled her nipples. She almost felt like the sports bra was slowly creeping lower on her, giving her even easier access to her tits; similarly, she was gradually able to spread her legs further apart, as if her shorts and panties were allowing more room for her knees. In minutes, her skin was so hot she felt as if it was practically on fire, and she knew she was nearing climax. She moved her fingers down past her clit and slipped them inside her vagina--two, and then three, of her wicked digits plunged into her opening. She stroked harder, faster, stoking her inner fire to the point of exploding...and then she threw her head back and screamed, her cry of ecstasy startling a flock of birds off of a nearby tree. She bucked her hips, her fingers wringing every drip of pleasure out of herself. She collapsed backwards onto the trail as her spasms began to fade, her breath coming in ragged gasps. She lay there for an uncertain amount of time, waiting for her legs to feel like they could move again. Eventually, she sat up, her body mostly recovered from her second powerful orgasm of the afternoon. When she stood from the trail, her pants remained on the ground. She pulled them up and found they had inexplicably become loose again, and she wondered how it could possibly have happened. Her sports bra, too, hung too low to cover her breasts let alone support them. Scowling at her useless clothing, she briefly considered just abandoning it and running back to the cabin in the buff, but she had her MP3 player in the pocket, and besides, she really liked these workout clothes, if she could ever get them to fit again. Luci chugged the rest of the water from her remarkably big bottle and stuffed it back into her pocket. She knelt once more to make another adjustment to her shoes, tying the laces even tighter around he ankles, and then she pulled the shorts and panties up to he waist. She grabbed the waistband with one hand and held her sports bra up over her tits with the other. “No more stopping. I’m getting back to the damn cabin if it’s the last thing I do,” she muttered before jogging resolutely off down the trail in the direction she had come. 

 

Nearly an hour later, she finally emerged in the clearing where the SUV sat. She was pissed off--she’d taken the wrong fork on the trail at one point, and her shoes kept threatening to trip her. She was still having to hold her sagging clothes against her body, and if anything, her problem had gotten worse. The sports bra was now exposing one of her breasts no matter what she did, and she didn’t have her other hand free to do anything about that. She had been forced to twist the waistband of the shorts and panties up a few time to keep them on, and even though it had kept them from hitting the dirt, the cool breeze she was feeling from behind let her know that her ass was mostly exposed. The state of her clothes and shies had forced her to slow down to a brisk walk, and she’d lost even more time. She strode quickly across the clearing, barely glancing at the SUV as she passed, although it did cross her mind that the vehicle sat remarkably high off the ground, and she wondered why she hadn’t noticed on the trip up there. She marched to the door of the cabin and briefly, begrudgingly released her hold on the sports bra to open the door. Miraculously it held on by one shoulder strap, and she shoved the heavy door open, stepped through, and closed it behind her. She kicked off her shoes with almost no effort, the loops tied around her ankles easily slipping over her feet. One soc went with her sneakers, but she didn’t even care at this point. Glancing around, she noticed the living room was deserted. Presumably, Linda, Vicky, and Cassie were still in isolation though she couldn’t imagine where Alyssa was. 

 

“I’m gonna be so damn glad to get a shower and soak in the hot tub for a while,” she said to herself. First, though, she wanted a nice cold beverage. She headed for the kitchen and was nearly there when Alyssa popped up from where she’d evidently been hiding behind the counter.  

 

“Hi, Luci” she said brightly. 

 

Luci jumped back automatically. “Aaah! What are you doing hiding behind the counter?! You startled me!” She stared up to meet Alyssa’s eyes, although an internal alarm bell that she’d been trying to ignore started ringing much louder when she realized something didn’t look quite right about the taller girl.

 

“Sorry. It was Linda’s idea. This is gonna sound crazy but we--” Alyssa flicked her eyes quickly up and down, as if studying Luci. After a moment she spoke again, her eyes wide and shock in her voice. “Luci..you’re shrinking too?!”

 

Shrinking. There it was. All the pieces clicked together with violent force in Luci’s head, and she could no longer ignore the obvious. She started to say something back to Alyssa, but the words simply wouldn’t come out. She tried again, and again..and then the world spun underneath her and everything went black. 
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