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“Hey guys!™ Ashle

camera’s light blinked to!live. Phil
Impresse

“YOU’

gave an awkwardwaye

“We




sAlright, let'sistant withisomething 'simple. Backito
back!™ Ashleigh grinned, then bounced to the'sideand
stood up straight. She looked down at Phil; her'smile
telling him he could mirror her action, and he turned
to put his back against her leg.
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There was a long moment of silence as Ashleigh let
her audience get a good look; thenishe giggled. “Wow,
| will.-never:get tired of that!”

___“Oh, it gets old, believe:me.” Phil added.




Well, Illovelyou exactly/how/yourare.* Ashleigh:sitone
Eslippedito her normallvoice briefly before reasserting
litself. “For‘thoseiwondering, I’mifive feetinine. Thatis
_about the height ofithe average guy, so: limi pretty tall.
'Phillis twolfeetitalllexactly; whichlhasmade!his life
Ipretty toughlin the past.”

Phil'turned to lookiuprat/Ashleighias sheltalked to her
audience. She really'was remarkable. If itweren’t for
b _ ForinalandiAshleighisishortiattentionispan, itwoeuld
. have been easy/tollet himselfifallforiher:

“Ifiyoulmeet:anyoneloutithere!'like Phils the fastestiway,
tolhave melhatelyou isitolbe aldickitoithem: Always| be
cooljustilikelRhilslimilikelseventeenifeetitalltoinim.

ihatisinutslitssilikelasitallfasialnouse! nystolkeepithat
immindliflyoulevermeetisomeonersimilarza



“OK! Hand to hand!#*Ashleigh’s tone —
nicked up a bit more excitement and shel™ ™
Knelt down, still towering over Phil, but

ow enough that he could lift his hand up

to hers.
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“‘Awww...” she cooed. “His whole hand is
like half the size of my palm. Don’t worry
though, big hands can be nice, but small
hands definitely have their advantages.”
She finished with a wink for Phil.



Ashleigh dropped back onto her ass, a move that
would have looked clumsy for most people, but she
made look effortlessly graceful. She lifted up a foot
towards Phil. “Feet now! Let's see those little
tootsies against mine!”

» Phil lifted his foot, raising it to a level that was

| comfortable and pressed it into the arch of

Ashleigh’s. It fit in well, his foot settling into the
curve of the larger woman’s.

“About a third of mine? | think?” she said. “l guess
you'd have big feet if we grew you to six feet!”

“Maybe...l have zero frame of reference.” Phil
replied.
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Rhil chucklediand shook hisihead: He'lay:
back down on'the ground'as Ashleighi:
stood. “Fine! Just try.not'torbreak & =
anything.” o

¥ “Wouldn:t:dream ofiit!* Ashleighireplied|

: '#and broughtiaifootsdown on:top efiPhil's:

e Chest She didnt{press.down, but she Iet

. _theweight settle/onto/himpinning him}:
.effortlessly and makrng it hard te breathe
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“I'm just glad you showered earlier!” Phil
yelled up, bringing Ashleigh’s attention
back to him.

Once again, she grinned from ear to ear
like a Cheshire cat. “Oh, is that so? Why
don’t you check how clean they are?” she
asked, then slipped her big toe forward,
pressing it into Phil’s mouth.

R,

“See? My big toe is too big for him to suck
on. Is that a good thing or a bad thing? I'll
leave it up to you guys watching to decide.”



Decidingishe was pushing the limits of
friendly fun, Ashleigh released Phil and lets =
him get up. “Seeing as thatiwasallittle iudels
of me, how about I letyou pickithe next
compari—-

“Boobs!” Phil shouted without hesitation:.

“Hmmm...we’'lliget there.” She mused.
telllyou what. You'can doallithe
comparisonsiyoullike withithemifor'as long;
asiyoullike: IFyou can climbiuprand reach™
them.:

“Deall™ Rhil'replied withoutihesitating.



He could already see the route up.

Ashleigh’s fishnet tightsiwere like a rope
ladder. He would have no difficulty at all

climbingup them.

.~ He couldn’t helprbut chuckle as

“Hehe..
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“‘Man; it is still'so freaking crazyithatyou

are literally'small enough to climbimylegs
Ashleigh couldn’t help but look:down at him

In wonder.

“Just another normal day for me. Phil

replied, tryingitormask the effontiin nis



tiwas|hard{notitolimagine whatiitwou o] e |
like'to.climbinerlikerthisiif heiwereitiuly | . Pl s A=Y
tinys lttwasiiun enoughtattwoifeet tall’ b Ut m | ,
at:twolinches'tall) it would,havelbeen -
incrediblesKnowing/Ashleighrasiwelllas hce—_

did now) Philwas pretty:sureisherd have s oy b )7
been'gameiforthatias well: 4 AN -~

il

Asflongias;it'couldrbefun, Ashieighiwas
gameiforpretty/muchianything:

it
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“Well, you're making this look easy!”
Ashleighiobserved. “Eitherl'm not as tough
as | think l'am, oryou‘re just a really good.
climber!”

“Call’it enthusiasm!” Phil said, trying to
hide the slight pant in his voice.

“Either way, it looks like you're about to run
out ofi ladder. What's the plan?”

“Grab your panties and hope they stay up.:
Phil said, reaching up.

Ashleigh laughed. “You’re optimistic
counting onithis gal keeping her panties




‘Let’s just call it a win for Phil, eh?”
Ashleigh said;, grabbing a hold of' Philis anm
and pulling him upwards, cuddling him/into
her body. Wheni she released his arm, she
cuddled him tightly, pressing his head
between her boobs.

“I'miguessing each ofimy DDs are about
twice as wide as your head. Twice as tall
too...yeahiallot/bigger than your head.“Shel”
said, mostly/for the benefit.of those '
watching on the camera. “What do you
think?”

' think...yeah...how. muchiis: rent?”




“Yeah! Yeah! Youre not small’eneugh to

live here, mister. Not that | wouldn’t say no
if you could fit.” Ashleigh said, releasing her.
arm and letting him drop: a bit. It really'was
onlyfabit::She quickly grabbed the!little
man, cupping hisass and turning him to
face her. “Let’'s see,can you lift my boob?*

“Sure!” Phillwas happy/te;get hands-on. He: =
grabbediaweightytit.andused all his #82
strengthitoihauliitup; holdinglitupracress: & =
hisiewnichest:

“Notlbad; consideringithatisiprobably about | : : |
alhundred pounds ofiboobiforyou!s q g ~ L e
Ashleighigrinnediapprovingly-Thatwould ‘ R
drivesthels hejglystaghomer nuts
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“Anything else you want to check while
you’re here?” she asked.

Phil was smart enough to know that she
was giving him a hint. She wanted him to
do something, and Phil was more than
happy to oblige her. He didn’t need to look
far to get an idea of what she was asking.
Her nipple was sitting right there in front of
nim. He opened his mouth wide, took it into
nis mouth and started to suck on it.

‘Mmmmm...yeah, that’s nice.” Ashleigh felt
herself shudder. “Shame these things are
dry. | could probably give you everything
you need all by myself.”




“Yeah...need to'stop that or I'm/gonnargets S «
too inappropriate too fast.” Theiredhead
giggled. It was more to put herselfibackdin
character thaniany kindioffamusement:
She wrapped herarmiareundiBhilfonce
more, lazily canryingihimfovertokthe
camera.

“|franyone ever saysiyouirertoorsmall,just
look at Phil heretdihe guylistalcuddly:
lovable teddy/bear; andipretty,good|intthe
sack teo.” Shelleanediinicloser, readingithe
comments, lookingifonrequestst=0Oh:
there’s allong listiefistuffpwelcanitryiout
here;, Phil. You game?:

aliveinoiplansuntilithistafiternoonsakiersaid
as| Casually as h'ekoco‘r’@l




«Good!*Ashleighfadjusted ithelcameraiand
carried |Rhillovertoithe bed. She'set him
down’ bentidown and gave himian
exaggerated kiss; framingherselfiforthe
camerajagainstithellightistreaming in
throughitheiwindowsibehind her.

-

And'you’re sure you’re up for this?”
Ashleigh asked, turning around. “Last
chance to back out!”

“Bring it!”



“Suityourselfilr

Ashleighisat; pushingiherassioutiuntiliitihit
Rhillinitheichest, knockingthim down. She
droppedidowniontolher bed; feelingithe
littlelbody Underneathl herassiasithe
mattress;bentiand warpediaround her:

“Howlyouldoingidownithere?zs sherasked
oncelsheidisettled::Sheiwondered ifithe
cameralcould even see Phillatialllt
cenrtainly/colldnitiseeinerstrokinginisiinner.
thighs




“\‘(eah im*igood...” Phil replied, though it was
obviousihe was struggling to speak. .

Are you s’ure“ ? | 'don’t want my ass killing you!” R

Ashlelgh Joked ‘| want to have some fun first.”
“I’ll'be...fine...” Phil grunted back.

“Fair enough!” Ashleigh shrugged then turned
to the camera. “For those wondering, I'm a bit
under one hundred and forty pounds. Which for
Phil is roughly the weight of an Indian bull SR
rhinoceros. Though I'd like to think you guys e
would prefer me sitting on you than a rhino!” MR GY




“I“etssihavelalbitimoreifunlsshe;giggled.
“Eirst,weire goingitolneed toget nid of
thesels

Ashleighipinchedithersideloff Rhilist
undenwearand pulledithemidowns &
Unsurprisingly; helwasialready/sportingta.
rathersolid:-loeking erectiont Alfewiweeks)
agowhentsheidimetihim;iheprobably
wouldlbelreadyitolblowlaboutinow After an
littlelnelp)iheiwasinow/goingimuch Ionger

sSomeonelisiexcited!#



'wérdafor this.” Ashle|gh gave the Camera.,
apologetlo smile. “His cock is abomﬁ‘c half
the Iength of my index finger, though a

good big thicker. Plenty to have fun W|th

¥

you know what you're doing. Phil and | haver
had plenty of fun with it, haven't we, Rhili2:

‘Um...oh...yeah...”



Ashleigh reached down, not giving Phil a
heads-up, and gently pinched his cock,
stroking the tip between her thumb and
forefinger.

“Oh...mmmmm...” he groaned, doing his
best to shift, despite being pinned under
her comparatively massive weight.

“Yeah...let's not get carried away too
quickly.” Ashleigh bit her lip, trying to
distract herself from her own temptation.
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timein a few minutes. -
his breathing and he rol
middle ofithe bed with't

hisibackiand just recovering for a

That ended when Ashleigh came down on
top of him once more, this time pinning

him under her torso.

“Trying to get away from

Phillfelt the weight lift off him, and his
lungsisucked in a full breath for the first

e tried to control
ed over to the

ne aim of; lying

me?” she asked.



“No...” helsaid, though/pant of him
wonderediifitheiwasn’tiintal little over his
head! Oralot; in Ashleighis case.

“Comelhere!” She stood, grabbing Phil and
restingthimion her hipras she walked back
overltorthe computer. “Alright; letisisee
what else \weive got...~




Phil'sat'there fora moment as'Ashleigh
scrolled through thelcomments;and
requests; laughingiat. some; replying:to
others and just generally:working:her
audience. Sheiwas clearly good atiwhat
she did, as seemed tobe the case with
everything she applied herself'to.

“<Oh!iThis looksifun!”Sheipicked up Phil
and held himiup. “What: do)you say?*

Rhil'glanced over'torthe highlighted
comment. “Iry onyour panties? Not sure




AWellbhwhatiifes
dropped:

ltiwas awkward fora minute; but/Ashleigh}
soon managed torget] Rhil’silegsidownithel
backiofiher greeniundenwear thenigravity,

did:the rest: Bhil'slididown thelcurve ofinen

ass; havingitorgrabralhold ofiherwaistito .'
steady/himself: |

{'couldigetiuseditoithis!xihellaughed;

enjoyingitheifeelfoffherassipressinglinto
histhard-on:



“Yeah!' | can feel you poking my butt!”
Ashleighijoined in'the laughter. “I'm not
sure how. practical itis though. I'don’t think
| could take you out and about campus like

this.”
“Or even the house...”

Ashleigh bent over and_started toishake
her'ass, bouncing Philiwithfit. “How does

that feel?”

“0oo000h...” Phil moaned;itaking:a moment
to enjoy the sensation.=Llikel‘m being
jerked offi by a meohani"@_al pull.

”
[ ]




“Hal!" Ashleighisilaugh was short and
sounded more shocked thaniamused. She
stood up straight; stopping the motion that
Phil had been enjoying. “I'm not .sure how
that could be a compliment!”

“‘Um..lim" pretty/sure | meant it as one.”
Phil said. Hefd stopped holding on to her
waist se'helcolld enjoy the ride. With his
full weightinow/awkwardly held up: by.
Ashleightsiunderwear, heifelt himself' lurch
and thenjdrepiasiher panties finally' gave

up.

“Gah!7 helyelped.

“Yeah! Senvesyouiight!lgAshileigh
chuckled. |

- Pll'..‘fﬁ; T .-




Ashleighistepped out of her underwear, . &

thenbent.downtand grabbed RPhil’'s w%ists,
effortlessly/ lifting him'into the air once
more.

“There was another idea |I'saw that | want
to try out. I'don’t think you’ll mind.” She
said. “Since you've already gotten into my
underwear, how about my stockings?”

“Willl it Phillasked.

_:.-“I\"/Ihmmm.-._.'vve__dc;n,’t need all'oftyou down
there.” |




Ashleigh raised him up, letting go ofione
arm, leaving him dangling uncomfortably
from one. The pressure on that arm eased
up as Ashleigh slid one of his legs down
Into her stocking, then did the same:with
the other leg into her other stocking. His
legs were now pinned in place against
hers.

“There!” she said, grabbing his other arm
again and holding Phil up straight. “Now
you can walk around with me!”

“Wow..." Phil gasped. He was still barely
three feet inthe air, but to him it felt like
looking down from a first floor window. “If

only I'was this tall. ltid make life so much
easier!” N



“Why don’t:we take allittle stroll?* Ashleigh
suggested. She didn’t wait for Phils
agreement, she just started walking:

“Oh...ohthis is weird!” he'said, feeling his
legs movejasrAshleigh moved hers. There
was no way/helcould possibly resist her
steps. Notithatiheiwanted to. “Weird...but
cool! Wow! Iicanitiget over how fast you can
move!” "

“This is nothingt i Ashleighisaid asishe
strolled backiandifonthiinifront ofithe
camera, lettingPhilfandiherviewers . enjoy.
themselvesi=lineimally/power walk
everywherel”




“Hehe...Thisiisifun!*Ashleighltittered;
comingitoral haltin front ofitheicamera:.

“Yeah! \Nicetoiseewhat lifetwould be likelifs
lfwereidouble my nommaliheight!licould
reach door handles!?

Ashleigh/ bitiherlip; lookingidown at:
somethingithat'had grabbed her attentions
“And ligetitorsee what!lifelisilikeiwith'a
cock!r

Rhiltbarely hadia'moementitol process that
before/Ashieigh grabbedihis dickiand
stanted/toljerkshimiofift @00 0000h: .+




“Oh yeah, thisiworks prettyawell: Way/less
awkward than the normal angle. My amm

can move:so fluidly.” She commented as
shewanked him. “Shame | can’t actually
feel it. Does it feel good, huhi Philly?2~

“Uhhhh...huh...” Phil groaned, his
conscious mind barely able to process
thoughtintoispeech.




“You know, | could getused to'this. Just
reach downand tug myselfioffiwhenever|
feel like'it. [t's so.muchimore complex

time it right, have to be inthe right mood:
With guys, you just grab the thing, strokelit
and-"~ |

Phil finished theisentence for her: He




“And I'thinkiwe'reldon€el@Ashleightgiggled,
turning to the.cameras«Big thanks to Phil for
taking part, thoughilithink he feels thanked
enough asiitis.?

“Uhhhh nhuh..5 Rhillnodded sleepily.

“And ifithereisianyleight-foot-tall' guys out
there\who/d like tojthyithis experiment out
fromithe other perspective;, hit me up! I'm
totally/game! ' See yourguysinext time!”

Withithat, Ashleighiclosedithelfeed; sat dow}g;
and lifted Phillupitorgive himia'proper:
affectionate kiss. “Thatiwas so:much fun. /
Yourrersuchra good sport. Thanks!™

“No,yeah, my/pleasure:...” he joked.
|literallylZ ‘s




Twenty minutes later the pair were dressed.
Phil was surprised to see Ashleigh had
changed into.something rather more bland
than her usual attire.

“You! look...different...” he commented.
“Yeah! I've thisithing. Gotta dress

appropriately or'l wonit getiin. Still, I'think |
look hot like this.”

“Canit'say | disagree! Bit ofra seventiesi look;
but it works:™ Phil agreed.

“Sexy. librarianiwas my aim.” She replied.




e

ey were interrupted by a tentative knock on
theidoor.

=Don‘t worry! It’s safe! Come on in.” Ashleigh
ieplied.

“ey...” Vi said, coming inside and walking
overtojoin the pair. “Phil and | have this
conference. | need to get him ready.” She
paused; looking somewhat awkward. “If you
glysiare...you know...done?”

“II good here!” Ashleigh grinned in reply. Phil
couldnit.help/but notice now she was standing,
despiteidressediin a dull skirt and sweater,
s-he-’d“sti‘l‘l’s‘kipp_e'éliout on the underwear.

aCome on then; you.= Vi peered down over her
bosomiat RPhil-=Letsiget,you ready.”



“What do you mean ‘get ready ?” Phil asked,

having foII'@lw"_ed'Vi into herroom. “This won't

do?~

“Um...no...Ildon’t:think it will.” She said,

seeming n ervous.

‘Do | need aisuit.or something? | can lose the
shorts.” Phil replied.

“Well...heh heh...yourre not going to like this.”
Virlaughedinervously:

Phil peered up at her. “What? What am | not
goingto like?”

A i iyl i, it i



iS ﬁﬁuﬂﬁ“n ﬂ(?@ |@r®|@ieta Y.
hldit@@and NDAStolgetintmhey
ﬂ@tﬂmm@” researohers
inkthelfield-Shelexplained- '

“So, howiamiligettinglin?# His faoe fell. Vi had
told him ﬁ}n@m I@lg ltiwasiabout
geneleditinglonllivelpeoples Making .changes
to thelveny makeluplofitalniman being. There
wasttheloutsidelpessibilityithat it could make
ahim day’ Helcouldn’t not go to this

“Theylknowil'have aibaby: I'asked permission
to bring him:*She'said.

“Oh no...” Phil'ised what she was saying.

“You don’t have to1go. | can filllyou—"

“No! I'm going!” hesaid, cutting her off:




“Well, here’'siyouridisguise: -z Virgesturned to
the bed and Rhil climbediup.

He stood, lookingiatiitilaidioutionithe bed for :
him. It was a onesie;and iffanything, it{lookeds
to be too big forhim~ Heicoulanighelp but et s

out a long, slow/sigh. “«Doenitihaveianything
else? Maybe just plaintwhite?

“This Is It...the restiis;atthome:.

ol




“Come on, Vi! You can’t be serious! I’'m used to
being humiliated, but this is just another
level!l” Phil yelled, not able to control his
frustration.

“Hey! You don’t have to come if you don’t want
to! I'm risking my own future in this project by
doing this. Something I’'m doing for you! | can’t
risk getting caught. If that happens, we won't
learn anything: that canihelp you. Besides::this
probably isn’t even the worst parnt...?

She was rnightiihatilefitRhil feelingideflated.
He didnitdhavela choice: “What'sithat?=



Vi'reached down and pulled a diaper out of a
bag.

“Oh; you'have got be-"

‘| have noidea how long this thing will go on
for! It could be hours! You will probably need it!
Besides, you need to look the part. If someone
looks atiyou closely, they will know,;so.l don't
want people seeing anything that.could be
off.” Vi explained, her tone was one'that left
little'room for argument.




HlEsiupitolyo Ut lrdiunderstandiitiifityoursaidn

Shelsaid.
“Eine..= Rhil sighed.

rResigned alreadyitolhumiliation; Rhilflet
nimselfibelifted andiundressed by gentle
nands. He'wasiuseditorVitdoingithisifor hin. It
was;somethingisheldidiwithoutithinking, morer =
asia comfoentifor her ltusually/didmnitiend with
himihavingthisijunkiwrappedtintaldiaper;
thoughtilhatiwasinew:

“There.ithatis thelfirstiparnt,done= Vi said,
sealingitheltabsishut.
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Phil stood, looking down at the unwelcome
item strapped to him. He could feel the
padding chafing on his balls and the
uncomfortable separation between his legs.
Other than that, it fit pretty well. Like it was
made for him.

“If it's any consolation, you look adorable.” Vi
tried to make him feel better.

“Let’s just never tell Lorna about this.” He
replied.

“Lorna? I'd be more worried about Ashleigh.
She’ll want to see this for herself and probably
roleplay or something!” Vi chuckled:

“NopellNope!lLet:sinot tell hereither!:



Aifew minutes later, Phil had been buttoned ainl
into the onesie. What made it even worse than' =
he could possibly have imagined, was just how'
comfortable the thing was. '

et —.

“Look, if it makes you feel any better, there’s
frat parties where they have everyone come in
onesies, so this isn’t just a ‘Phil” thing. I've
worn one too.” Vi tried to make him feel better.

“You went to a frat party?” Phil asked.

“l didn’t always have a stick up my butt. | wore ’ 5
a pink unicorn one and everything!” she
laughed. “When this is all over, I'll show.youfa
picture. Deal?” :

L »

“Deal.. ¥



Viturned away and went to her wardrobe. It
took her a few minutes to strap'something
complicated-looking to hertorso.

“Alright, this'is ready: Youlcan call thistanoether
bonus.” She explained.

“Riding inia baby carrierisia bonus?” Phil
asked.

Vi bent down to pick himiup. “Well; first, it
keep you mostly out of sight. People will just
see me and the carrier. Second, you'll have my,
boobs right there to watch. You have my.
permission to stare until'this is alllover. Just
this.once!” she explained as she strapped him
intothe carrierand pulled it tight. |




It was pretty tight. The Carrier’S"‘t was
‘p)‘ressing him right into Vi’s soft bosom: It made,

Vi took a Iong breath. “Let’s getithis show on
the road, shall'we?* ¥ s 0 e




ghiowinelyourdoingitihere?#\VifaskedSheid
eemwalkingiforraboutiteniminttesiandiPhnil
unusuallylquieti:Sherhoped heiwasijust
practicingifortheiconference; butishelcould
feelithelbroodingicomingioff him:

“Fine...a little' seasick maybe.” He replied.

“Seasick?”

b .“XQ'U bounce when you walk. lt'means libounce
‘ SR t00.

”

“Oh...” Vi couldn’t help but blush. “Sorry. We’'ll
'ébe there soon.”
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RPhil'did hisibest toljust ignorneithe world around
him. He didnitiwant anyeneitoieven notice he
wasitherex lfiherkeptihisihead doewn, stayed
quietiandjustiletVildolherthing; people would
heopefully justitreatihimiasianiextension of her:
Noronewould evenllookitwiceratihim:. People
wouldlbeithereito discussiantineredible
scientificloreakthrough, notitoifawniover him.

Right?




“We're here...”
building.

“Hilthere, name please?” a femaleivoicelspoke
out of sight.

“Violet Morrison.” Vi replied. Phil'watched from
his seat as Vi filled out some details'and was
ushered inside.

“Ooo0000kkkkkkk...” Vi dragged the word out
by a few more syllables. “A lot of people here.
Just stay quiet and...what the!?~

“Oh! Hey Vil Aifamiliar voicelspoke.




“AshleighiZWhatithelhell arelyou doing herel?”
“Raidi!g thF freelbuffet: What does| it look like?
They have an entireitable of cream-filled pastries
over-therel? the redhead replied, stuffing "
something cone-shaped inte herface. Vi always
marvelled at how her fmend could eat nothing but:
large quantities of junk and stay stick-thin.

“That’s not what | meant...This is invite-only. Itisifor
genetlmsts You're an undergrad! You study.. what
doyou even study!?”

Ashleigh shrugged and took a minute to:finish

chewing. “I dabble. | was curious, got myself:an

“How!?”

Ashleigh grinned. “Doyou actually:want me to
answer, and if'so, in how. much detail?”

invite.” ! v




i

“l...1...7 Vi stammered.

“Oh! Hey Phil! Cute disguise!” Ashleigh appeared over
Vi's shoulder.

“He’s being very quiet. Aren’t you Phil?” Vi'said.

Phil nodded.
mythisimight actually'bellife-changing for you.”
Ashleigh’s face it up:as she had a moment of;

inspiration. “Hell, we could swap places and--

“Please, don’t finish that sentence.” Vi interrupted her.



After some mingling and handshaking, Vi and Ashleigh
sat, waiting for the presentation to start. In order for
Phil to see what was happening, Vi decided it was best
to.unstrap him and have him sit on her knee for the
duration. If necessary, she could just cuddle him into
heriflanyone asked any questions.




“Hi, thank you all for joining me. My name;is Dr Helen
Cooper. I'm thelead researcheron this project. I'm
excited tobe here; tordiscussiwhat weive beenidoing for
thellast decade and talkiaboutthelincredibleprogressy
weve madeinhumanigeneticiediting.;Werarelonfthe '
cusplofisomethingitruly'wonderfulihere lneahbility, to
makelichangesitololirown geneticicoderlolhelplcures
‘diseasesianditormakerhumansithatiare smarnter: better
‘and strongerthanithelhumansiofitoday:

_.-“WeII thatdeesnithaveraiwhole!load ofiethical
|mpl|cat|ons : Ashlelgh whlspered to V|
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Phil liked to'think hewasfalsmatig Uy elwasionelor:
the top of his classiduring hisiundergrad-ifeiwasidoing
almaster’'s now. KHe could/look atispreadsheetiupon
spreadsheet filled withieconomic'data and makejan

accurate guess as to the direction the data was
headed.

He was good at what he did.

Following along with the fine detail of genetics wasi. = e
something else entirely. Heicould barely understand
any of it. It may as well have been in Latin.
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Dr Cooper paused It was all soundmg pretty good (0]
Phil. At least from his perspective, he could see the
benefits. Beyond that, it all sounded quite scary.

“At the moment there are some...technical
limitations.” She said, tenting her fingers. “In animal

testing, the implantation of the modified code has led y

to systemic shock and organ failure within hours in
over eighty percent of cases. This is obviously not

ideal...”
Y/

Phil heard Vi gasp above him. This technology Co}uld
make him into a normal guy, but there was aneighty.
percent chance it would kill him. Even one percent
was scarily high. N
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“We are working on a solution though.” DR€ooper
tapped a button and an interesting image appeared
on the screen.

“Imagine if you would, for a moment, a man small
enough to fit into a womb. His organs are functional,
but his body is connected to that of his host’s. When
we make the implantation, his system does not shut
down as it is protected by his host.”

This caused the audience to mutter.

“We see two ways forward.” Dr Cooper continued. “A
two-step process where the subject is first made
smaller, then implanted into a host for the desired
changes to be made, then removed and regrown.
Or...”

....
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“Well..thisis all batshit crazy..-# Vi whispered.

g e L
. -

Foralongimoment, Ashleigh was silent. Then she
shook herhead: “Onithe face of it, maybe.
Undenneath; she’'siontoisomething...lithink this could

WOrK:..*




~“What do you mean!?” Phil said, turning to Ashleigh.

Hey! Shush!” Vi was so alarmed that she almost
yelled. Instead, she whispered, though loud enough
foreveryone around to hear. “You're supposed to be

keeping quiet!”

“lLater...” Ashleighisaid, waving him off'and turning




“We're working .on an artificial womb.” Dr.Cooper
explained excitedly. “This'one here is a test version.

The subject is sedated and placed inside, sealed in a
pool of hlghly oxygenated gel There S| some rlsks

astronomlcal We ve already Conflrmed welcan! keep
someone alive in this for over a day. The next step!is
to get the umbilical and life support systems working
SO wWe can proceed to animal testing.”

Dr. Cooper carried on, outlining their hopes and
aspirations for the project, then finished by opening
the floor up to guestions.



ey &
E . -
i
B
E 3

=
B .0
i

I: g i:::' .. ok i /
. aq E y

“Youlseem to have the'fundamentalsiof the &l
underlying science nailed here. The survival problem@;

seems like a medical issue. Do you have atimescale’

H

for the development of the artificial womb?” a man at
the back asked.

!
™,

e |

“Thank you. We’re not rushing this. Trust in the
process is going to be the key to commercial success.
No one is going to get in the thing if there’s a chance
they won’t come out.” Dr Cooper smirked. “We expect
development and testing to last roughly:five years.
We're funded through to then anyway.”



Ashleigh put herhandiuprand{DECooper pi'te@l "
h e r‘ N e
R
“Hypothetically speaking; iftyoulhad a man small
enough to fit in a womb, thisitechnique would work?
Your research seems very optimistic. Has this been
verified? Have you confirmed the idea of using a

womb to prevent systemic shock?”

“Thank you, it's a great question.” Dr Cooper'smiled
professionally. “We verified it ourselves using mice.
We also have a third-party lab in Korea, which
replicated our results. They’re not a part of our
project, they just act as independent verification.

They replicated our results. We're not sure how: it
would work in the scenario you described, but
assuming you could implant and connect a subject to
a host, it should work. We don’t think the two-step
process is viable in reality; it's why we’'re working on
our own artificial womb.”




“That looks so good. Can liget some? Phil
whispered quietly:

The presentation and question and answer:
session werelong over. While'most: people
were mingling-and shaking'hands, Viiwas
avolding people;, not:wanting anyone to: ook
too closely at Phil.

“Shhhhh...We’ll'leave soon: IFlliget you a beer
on the way home. Just=-
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0n, ' totally an'amateur! It smy roommate that's &
the real genius!™ Virecognised Ashleigh’s.voice coming
towards her, easily carrying over the background dinjof
people talking. e I CONEE
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“Wow! You've a very good*“gkasp*c"jf this foria n'amateur!
What’s your doctorate in?” Dr Cooper asked.!

‘Dr Cooper!” Vi's mind screamed. Ashl?eigh was bringing
her right towards them. |

“Oh, no! I'm an undergrad. | just follow whatever
interests me.” Ashleigh’s smile was surprisingly
demure.



/hgs{the genetlolst.

HeIen thisiis Vi, my roommate
She’s got some interesting |deas based on yo ok
research.”

“Oh wow! And who's this Ilttle guyh % Dr Cooper

practically ignored Vi and leaned! mj}ofﬂget a go&oldloo,
at Phil instead. He knew he was supposed to look

away, but he couldn’t help h|mself He was a deeﬁ
caught in headlights. - ? L\)/

'_';__. A ..'I :
F T e

“Oh, sorry, this is Phil. | hope you don t mmd h|m
coming along. | couldn’t get anyone to"“look efter h|m
he's a quiet fella anyway:” Vi said, trymg to draw \

I/

attention back to her. ~ X | W
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“May 1?7 Dr Cooper reached out herihands, not.
grabbing Phil but being very obvious:that she wanted

-~ to hold him. “You could use a break. It’ll give you a

- chance to discuss your thoughts on the presentation.”

R T

i wasn’t sure what to do, but in her hesitation, she let
\Dr Cooper ease Phil from her grip.

“Oh, he’s so little! And so well-behaved too!” she said,
cuddling Phil into her. He squirmed inwardly, burying
his head against the strange woman, desperate not to
make eye contact. “Such a good boy!”

“So, ummm, | was wondering...” Vi said, getting very
anxious about Phil being in the arms of Dr Cooper.
“You said the first stage isn’t viable. | assume the
systemic shock affects subjects when trying to change
height? Does it get worse the bigger the change? Or is
the reaction the same no matter what?”
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“Small changes seem to/only/cause; é*sr%"?ﬁr effect. V/\?’é
can usually reduce height by about ten p"éroent wnthout___-
issue. Twenty percent requires: mtervenﬂbn fGethn g

; ¥* |
down small enough to make a. humantflhostuwa ble |s’9%%

Without taklng hereyes offi Phil5 D @"d‘opéﬁanswe‘g%db

7 [ 7

gomg to be tough. We could probably get therwlth _
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varlety of reasons. We'd need to flnd £} W|II|ng hostgasﬁ
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Vi nodded ‘That's understandable»i’ Sme gé%idredm~ia g

hl'm""” 2N
Oh yes...oficourse...” Dr:Cooper Iookdsadbu
handed Rhll back to V|
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I?h‘jilrigffﬁind wasiscreaming as Vi‘carried himioverto'a
chair and,sat down. She,was goingito feedlhim, right
heresin' p‘u,glio. He’d been‘happy tordo it in the privacy
of herroom, but there was an entire conference going
on. H__Srf, Ashleigh was watching with'a smirk.

>

“Such a“gbod guy, behaving so well at ardull
conference.” Dr Cooper smiled down on Phil:i

Vifopened her shirt, then moved a swollen tit towards
his face. It was clear why Vi was doing this. She wanted
him well out of sight. “He is...right up until he gets
hungry. This will hopefully keep him quiet for a while...”

The message to Phil was clear, but he wasn’t going to
go down so easily.




= |

i+ A

~Mmmmf..mphhh...” Phil'shook his head.

does he not want to?” Dr Cooper asked, looking
on eagerly. “I've always wanted a baby, just never time,
you know?”

—

Vi nodded. “Yeah, | didn’t plan this. He just came
| along.@time—oonsuming, but worth it.” Vi looked
down to'Phil. “Come on...time for lunch...open wide

v B
as about toitry more forceful pretend babble, but
asihelopened his mouth, Vi pressed her nipple inside,
herlet.down starting before Phil even knew what was
happening. There was no fighting it anymore. All he

could do'was give in and drink the sweet liquid flowing
fromi Vi into his mouth.
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_ . wish | had one of my own. Just look at him go.”

“Wow, Philly is really going for it!” Ashleigh’s tone

‘did nothing to hide her excitement and curiosity.

She’d clearly be pestering them both with
questions later.

“| guess he’s hungry...” Vi laughed nervously.

‘| am never going to live this down.’ Phil told
himself as he guzzled down more milk. He
wished he didn’t enjoy it so much. That would
probably make it less humiliating.
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':"'just how, hard getting my doctorate was. Yourre
- doing all of that, plus you've this little one
attached to you all'the time. Remarkable.”

“Oh yeah, you have noidea.” Ashleigh grinned.

.~ “Um, it's nothing, really. I've help.” Vi blushed:

l ‘Since | have you'both here. | was wonderingif
- could pose a question...” Ashleigh said: “Me

1 being the amateur and all.”

“Why not? It’'s why we're here after all>™ Dr

" Cooper replied.




“Mmmmfmm...mmmmf”hlhmm...” Phil couldn’t Heﬁl;ﬁ;lbu’t-rﬁlake
satisfied swallowing noises withieach mouthful of sweet, creamy
milk he chugged. Around him the three women were talking. He

tried to focus, to listen to what Ashleigh was saying.

| “Anti-inflammatories.. protein stabilisers...hyperstimulated
- chelation...stem cells...

& -a%::-f-AshIelgh svoice was so distant, he could barely focus on it. Each
tulme he'tried, he got distracted by the urge to swallow, then
_s_,tarted toisuckle again. He hadn’t realised when he’'d started
Ndoing that. Vi's flow had slowed enough that it was now he who
wasisuckingjitiout,ofiherinipple. He couldn’t stop himself.
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0 Dy Cooper sﬁ%meréﬁ“\What islitlyou sard you did!

“A bit of everything.” Ashleigh fired back without hesitation. “To
my mind, that would be enough to prevent the systemic shook
you're seerng for a minor ohange,{%uoh as' height. The chelation is
gorng to be key Drd you try anythmg like that??

i‘ !
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DrCooperoouId onlystare No .no...we didn’t eventhink...”

AIrrght well, that S:a gimme.” Ashleigh replied. “Now'we’ve our
dude down;to around two feet tall. We lube him up, inject him,
and we get himiinside a lady, pump her full of hormones and
stemcells. That'stabout it, right? Maybe some muscle relaxants

‘to get itialllloosened up?”

Dr Cooper nodded, her jaw hanging open.
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“It...it took years to work out the protocol.
How...how...” the doctor asked.

Phil could feel the world starting to slip away. He was
so warm. Not just outside, but inside. Vi's milk sat
like a hot water bottle in his belly, warming him.

“...not that hard...it’s all fairly logical...”

He tried to speak. lried to call out for Vi, but he
couldn’t. She waslthere...right above him, butin
another world: blinked, trying to clear his eyes.
Once...twiceXonithelthirditime, they didn't.open
again. His worldiwentiblack as he drifted off to'sleep.

.....
LT
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“Oh, that's just.too cute!” 7

Il give you my Shapchat.” Ashleigh replied
?77
e

Your what

you be open to discussing thisifurther?” Dr

“Yourve given me a lot to thinkiabout
Cooper asked.

broke:Phil!*

(14
(14



“Eughhhhhhh>:what..:what..-happened?"

_a

Phil slowly/satiup; blinking .asihe wokeiupr = =
fromian unplanned nap. He'was onthe sofa; « &

heiwas dressed and... R
S

s

.-“

“Oh...oh, no...” Hefelt himself’go palejas he

remembered being with Vi at the ol

conference, Ashleigh grinning at\him right, ";
before he passed out.
“Shitl” He remembered his “fake dater withi
Lorna. Was he [ate? Had he missed it? |

“Hey...: someone said.
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“Ready to go0?” Lorna asked.

Phil turned and hopped down offithe couch:
His mouth hung halflopen: Helcouldn’tithink:
- All'he could do wasiwalkitowardsiher,
© looking up and up andishe rose higherand
. higher as he goticloserand closer:

“Phil? Are you alright2? Lorna asked,
“sounding concerned-




“Yeah...um...just...wow!” He gasped, looking
up at her, dressed up and ready to go. “You
look incredible!”

“Thanks.” She blushed. “You look cute.”

“| feel like | should have made more of an
effort now.” He said, not admitting that it
was probably Vi who'd dressed him.
Hopefully Vi and not Ashleigh. “You
look...wow...”




“Stop it!” Lorna’laughed. “You‘re laying it on a
bit'too thick.?

Phil wasnit really‘thying to.doranything. Helwas
just rambling helplessly:

“Shall'we g0?” he suggested.

“Sure, the movieistarts in halflan hour, sorwe
caniwalky® Lernalreplied.

“Are...areyou taller thanithe door!?* Phil'asked,
noticing how'she ducked as sheistepped
through.

Cornajshrugged. “lim on a date. Thought I"d try
out heels. I'didnit expect yourd mind.”

“Whatisia few. more inches?*
o W
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“We are not going to see a rom-com! It’ll bore
the pants off me.” Phil said as he followed
_orna in through the revolving door. It was
nandy having her there to do the pushing for
nim.

“What if that’s the point?” Lorna grinned down ]
at him. ]
‘| thought this was a fake date?” Phil replied.
Lorna shrugged with her palms up, turning to
face him and walking backwards. “It is what it
iS.”

e S e e
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“The horror then? Behind Bars? |'ve heard good
things. And ajhorror movie is a first date trope.”

He suggested.
=Sure. | don’t mind a good scare. As long as you
hold me in the jumpy parts.”

“Deall”

They approached the counter, and Lorna looked
atithe:snack options. “Um, two for Behind Bars

and a large popcorn. You'want anything, Phil?”

“I'migood.” He said. “Ifiyou’re willing to share a

few bits of popcorn.”
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“Sorry, Miss, who are you t'alki'ngt;@; ’-
asked.

.

dieclkfs

-

“My date, he’s...a bit out of sight.” Lorna
replied.

“Hey!” Phil called up.
“Can | see him?” the clerk asked.
“Sure...” Lorna said, lifting Phil up.

The clenkitook abreath through hisiteeth. “The
filmiistadults only. Got any |ID?”




“No. It's a,bittawkward carrying it:around. I'm
clearlyiin my

y'in my twenties.” Philisaid.

“Sorry, | can’t sell you a ticket without ID. It’s
comp-"~

“Listen here, jerk!”™ Lorna snapped, setting Phil
down. “All because he's'small doesnitimean;he
can’t do the same things asithelrestioffus! You
look like a tiny dweebitoime; butistill} Ifhaveito
show you respect! Now: how aboutyou justiring
up the tickets beforellistringyou up: by your
tie!?”

The clerk backed up; trying to getherto calm i

down. ltididn twork: '
/

“Screw.you, lady!™ he'said and'left, leaving the
counterivacant.




“Fucking:asshole...” Lorna growled. She bent
down at Phil, seeing the look of embarrassment
on his face. It was only then she noticed that
everyone was looking at her. Looking at him
t0o. “Sorry...”

“It’'s alright. How about we just go for aiwalk
Instead?” he'suggested. “We can talk; you
know? Surely betterthan ignoring each other
through a movie::

Phil saw Lorna’sieyes narrowing. He recognised
that look. She wasnt ready to let this go. “| hate
letting them win!”




dthem letithem getito
ust lldonitimind, really!* Rhil tried outiarsmile.

Lornaldidnit retunniit. Instead, her'eyes:followed
thelclerkiasihe headed toithelstaffiarea inkthe
pback: Forraimoment, Philiwasiworried she
mightitry/following:Instead; hereyes: landedion
the! bathreom:

“Hanglonk..|:velalbetteridea: Follow/me!Z she;
saidand headedtowardsithelbathroom:



“Come on. In herel™ shelgrinned, pushingithe
door to the womenysi bathreomiopen: Despite
his better judgement, Philiffoundihimselffunable
to stop himself following her:

“Lornal!? What are;we doing!|Ifcantibelin
here!” he said, panicking:

“Relax! It’s just usin here!* she;sminked,
opening a stall. She undidiher belt'andiheld it

up. “I'm not going to letithatiasshole win. Weire
seeing that movie! Bothioffus! It be fun!
Promise!”

Eager to get out of sight, Philfollowed herintor
the stall and she locked the door behindlhimi 8
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Phil watched as Lorna sat her long form down
on the closed toilet lid. Even sitting, she still
absolutely towered over him like most people
did when standing. Either side of him her Iegé
loomed up over him. He was used to feeling
small, but not like this.

“So...um...what’s the plan?” he asked, a
distinct crack in his voice.

“Well, out there it was pretty obvious that
most people were watching the seven-foot-tall
blonde lady yelling. I'm so big | scare the crap~==
out of them!” she explained. “So we use that
to our advantage!”

“‘Right...how?”

“You climb up under my. dress, | use the belt
to strap you to me, then no one can see. |
sneak you inside!” she grinned, devilishly
pleased with her plan.

Tt
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Phil felt the blood drain from! his face. It

wasn't so much from the sneaking in...OK it
was a little bit about the sneaking in. Mostly;
was the idea of climbing under Lorna’s dress
and being pressed right against her. He was
pretty sure she wasn’t even !-wearing abra.

“‘Um...l..."

“You don’t have to. No pressure!” she
reassured him. “Just, | hate letting the
assholes win.”

Phil could see from the look on her face that
this was about more than him. This was about
letting her get a victory. “Well then, hold my;
beer.” He replied to her delight.




“Yes!” She fist pumped. “Leﬂl’t’s do this! You
want a hand?”

“No...no...I can, you know, climb up under
your dress all by myself. Pretty sure this is
third date stuff.” He joked, pulling himselfiup
onto the toilet lid and pressing her dress
down with his hands.

“It's a practice date anyway. Who knows what
will come up?” Phil could hear the smirk in
her voice.

“Ok...yeah...|...” He stood, pressing himselfiup
Into her dress. He bumped his head on \
something soft and heavy, then cringed as he.
realised it was a boob. i




“Whoops! Sorryabout that!” Helquickly.
ducked back down.

“Phil, live told youito climbrup/into: my dress.
Accidents are going to happen. Just get
yourselfitoraispot that's comfortable and keep
yourhead out of'sight. Noonelis going to ber
tall enoughito look down my dress, so you
should be fine riding'high up.”

“Got it...” Phil replied; not entirely sure he
had; in fact, gotit.

“Gah!” Lornarsqueaked, jumping a little. “That
tickles!? [

“Sorry!” Phil cried out again. This was
definitely moreithan he had signed up for on
this practice date. No matter what he did, it
still seemed to tickle her.




“@ne for Behind Bars, please.” Lorna said.

“‘

And a large popcorn.”

She was disappointed to see it was a new
clerk. She was hoping to smirk at the asshole
who’d refused to let Phil in. Still, she was
winning. That's what mattered.

“Sure!” the little clerk cheerfully started on
her order. “Coming right up!”
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ihellobbyAWas mggtly empty now. Lornalcould
hearfromitheiwallfbeyond that the pre-movie
trailersiwererrunning; so people were mostly
Intheirseats: Thereiwere still a few stragglers
millingraroundithough’ She couldn’t help but
smirkiterherself. Noeloneihad even noticed
lookingiat: herthatliitwasn:t just her they were
seeing.

“lfcanitibelieveithatiworked!= Rhiliwhispered
as lLoerna cafniediher popcornn intertheitheatiet

“Shihhhh:..* Sheltried andifaileditorstippressta
smileiatithellittle face/looking upratiher,
below hericleavage. “Welrelnot|in yet!” J/

....
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It had been surprisingly easy, so far at least.

Phil had knelt down on the toilet seat,
positioned his head just below her boobs,
then grabbed a hold of her waist. She’d then
wrapped the belt around her waist, strapping
his waist to hers. His legs were so short they
didn’t even hang below her dress.

She’d not planned on this ‘practice date’

making it all the way to second base, but she
wasn’t going to have it ruined by some
jackass.




Lorna sat down in an open seat. The theatre
was pretty empty, with only a few scattered
couples and some individuals enjoying the
trailers. She could still hear some whispering
going on around her.

She made a point of not sitting inifront of

=

0 |
anyone, as that usually, led toipeople getting:

annoyed, and she just wanted'some time to
relax and enjoy the movie. Justithe
movie...and nothing else... I




“Hey! Care to share some of that popcorn!?”
Phil hissed up.

“Get your own.” Lorna stuck her tongue out at
him.

Phil laughed, contemplating tickling her as a
response, but wasn’t sure if that would get
him in trouble or not. He didn’t want to
overstay his welcome. “Yeah...so, small
problem with this plan. | can’t see the
movie...”

“Oh...shit...” Lorna smacked her forehead,
then her hand disappeared for a moment,
returning with some popcorn. “Fine, you can
have consolation popcorn.”



The popcorn landed on Phil’s face. Without
liftting up his arms, there was no way he’d be
able to eat it, and he wasn’t ready to do that
just yet. “Wait...you’re not going to unstrap
me? I’m stuck here for the whole movie?”

“I'll let you out, if you really want.” She q
whispered. “But what would you prefer? Bemg
in there, or sitting in the seat next to me?”

Phil sometimes had problems understanding
signals. He understood that one just fine. Or
at least he hoped he d|d L




Buried in the darkness, atop the twin mounds
his head was wedged between, he could just
about make out the two deep red nubs atop
Lorna’s boobs, pressing into the fabric of her
dress.

All he had to do to test his theory was to lift
up an arm. Either Lorna would be pleased, or
she’d be very, very pissed. Either way, their
relationship was about to change. Phil had
already decided he was going to take the hint.
He lifted his arm, brushed her nipple with his
fingers.

There was a sharp intake of breath, then a
coo. It was the right answer.




“‘Mmmmmmmm...” Lorna cooed above him.
“This movie was a little dull. I'm enjoying it
NOW...”

Phil was pretty sure she was talking about
him. He decided to strengthen his grip on her
nipple, squeezing it instead of teasing it.
Lorna moaned a little more, biting her lip as
she looked down on him. He would have
never have known to do that before.
Ashleigh’s teaching was paying off.

“The action finally started?” Phil asked.

“You could say that...”



In keeping with traditions of dating couples in
the movie theatres long past, Phil’'s hands did
their best to explore Lorna without letting
anyone else watching the movie around know
just what was happening. That was easier for
nim, given he was hidden beneath Lorna’s
ovely yellow dress.

Anyone else making out or advancing to
heavy petting would be getting kicked out by
the staffiabout now. He had an advantage
that way.

'
“Ooooh...” Lorna moaned. Well, an advantage
that would only last if Lorna could keep her
moaning quiet.

"
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“Those small hands certainly know what
they’'re doing.” Lorna whispered down.

Phil couldn’t help but grin, his chest swelling

with delight as something he’d longed for
came true. Sure, he’d done stuff like this with
Ashleigh, and it was fun, but there was no
emotional connection there. It was just fun
and curiosity and she would move on.
This...this was different.

“They’ve got to come in useful somehow.” He
replied, continuing to vary between teasing

her face alone that she was enjoying it as
much as he was. Probably more.
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In @ million years, he never imagined this
‘practice date’ would go like this. The smell of
her all around him, the heat from her body,
the feel of her breast in his hand, it was
incredible. It was everything-

Phil stopped as he was pressed tightly into
Lorna’s body, large hands grinding him
against her.

“I’'ve wanted this for so long...” she whispered
above him. “l...1 didn’t think you wanted me...”

“Of...of course |'wanted you...” he croaked
back. The grinding was nice, but it was
making it harder to breathe.

.........



“You didn’t want Ashleigh?” For a moment
Phil could see the pain in Lorna’s face, then
she hid it beneath a smirk.

“| wanted you...but never in a million years did
| think you’d want me!” Phil explained.
“Ashleigh is...well, she’s Ashleigh. She was
curious about me and offered to teach me
how to...you know...do things. If I'd known you
wanted me, | would have been with you!”

Lorna’s face lit up. “l guess we’ve both been
idiots!”

“| can’t speak for you, but | know | have!” He
felt her hug him tighter.



“Ungg...can’t...breathe...” Phil gasped.
“Sorry!” Lorna said, letting him go. “Better?”

Phil answered by tweaking her nipple and
grinding himself against her. After their talk,
he wanted nothing more than to strip down
and make her as happy as he could, right
here, no matter who was watching.

“Oooooo000N...that feels too good. | can’t
believe...mmmmm...we could have been
doing this for ages now!” Lorna said, agreeing
with his sentiments.
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Phil was taken by surprise when she stood
up, his legs moving from kneeling on the seat
to dangling in the air once again.

“Let’s get out of here...” Lorna whispered.
“This movie sucks anyway.”

“From what | can hear of it, | kind of agree.”
Phil said. “l like the visuals though.”

Lorna giggled. “| bet you do.”



Phil gazed up at Lorna, still clutching a nipple
in one hand and feeling her huge breasts
wobbling and shaking with each step. In the
light of the screen she looked unbelievably
beautiful. It was hard to believe that she
wanted him.

She. Wanted. Him.

Still, he’d done it, somehow. He’'d taken a
risk, and it had paid off massively. Now all he
had to do was not fuck it up.

.....
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Forna stepped out ofitheltheatiefanaistiode’
Facross the lobbylinableitorhelpithelextral
bouncelinherstep: She couldfeel Bhil
againstherr She'wanted nothing more than to
press his body against hers. Waiting until they
. got home felt so wrong, but she didn’t have a
S T e choice. It would be more fun in the privacy of
P, oy

“Hey, asshole.” Sheisaid to the clerk who was
gaping at her. “The movie sucks, and so do
YOU~

Thatfelt good. She smiled, pressed the
revelving door and headed off home.




Phil was doingthisibest. Makingjout wheniyour
face was the same!sizelasithe lipsikissing youl
was tough He did hisibestitoiget nis own
tongue involved, butiittwasinothing. compared
torthe monsterthatiwasiLornars. |t could
occasionally'block both hisimouthiand nose
andistop him breathingientirely:

It was fun, and he had nosintention of
stopping. Just, logisticsiwere always a
considerationiatihisiscale.




mgse)rr\yk “she said, pullmg away 2lfcan feel-
17m: 'smotheringiyou a little. I’'m trylng not t@
I'mijusti..excited.m She finished with a grin that
made; Phil’'siknees gorweak:.

“You donitihear me.complaining, doyou?: he_""-’ g
replied, stroking her.cheek. ‘

“‘No.” She blushed. =l/just wantito be...”

“Totall honesty* Philisaid. £l thinkiwe gotlinto) =
thisimess|because we'didnititalkiopenlyabout:
how we feel. 'So; Iill belhonestiwithiyou! Ifilim =
uncomfortable, I’llisay, andiwelworikitoifix it. =8
Same foryou. That work?:




% '.Ig

“Hersan sme@\waStt@agrab h| ng his face

‘LN'\ A T 4N,

into her lipsiandi kissing him passmnately

_“You areiso right. Ill be honest from now on.”
“She replied, breaking the kiss after a minute
or'so. Phillwasn’t really. keeping track of time.
“lljust hope:..I feel so big..I’'m so clumsy: |
don‘ttwant torhurtyyou. ' don’t know how this is
even going to work; you know?”




Phillneddediat her; keepingihisieyestlockedion
hersiand alreassuringismileronthisiface: =You
are perfect: 'wouldnrt.changelathing:aboui
yoUu.= ke crawled! backwards; stoppingion:a
boobitoimassagerand squeeze!it.

“This...this isiwhat,Ashleigh wanted|torteachl
me. 1o show melit.could worki He knew!itiwas
alriskibringingiupitheotherwomany. “We:can

doithis:=

“Youltworare done? she;asked.

“Totally.:Shefll'be'happy toihear we're doing
this:Therers:no romancethere. Just my,

dumbassiand her being sweet.”
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Lorna’s eyes locked on Phil’'s and she held his
gaze. Heitried'to read what she was thinking,
worried that she might be on the verge of
walking because of'hisirelationship with their

roommate.

The moment seemed to last forever. Phil
caught a devilishiglint in her eyes, right before
she jolted up, flipping him onto the bed.

When he righted himself, she was on all fours
over him; like ajpredator ready to pounce.
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“[f'wantiyou to never be afraidiofime.”
lorna spoke; her voice torn between
Impatience, restraint.and desire. “| want
youiteralways:want:me: To know that no
matterwhat, I'm about makingisure you
feel lovediand cared for.”

“Ok...7 RPhillsensedia ‘but: coming:

“But, I'really'wantitojustismushimy
boobsiallloveryoulright:now: You are just
tooldamn perfect in every/way.” She
finished.

Phil lay back. “Selflessly, | will endure, for
yoUu.= He grinned.



Lorna didn’t bother with a pithy comeback.
She just dropped her chest onto Phil’s,
pinning him to bed and half knocking the wind
out of him. She dragged her bosom down his
body, feeling him moulding her soft flesh
around his small yet firm body.

He felt so small and she so big. Normally, she
ran from it, but with Phil, it was different. He
embraced her huge size, so now she could
too, and it felt incredible. She rolled her chest
up, wanting to feel even bigger. She slid his
‘head between her boobs, pushing her weight

-

‘down'even more, feeling her cleavage
effortlessly/swallowing his head.




Phil was enjoying himself immensely. Her
overwhelming softness was just incredible. He
never wanted to leave. If anything, he wished
he could be smaller. To feel her all around his
whole body and not just his face.

lttended as soon as it started. Lorna rose up
offiof him, her perfect breasts swinging above
nim; holding his gaze and inviting him to go
again.

“Well...?2” Lorna asked.




“Why’d you stop!?” Phil asked.

“Because you still'have clothes on.” Lorna
replied.

“Oh...how about-"

Lorna cut him off, yanking his jeans down,
followed by his,underwear. She turned, pulling
down her own underwear and tossed them
across the room. “All yours.” She'said,
pointingiher assat him.




zHowlabout we start with something else?”
Rhilisaid:

Lornatturnedaround, le@ming over him in a
way that'both excited and terrified him. “You
nothad enoughlofimylboobies yet?” she
asked.

“No:..* Rhil grinned. “| want to do something
else. 'Something that you’'ll like.”

“| can get on board with that.” She grinned.




“Alright, lower yourself down a bit.” Phil asked,
feeling stupid he had to ask that. He was
kneeling between her legs, looking up at her
glorious body. He'd done this with Ashleigh and
she hadn’t needed to kneel down so mugh:
Lorna really was stupidly big.

“0Oooooon...I didn’t.expect this:..” Lornal cooeds
“Guys...guysidonit usuallysvelunteer.”

“I’ve got to work with what I've got.” Phil
explained. He lifted his arms up, not so much'to
hold Lorna in place, but to guide her to him, just

as Ashleigh had shown him. He took a deep |
breath of her intoxicating scene, then started.



Ihelreactiontwasiinstantaneous:

“0000000000h..." Lorna moaned, and Phil
felt a shudder move through her body: from
topito bottom: like;arwave:, It helped that she
was already turned on: He had'thatgoing
for him. He'didn’t need to:warm her up. KHe
just needed to keep!in the sweet spot, not
get her going'too fast.andithen letherdo

the rest herself at the end.



<Qoooh...oh; Phil...that...that feels divine.*
She carried oncooing.

Phil couldnit help but look up;, marvellingiat
ner beauty and scale, his eyes transfixed oni
nerquaking breastsiasisheishuddered. He 8 J—
was doing it; No one 'wasiguiding him.No il
one wasicoaching him ontelling him whatitor
do. Helwas following hisiinstincts; listening '
torher moans and feeling herbody, and
responding:torand anticipating her needs:

=T

Heiwas beingia man, and itididnit matter
thaiheiwasionlystwoifeetital

...
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Lorna’s coos were gradually turning into
moans. Phil could feel the victory coming.
He was doing it. He was working her slowly
towards orgasm. He could feel it in the
shaking of her body and the smell in the
air.

He was terrified that something might go
wrong. That any second he’d overdo a lick,
or his head would slip and the moment
would be lost forever. He was so focused on
not messing it up, he didn’t see her hand
coming up behind him.




Her hand hit him'likera shove, pressing his
face deeper between her wet lips and his
mouth right up against her clit. Phil had
been trying not to go too fast, not to
overstimulate herand bring herto climax
before she’d built up'enough steam to truly
enjoy. it.

Ashleigh had told him communicationiwas
key to a successful relationship, bothrin the:
bedroom and outside ofiit. Lorna was
clearly communicating:somethingitohim
here. |




‘Oh...ohhhhhhhlyestyest ithat."keep
doing that.-* Lorna moaned’ pressing|his
headlevenimoreitightly/intorhersex:

Philimade a mentalinoteifor nextitime:start
slow, build up, then gorhard: Thatisiwhat
she!lliked. He didnitijust press:himselfiin
more, heiturned ravenous. He nibblediand
suckediat her'clit like it wouldisave!his: life:
He could feel'hershaking alllaround him;
hermoans gettinglouderand louder. lhis
wasiwhatishe wanted; andiheiwas imaking
itthappen:




hadn’t understood it, though it had likely
been there a while. With his face buried in
Lorna’s nethers, it hit him. He would do
anything for her. Anything.

Heldidn't care that she was forcing his

head into her, because he wanted it to
happen. He wanted nothing more than to
please her with every inch of his body. Even
if he were as small as a mouse to her, he
would have her press him all the way inside
of her just to get the job done.




“Oooooh...onhhhhhhh:yes yesiYES!
00000000000000OOOOOOOHI*

IfiLornaisieverincreasingimoans;and
shouts werenstra cluersheiwasiaboutito
orgasm, thelfactisheiwasigrindingion/his
face was. Herwholelbody/shookiand
shuddered at.once; heroverwhelming
strength pushinghisifacelintorher untilfshe
pulled back risingiupiand:letting!him! 2o s

Phil couldenly/watch; entranced in a
mixturelofipriderandianimal\fearatthe
incredibleisightiaboveinims
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...cocktail of all those things...it could work-"

“What the hell was that!?” Vi gasped.

“YES!!!I” Ashleigh cheered, her fa_ce lighting
up. “He did it!”

“Was...was that Lorna!? Holy shit! She sounds
like a freaking lion or something!” Vi couldn’t
believe what she was hearing. “Phil...Phil did
that!?” :'-

dic;!}'pf Phil!” She danced.

“Goddamn right{_h‘%




“Mmmmmmme:..= Lornajlay.n.a.sweaty
heapionithe bed, just.about able to hold

herselfiup: “l... may/just go tosleep:lf
youldonitimind.=

“Ifmightijoinyou.*Rhilisaid; happily.
grinning at hisiaccomplisnment.

Lorna shook herhead, slowly.pushing

herselfiup. “Ohinoe...you dont get offithat
easy: Your turntz




“My tunn?” he asked.

Lorna was!pushing herself back up onto
all fours.

“OK...well, our turn. | want you inside me:
| want to feel you so bad. Just'fuck‘me?
Noitricks, no trying anything; justia g00d;
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“‘Unmmmm...sure. May'needia ladder
though i He Chuokled nervously
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“Hehe...my/bad: Lorna dropped to her
front; her hips raised, offering Phil an
open goal.

Heicould barely restrain himself. He
rushed atiher, pressing his body against
hers, fumblingiwith himselfias he tried to
mountiher, failing on the first few
attempts; he'wasiso excited. It was hard
notteifeel likera Chihuahua trying to fuck e B
a Dobermann: .
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“Ohl* Lonna'moaned as she felt him slide
Inte’her

b




“Ready?” sherasked.

“‘Ready?* Phil repeated the'question; nNot
sureiwhat'she meant.

She answered him by rising up; liftingihex
whole body offithe bed and arching her
hips uplinto the air.

“Whoa!* Rhil'gasped, suddenly/feeling
like heiwas riding a mechanical bull: He
grabbed onto herass; trying toistop
himselfifrom slipping out of her or fallings:
back downitoithebed entirely:

“Fuckime, Phil. Fuck me.” Lorna moaned,
seemingly oblivious:to hisistruggles to
hang .onto her:




Phil dug down deep, drawing onistrength
he didn't even realise he had. He pushed
down with his arms, lifting himself up'and
pressing himselfias deep into Lornaras
he could. He started to grind his hips
against hers, moving inside of her.

“‘Ohhhh...fuck...” he groaned as he
started fucking her. It felt incredible. It
didn’t matter that he: wasibarely even half
a man. He wasifucking:a woman who was
into:himrand sherwas! loving it asimuch

as he was. He couldifeel her warm, moist
sex hungrily wrapping around his cock.

“Mmmmm...” Lorna moaned below him.
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Thisswasn't something Phil had either
planned or trained for. Ashleigh had
always been fairly.conscious of his

comfort and position, and had usually
taken the lead when it came to this parit.

Lorna was clearly different. Whether: it
wasipassion in the heat of the moment,
orjjust respecting that Phil was a man
who might want to do things himself, Phil
was!having to figure this out on the fly:

He managed to prop himself up on one
foot, then wedge his other leg against her
butticheek. It wasn’t much, but it was
enoughito allow him to actually, properly
fuckiher, and it felt great.




He understood why Lorna had done this
now. It was the angle. Being an athlete
and verging on seven feet tall, Lorna’s
backside wasn’t exactly small nor
yielding. Each cheek was a large, round,
powerful muscle that Phil had no hope of
overcoming.

At this angle, he could press himself right
against Lorna’s crotch and get as deep
Into her as he could.



“Mmmmmm...Phil...I'veiwanted...I"ve
wanted this for'solong...” Lorna moaned.
Heicould hear in hervoicerthatishe.was
close already. Theysdionly been going at'it
forla couplerofiminutesssinece her; first
big-O, and now. the second was coming.
Going down on her first was definitely the
night call.

“Me...too...” he panted, trying to keep a
hold ofi her rocking hips.

“Don/t stop!..dont'stop-..lim-=Fshe
squeaked;ithentherpussy.clamped . down
on hisicock: lLorna came; her body,
trembling and judderinglbeneath Philfas
helclungionitight; also'groaning asihe
camelinside ofi her:




“Mmmmm...that was incredible.” Lorna
cooed.

They'd been just cuddling for a while,

enjoying the afterglow and the simple
comfort of lying next to a person you'd
just been intimate with.

“It was rather fun.” Phil agreed.
Lorna kissed him. “Wanna go back to
your room for the night? Or would you

prefer to be my cuddly toy?”

Phil shrugged and snuggled into her.
“What do you think?”



Lorna turned out the light, and sleep
came quickly. Both exhausted from
activity and a cocktail of endorphins.
After weeks of uncertainty and
awkwardness, both finally felt at peace,
having the other in their arms.



That was until Phil’s bladder woke him.

“Dammit...” he hissed, dropping down
from the bed. Getting back into Lorna’s
arms was going to be difficult and he
didn’t want to wake her. There was no
choice. He very much needed to pee.

“At least she opened the door a crack for
me.” He said. For some reason, he wasn't
sure why, he’d woken with a feeling of
unease. The night had been great, the
best night ever, but now it wasn't sitting
right with him. Where did they go from
here? How was this relationship going to
work? She’d literally called him her
cuddly toy.

|s that how she saw him? Is that what
people would think when they saw them
together?



One empty bladder later and Phil was
wide awake, his mind a whirlwind of
contradicting thoughts. One part of his
mind told him to relax and just roll with
whatever came his way with Lorna.
Another, more persistent voice kept
nagging at him that it wasn’t going to
work. That the gulf between them was
just too-

“Hey slugger!”

Phil turned to find Ashleigh grinning down
at him.

“You got a minute?” she gestured to her
room with her head. “Vi and me want to
talk about something.”



“Here he is! The man himself! The man
that made the walls tremble and Lorna
sing! It's Phill” Ashleigh cheered and
danced as Phil walked into her room.

“Ashleigh, stop.” Vi shook her head.
“Don’t be so crass.”
= r?:éf <)
“Oh, relax. | just want Phil to know I’'m t’z;m
happy:for him.” - "
l,,, f_,_ﬂ_f

“Heh...” Phil forced a laugh. “Is that what
you two wa nted to tal_k about’P Sort-*out""’
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“some house rules' or'sOmethmg’h - A




Vi and Ashleigh looked at each other,
both moving to stand over Phil.

“You tell him...”

“No! It's your idea! You tell him!” Vi shot
back. .

Ashleigh shrugged. “We've figured out
how to make Dr Cooper’s procedure work
on you. Between the two of us, we'reione
hundred percent confident it will work:

“Without killing:me?* Phil asked.

“Without killing you.” Ashleigh nodded:
“We just need a womb to'sustain you
whileyour DNA rejigs.”



“|...I...I...” Phil’'s head was spinning. He
didn’t think today could get anymore
life-changing, but apparently it could.
“How...what...” he stammered. “Where do
we even find a womb?”

Vi knelt down, slowly and carefully. She
took a breath and held his gaze before
opening her mouth.

“Me...”




To Be Confinved...
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