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The afternoon sun beamed down onto the modest
three-bedroom home in the suburbs. Its rays cascaded through the
sliding glass door that connected a small balcony to a second-floor
bedroom in the back of the house. The light passed through the
glass and shone onto Penny's back; coupled
with the wine she'd had, it suffused her body with a pleasant
warmth. Smiling at the leggy redhead sitting on the floor to her
left, she asked the question they'd all heard several times
already: “Truth or dare?”

 


“Hmm...truth,” Kelly replied after a moment's
thought.

 


“Okay.” Penny smirked at her. “Did you cheat
off of me in our Psych exam last week?”

 


“Ah! No fair!” her classmate said with an
exaggerated pout.

 


“You picked truth,” Penny said, with a
what-can-you-do shrug.

 


Kelly rolled her eyes. “Fine,” she said.
“Yes, I did. I was up really late working on a composition for
English, and I didn't have enough time to sleep, let alone study.
Sometimes I wonder if I should've just skipped college and gotten a
job—this class load is kicking my ass.” She stuck her tongue out at
Penny. “Happy now?”

 


Laughing quietly, the
curvy brunette shook her head. “Well, the joke's on you. I didn't
study for it either. We probably both bombed.”

 


“Which would serve you both right,” Delilah
chimed in. The slender blonde waggled her finger chidingly at her
friends. “I had time to study for the test, because unlike you
guys, I didn't go to that Psi Kappa party.”

 


“Hey, not everyone can be a professional
buzzkill like you, Delilah,” Kelly retorted.

 


“I happen to take my responsibilities
seriously. Doesn't mean I don't know how to have fun,” she replied
with a frown.

 


“Uh-huh. Whatever you say.” Kelly winked at
her. “And speaking of fun, time for the next round!” She took a
quick gulp of her drink, then spun the empty wine bottle on the
floor, watching as it slowed down and finally came to rest pointing
at Delilah.

 


"Oooh!" exclaimed Kelly. "So what'll it
be--truth or dare?"

 


Delilah giggled nervously. "Truth! I pick
truth," she said quickly.

 


"Chicken! You've only taken, like, one dare
so far!" Penny chimed in. They had been playing this game for more
than an hour, slowly getting sillier and more risqué as the wine in
their glasses got lower and lower. I hope they're buzzed
enough, thought Penny. My special addition should be kicking
in soon. She sipped from her tumbler, hoping to encourage her
two friends to do the same. They didn't seem to suspect anything;
the small doses of powder in the bottoms of
their glasses would have been hard to see if the two girls weren't
looking for it, and it had instantly and tastelessly dissolved in
the wine Penny had poured for her friends. Well, now is as good
a time as any... She set her tumbler down in front of her,
motioned to Kelly, and leaned over to whisper in her ear.

 


"What? What are you guys talking about?"
Delilah's question got only a shushing gesture in response. After a
moment, Penny pulled away from Kelly, who turned to Delilah with a
Cheshire grin.

 


"So...have you ever kissed a girl
before?"

 


"What? Ew! No! Disgusting!" Delilah
stammered.

 


"It's not disgusting!" Penny said with a
frown. "There's nothing wrong with kissing a girl! I bet Kelly has
kissed a girl!"

 


"Of course! I love kissing girls!" the tall
girl said cheerily.

 


"Liar!"

 


"And I kiss girls all the time," continued
Penny. She flashed Delilah a coy smile. "Want a kiss? Come here and
give me a kiss!" She started to crawl across the floor toward her
younger classmate.

 


"Hey! Knock it off! Get away from me!"
Delilah cried, drunkenly pushing Penny back and almost falling
backward herself.

 


“Well, fine. If you don't want a kiss, I'll
find someone who does,” Penny said with a smile, turning to face
Kelly. Still on all fours, she made a slow, swaying advance toward
the redhead, stopping just in front of her. Penny smirked over her
shoulder at Delilah. “Maybe you can just watch me and Kelly make
out.”

 


“What? Why would I want to watch that?
Seriously, are you some kind of lesbo?” Delilah said, frowning at
her.

 


"Oh, forget it, Penny." Kelly glanced past
her at Delilah. "Hey, maybe she's still a virgin!"

 


"Yeah, maybe! I bet she hasn't even had her
first period yet!" Penny said with a loud laugh.

 


"Ugh! You guys are so full of it!" shouted
Delilah. Tipping back her glass, she quickly finished off what
remained of her wine and set the glass down
on the floor. “I'm out of here!” she continued, rising to her feet
and swaying as she ambled toward the door.

 


Penny twisted around to follow her movement.
"Hey, come on! We were just playing, it's only a game."

 


"It's not fun!" came an irritated reply as
Delilah slammed the door behind her.

 


Penny turned back to Kelly, who shrugged.
After a moment, Penny said, "I guess we
scared her off."

 


"I guess so,” Kelly replied slowly, staring
off into the middle distance.

 


“Oh, well. It's not like she can go very far,
since I drove you guys here.” Penny grinned impishly at the closed
door. “Maybe she can go be boring with my little sister.” There was
a brief awkward silence. "Kelly?"

 


"Huh? Oh. Sorry. I was just thinking about
something," she replied, looking sheepish. A blush seemed to be
spreading across her features. "Um...Penny?"

 


"Yes?"

 


Kelly's blush deepened, covering more of her
face. From her position right in front of her, Penny could almost
feel the heat. "Um...so have you really ever kissed a girl?"

 


Bingo! "Yeah. Once, back in high
school. Why? Have you?"

 


"Well, no. I was just talking about it
because...I kinda thought I might like to see it." If she turns
much redder her skin will match her hair, Penny thought. She
was also pleased to see two stiff little points clearly visible
through Kelly's faded blue t-shirt. The taller girl locked her
vivid green eyes directly on Penny's. "So were you really gonna
kiss me?" she asked, biting her lower lip.

 


In response, Penny grabbed the tumbler off
the carpet, gulped down the remaining contents, and leaned in close
to Kelly's face. "Now that you mention it..." She moved in and
planted her lips gently but firmly against Kelly's. Her classmate
seemed slightly hesitant at first, but quickly gave in and returned
the kiss. The contact sent a pleasant warmth down Penny's spine,
and though she didn't want the sweet kiss to end, she pulled back
after a few moments. "So?" she asked, gazing into Kelly's eyes.

 


"Mmhmm," came the happy response.

 


Encouraged by this, Penny put her hand on the
side of Kelly's face and pulled her in for a stronger, deeper kiss.
Kelly responded in kind, and they quickly escalated into passionate
kisses, lips parting and tongues twining. Wrapping her fingers in
the long red tresses, Penny stroked Kelly's face and neck, then
down to her shoulder, leaving gooseflesh along her exposed arm.
Penny pulled back for a moment, and Kelly curled her tongue to lick
her lips hungrily.

 


"Truth or dare?" Penny asked with a
smirk.

 


"Dare," Kelly half-whispered before pulling
Penny back in for another kiss. Kelly moved her hand down, rubbing
along Penny's thigh up to the bottom of her skirt, before returning
to caress her face.

 


Penny playfully sucked at the tip of Kelly's
thumb before pushing her hand down and moving in to nuzzle her
neck. Penny's hand traveled to the blue shirt and squeezed one of
Kelly's C-cup breasts. She could feel the incredibly stiff nipple
through the thin fabric. Nibbling at the taller girl's neck, she
grasped the breast and squeezed again...and was thrilled when it
seemed to contract just slightly. The powder's main effect was
kicking in.

 


Penny tweaked Kelly's nipple through her
shirt and heard an ecstatic gasp. Penny could feel the girl's
breast shift again in her grasp. Already, the blue shirt was
looking slightly looser than it had been, its shoulders slipping
slightly out of place and the vee in front sliding down to reveal
more of Kelly's cleavage. As Penny continued playing with Kelly's
tits, they gradually became more exposed through the widening neck
of the shirt. She was suddenly caught off guard by Kelly grasping
her hair and pulling her head back. Penny felt pleasant tingles
traveling along her spine as Kelly kissed and licked her exposed
throat. She quickly recovered and regained control, leaning forward
and pushing Kelly back, laying her down on the soft carpeting.
Penny took a moment to admire Kelly's outstretched form. It was
hard to tell while Kelly lay on the floor, but it looked as if the
four-inch height advantage her friend normally enjoyed had already
evaporated. Curious, Penny stretched out alongside her for a
moment; brushing Kelly's toes with her own, Penny was able to meet
Kelly's eyes directly—the formerly tall girl was already down to
Penny's own height of five-foot-four.

 


She suddenly noticed Kelly's hand moving down
to rub against the crotch of her slightly loose jeans. Penny rolled
her body partly on top of her friend, mashing her own generous
chest against Kelly's smaller--but still delicious--boobs. Penny
resumed her caresses, kissed the shrinking redhead, and then pulled
back for a moment. "Is it okay that I'm touching you like this?"
she asked with a smile, hoping for a positive response.

 


Kelly moaned. "I like it when you touch me,"
she panted after a moment.

 


"Good. I like to touch you," Penny replied
with a grin. She kissed Kelly again. "You're so soft," she added,
stroking gently up Kelly's exposed midriff—now covered a bit more
by her larger shirt—before coming back to rest on the redhead's
perky tits. "And your lips feel so good." She kissed Kelly
passionately again, her tongue briefly flicking into her mouth.
Kelly moaned beneath her, and she felt the amazing sensation of
Kelly's entire body shrinking slightly against hers.

 


Fascinated, Penny pulled away again and
quickly flicked her eyes head-to-toe over the visibly smaller
Kelly. The redhead seemed to be at least a couple of inches shorter
now, and knowing she was the larger of the two gave Penny a sudden
jolt of sexual thrill. Glancing back up at Kelly's chest, she
grinned. "Oh? What do I see here?" she said teasingly as she
noticed Kelly's breasts were just barely peeking above the neck of
her too-large shirt. "These are beautiful," she continued, putting
her palm against the bare skin of her friend's slowly shrinking
tit.

 


She pinched the nipple again, eliciting
another gasping moan from Kelly. "Oh, God, I love it when you do
that," said the now-smaller woman.

 


Penny's tongue traced up Kelly's throat as
her hand slid down to squeeze the unsuspecting shrinkee's ass
through increasingly baggy jeans. She planted another kiss on
Kelly's now noticeably diminished lips. "You're sure this is okay?"
she asked again.

 


"It's more than okay," came a breathless
reply. The once-taller girl hooked her legs around Penny's, pulling
the two women closer together.

 


Wow, her feet are already inside the cuffs
of her jeans, Penny thought with amusement. A moment later she
felt Kelly's little hand slipping down the back of her skirt and
groping her ass. She was a little surprised, both at the sensation
and at the fact that the little woman could fit her hand into
Penny's tight skirt. Her hands must be smaller than I
thought... "Mmm. Firm, but so easy to squeeze," said Kelly with
a laugh.

 


"Speaking of easy to squeeze..." Penny pushed
Kelly's incredibly baggy shirt up to her neck, smiling when she saw
the hole was now almost as wide as the shrinking girl's shoulders.
Wow, she must not be even five feet tall anymore... She
grasped Kelly's diminishing breasts in her hands and stroked them.
"I love the way your nipples stand straight up," she said, tweaking
the rock-hard points. "Mind if I suck on them?"

 


"Please do," moaned Kelly, in a way that
suggested "and be quick about it."

 


Penny happily obliged, kissing the two stiff
pink caps and running her tongue around each one before giving them
a soft nibble. She was rewarded with a loud gasp from Kelly, and
then she thought she actually saw her shrink. She knew one of the
secondary effects of the magic powder was a kind of glamour that
would help prevent Kelly from noticing the changes. That plus the
alcohol and good feelings meant that Kelly would be lost in an
ecstatic haze, which was good; if she were more clear-headed, it
would be almost impossible for her not to realize she was more than
a head shorter than Penny, or that her clothes appeared to be
several sizes too big for her. Penny smiled to herself before
leaving a trail of kisses through Kelly's cleavage, down her flat
stomach to the waist of her jeans which looked loose enough to fall
off if she stood up, then returning along the path with her
tongue.

 


Penny kissed the dwindling redhead, and then
playfully swirled her tongue around the girl's tiny lips, coaxing
Kelly into sticking out her own tongue. Penny pulled it into her
mouth (It feels so small!), eliciting a sound of surprised
pleasure from the shrinking woman beneath her. A moment later, it
was her turn to be surprised when she felt Kelly's little fingers
pinching her own nipples. She had been so wrapped up in the
spectacle of her beautiful friend's shrinking, and her succulent
breasts, that she hadn't even felt Kelly pulling down the straps of
her green tank top. Weird. She decided to make the most of
it, slipping her arms through the dangling straps and letting the
top slip down to her belly, then leaning forward to press her own
exposed tits into Kelly's warm mounds. She was delighted at how
much bigger hers felt against Kelly's, though not quite as big as
she'd expected. Kelly, who was approaching four feet tall, was
normally a smaller cup size than Penny anyway, so she was a little
surprised by how big the breasts still felt. Shrugging, she decided
to just enjoy it.

 


Kelly's tiny hands had slipped down into the
back of her skirt again, cupping and squeezing as much of Penny's
firm butt as she could manage within her dwindling grasp. “Oh, God,
I'm so turned on right now...” she moaned. A worried look briefly
flashed across her face. "Hey, what if Delilah comes back?" she
suddenly asked as she gave Penny's cheeks a strong squeeze.

 


"Mmm." Penny kissed Kelly again before
responding. "We'll see if we can get her to join in," she said,
pausing to rock slightly atop her dwindling friend, rubbing her
stiff nipples against Kelly's much smaller ones. "It'll probably do
her some good," she paused again, grinning wickedly, before coming
in for another kiss, "for us to do her good.”

 


"What about your mom or your sister?" said
Kelly before leaning up to kiss the larger girl. Her incredibly
huge shirt flopped loosely down onto her belly as she did, the neck
hole sagging so far down that her breasts hung above it.

 


"My mom's gone until late tonight, and my
sister knows to stay the hell out of my room." Penny leaned back to
admire the much smaller--and still shrinking--woman under her.
"What about these fantastic breasts of yours? I think that's a more
important question." She gently pushed the shrinking redhead back
down to the floor and slid her shirt up to her neck again. She
gripped Kelly's boobs, now smaller than baseballs, and caressed
them before returning to kiss and suck her erect tips again. A
thought crossed her mind that she couldn't resist trying, and while
she couldn't get the entire thing (yet), she was able to get a
significant amount of Kelly's tit into her mouth. She ran her
comparatively huge tongue around Kelly's areola and then did the
same thing to the other breast. Penny was getting more turned on by
the minute and knew the shrinking redhead was in the same
condition, so she decided to step things up.

 


Leaning back into an almost-sitting position,
she put her hands on the extremely loose waist of Kelly's jeans.
She looked down the smaller girl's legs and saw that her feet were
several inches short of the cuffs. She had neither the opportunity
nor the inclination to take exact measurements, but she guessed
that Kelly couldn't be much taller than three feet. She had been
five-eight when she had arrived, so... About half her size.
Can't be sure of the exact dosage, and the stuff is supposed to get
stronger with heightened arousal; wonder how much more she'll
shrink? Deciding she had more fun things to worry about, Penny
gently pulled the jeans down. The waist was still buttoned, but
Kelly had shrunk so much that they slipped easily past her hips and
ass. "You can stop me if I go too far," said Penny playfully.

 


"Don't stop. Don't," the shrinking girl
replied breathlessly.

 


Encouraged by this, Penny let the jeans bunch
up below Kelly's knees. Her gaze traveled back up Kelly's
legs...and she promptly started laughing.

 


"What's so funny?"

 


"You are. Goldfish panties?" Penny teased,
although the blue-and-yellow print was slightly less amusing than
how the underwear looked on the miniature woman. It was obvious
from the design that they were meant to be skimpy, but they were
almost comically large on the half-sized Kelly, and loose enough
that anyone who cared to could easily peek inside and get
fascinating glimpses of neatly trimmed red hair. And Penny
definitely cared.

 


“Oh? And just what kind of panties are you
wearing, miss critical?” the shrinking girl replied with a smirk,
though her eyes were shining with anticipation. Penny noted with
amusement that Kelly's voice sounded faintly higher.

 


Penny shifted her legs for a moment, raising
her waist up off of Kelly. “I know you're just asking because you
want to see them,” she said teasingly, “but I'm okay with that.”
She pulled the bottom of her skirt up, revealing a flash of bright
red bikini briefs. She ran her hand lightly over her crotch,
feeling how wet the underwear was, and was briefly curious why it
seemed slightly out of place.

 


Her display seemed to have the desired effect
on the dwindling damsel, who flashed a naughty grin. “Oooh! Bright
red! They look great on you!” Her grin widened. “Bet they'll look
better off of you.”

 


“Naughty little girl,” Penny said with a
smile. She moved her body again, bringing herself down to Kelly's
level once more and pinning her shrinking legs beneath Penny's much
larger body. “But very sexy.” She squeezed Kelly's miniature
breasts in her hands, noticing that each orb barely filled her
palm, the nipples still poking stiffly into her flesh despite their
size. Warmth flooded her as the little woman beneath her returned
the favor, small fingers tweaking and rolling her swollen nubs.

 


Kelly gasped as Penny continued playing with
her tits while kissing right between them, then working her way
down the shrinking woman's belly. She kissed along the pint-sized
Kelly's waist, her mouth and chin teasingly shifting the loose
panties and her teeth occasionally nipping lightly at the skin. At
the same time, she reluctantly took one hand away from Kelly's
breasts and wrapped it underneath the redhead's tiny waist, sliding
it underneath her curvy posterior and caressing it. Wow, she's
so small I can almost cup one hand around both cheeks! Looking
at her enormous clothes puddling around her, Penny estimated Kelly
had shrunk to just over two and a half feet. Her chin was now
dragging the neck of her shirt downward, its sleeves lying on the
floor above her shoulders with her arms sticking out as if from
under tarps.

 


“Oh...I can feel your breath on my
skin...aaaaah you tease,” Kelly said softly. “Hey, wait a
second...” she continued, traces of confusion and concern catching
Penny's attention, “...my panties feel...really loose...” she said,
having trouble concentrating as Penny continued her ministrations.
“Do they seem...mmm loose to you?”

 


Penny frowned, feeling a moment of
frustration. Dammit, I didn't want her to notice yet... Her
smile returned shortly, though, as a thought struck her. Oooh.
Fun idea. Penny lifted her leg back over the reducing redhead,
worried that her apparent increasing weight might further reveal
the reality of what was happening to Kelly. She brought her knees
together so she was kneeling beside the reclining shrinkee, puzzled
for a second when she felt her skirt shift oddly on her hips—almost
as if one side was sliding off—but quickly returning her thoughts
to ravishing Kelly.

 


Squeezing her friend's still-smaller ass in
her relatively huge hand, Penny glanced up, seeing Kelly lifting
her head and looking quizzically down her torso at her friend. “I
don't know, Kelly,” she said mischievously. “Why don't I check the
fit?” She pulled her other hand away from where it was holding both
of Kelly's tiny, succulent breasts and slid it slowly down her
stomach, moving down her thigh before turning inward. Kelly gasped
as Penny's thumb slid over the outside of her panties, lightly
pressing the loose fabric into her slit. She grinned as she felt
how damp the fabric was.

 


“Well...I don't know about loose, but I
definitely feel something,” Penny said teasingly. She rubbed
her thumb over the tiny snatch under the fabric again, eliciting
another gasp from her friend. “You dirty girl...have you been horny
this whole time?”

 


Kelly turned to look at Penny, biting her
lip. “Maaaaaaaaybe...” she said coyly.

 


Penny stroked her thumb along Kelly's
ever-smaller pussy again, feeling warmth from her shrinking sex.
“Like I said, I can stop any time you want, you know,” she teased, already knowing the answer she'd
get.

 


“God, no. Never stop,” Kelly said
quickly.

 


Penny grinned and pressed a little harder
through the panties, getting an even louder moan from the shrinking
Kelly. Penny shifted her weight forward, again trying to ignore an
odd slipping sensation from her skirt. Her thumb couldn't retain
its position from this angle, so she shifted her hand around,
rubbing two fingers over Kelly's slick lips through her absurdly
oversized panties.

 


She brought her face even with Kelly's,
amazed at how small the formerly tall woman looked. Her head seemed
only a little larger than an orange to Penny, though for some
reason she thought it should be even smaller. She put her forehead
against Kelly's and met the small green eyes with her big hazel
ones. “Hi,” she said playfully.

 


“Hi,” the little woman replied, beaming at
Penny. Confusion flickered across her features as she looked her
friend's face up and down. “Um...Penny? What's--”

 


Penny cut her off with a forceful kiss, her
lips and tongue playing with Kelly's, carefully biting her lower
lip a bit before she pulled away. “Kelly?” she whispered, still
sliding her fingers back and forth between the girl's legs.

 


“Yes?” the diminutive redhead said, her eyes
again locked on Penny's.

 


“Can I put my hand inside your
panties?”

 


Kelly's face flushed again, her cheeks
burning crimson, but she grinned broadly up at the bigger girl.
“Please,” she replied without hesitation.

 


Penny kissed her again, and, smiling slyly,
she drew her hand up over the loose panties and along Kelly's skin
all the way up to her belly button. Then, ever so slowly, Penny's
fingers inched down the skin of the flat stomach and slipped
beneath the huge underwear. They trailed gently through a thatch of
red hair before making contact with Kelly's hot, wet snatch.

 


“Oooh! OH!” Kelly shouted—in a much higher
voice, Penny noted with amusement—as the nimble fingers slid along
her labia, parting the lips with a gentle pressure and stroking the
folds within. “Ohhh my God, your fingers feel so big and strong...”
Kelly gasped.

 


Penny's middle finger moved deftly upwards
and rubbed across a clit smaller than a grain of rice. Kelly
spasmed, the flailing of her little legs sending the enormous jeans
flying, leaving only a blanket-sized shirt around her shoulders and
panties big enough for two of her around her knees. “Ah! Mmm, this
is making me feel so warm and tingly...”

 


Penny was feeling warm and tingly, too, the
heat in her core building to incredible levels at toying with the
shrinking woman beneath her. She wanted to preserve the illusion a
little bit longer, but by now the differences would be obvious to
Kelly if she so much as glanced at the much bigger girl. “Close
your eyes and relax. I want to try something, and I want you to
just enjoy it...” Penny said.

 


Closing her eyes with an anticipatory smile,
Kelly complied. At this point, even kissing would likely shatter
the glamour that had kept Kelly from noticing, so Penny returned
her attention to the little woman's breasts. She timed licking one
of the miniature nipples with her strokes of Kelly's love button,
and with every motion, she could actually see her shrink slightly!
This is so fucking hot, Penny thought, feeling Kelly's slit
slowly shrinking beneath her fingers. That reminds me—better do
this while I still can. She pushed her hand further down,
parted Kelly's nether lips with her digits and carefully pressed
her fingers into the girl's shrunken vagina.

 


“Fuck!” Kelly cried out. “Fuuuuuck! Your
fingers are huge! Feels like you aaaaah put at least three inside
me!”

 


In fact, the two Penny had used were only in
to her second knuckle, and even then they were a tight fit. With
her every movement, she could feel Kelly's pussy contracting around
them—evidence that the powder's potency was still being increased
by Kelly's arousal. They were slowly being forced out of the tiny
girl, too, despite her howling about how deep Penny was going. She
finally retracted one finger entirely as Kelly shrank even smaller;
she didn't want to hurt the little woman, after all.

 


“Aw, why did you do that? They're not ooooh
filling me up as much aaaaaaah as before...” Kelly said, a tinge of
disappointment coloring her tone. However, as Penny's remaining
finger continued working its magic, her sex contracted around it
once again. “Ah! Never mind!”

 


Grinning wider than ever, Penny decided it
was time to move to the bed. It was unlikely she could maintain the
illusion much longer anyway, and she preferred to be on the
mattress rather than the carpet when it was time for her shrunken
playmate to return the favor. She teasingly pulled her finger out
of Kelly's throbbing vagina, running it briefly up the slit to
tease her clit again. “Let's get on the bed,” she whispered. “I
wanna kiss every single inch of your body.” Not that that will
be too hard, she added mentally, smiling down at what looked
like a gorgeous, lifelike, two-foot-tall replica of the once-tall
Kelly.

 


“Mmm. Sounds wonderful.” Kelly's eyes slowly
fluttered open, and she turned her head to look at her lover. “I
can't wait to do that to…” She stopped cold
and her eyes widened as she took in the giantess Penny leering down
at her. She sat up quickly, a shocked look on her face as the
enormous shirt dragged her down and fell into her lap.

 


“Do go on, sexy,” Penny purred, watching
Kelly's reaction with amusement.

 


Kelly's jaw worked up and down several times,
but no sound came out. She turned her head rapidly, her gaze
flicking quickly from one impossible sight to another: Penny's huge
grin, the sheet-sized blue shirt resting on her lap, the gigantic
panties draped over her shins, Penny's colossal tits (which held
her attention a bit longer than the other things), the massive
empty bottle and tumblers sitting nearby, the bed in the distance
looming as large as a small building, the ceiling so high overhead
it looked like a cavern.

 


“You're so... Y-you... I mean... I-I'm...I'm
so...” she stammered.

 


“Sexy? Naked? Cute?” Penny tossed out
playfully. “Hmm...no, I think the word you're looking for is
small. You're so small!” She grinned down again at the
shrunken Kelly.

 


“I'm small. I shrunk. I shrunk!” Kelly cried.
“Everything's so...big...” she muttered.

 


Penny was amused to see Kelly's attention
seemed to have returned to the giant breasts hanging above her. She
decided to toy with Kelly a bit, so she leaned forward and down to
dangle the giant globes right above the smaller woman's face.

 


“Really big...” Kelly added, staring raptly
at the giant boobs.

 


“Like I said, cutie, I can't wait to kiss
every inch of you. Now let's get you up on the bed,” Penny said,
shifting back into a sitting position and reaching for Kelly.

 


“What? What are you doing? We need to figure
out what happened to me! We have to fix this!” the miniature woman
cried.

 


“Oh, relax. It'll wear off in six hours.”

 


Confusion crossed Kelly's face. “What? How
could you possibly...” Her features suddenly twisted in anger.
“You! You shrank me?!”

 


“More like I'm shrinking you. I don't
think you've stopped yet,” Penny said with a mischievous grin.

 


“B-but...how? Why?!” Kelly said, slowly
backing away from Penny, pushing herself with her arms. Her
gigantic shirt and panties immediately slid off and fell behind,
leaving the miniature girl totally nude and scooting backward on
her butt.

 


“How? Just a little bit of magic,” Penny
replied. She brought her hands closer to Kelly, sweeping them
around from behind the little woman. “As for why, well...”

 


The retreating and still-shrinking Kelly
suddenly bumped into Penny's encroaching arms. She glanced back to
see what she'd hit. “Eep!” she squeaked. Before Kelly could react,
Penny seized the moment and brought her thumbs down and across the
shrunken woman's waist like a lap belt. “Whoa!” Kelly cried as the
much bigger girl lifted her up, feeling the world fly by dizzyingly
as Penny returned to an upright sitting position. “Penny! Stop!
Make me big again!”

 


Penny held her captive up in front of her
face. “I'll make you a deal. I'll stop right now, tell you anything
you want to know, and give you whatever you want until this wears
off...if you play one more round of truth or dare.”

 


Kelly looked stunned. She blinked several
times, as if trying to process what she'd heard. Bet she wasn't
expecting that, Penny thought. Too bad she doesn't know the
game is rigged...

 


“I can't imagine what you'd dare me to do at
this size, so, truth,” Kelly said.

 


“Okay!” Penny grinned broadly at the little
woman in her hands, feeling the warmth of her skin, teasingly
nudging the bottom of her breasts with her thumbs, and just
generally savoring the sensation of having one of her crushes
literally in the palm of her hand. “Are you, or are you not,
incredibly turned on by this whole situation?”

 


The pint-sized girl blushed fiercely again.
“N-no! Of course not!” she said, a little too quickly and
unconvincingly. “Why...why would I be?” she added shakily.

 


“Hmm...” Penny smirked. Without warning, she
shifted her hands, sliding one pinky finger under Kelly's groin and
rubbing it along her slit. Sure enough, the little woman's
miniaturized snatch was still hot and so wet she was nearly
dripping. Unable to help herself, Kelly let out a faint moan before
putting a hand over her mouth, alarmed. “Just as I suspected. If
you still fit into your pants, they'd be on fire.” She stood
slowly, still smiling down at Kelly. She felt curiously heavy to be
as small as she was—in fact, she almost seemed slightly heavier
than when Penny had picked her up moments ago.

 


“Hey! No fair! I answered you!” Kelly
protested, her high voice amusing Penny to no end.

 


“It's called truth or dare, sweetie.
You lie, you lose. So we're taking this to the bed.” She turned
around and faced her queen-sized mattress a few feet away. “Don't
worry, we'll both enjoy—whoa!” Penny stumbled as her foot caught on
something. She tried to recover her balance, but ultimately pitched
forward, stretching out her arms towards the bed. She did a
face-plant into the mattress, her breasts and upper body squashing
into the edge of the bed, but her shrunken friend still safely
clutched in her hands as her arms landed softly on the springy
surface. “Oh my God! Kelly, are you all right?” she said, partly
muffled by comforter.

 


“I'm okay. That was scary, though,” Kelly
called out. “Yikes! That could've been really bad. How about
you?”

 


“I'm fine,” Penny answered. “Landed mostly on
the mattress.” It occurred to Penny that something was very odd.
The way she was lying on the mattress felt strange, as if it was
higher off the floor than it should be. An alarm bell started
ringing in her mind. She glanced behind her to see what she'd
tripped on and saw her feet still entangled in the skirt and tank
top that had fallen off of her waist when she'd stood up. Further
up her legs, she could see her bright red panties drooping loosely,
one side hanging off of her hip and showing off a significant
portion of her curvy ass.

 


A few other telltale signs started clicking
together in her head: Kelly feeling bigger than she should have,
her tank top straps falling down, the shrinking woman's hands
slipping down what should have been a tight skirt. Uh-oh. Looks
like I got some of the powder. But how? She'd been careful to
put her own wine in a rounded glass while putting the powder in two
angular tumblers. A quick look over at the glasses sitting on the
floor showed her that only the round one still had anything in it.
Wait, I thought I drank the rest of that... In a moment,
Penny understood. She had crawled over in front of Kelly when they
were teasing Delilah; when she'd taken that final big gulp of wine,
it had been from the wrong tumbler! She couldn't even guess how
much powder she'd ingested, so she had no idea how small she might
get. Well. Things just got a lot more interesting.

 


An appreciative whistle near her ear drew her
attention. Kelly had crawled over the bed to be closer to her and
was looking down her mostly-nude body at the peek of her ass
showing over the sagging underwear. “Nice view,” the redhead said.
“Something wrong, Penny?”

 


“No...nothing at all,” Penny replied with a
smile. “Just seeing what I tripped on.” Better take advantage of
her while I still can, she thought to herself.

 


“Okay. Well. Get that sexy ass up here. You
said something about kissing every single inch of my body...you'd
better do that before I lose too many of them,” Kelly said with a
smirk, flipping into a sitting position and scooting backwards. She
turned one hand palm-up and crooked her finger, beckoning.

 


“I did say that,” Penny replied, needing no
further encouragement. She climbed up onto the bed, still a little
thrown by how much higher it seemed. Her panties slid the rest of
the way off of her legs as she lifted herself onto the mattress
top, but she didn't think she'd have kept them on much longer in
any case. She crawled forward and approached the shrunken Kelly
with a sly grin. “If I'm going to kiss every single inch of you, I
think I'll start...right here.” She pulled Kelly's foot over to her
and began kissing her tiny toes, working her way up to the little
woman's ankle and shin. When she reached her knee, she slid her
tongue teasingly up Kelly's inner thigh, stopping just short of her
glistening sex.

 


Kelly let out a soft moan. “Mmm. You big
tease,” she said, lying back and spreading her other leg out. “That
tongue feels so big...I can just imagine...” One tiny arm crept
down her belly, her own fingers toying with her pussy. Penny
repeated the process with her opposite leg, drawing even closer to
her center before stopping. “Ohhhhh God,” Kelly whispered.

 


Penny shifted position, kissing her way
slowly up Kelly's stomach. When she reached the relatively tiny
breasts, she was able to pull one entirely into her mouth.
Delighted at the sensation, and the sounds little Kelly was making,
she sucked playfully on the tit and ran her tongue over it,
flicking her erect nub repeatedly and eliciting squeaks of pleasure
that were rising inexorably higher in pitch. Penny switched to the
other breast, teasing Kelly's miniature nub carefully with her
teeth.

 


“Kiss me,” Kelly panted.

 


The bigger girl was more than happy to
oblige, rubbing her enormous breasts up Kelly's torso as she moved
upward toward her face. She braced herself, careful not to let too
much of her weight rest on the smaller woman, and kissed her.
Penny's mouth was much larger than Kelly's, but the smaller girl
more than made up for the size discrepancy, exploring Penny's lips
and tongue with a ferocious hunger. Penny felt her tiny tongue
doing its best to probe her mouth. “Mmm. I can't get enough of your
lips,” Kelly said passionately.

 


“Well, there's plenty of me to go around,”
Penny responded, licking the smaller woman's lips with her big
tongue.

 


“More...give me more!” Kelly demanded, once
again kissing Penny for all she was worth.

 


Penny felt Kelly's tiny hands reaching down
her back as far as they could go. She shifted her body position to
allow Kelly to grope her ass, the girl's small hands gripping and
squeezing as much as they could, her legs rising up to wrap around
Penny's waist and pull her closer. Briefly, Penny moved her chest
upward, her huge breasts pressing right into Kelly's face. She felt
the delicious sensations of the little woman's hands pulling one
breast closer and her tiny lips and tongue playing with her nipple.
She bit her lip, enjoying the feelings as Kelly soon shifted to the
other tit, and then brought herself back down to continue the
make-out session. Their red-hot kisses continued for several
minutes before Penny hesitantly sat up. Even though she knew she
was shrinking, she could still tell she towered over the smaller
Kelly before her.

 


“Aw, where'd you go?” Kelly whined.

 


“Well,” Penny said, trailing her fingers down
Kelly's tits and her belly, “there's one place on you”--her hands
slid past either side of Kelly's carefully groomed red bush--“that
I really want to kiss.” Her fingers traced Kelly's legs to the
knees before turning around and playfully climbing up her thighs
again. She bent her head and touched her lips to Kelly's knee. “Not
here, or here,” she said, leaving a trail of kisses down the other
girls' thigh. “Not quite here,” she added, her mouth climbing
Kelly's thigh until it was but a breath away from her sex.

 


“Oh, God, you're making me crazy!” Kelly
cried out.

 


“Mmm, I think you like it, don't you?” Penny
replied, smiling as she moved right past Kelly's slit and kissed
her opposite thigh.

 


“Yes!” she said breathlessly. “Oh, yes! God,
it's making me so hot!”

 


Penny moved her lips teasingly close to
Kelly's honey pot, its juices gushing out onto the comforter. She
was close enough for her breath to stir the fine red hairs. Kelly
let out a loud moan as Penny kissed her way up the shrunken woman's
torso, running her tongue right between her tits, and kissed her
full on the lips again. Kelly stuck out her little tongue, and
Penny obliged, entwining it with her bigger one.

 


“Mmm...your tongue is so sweet,” Kelly said
when they separated. “I wanna feel it. Please.”

 


“Say no more.” Penny grinned, running her
tongue once more between Kelly's reduced tits, down along her belly
button, through the thatch of red and finally parting her nether
lips with its tip.

 


“Oh God!” Kelly screamed as the impossibly
large tongue stroked along her folds. “Ohhhh...mmm it's making me
shiver,” she panted. Her hands gripped her breasts, cupping and
squeezing them, fingers toying with stiff buds as Penny's mouth
seemed to bring every nerve in her body to life.

 


Penny was amazed at how small and delicate
Kelly's snatch seemed. Her tongue was huge in comparison and able
to cover most of the shrunken slit with no difficulty. She flicked
the tip of her tongue rapidly around Kelly's tiny jewel, a cry of
pleasure accompanying her every motion. Glancing up to see the
shrunken girl playing with her breasts, Penny delightedly took in
the visual as she continued her oral work. Experimentally, she drew
her tongue down along Kelly's lips and pressed its tip inside her
pussy, curious how far it would go. Unsurprisingly, it was a tight
fit, but she managed to slide it in and stroke the walls of her
miniature lover's vagina. While she did this, she teased Kelly's
clit with one big finger.

 


“Mmm your tongue...so big!” Kelly exclaimed.
“God, I've never aaaahhh felt anything like this!”

 


The girl's high-pitched cries devolved into
wordless moans as Penny sped up. Soon, she switched positions, her
tongue again lapping at Kelly's little pearl while Penny's pinky
finger (the only one she could fit) slipped inside her pussy. She
began licking even faster, her finger filling up her little lover
as she moved it in and out.

 


She suddenly felt Kelly's little hand
gripping her hair and pushing her head down. “Don't stop! Don't
stop! Ohhhhhhhh God don't stooooop!” she wailed, her fingers
clutching Penny's auburn locks.

 


Seconds later, the little lady belted out an
orgasmic scream as she bucked her hips and arched her back, rocking
her shrunken snatch up into Penny's face as her hand continued to
hold her head in place. Penny could feel Kelly's love juices
spurting out and she lapped at them, savoring her lover's taste.
She could've easily escaped Kelly's reduced grasp but went along
with it, tonguing the miniature clit a few more times as the
redhead thrashed, and then gently licking her slit as her orgasm
subsided and she slowly relaxed back down onto the bed.

 


“Oh...oh God,” Kelly panted, exhausted. Her
little legs twitched. “That was incredible.”

 


“Glad you enjoyed it, little Kelly,” Penny
purred. She moved up to the shrunken girl's face again, kissing her
softly and playfully teasing Kelly's tongue with her own when the
little lips parted.

 


“Mmm. I can taste myself on you,” Kelly said
with a smile. She licked Penny's larger lips with her tongue. “I
feel like I should...mmm repay you,” she added after a few
moments.

 


“Well, since you offered...” Penny said,
grinning wickedly. She rolled off of Kelly and lay on her back on
the mattress nearby. She adjusted her position, turning sideways
and spreading her legs to give Kelly an open invitation. “Come on.
Get over here and please your giantess. That is, if your shrunken
ass is up to the job,” she said with a smirk.

 


Rising to all fours, Kelly smiled at her.
“Big things come in small packages, Penny.” The little woman
crawled across the comforter, steadily approaching the larger
Penny. As Kelly got close, her eyes widened. “Wow. You weren't
kidding when you said giantess. You really look big!”

 


Penny chuckled at her. I don't think I'll
tell her I'm shrinking too. Let her find out for herself. “Just
more for you to love, little Kelly.”

 


Kelly stared in rapt fascination at Penny's
breasts, which jiggled slightly with her laughter. “Mmm...can I
touch those?”

 


“You can touch anything you want, cutie.”

 


“Don't mind if I do!” Kelly replied. She
gripped one of the huge tits with both of her small hands and
brought it to her mouth, kissing and licking Penny's stiff nipple.
Spurred on by the bigger girl's moan of pleasure, she nipped
lightly at it and then leaned over Penny's chest to do the same to
her other breast.

 


“Oh God...you're a sexy little thing,” Penny
gasped. Moments later, Kelly shook her head and fluffed her hair,
tossing her long red mane out in a fan over Penny's torso. She
slowly moved her head downward, kissing a trail down Penny's
stomach while her fine hair tickled against the skin of her
breasts. “Ooooh...that felt nice too.”

 


Kelly made a satisfied sound before kissing
her way back up Penny's body. When she reached the larger woman's
cleavage, she stretched her little hands out to the sides and
tweaked Penny's nipples, and then pressed her tits together. Penny
felt delightful tingles all over her body as Kelly slid her tongue
into the valley of Penny's cleavage and gradually licked and kissed
her way down Penny's belly once more. The little tongue swirled
teasingly around her navel before heading further south, causing
Penny to kick her legs involuntarily.

 


Kelly stopped and leaned back, looking at
Penny quizzically. “You okay?”

 


“I'm fine,” Penny said, suppressing a laugh.
“That just...kinda tickled.”

 


“Oh?” Kelly grinned mischievously. “Tickled,
eh?”

 


“You wouldn't,” Penny said with mock
dread.

 


“Oh, but I would!” Kelly replied, instantly
bringing her mouth back down and playfully licking around Penny's
navel again.

 


“Oooh! Ha ha! St-stop that!” Penny squealed,
kicking her legs again.

 


Kelly tickled her a bit longer, and then
lifted her head. “I could keep doing that,” she said, “but I think
there's something else I'd rather do to you.” She shifted down
Penny's body, her little hands gripping the larger girl's ankles
and caressing her skin from her legs up to her thighs.

 


As Kelly zeroed in on Penny's pleasure
center, Penny became aware of the feeling of Kelly's fingers slowly
getting larger. Am I shrinking faster now? Guess it's getting
stronger for me, too... Of course, she didn't need to check to
confirm how wet her friend's actions were making her.

 


“Mmm...can I...touch you right here?” Kelly
asked, her fingers poised tantalizingly just beyond Penny's lower
lips.

 


“Yes. Fuck yes!” Penny replied
enthusiastically. As Kelly's fingers tenderly touched and then
parted her labia, she gasped. “That's wonderful...”

 


“Oooh, you're so wet!” Kelly exclaimed
delightedly. The deft little fingers rubbed her clit, and with each
stroke she felt them become almost imperceptibly bigger. The
incredible sensations were soon complimented by another—the feeling
of Kelly's lips and tongue teasingly climbing Penny's thigh toward
where her fingers were already busy.

 


Penny found herself holding her breath in
anticipation. When Kelly's tongue made contact with her snatch, she
exhaled it all at once. “Oh, God!” she gasped, feeling Kelly's tiny
tongue passing over her slit. Penny lifted her head to look down at
the smaller woman. Sensing her attention, Kelly lifted her eyes,
and met Penny's gaze without taking her tongue away from the
giantess' pussy. Still staring right into her eyes, Kelly licked
her fingers and slipped them once more into Penny's eager folds,
the digits fondling her love button while the tongue parted her
lips further down. “Mmm feels soooo good...” she moaned. Kelly's
other hand was braced against her thigh; Penny reached down and
lovingly entwined her fingers with Kelly's smaller ones.

 


Kelly glanced up at her again, briefly
stopping with her tongue, though her fingers kept sending shivers
up Penny's spine. “Ah...you like it?” she said with a broad
grin.

 


“Mmm it's perfect,” Penny replied, lying back
and closing her eyes. She lifted her free hand to her breast and
fondled it, teasing her rock-hard nub. “The only thing that could
make it better would be your fingers inside me...”

 


“I thought you'd never ask,” came the
reply.

 


She felt Kelly's tongue slide upward,
flicking rapidly over her clit while the redhead's tiny fingers
moved down between her labia and pressed inside of her.

 


“Ohhhhhh fuck,” Penny whispered, already
feeling the little fingers starting to get bigger along with the
tongue that was still toying with her button. Kelly's fingers moved
quickly in and out, pressing against her G-spot and gradually going
deeper and deeper while she was lost in ecstasy. Penny could also
feel the fingers of Kelly's other hand getting bigger within her
own.

 


She had no idea how much time passed with
waves of pleasure washing over her; she only knew that she felt
Kelly's fingers starting to stretch her out, causing her cries to
get louder. It briefly crossed her mind that her voice sounded very
high, and she started to wonder how small she was getting, but she
decided she didn't care and went back to enjoying the amazing
sensations. Soon, Kelly's fingers started to feel almost too
big; Penny was just starting to worry that she might get hurt when
something changed. Kelly's digits, suddenly seeming quite large,
slowly withdrew from her, though the tongue kept swirling around
her clit.

 


“Ah!” Kelly said from below her, followed by
a sound that might have been faint laughter. The fingers suddenly
returned, and while still large, they felt smaller than before.
Wait, that's not right... It was hard to tell through her
haze of pleasure, but the hand interlocked with her own actually
felt like it might be bigger than hers. She realized Kelly
must have been using fewer of her digits now. They still feel
really big!

 


So too did Kelly's tongue, its tip still
playing back and forth over her bean while seeming to part more and
more of her lips. The two fingers (or one?) inside of her
swelled inexorably larger, occasionally curling or pressing against
her G-spot. “Ohhh I swear to God you're gonna make me cum,” she
panted, hearing her voice even higher now. “Aaaah yesyesyes!” she
cried as Kelly's finger went deeper than ever.

 


As Penny pinched her nipple hard, Kelly's
suddenly very large tongue swept over her magic button
again, and an involuntary contraction tightened her pussy around
the amazingly huge finger. The spike of stimulation pushed her over
the edge. “Kelly! Kellyyyyyyyyyyy!” she screamed, arching her back
and clenching her fingers around Kelly's. She felt her heart
pounding, its pulses thrumming through her nerves as her pussy
throbbed and contracted around the giant digit still stroking in
and out. After riding the crest of the wave for what seemed an
eternity, she shuddered and her back fell to the comforter as the
huge finger slowly withdrew. Her hand relaxed, releasing Kelly's,
and she marveled at how oddly large it felt.

 


When she was able to move, Penny slowly
opened her eyes and lifted her head. “Wow. That was...” she trailed
off as she looked down her belly and saw a double-sized Kelly
beaming at her, still between her legs. “Wha...what happened?
I'm...”

 


“Sexy? Naked? Cute? No, I think the word
you're looking for is small,” Kelly said, mocking Penny's
earlier words. “I can see why you did this now...that was a lot of
fun.”

 


“Oh my God! You look huge!” Penny said,
staring in wonder at her lover. She couldn't believe how big
Kelly's boobs looked—like the rest of the redhead, they seemed
twice the size of her own.

 


“I'm glad you approve,” Kelly replied with a
smirk. “I guess I'm the giantess now.” She suddenly looked around
the room with a faint frown. “Well. Relatively speaking, anyway.
How small do you think we are?” she asked, standing up on the
bed.

 


“I'm not entirely sure,” Penny said, rising
to stand next to her friend. It really hit home then that Kelly
actually was about twice her size. It wasn't lost on Penny that
thanks to Kelly's long legs, her crotch was roughly level with
Penny's face. She forced herself to look up at her huge bedmate,
having to look past gorgeous, perky tits that seemed huge to her to
see Kelly's face staring back, her expression amused. “I can't say
with certainty how much of the magic powder you or I
ingested...though I think it's safe to say I got more than you.”
She looked around at the room. “Obviously, neither of us got a full
dose, or we'd be about five inches tall.”

 


“Wow, that's potent stuff,” Kelly said,
kneeling down to meet Penny's eyes more directly. “Hmm. Based on
how everything looks, I'm guessing I'm probably about...maybe
twenty inches tall?” She grinned at Penny, raising one eyebrow.
“Which makes you, give or take, ten inches.” She suddenly burst out
laughing.

 


“What's so funny?” Penny said
indignantly.

 


“Ha! You're shorter than a Barbie!” Kelly
replied, unable to keep herself from dissolving into giggles.

 


Penny shook her head. “Oh, very funny. I hope
you realize we're both stuck up here on the bed for the next six
hours or so, until this wears off.”

 


Kelly got herself under enough control to
speak again. “Hmm...so we're naked, alone, and stuck in bed for six
hours...” Her eyes sparkled. “What ever shall we do to pass
the time?”

 


“I like the way you think,” Penny replied
with a smile, which suddenly turned into a yawn. “Although, I don't
know about you, but that really took it out of me. I could use a
little time to rest before we go again.” She winked. “Besides, I'll
need my energy to please you...giantess.”

 


Kelly stretched out on the comforter, her
long legs and supple body getting an appreciative once-over from
the smaller girl. “I suppose you have a point there, little Penny.”
Kelly chuckled again. “Ha! If you'd gotten a little smaller, your
name would really be appropriate.” She patted the spot next to her.
“Come cuddle up with me, lover.”

 


Penny lay down beside her, nestling her tiny
back up against Kelly's stomach and feeling her newly-impressive
bust pressing warmly against the back of her head. “Only if you
spare me any more jokes,” she said.

 


One of Kelly's huge arms crossed in front of
her, pulling her against the bigger girl's torso like a body
pillow. “No promises.” Penny felt her lean down and gently kiss the
top of her head. “Now rest up, little one. I can't wait to go
again.”

 


Penny snuggled up against the larger girl's
warmth, hearing and feeling Kelly's breathing gradually slowing.
They relaxed, spooning and resting, neither of them thinking about
the other member of their party.

 


* * * * *

 


After leaving her drunk and oddly-behaving
friends behind, Delilah swayed as she walked unevenly down the
hall. She couldn't believe how Penny and Kelly had been acting—it
was as if they'd suddenly become lesbians or something. All that
talk about kissing girls...what was that about? she'd thought
to herself as she reviewed her classmates' actions. And then they'd
had the nerve to try to get her to join in! Just the thought of her
and the other two women kissing each other, her mouth on Penny's
full pink lips, her tongue dancing with Kelly's--

 


She stopped and shook her head, frowning.
Where did THAT thought come from? She closed her eyes and
pinched the bridge of her nose, trying to concentrate. She didn't
want to be around the other two women right now, but Penny had
driven them to her house from school, so she was stuck here for a
while with no idea what she would do to pass the time. Maybe I
can go make a snack, or find a book to read, or...something.
She fanned herself and flapped the collar of her shirt a few
times—the wine seemed to be making her feel a bit flushed and warm.
Maybe a nice cold drink of something non-alcoholic.

 


She shuffled down the hall, approaching the
stairs to the first floor. As she neared them, the muffled sound of
a television drifted down the hall from a door that was slightly
open. Delilah had only been to Penny's house a few times, but she
was pretty sure that was Angela's room. Deciding she could use
someone to talk to about Penny's curious behavior, she ambled
toward the door.

 


As she stepped closer, the television got
louder—it sounded like some comedy show was on. Reaching the door,
Delilah gently pushed it open and looked into the room. Angela lay
on the bed on her stomach with her head propped up on one arm. A
notebook and textbook sat in front of her. The television was on,
but she didn't seem to be paying it any attention; she seemed to be
turned toward the books, the pen in her hand writing some notes on
a page. Delilah thought she recognized the textbook from a class
she'd had freshman year; Angela had just started at the same
college her older sister attended, so that seemed likely. Angela's
lustrous, jet-black hair cascaded in waves around her head,
trailing past her shoulders and brushing against the pink tank top
she wore. Beneath that, a pair of cutoff jean shorts hugged her
curves and revealed lean, tanned legs that were bent upward at the
knees, her feet crossed in the air behind her. Delilah's gaze
wandered back down from Angela's feet, along her legs, a little
further up...

 


“Take a picture. It'll last longer.”

 


The sound of Angela's voice startled Delilah,
snapping her awake as if from a trance. Angela was staring at her
quizzically, and Delilah realized with a bit of embarrassment that
she'd been staring at the back of the brunette's jean shorts.
Squinting her eyes, Delilah shook her head again. “Um...sorry,” she
said with a sheepish grin. “I guess I was just lost in thought for
a minute there.”

 


“Uh-huh.” Angela's slightly puzzled look
didn't change. “So...what are you doing here?”

 


“Well, Kelly and I were in Penny's room, we
were all having a good time, and then Penny started acting like a
le--” She stopped, not sure how to phrase it. “Um, acting kind of
strange. We were playing truth or dare, and they kinda ganged up on
me and started mocking me. It got kind of...awkward, so I
left.”

 


“Okay, so why did you come to my room?”
Angela asked, still looking confused.

 


Delilah started to reply but realized she
wasn't completely sure herself. Now that she was actually there,
she really didn't know what to say about what the other girls had
been doing, so she hesitated, trying to come up with an excuse.
“Uhh...well, I'm stuck here until Penny decides to drive us home,
and I don't feel like being around them until they stop making
ou—er, making fun of me. I, uh...thought I'd come see what you were
doing. See if you wanted to hang out,” she finished lamely.

 


Angela's expression softened somewhat. “Well.
I guess I'm not the only one my sister annoys. I'm not doing too
much right now—just television and homework. I don't think I'd be
much fun for you to be around, though,” she said with a frown.

 


Delilah hesitated, not wanting to leave.
Why do I want to stay here with her so much all of a sudden?
she asked herself, fanning her shirt out again as she felt another
warm flush and tingles creeping across her skin. Desperate for a
reason to stay and not really knowing why, she glanced at the
textbook. “Oh! Statistics 102, huh? I took that class. Do you have
Mr. Reilly? I did, freshman year.”

 


Angela smiled at that. “Yeah. Was he as
boring then as he is now?”

 


“I'd say it's statistically likely,” Delilah
replied with a grin, feeling a sudden flash of delight at Angela's
silvery laugh, followed quickly by mild confusion. “I
can...uh...sit in here and keep you company, and if you have any
trouble with something, maybe I can help?”

 


Angela shrugged. “Sure.” She scooted over on
the bed and patted the mattress beside her. Delilah was at a loss
to explain the mild tingle that went up her spine at the gesture,
or the warm feeling that suffused her as she sat on the bedspread
next to Angela's lean frame. Shifting position so she was on her
stomach, she scooted very close to Angela—probably closer than she
had to—and smiled at her.

 


“Until I need help, you can feel free to
channel-surf,” Angela said, passing her the remote as she returned
to her books.

 


For a few minutes, Delilah flipped through
the stations, not finding anything worth her attention. She found
herself glancing at Angela's books...then at her face, watching her
concentration on the text. Now that she was this close and really
paying attention, she could appreciate Angela's luscious lips, the
faint dimples in her cheeks, the deep blue of her eyes, that
gorgeous wavy dark hair that smelled faintly of lavender--

 


“Uh, Delilah? What are you doing?”

 


Startled and embarrassed again, Delilah
jerked her head back from where she'd been surreptitiously inhaling
the fragrance of Angela's locks. Her face flushed again, and she
felt hotter than ever. What the hell is wrong with me? She
flapped her white shirt out again, trying to cool off; for some
reason, the collar sat slightly oddly when she stopped, and she had
to adjust it.

 


Angela was still waiting for an answer, so
Delilah thought quickly. “Sorry. I, uh...I was wondering what
shampoo you used. It smells wonderful.”

 


“Thanks...” Angela replied slowly. She
frowned at Delilah. “Are you okay? I know I don't know you that
well, but you seem to be acting a little strange.”

 


“S-sorry,” Delilah stammered. “I guess I'm a
little buzzed from the wine. Or maybe I'm still a bit in shock from
what your sister and Kelly were doing earlier.”

 


“Well, what did they do that was so bad?”
Angela cocked one eyebrow.

 


“Um...I, uh...” Delilah flailed for a moment
and then sighed. “There's no nice way to say this, I guess. Do you
think your sister might be a lesbian?”

 


Angela's eyes widened. “What?!” she said
incredulously. She dropped her pen, the classwork forgotten in the
wake of this bombshell.

 


Delilah blushed again, feeling more heat
rising in her cheeks. “Well, she was...I dunno, she was talking
about how much she likes making out with girls! And then she tried
to kiss me, and then she tried to kiss Kelly, and then it just got
awkward, and I had to get out of there!”

 


Angela leaned in closer, staring intently at
Delilah. “My sister. Tried to kiss you. And another girl,” she
stated flatly.

 


“Uh-huh,” Delilah replied, suddenly very
aware of how close together their faces were. Angela's blue eyes
were locked on her own, her mouth close enough that Delilah could
feel her warm breath. She flapped her shirt again, hoping to soothe
the heat that was continuing to build within her. “She...uh, yeah.
That's what happened. I don't know why she started talking about
kissing girls; it just kinda happened. And then I really thought
they were honestly going to start making out, and I wanted to--”
Get away from them, she thought, but found herself unable to
say it for some reason. She tried to force the words out of her
mouth as Angela watched.

 


“Wanted to what?” Angela asked quietly, still
staring at Delilah.

 


“I wanted to join in,” Delilah finally
blurted. Her eyes widened in shock at what she'd just said. Why
is it so hot in here? “N-no...That's not what I meant. I mean
I... I-I wanted to...” she stammered again, seemingly unable to
concentrate on anything but Angela. She was acutely aware of the
brunette's closeness, and embarrassed when she realized her nipples
were hard. “I...I...I want you to kiss me, Angela.”

 


“You what?” Angela said, the look on her face
suggesting she didn't believe what she'd just heard. “You're
joking, right?”

 


Instead of replying, Delilah reached around
behind Angela's head, gripped the back of her neck, pulled her
closer and leaned in, planting her lips squarely on Angela's mouth
and kissing her hard. Her nerves lit up, a pleasant sensation shot
down her spine, and the warmth in her body surged again. Delilah
felt tingles over every inch of her body as their lips meshed
together, feeling the softness of Angela's skin beneath her hand.
After several seconds some kind of mental switch flipped for
Delilah, and she suddenly let go of Angela and pulled back. Her
breath came in short gasps, and her cheeks flushed as she looked at
Angela, who was staring at Delilah in wide-eyed surprise.

 


“I...I'm sorry, Angela, I d-don't know what
came over me!” Delilah said quickly, blinking rapidly and trying to
calm her racing heart. “I didn't mean—”

 


She was cut off by Angela unexpectedly
lunging across the space between them, gripping Delilah's head and
pressing their lips together with a surprising amount of strength.
Delilah felt hotter than ever as another tingle washed over her
body. She also felt a strange shifting sensation, like fabric
sliding across her skin, though she didn't pay it much attention as
her mind was elsewhere. Angela's tongue parted Delilah's lips,
slipping into her mouth and twisting around her tongue. Another
heat wave struck Delilah as she wrapped her arms around Angela's
shoulders.

 


In a moment, Delilah was surprised to feel
Angela leaning her back, angling her down towards the bedspread.
Angela shortly had her pinned down, the young woman's body holding
Delilah down to the bed as they continued to kiss each other. After
what felt like a blissful eternity, Angela broke off their kiss and
pulled back, her grinning face looking down at Delilah.

 


Delilah sighed happily. She tried to recline,
but her head hung off the edge of the bed. She craned her neck
upward slightly and beamed at Angela. “Mmm...I wasn't expecting
that, but it was nice,” she said.

 


“Well, I wasn't expecting you to kiss me,”
Angela replied, still grinning. “Not that I'm complaining.”

 


 

“Hey, you started it the second time,”
Delilah replied playfully. “I'm a little drunk and got the idea in
my head from Penny. What's your excuse?”

 


Angela cocked one eyebrow again, smirking at
her. “Me?” She chuckled. “Well, that question you asked about
Penny? I can't speak for her, but I am a lesbian.” She bent
down to kiss Delilah again. As she spoke, she punctuated each pause
with another quick peck. “And I...have always...found you...very
attractive.” She ended with another quick flick of her tongue
between Delilah's lips.

 


“Really?” Delilah said, looking up at Angela
with curiosity. “You thought about me like that?”

 


“Ohhhh yeah,” Angela said with a smile. “I've
had a crush on you ever since you started coming over to hang out,
back when Penny was still in high school.”

 


Delilah blushed again, feeling more heat in
her face. “W-wow. I had no idea. I'm flattered.” She met Angela's
eyes. “So...you don't mind that I just kissed you, I'm
guessing.”

 


“I don't mind? Talk about an understatement,”
Angela replied. “Now I don't have to worry about whether I should
try to make a move or be afraid of rejection. It's a load off my
mind. Now...enough talking.” Angela lowered her head for another
deep, passionate kiss, the contact lighting up Delilah's
nerves.

 


Delilah had, on occasion, wondered what it
might be like to be kissed by another girl, but she never thought
she'd act on it. Now, though, any doubts were washed away by the
ripples of warm pleasure that swept across her body and radiated
outward from the point where her lips and tongue met Angela's. The
gorgeous brunette was keeping Delilah pinned to the bed, their
fingers tightly entwined, Angela's lithe body draped over
Delilah's. Delilah felt Angela's hand wrap around her head from
behind, slender fingers gripping her blonde hair and pulling her
closer. Angela's tongue danced with hers as their lips pressed
together, and Delilah could feel Angela's other hand gliding
smoothly along her exposed midriff, the brunette's touch like
electricity on her skin as it left pleasant tingles in its wake.
Delilah closed her eyes and lost herself in the delicious kiss.

 


After what could have been seconds or hours,
Angela broke the kiss and leaned slightly upward. Her hand had
risen up Delilah's belly to the hem of her white shirt, and it
waited patiently just inches from her erect buds, the little points
clearly visible even through her top and bra. “Delilah...can I
touch your breasts?” Angela said softly.

 


Somewhere in Delilah's hormone-addled brain,
some part of her wanted to hesitate. Just how far am I willing
to let another woman go? she asked herself. Then Angela's
fingers tugged faintly at her shirt, the slightly loose fabric
brushed across her nipples, and she had her answer. As far as
she wants. “Yes,” she whispered, gently nodding her head. “Oh,
yes.”

 


No sooner had she said that than Angela gave
a delighted sigh and slid her hand over the seemingly ill-fitting
garment, her palm cupping one of Delilah's C-cup breasts, and her
deft fingers toying with its stiff tip. Simultaneously, Angela
kissed her passionately once more, and the combination of her
delicious mouth and her nipple play caused Delilah to moan. She
threw her head back in ecstasy, feeling the awkward sensation of
the edge of the mattress bumping against the back of her head
halfway up.

 


Pulling away for a moment, Angela said
“Either it's cold in here, or you're really enjoying this. I think
I should take it a step further.” She playfully pinched Delilah,
who gasped.

 


Delilah offered no objections as Angela's
hand moved down her chest and slipped beneath her white shirt,
climbing up her chest and moving in under the cup of her bra.
That's weird...why do my shirt and bra feel so loose? Such
concerns disappeared as the warm flesh of Angela's palm again found
Delilah's tit, this time with no cloth barrier to get in the way.
Squeezing Delilah's breast and teasing the nipple with her
fingertips, Angela bent her head to kiss and nip at Delilah's neck.
The blonde turned her head to the side and raised her chin to give
Angela easier access, biting her lip and moaning as Angela's
actions sent another pleasant tingle throughout Delilah's system.
She felt Angela's other hand holding her head in place and was a
little surprised at just how strong the slender brunette felt—she
never would've guessed it from Angela's appearance.

 


A particularly strong nip in the hollow of
her neck made her cry out. Angela pulled back a bit and smiled
lustily down at her. As she turned Delilah's head to meet her gaze,
the grin widened. “I want to kiss your breasts, Delilah. You be a
good girl and just lay back and enjoy it.” Delilah felt Angela's
hand easily sliding the shirt and bra upward to expose one breast.
Angela's lips, tongue, and teeth immediately went to work on
Delilah's nipple, sending jolts of pleasure along her spine. Two
firm hands gripped her breast on each side and lifted it up,
bringing more of her tit in direct contact with Angela's mouth.

 


“Mmm, ohhh God,” Delilah panted, feeling
Angela push her shirt up over her other breast to massage it with
one hand while her mouth stayed focused on the other.

 


Angela suddenly switched positions, her lips
playing with Delilah's other nipple. Angela's tongue lapped and
swirled around the nub, each stroke sending a little shock of joy
through Delilah's nerves. Angela slipped her tongue between
Delilah's tits and ran it through the valley of her cleavage as her
hands squeezed the breasts together. Skipping over the rumpled
shirt, Angela kissed and licked Delilah's throat and neck before
returning to her lips again. She was pinned to the bed with the
force of Angela's kiss as her hands continued to stimulate
Delilah's breasts.

 


“That feels good, doesn't it, cutie?” said
Angela, her mouth a fraction of an inch away from Delilah's.
Without waiting for an answer, the brunette slipped her tongue past
Delilah's lips again, exploring the inside of her mouth as their
lips meshed. One hand left Delilah's breasts to curl around the
back of her head again, tugging lightly on her blonde hair as
fingers entwined with it.

 


Oh my God, I'm soooo turned on right
now, Delilah thought to herself. It wasn't just the kissing or
the breast play, she realized, though those were certainly helping.
It was that Angela was dominating their little dalliance. She
seemed so strong, so forceful, so confident, that her sexuality
felt larger-than-life to Delilah. To the lust-addled blonde, it
almost seemed like Angela was somehow bigger than she had been
minutes ago. “Have you...mmm...ever done this before?” Delilah
panted in between kisses.

 


“Who, me? Of course not,” Angela replied,
winking playfully at Delilah. “Now relax, lay back, and let me make
you feel good.”

 


When Delilah complied, Angela went back to
work on her body. She flicked her tongue lightly around Delilah's
lips before tracing a path of kisses down her throat to her
collarbone. Angela again passed over the bunched-up white shirt and
lowered her mouth to Delilah's breasts, the hot breath on her skin
setting her nerves on fire. Angela's tongue flicked quickly around
Delilah's nipple; her teeth teasingly pinched at it and elicited a
high-pitched yelp from Delilah.

 


Angela's lips and tongue trailed all over
Delilah's breasts, and then a string of kisses marched down her
flat stomach to the waist of her pink skirt. A thrill raced up
Delilah's spine as Angela's nimble fingers tugged the skirt's waist
down with curious ease and the kisses proceeded to just below
Delilah's navel. Angela's lips teased along Delilah's waistline,
her chin repeatedly nudging the ill-fitting fabric of the skirt out
of the way. Delilah was terribly confused as to why her skirt felt
too large on her, but Angela's teeth lightly tugging at the top of
Delilah's lacy white panties quickly brought her back to the
moment. Angela's hands also joined in the fun, climbing Delilah's
body until they could massage her breasts. Delilah again felt a
peculiar sensation—it was almost as if her breasts fit differently
into Angela's hands—but she didn't care, because the quick fingers
were stimulating Delilah's nipples and sending surges of pleasure
all over her.

 


“Ohhhh yeah,” Delilah gasped as Angela
continued her teasing kisses all along the waist of her
panties.

 


Soon, Angela's mouth began rising back up
Delilah's torso until it again reached her tits. Angela wrapped her
lips around Delilah's breast, flicking her tongue around the erect
bud at its peak. Wow, I can't believe how much of my breast fits
in her mouth... Angela repeated the stimulation on the blonde's
other breast before moving further up, their lips again meeting as
Angela's hand returned to the back of Delilah's neck and lifted her
head. Angela seemed even more forceful now, her kisses strong and
fierce, and her tongue feeling curiously big as it curled around
Delilah's own.

 


Angela's hands—one wound through Delilah's
blonde hair and the other rolling one stiff nipple between its
fingers—felt larger and more powerful than Delilah had initially
thought they were, but the way Angela's control was making Delilah
feel, she didn't mind in the slightest.

 


Angela broke away from the kiss again, and
her hand suddenly moved away from Delilah's neck. Lowering the
blonde's head back down, Angela shifted her grip so that she could
hold Delilah just under her jaw and turn her face so that her hazel
eyes met Angela's own baby blues. “Do I have your complete
attention?” Angela said with a smirk.

 


Delilah gulped nervously and nodded.

 


“Good...now, what I want to do next...”
Angela leaned down closer, her hand turning Delilah's head to bring
Angela's lips close to the blonde's ear. When they were close
enough for Delilah to feel Angela's breath, she continued in a
whisper. “What I'm going to do next is touch your
pussy.”

 


Delilah made a faint sound that was equal
parts whimper and plea. Angela tugged faintly at the blonde's
earlobe with her teeth, provoking another low gasp from Delilah.
The fingers fondling her breast came up behind her head, lifting it
up again as Angela planted another passionate kiss on her. The hand
on Delilah's jaw slowly grazed down her body, its fingertips
trailing over the hollows of her throat. Ripples of pleasure traced
across Delilah's skin as the fingers glided between her breasts,
slid down her stomach, and ran softly over the fabric of her
oversized pink skirt.

 


Delilah could feel how wet she was, and
Angela's kisses and the anticipation were only adding to that.
My panties are gonna be soaked, she thought to herself. She
realized dimly that they also seemed to be slightly out of place, a
fact which only became odder when Angela's hand lifted the skirt's
hem from around Delilah's knees. Isn't this a mini-skirt? A
second later, Angela's questing fingers brushed against Delilah's
eager slit through the wet fabric of her ill-fitting panties, and
rational thought shut off.

 


“Oh my Gooooood,” Delilah moaned. Angela
continued kissing the blonde while her fingers stroked Delilah's
pussy through the thin, damp underwear. Delilah could feel how hot
she was, and Angela's continued dominance of their tryst was only
stoking her fires hotter. Each press of Angela's hand against
Delilah's snatch sent a pulse through her nervous system, her heart
pounding and her breath coming in gasps.

 


“Mmm...you're so wet,” Angela said softly.
“You like this, don't you?” She gave Delilah another deep kiss.

 


“Aaaah yes, yes,” Delilah panted, hungrily
returning Angela's kiss.

 


Angela smiled crookedly at her. “Good.” Her
fingers stroked more strongly along Delilah's slit, parting her
lips slightly even through her panties.

 


Wow...her fingers feel...big! Delilah
thought, surprised at the sensation. She hadn't thought Angela's
fingers were particularly large before, but there was no denying
how they felt between her legs. Angela's hand sped up, sending
strong tingles sweeping across Delilah's skin and making her moan.
Something sounded off to Delilah, almost as if her voice was
higher-pitched than usual, but then Angela's fingers began moving
even faster, pressing harder into Delilah's snatch, and she moaned
again, not even noticing how it sounded.

 


A short time later, Angela pulled away from
their kiss, and her fingers slid out from between Delilah's thighs.
Delilah made a plaintive sound of disappointment, but then she felt
Angela's hand on her shoulders, lifting Delilah bodily off the bed.
“Sit up for a minute,” Angela ordered.

 


Delilah was again surprised at how strong the
slim girl seemed; even if she hadn't complied, she felt like Angela
might have no trouble making her sit up. The young brunette was
already sitting up, her legs and feet tucked under her thighs.
Delilah couldn't resist another look at those lean, tanned legs,
smiling as she took in the view.

 


As Delilah sat all the way up, she was thrown
off when she realized that her eye level was just below Angela's
chin. That's weird...I thought I was taller than her? It
must be because she's sitting on her legs and I'm not, Delilah
rationalized. Something else was bothering her, too: her shirt.
Delilah could have sworn that when she put it on, the white
garment's extremely short sleeves had barely passed her shoulders
and the bottom had exposed her midriff. Now, however, the sleeves
fell halfway down her forearms, the collar seemed too wide, the
bottom reached her lap, and the whole thing felt loose and baggy.
More puzzling, her bra, which had fallen back into place when she
sat up, seemed to be sliding loosely around her chest, as if her
breasts didn't fill the cups right. What's going on? Did my
clothes get stretched out?

 


“Let's get that shirt off,” Angela said with
a sly grin, and Delilah's concerns about the shirt vanished as a
pair of strong hands lifted the loose garment up. Angela was easily
able to slide the shirt over Delilah's head as she raised her arms.
Angela followed up almost immediately by removing her ill-fitting
bra. The clothes were tossed casually off the bed and forgotten as
Angela turned back to face Delilah, looking down to meet her eyes.
“Now...I want you to take off my shirt.”

 


Delilah eagerly complied, gripping the hem of
Angela's pink tank top and tugging it up her torso. As she passed
the set of perky B-cups, she realized Angela wasn't wearing a bra;
Delilah couldn't resist a quick, playful kiss on the brunette's
enticing nipples.

 


“Ah! Naughty girl!” said Angela.

 


Delilah had a little trouble getting the tank
top all the way off of Angela, ultimately having to push herself
awkwardly far up from the bed on her knees to lift the shirt high
enough to clear Angela's head. Even in that position, her eyes
barely met Angela's—something which again struck her as odd—but she
was enjoying herself far too much to dwell on it.

 


After the pink top cleared Angela's head,
Delilah threw it to the floor and lowered herself down to kiss
Angela on the lips. Delilah's hands slid down Angela's chest to
fondle her small, perky tits. The idea that they felt larger than
they should flitted through her mind. Maybe she isn't a
B-cup, Delilah thought, surprised at how much of her hands
Angela's breasts filled. Delilah settled her knees and thighs back
down to a more comfortable sitting position in front of Angela. She
again felt a strong hand grip her blonde locks, and a delightful
shudder went through her as Angela tilted Delilah's head back to
look her in the eyes.

 


“I want you to kiss my breasts, Delilah,”
Angela said, looking down expectantly at the blonde. Without
waiting for an answer, Angela bent Delilah's head down to one firm
tit and pulled her lips close against it.

 


Not that Delilah needed any encouragement.
Her hands cupped around Angela's right boob as her mouth teased the
nipple, running her teeth across it before licking it with her
tongue. Delilah wrapped her lips around it and pulled the erect tip
into her mouth, briefly puzzled when it wasn't as small as she'd
expected. Delilah toyed with and tongued the nipple for a few
minutes, and then felt Angela's hand nudging her head toward the
left breast. Delilah moved her head to the other side and proceeded
to give that breast the same treatment, so caught up in the heat of
the moment that she didn't notice her head was at a slightly
different angle, or that the left boob seemed somehow even bigger
than the right one had.

 


“Ooooh yeah. Your little tongue feels good,”
Angela sighed from above Delilah as she continued lavishing oral
attention on the perky boob in front of her.

 


Little? Shrugging it off, Delilah
switched back to the right breast, again tilting her head at a
different angle. Strange...I feel like I'm craning my neck, and
I can't get my hands around it right, she thought, unable to
grip Angela's tit the same way she had before. Finally, she was
able to get herself in a good position by rising up onto her knees,
and she swirled her tongue rapidly around the young brunette's
areola. She nipped at the stiff nipple again, making Angela yelp.
Soon, she felt Angela shifting into a reclining position on the
bed, pulling Delilah down and keeping the blonde's mouth on
Angela's breasts as she did. Delilah moved her hips and legs on the
bed—What's going on with my skirt? Feels like it's hanging off
my hips!--and found herself lying partially atop Angela, her
head held in place by the brunette's hand and her face pressed into
Angela's tits.

 


“Ah!” Delilah cried as Angela's free hand
crept down her back, slipped into her bizarrely loose skirt, and
suddenly squeezed one of her ass cheeks. The warmth of Angela's
hand, and how strangely large it felt cupping her ass, gave Delilah
another pleasant rush of heat and tingles across her skin. She
redoubled her efforts, rapidly switching between Angela's breasts,
stimulating whichever one wasn't in her mouth with her fingers.
I must have been wrong. There's no way she's a B-cup--they're
just too big!

 


It wasn't long before the hand behind
Delilah's head lifted her up, bringing her lips up to meet
Angela's. Delilah was again struck by a sense of something being
out of place, as if her lips didn't quite fit against Angela's when
they kissed. Angela's tongue felt abnormally large too as it crept
in between her lips. Delilah pulled back for a moment, having a
very hard time gaining any leverage against the strong hand behind
her neck. “A-Angela...does it seem like--” she said, but stopped
short when the brunette's hand shifted to below her jaw, once more
fixing her eyes to Angela's. Delilah felt almost mesmerized by the
crystal-blue eyes; there was something powerful and predatory in
Angela's gaze that she couldn't resist.

 


“Yes, my pet? What's on your mind?” Angela
purred, her beautiful eyes never leaving Delilah's. The hand on her
ass squeezed again. Its firm grip, coupled with the way Angela had
called her “pet,” sent another wave of pleasure up Delilah's
spine.

 


“Fuck it,” Delilah said. “Never mind.” She
leaned into Angela's kiss again, her lips and tongue greedily
exploring the young woman's mouth.

 


Angela moaned happily. After a few more
delicious kisses, she separated herself from Delilah and leaned
back into the pillows at the head of the bed. Putting one hand on
Delilah's shoulder to push her back slightly, Angela reluctantly
extracted the other one from the loose-fitting skirt. “Now, pet,”
she said, grinning at the look on Delilah's face as she emphasized
the word, “I want you to touch my pussy.” Angela seized Delilah's
wrist and directed her hand down Angela's flat belly, letting go as
the blonde's fingers grazed the waistband of Angela's jean shorts.
“I'm sure you know how to get there from here,” she added with a
wink.

 


Delilah certainly knew how. She slipped her
fingers under the denim waistline, surprised that she was able to
get in with little trouble. Angela bit her lip as Delilah's hand
slid softly against the fabric of her panties. Delilah's fingers
rubbed against the cloth. She could feel that Angela's lingerie was
every bit as soaked as her own, and there was no missing the heat
emanating from Angela's center. “Aaaah! Mmm, you're such a tease.
Go on, take off my shorts and put those little fingers to work,”
Angela coaxed after a few moments.

 


Obeying willingly, Delilah withdrew her hand
from the shorts and reached for the button that held them closed.
She was briefly stymied when the button was much larger than she'd
expected and she couldn't get it through its opening, finally
having to resort to using both hands to pass the button through its
hole and open the abnormally heavy zipper. Weird. Why does
Angela wear shorts with such big tacky fasteners? Managing to
open the front of the shorts, Delilah caught an intriguing glimpse
of lacy black fabric with pink trim. Wanting to see more, she
gripped the legs of the shorts and tugged, only to find she could
barely budge the garment. A quiet chuckle from Angela belied her
amusement at Delilah's struggle, but seconds later she rocked her
hips suggestively upward, giving the blonde enough slack to slip
the snug shorts past Angela's ass and pull them down her legs.

 


As the shorts passed her feet, leaving Angela
wearing nothing but low-cut black panties with hot pink trim, she
spread her legs out invitingly. Delilah crawled back up the bed,
trying to ignore her skirt and panties shifting around on her hips,
and knelt in the space between Angela's thighs. Delilah ran one
hand up Angela's inner thigh, stopping when she reached the lacy
black panties. She's right...my hand does seem a bit small in
comparison... Shrugging it off, Delilah began rubbing her thumb
along the outside of the fabric, teasing Angela's slit through the
thin underwear. Angela's womanhood was hot and wet, and Delilah
could feel it becoming more so as she stroked faster.

 


Delilah leaned over Angela's body, trying to
reach her lover's lips to kiss her, but for some reason she
couldn't make it all the way up. Delilah found herself staring at
the brunette's collarbone. Oh well—I'll just make the most of
it! Delilah bent her head and kissed Angela's breasts again,
flicking her tongue around the pert nipples.

 


“Mmm...that feels so good, little pet,”
Angela said from above her. The young brunette moaned as Delilah
pressed her thumb down harder, feeling Angela's lips part through
the fabric. Angela gasped, throwing her head back involuntarily
into the pillow. “Ohhh yeah, that's wonderful, Delilah! Your little
tongue and...”

 


Angela trailed off suddenly, and Delilah
flicked her eyes upward from the breasts before her to see Angela
had her head raised, her neck bent so she could look down at
Delilah. Angela's expression was a strange mix of pleasure,
puzzlement, and something else Delilah couldn't place, though it
might have been amusement.

 


“Hmm?” Delilah said, her lips wrapped around
Angela's nipple. “What's wrong?” She flicked her tongue against
Angela's tit intermittently, amused at the way it interrupted her
answer.

 


“Oh, nothing. It's just—ah!--you said you
were—mmm--a little drunk...did Penny oooohh fix the drinks?
Aaah!”

 


“Mmhmm,” Delilah replied, still gazing up at
the brunette. “Why?”

 


“No reason,” Angela replied with a mysterious
smile.

 


Delilah was taken by surprise a moment later
as Angela's lean, strong arms wrapped around her from behind,
pulling her snugly against Angela's torso as Angela flipped both of
them over. In seconds, Angela had rolled Delilah over onto her back
on the other side of the bed, Delilah's head resting on the bottom
half of a large, cushy pillow. Angela's toned and tanned legs
trapped Delilah's own limbs together, the brunette's upper body
hanging over her. Angela looked incredibly large and dominant
looming over Delilah like that; the blonde felt another pleasant
tingle shoot through her system at the thought.

 


Delilah looked up at Angela's grinning face
and then let her eyes wander down Angela's beautiful body. She was
surprised at just how big Angela's breasts looked dangling above
her like that; Delilah guessed they had to be at least a largish C.
Funny how I was so wrong about them before. She leaned up to
kiss Angela; their lips met and their tongues danced. Soon after,
Delilah felt Angela's hands on her hips, playing around with the
waistband of her skirt and slipping teasingly beneath it at times.
Their kiss was interrupted when Angela gently placed a hand on
Delilah's shoulders and pushed her down to the bed, her head
pressing against the bottom edge of the pillow.

 


Angela shifted her legs, moving down
Delilah's body. “Now, little pet, I'm going to take off your
dress,” she said as she crept further down the bed and moved to the
side.

 


Delilah bit her lip, eagerly awaiting
Angela's next move. A warm, strong pair of hands slid under the
waistband of her skirt again on both sides, the heat of Angela's
skin against her own producing more of those delicious tingles.
Angela's fingers curled around the waist of the garment and slowly,
teasingly pulled it down Delilah's thighs, gradually revealing the
white lace of her underwear.

 


Delilah was surprised by how easily the skirt
came off. She didn't even have to raise her hips to get it past her
butt, and it slid with almost no resistance, making it seem like it
was several sizes too big. When Angela got it past her feet and
briefly held it up like some kind of trophy, it even looked
too big. With a smirk, Angela tossed it aside, and the realization
suddenly hit Delilah that both women were now down to just their
panties—an observation that sent a shiver of anticipation down her
spine.

 


Angela gripped Delilah's ankles and gently
pushed them apart, leaving the blonde with her legs spread wide and
sending another warm wave through her body. Angela then crawled
forward on the bed between the open thighs and leaned over Delilah,
bringing a lot of bare skin in contact between the two of them.
Angela's waist was roughly even with hers, and Delilah could feel
the heat coming from the brunette's core tantalizingly close to her
own. As Angela leaned down further, her breasts hung directly over
Delilah's face, and the blonde couldn't resist craning her neck
upwards to kiss the looming boobs.

 


Mmm...her tits are lovely, Delilah
thought, cupping her hands around one of them as she sucked the
nipple. And her pussy right up against mine is really—wait,
what? Delilah paused for a moment, releasing Angela's breast
from her mouth as she glanced down at their bodies, trying to
figure out what was wrong.

 


She was interrupted by Angela leaning further
down and pressing her breasts into Delilah's face, the large, warm,
soft boob flesh squishing into either side of her head. “Mmm, you
like my big breasts, little Delilah?” she said, an unmistakable
amusement in her tone. She rolled her hips, rubbing her womanhood
sensuously against Delilah's through the thin fabric of their
panties, her breasts pressing a little harder down into the face of
the blonde beneath her. “You should get back to kissing them.
You're not trying to, heh, short-change me, are you?”

 


Still wondering about the obvious mirth in
Angela's voice, Delilah followed Angela's order, unable to resist
the appeal of the tits in her face. She squeezed the young
brunette's breasts in her hands, amazed at how big they felt in her
grasp, and ran her tongue around one nipple and then the other,
detouring briefly through the valley in between the boobs.

 


“Yeah...that feels so nice,” Angela purred.
Suddenly, she pulled back, moving down Delilah's body so they could
kiss again. Angela's tongue parted Delilah's lips and the blonde
gave a muffled cry of surprise.

 


Her tongue feels huge—almost too big for
my mouth! Funny I didn't notice before. It wasn't just the
tongue, Delilah soon realized. Her lips felt curiously small
against Angela's, and though it was hard to tell through the haze
of pleasure, even Angela's face looked oddly large relative to
hers. Angela's tongue curved around Delilah's and she was again
struck by how large and powerful it seemed. Oooh...I hope I get
to feel that somewhere else, she thought, involuntarily moaning
at the idea. Delilah raised her hands to Angela's face, trying to
pull her lover closer, wanting to experience as much of her as
possible. Delilah's spread legs rose up and wrapped around Angela's
body, feet pressing into the small of her back.

 


Soon, Angela broke away from their kiss
again. She locked eyes with Delilah, who bit her lip. “Are you
feeling good, little pet?” she asked with a smile.

 


“God, I'm soooooo turned on right now,”
Delilah replied. She giggled. “I can't believe I'm doing this with
you.”

 


Angela smirked. “Neither can I. I always had
you pegged as kind of a...shrinking violet,” she said, stifling a
laugh.

 


“What's so funny?” Delilah asked, slightly
bewildered. She cleared her throat, noticing her voice sounded
strange.

 


“Just an inside joke,” Angela said quickly.
“Don't you worry your pretty little head about it. Now...” She bent
down to kiss Delilah again quickly before continuing. “What am I
going to do with you next?” Another kiss, accompanied by the
feeling of the brunette's hand sliding down Delilah's belly. “I
think...I should boldly go where no girl has gone before,” she
said, her fingers on Delilah's hip, barely touching the waist of
her loose panties.

 


“Mmm...yes! Yes you should!” Delilah replied
emphatically. Angela made a satisfied sound and her fingers crept
under the garment at Delilah's hips, slowly and teasingly sliding
around to the front before they made contact with her pussy.
“Oh...OH!” Delilah cried in a high-pitched tone, throwing her head
back into the mattress.

 


“One small step for lesbian-kind...” Angela
said with a grin. Her deft fingers worked in a rhythm, alternating
back and forth with each other as they parted Delilah's eager
slit.

 


Angela's touch was driving Delilah into a
frenzy as her fingers stroked quickly alongside her clit. I
can't believe how big and strong they feel! Delilah thought,
her entire body feeling a flash of heat and a rush of pleasure
every time one of Angela's large digits stroked against her button.
She was also a little shocked at how easily Angela's hand was
fitting into her underwear; she thought the panties had fit snugly
that morning, but even with Angela's oddly large hand entirely
inside them, Delilah's panties still felt loose. Not like I'm
complaining, she thought, letting out another breathless gasp
of ecstasy as Angela's fingers shot another bolt of sensation
through her system.

 


Delilah felt another rush of pleasure as
Angela moved her head down to kiss the blonde's breasts. Her tongue
swirled around one of Delilah's nipples before Angela took the tit
between her lips, her teeth gently teasing at its stiff tip.
Delilah couldn't understand how Angela could get so much of her
breast in her mouth, but she didn't care—all she cared about was
the stimulation Angela was providing. She could feel herself
practically gushing all over Angela's fingers as her strokes
continued, and she threw her head back again and moaned loudly.

 


Delilah was briefly confused and frustrated
when Angela's mouth and fingers suddenly stopped. She started to
ask why but had barely formed the question when she felt two big
hands grip the waistband of her extremely loose underwear and whisk
it off in a single rapid motion. Delilah felt the fabric rush past
her legs and was again puzzled by just how big her panties seemed,
but that thought was driven from her mind when Angela's fingers
quickly returned to their motions, now unencumbered by the baggy
garment.

 


“Close your eyes and lay back,” Angela said
from between Delilah's legs. “I'm gonna make you feel really
good.”

 


Delilah did so without hesitation, resting
her head on the mattress and closing her eyes. Soon, she felt
Angela's wonderful, large fingers stroking her slick slit even
faster, the tips of Angela's digits toying with Delilah's clit. She
moaned, trying to ignore the thought that her voice sounded much
higher than usual. “Ohhh...yes, yes, yes!” she cried, feeling
almost as if Angela's fingers were getting even bigger.

 


The motions slowed down for a moment, but
Delilah kept her eyes closed, trusting that Angela knew what she
was doing. Her faith was rewarded a moment later when the young
brunette's lips and large tongue made contact with her pussy.
Delilah belted out an ecstatic cry as Angela gently sucked at her
pearl, and then flicked her tongue over it rapidly. I was
right...her tongue is huge! This feels incredible! She was so
lost in the sensations that she didn't even register the strange
feeling of the bedspread sliding and shifting beneath her, its
fabric dragging along her back. Angela's quick tongue moved up and
down Delilah's slit, stunning her with how much it could touch at
once and making her shudder every time it passed over her button.
“Aaah! More, MORE!” she screamed, electrified by Angela's
ministrations.

 


“Oh? You want more? I'll give you more,”
Angela said with a faint chuckle. In a second, she did exactly
that, her fingers parting Delilah's lower lips and sliding into her
vagina as Angela's lips and tongue continued to stimulate the
blonde's clit.

 


“Oh my God!” Delilah yelled. “Your
fingers...so big! Aaah they're filling me up!” She couldn't believe
how large Angela's fingers were—bigger than any cock she'd ever
had, yet more flexible. In fact, not only were they filling her
pussy, they almost seemed to be stretching it as they stroked in
and out. Angela's digits rubbed against Delilah's G-spot over and
over as they moved, overwhelming her with bliss.

 


Delilah was approaching her breaking point.
Angela's fingers and tongue seemed almost impossibly large—Delilah
could almost believe she was being toyed with by some powerful
giant, and she felt like Angela's deft digits were slowly getting
even bigger. The fingers were stretching her out and going so deep
that they were hitting the top of her vagina, and the tongue could
somehow cover almost her entire slit at one stroke. “Ohhhhh don't
stop—don't stop—don't stop!” she wailed.

 


Finally, with one particularly powerful
stroke, Angela's fingertips pressed Delilah's G-spot simultaneously
with her tongue pressing against Delilah's clit, and the blonde
went over the edge. Delilah cried out in orgasm, screaming over and
over in an unfamiliar high-pitched voice as her back arched and her
body thrashed. Angela continued her motions throughout, keeping
Delilah riding the wave until she could take no more.

 


“Aaaaah...okay, staaahh-ha-ha stop!” Delilah
said. She felt Angela's huge fingers slowly withdrawing from her
pussy, their bizarrely large girth exiting her with a faint pop.
“Oooohhhhhhh,” she panted when she was able to speak. “That was
incredible. I've never felt anything like it.” She opened her eyes
and sat up, smiling down at her lover. “How did...you...do...”
Delilah trailed off as she took in the sight of Angela between her
legs.

 


The young brunette's face was smiling at
Delilah from between her thighs, but something looked very
wrong—Angela's head seemed larger than a beach ball, and her hand,
still slick with Delilah's juices, looked like a snow shovel
resting on her thigh, easily able to cover Delilah's leg almost all
the way from groin to knee. Delilah's jaw dropped as she fumbled
for words. “A-Angela!” she said in shock. “What happened to you?
You-you're huge!”

 


Angela's eyes flashed with amusement. “Nope,”
she replied with amusement. “Guess again.”

 


Delilah's eyes widened as she glanced around,
seeing how huge the bed beneath her looked, noticing her head was
several inches below the bottom of the giant pillow, and realizing
that not just Angela but everything was twice the size it
should have been. “I'm...I'm small?!” she cried, and then blinked
rapidly in surprise. “My voice! It's so high!” she squeaked.

 


“It's cute, though,” Angela said, smiling.
“Just like you.” She moved her arms, propping her head up on her
palms with her elbows on the mattress, and looked down at
Delilah.

 


“Huh? Cute?” Delilah said. She reflexively
cleared her throat in a futile attempt to get rid of the strange
pitch of her voice. “How can you be thinking like that right now?
I'm shrinking!” she snapped, sitting up from the bed to look
the giantess Angela in the eyes. “Look at me! I'm not even three
feet tall! No,” she said, shaking her head as if trying to wake
herself up. “No, this is...this has to be some kind of...weird
dream, or something. People don't shrink. This is impossible! I...I
must be hallucinating, or going crazy, or something!”

 


“Going crazy, huh? Maybe you should see a
shrink!” Angela replied, unable to keep herself from laughing
aloud.

 


“This isn't funny!” Delilah said, annoyed
when her voice caused Angela to burst out into renewed laughter.
“I'm glad you find this so amusing, but seriously, this is insane!
Why aren't you more worried about this?” A dark suspicion crossed
Delilah's mind as she watched her laughing bedmate. “Wait...did you
do this to me, somehow?”

 


Angela's laughter subsided, allowing her to
catch her breath to speak. “Me? No. But I have a pretty good idea
who did. And I'm not worried, because I'm sure she wouldn't do any
permanent harm to you.”

 


Delilah frowned at her. “What? How...” She
trailed off, figuring out the answer herself. “Penny,” she said
flatly.

 


Angela, still grinning, winked at Delilah.
“Clever little girl. My guess is she dosed your wine with some of
that magic powder she mixed up last month. She told me it was an
aphrodisiac with some special side effects, but I have to
admit I wasn't expecting this.” She paused for a moment, chuckling
faintly as if she'd just thought of something funny. “Heh. I bet
Penny is having a lot of fun with Kelly...”

 


“Huh? Magic? Magic isn't real,” Delilah
scoffed.

 


“Oh really?” Angela said, raising an eyebrow
at her. “And your explanation for this is...?”

 


“Uhh...” Delilah chewed her lower lip
thoughtfully, trying to come up with something. It didn't help her
concentration that Angela's huge, beautiful face was front and
center in her vision, or that the brunette's gorgeous and
mostly-nude body was just past that. She looks so big...so
powerful, Delilah thought, feeling another tingle across her
skin. She could've sworn that she actually saw Angela get the
slightest bit larger as the sensation washed over her. Am I
still shrinking? “...I got nothin',” she finally said,
defeated. “But...magic? How is that even possible? And how do you
and Penny know about it?”

 


“Well, we come from a long line of witches.
Mom's one too.” Angela replied. She paused for a moment, her smile
widening into a mischievous grin. “But you know, let's skip the
family history lesson for now. I'm really horny, and I got you off,
so I'd say it's time for you to return the favor.”

 


“Return the favor?” Delilah blurted.
“B-but...I'm so small! And y-you're...so...big,” she said slowly,
feeling her arousal kick back into high gear as she realized the
carnal potential of exploring Angela's double-sized body.

 


“Mmhmm,” Angela replied. “And I can tell that
excites you.” She moved suddenly up the bed, crawling over Delilah
and bending down to give the shrunken blonde a quick smooch on the
lips. Angela continued, letting her breasts brush against the top
of Delilah's head briefly before moving on. Angela turned over,
coming to rest in a sitting position at the head of the bed, her
ass up against the pillow on the opposite side from Delilah. “Now.
Get over here and get to work,” she said, crooking her finger at
the little woman.

 


Delilah felt a sexual thrill shoot up her
spine again at Angela's command. Delilah turned towards the
enormous brunette, her eyes taking in the lovely sight of the
girl's large, lean, supple body. Her gaze lingered on Angela's
skimpy black panties, then on her perky breasts, before rising to
her smiling face, where she was pierced by the biggest blue eyes
she'd ever seen. Delilah automatically began to crawl across the
bed, her arousal and amazement building as she moved between the
towering young woman's spread legs. When she finally reached
Angela's torso, she stopped; on all fours, her eyes were just above
the giantess' navel. Delilah tilted her head up to look past the
girl's impressive breasts (I can't believe how big they
look!) at Angela's face, grinning wickedly down at her.

 


“What would you have me do, my giantess?”
Delilah said fawningly.

 


In response, Angela's hand moved down to
stroke the miniature girl's back. Delilah made a small sound of
satisfaction as the giant palm and fingers caressed her, moving
past the small of her back to cup her ass and give it a gentle
squeeze. “You're a smart little pet,” Angela's voice said from
above. “Figure something out.” She punctuated this last with a
teasing smack, her huge hand making quite an impact on Delilah's
tiny ass as she gasped in surprise.

 


What am I going to do for her? Delilah
thought, momentarily stymied. She let her eyes travel from Angela's
smiling, expectant face, down between her breasts, along her belly,
and down to the black-and-pink panties. Hmm...
Experimentally, Delilah leaned forward slightly and raised one
hand, pressing her fingers against the bottom of Angela's lingerie.
She felt the warm wetness in the fabric and pressed a little
harder, hearing a quiet, happy moan from above.

 


“Aah...off to a good start, my little
plaything,” Angela intoned. Delilah let her fingers trail slowly up
the front of Angela's panties and climb her stomach to her navel.
At the top of Angela's belly button, Delilah pressed her lips to
the giant girl's skin and started kissing her way up Angela's
torso. “Ah-ha-ha! That feels good but—ha--it tickles a bit,
too!”

 


Delilah switched things up, putting a little
more pressure into her kisses and running her tongue over Angela's
skin.

 


“Mmm...that's better,” Angela said moments
later.

 


As Delilah climbed higher, her head went
between Angela's boobs. She felt a warm, soft pressure on either
side of her head; reaching her hands out questingly, she rubbed
them against Angela's tits and found the larger girl was squishing
them inward, pushing them into Delilah's head as it rose. Talk
about a booby trap... In response, the shrunken blonde felt for
her lover's nipples and twisted them with her tiny hands, making
Angela gasp. As Delilah's head passed through Angela's breasts, her
kisses climbed the giantess' collarbone and crept up the hollow of
her throat and the side of her neck. She ran her tongue along
Angela's jawline before finally meeting the big girl's lips.

 


“Mmmm...” they sighed simultaneously in
mutual satisfaction as the sweet kiss continued. It was surreal for
Delilah—Angela's mouth was easily twice the size of her own, and as
their tongues touched, she found it hard to believe that she had
been taller than this huge, intimidating Amazon only a short time
ago.

 


Delilah pulled back from their kiss as a
thought crossed her mind. Curiosity overwhelming her, she stood up
as straight as she could...and found herself just below eye-level
with the seated Angela's dazzling blue eyes, wide with wonder.

 


“I just can't get over how small you are,”
Angela said, smiling delightedly at the pint-sized Delilah. “You're
like a living doll.” She ran one hand up Delilah's miniature leg,
pausing to turn inward and dance her fingers across Delilah's
shrunken pussy before touching her small-yet-proportional breasts.
“An anatomically correct and beautiful doll, that is.” Delilah
shivered at the Amazon's touch and watched as Angela grew ever so
slightly before her eyes, leaving the little blonde gazing even
further upward to meet those baby blues. One of Angela's eyebrows
cocked. “Hmm...looks like you're still shrinking, too. Better
please me while you still can, Delilah Doll.”

 


Delilah bent her head to kiss Angela again,
and their mouths merged at a place of intense bliss. Delilah
noticed that her head was at a slightly different angle to kiss
Angela than it had been a minute ago; as waves of pleasure coursed
through her system, she slowly felt the angle changing further, her
head tilting up more and more until she was craning her neck to
return Angela's gigantic kiss. She broke away from their contact
soon and looked up, only to find that Angela had been tilting her
head down! Oh my God...how much did I just shrink? And how small
will I get? At a glance, she saw that the top of her head
barely came up to Angela's chin, and looking down, the brunette's
ever-bigger boobs were just below her own chin, presenting a
tempting distraction. Fuck it, I don't care right now.

 


Delilah spread her arms out wide and leaned
down, burying her face in Angela's seemingly giant breasts and
hugging them for all she was worth. She kissed and licked between
them and used her outstretched arms to play with Angela's huge
nipples. Each one felt larger than a ping-pong ball to her, the
breasts like two warm, fleshy pillows. Every pinch or twist of the
swollen nips resulted in a sound of pleasure from the giantess, and
Delilah was enjoying herself as well. She moved her head over to
suck on one of the enormous tits but found she couldn't quite reach
the other one from that position. Deciding to make the most of it,
she massaged Angela's breast while tonguing and lightly biting at
her nipple, then switched to the other side and repeated the
process.

 


Delilah's own arousal was building as she
toyed with the giant brunette, and she could feel Angela's boobs
seeming to inflate slowly as she played with them, knowing her
shrinking was continuing. She also knew the giantess was enjoying
this treatment, as she could feel the heat emanating from Angela's
womanhood behind the thin cloth of her black panties.

 


“Mmm, God, your little hands and mouth feel
so good,” Angela said softly.

 


Delilah returned to slipping her tongue
between Angela's breasts, finding that her head was getting lower
and lower in the valley and her arms were stretching out
increasingly far to reach the giantess' nipples. Despite spreading
her arms as far as she could, she eventually was no longer able to
reach both breasts simultaneously. She stepped back slightly and
saw that her head was entirely below Angela's boobs. Smaller
yet... she thought, going weak in the knees at how huge Angela
looked before her. Delilah was tempted to reach up and continue
playing with the now positively enormous boobs, but she realized
that without knowing how much smaller she would get, she should
probably proceed to the main event, as it were. The heat coming
from Angela's ever-growing pussy was undeniable, and the scent of
the giantess' arousal was stimulating her own lust even
further.

 


Focusing her attention on the waistband of
Angela's panties, Delilah was surprised, though not especially, to
see that they came up to almost her own thighs when she stood
before them. Gripping one side, Delilah tugged it down Angela's
hip, having trouble getting it to move due to her diminished
strength and the garment's snug fit. She climbed over Angela's leg,
experiencing the odd sensation of her entire body stretching out
over one thigh, and pulled down on it from the outside. She heard
Angela chuckle from above and looked up to see the gigantic girl
grinning down at her.

 


“Having problems?” Angela said teasingly.

 


“You could help, you know,” Delilah retorted,
managing to pull the underwear about halfway down Angela's hip. She
tugged it down as far as she could get it to go—taking a quick
opportunity to peek at the now-exposed top of Angela's ass—before
putting her hands on her hips and frowning up at the brunette.

 


“I didn't have any help getting yours off,”
Angela said, clearly having to suppress laughter.

 


“Well you didn't have to take them off
of a giantess, did you?” Delilah said with exaggerated annoyance.
“Besides, my shrinking did half the work for you,” she added,
sticking out her tongue at the massive girl.

 


“Excuses, excuses, Doll-lilah,” Angela
replied. “I have faith in you. Now get it done,” she added in a
tone that brooked no argument.

 


Delilah gulped. “Y-yes, my giantess.” She
scrambled back over Angela's thigh, briefly enjoying the feeling of
rubbing her tiny tits against the giant girl's skin. She continued
across, getting over Angela's opposite thigh to tug the underwear
down on that side as well. Realizing she didn't have it loose
enough yet to pull off, she walked around behind Angela, taking the
opportunity to enjoy the peek at the giantess' ass, the cleft
between her cheeks enticingly showing over the top of her
pulled-down panties. Delilah gripped the pink trim around the
undies in both hands and dragged it downward, exposing more of
Angela's beautiful butt as she did so. She giggled to herself as a
thought crossed her mind and, unable to resist the impulse, briefly
planted her lips on the small of Angela's back just above the split
between her cheeks.

 


“I felt that,” Angela said, turning to look
over her shoulder. “Did you just kiss my ass?” she said with a
smirk.

 


“I couldn't resist, my giantess,” Delilah
replied meekly. “It's just so gorgeous.”

 


“Very well,” Angela replied. “But don't tarry
too long, you sexy little doll. You're not finished yet.”

 


Delilah pushed the panties as far down as she
could go, momentarily amused by the idea of giving Angela a quick
spank. She probably wouldn't even feel it, Delilah reasoned.
And even if she did, she could spank me a lot harder.
Delilah bit her lip at that thought, pulling her arm back to
prepare a swat... No. If I don't get these panties off of her
soon, I may not be able to. Delilah reluctantly turned away and
stepped back around to climb over Angela's thigh again. She was
aware that the thigh seemed a bit taller and harder to climb over.
I must have shrunk again. She said Penny wouldn't hurt me, but
when is this gonna stop?

 


As she hopped down off of the colossal girl's
leg, Delilah turned to face Angela's groin. The panties were
probably loose enough now for her to pull them off, assuming she
could get them under the brunette's seated thighs. Delilah noticed
that her eyes were only slightly above Angela's belly button now,
and was again struck by just how small she really was. Shaking off
those thoughts, she grabbed onto Angela's panties—the garment's
waist now above hers as she stood before it—and pulled them down
and backward, trying to move them away from her ultimate goal.
Delilah found she wasn't having much luck beyond the initial
movement, so she decided to switch tactics. She slipped her hands
into the crotch of the panties, intending to grab the narrow strip
that ran down the middle. As soon as she had her hands around the
strip of fabric, though, she could feel that it was positively
soaked in Angela's arousal. Grinning, Delilah couldn't keep herself
from stroking the gigantic pussy lips that were practically
brushing against her hands.

 


“Ah! You little tease!” Angela cried. “You'd
better finish getting my panties off, and fast!”

 


Delilah teased and stroked for a moment
longer, delighted at the sounds Angela made. It was strange to her
that even though Angela was many times Delilah's size, she could
still have such an effect on the giant woman. Finally, deciding
she'd teased enough, she pulled hard at the crotch of the panties.
She got the garment to move some, but it was slow going, and once
or twice she thought she felt the fabric shift and expand in her
grasp as if she was still shrinking. She put all her weight into
pulling on them like a tug-of-war rope. Delilah could feel it
moving... A little more...almost got it...

 


Suddenly, the mattress beneath Delilah's feet
shifted and the panties lost all resistance, flying rapidly away
from Angela's waist. Delilah, having overbalanced herself, stumbled
away from Angela's groin and fell after a few uneven steps, and the
enormous black underwear trailed behind her and fluttered down on
top of her like a parachute. She could feel and smell Angela's
arousal in the fabric all around her, and she heard the giantess
giggling from far above her as she crawled out from under the
tarp-sized garment. Delilah turned, doing her best to glare at
Angela in annoyance, though she was sure the effect was lost on
someone easily ten times her size. “Hey, what's the big idea?” she
asked petulantly.

 


Angela had one hand over her mouth and was
shaking with silent laughter. “You seemed to be having a lot of
trouble. I changed my mind and decided to help you!” she replied,
still laughing faintly.

 


“Very funny,” Delilah said flatly. “If you
weren't so big, I'd get you for that.”

 


“Ah, it's good to be the queen,” Angela said
with a smirk. “Now...come here. You've got a big job to do.”

 


Delilah rose to her feet, feigning
indignation, and marched smartly up between the giantess' legs,
approaching a pussy that seemed to grow before her very eyes. She
wasn't sure if it was perspective, if she was still shrinking, or
both; all she knew was that when she got there, her head didn't
come quite up to Angela's navel, and she was facing a vagina that
was at least half her own height. Delilah could see Angela's clit,
roughly as big as her fist, sticking out from between the giant
folds, and was struck once more with the bizarre reality of their
size differences. In awe, she reached out to touch the stiff nub,
causing Angela to shudder and moan softly as soon as Delilah's
small hands made contact with it. Encouraged, she began to stroke
it, hearing Angela getting louder above her.

 


“Oooooh God that feels soooooooo good,”
Angela purred. Delilah felt the gigantic body shifting and glanced
up to see that Angela was massaging one of her breasts with a free
hand. Delilah found the sight incredibly sexy, and it suddenly gave
her an idea. She lowered her hand from Angela's love button,
leaning in and squeezing her tiny breasts together to capture it
between them. She massaged the stiff clit between her boobs, having
to bite down on a laugh when she realized she was basically
tit-fucking Angela's pearl. She kneaded it faster with her breasts
while sliding her chest up and down against it. “Mmm, this is
incredible!” Angela moaned.

 


If she thinks that's incredible...
Delilah suddenly lowered her hands from her tits, positioning
herself so that her breasts were right beneath the giantess' clit.
She started running her hands alternately up and down along
Angela's slit, then tilted her head down and began licking,
sucking, and nibbling at the oversized nub in front of her, still
bobbing her chest up and down to rub her boobs against it. Delilah
heard Angela belt out cries of ecstasy from above as she kept up
her oral assault on the giant pearl. She could feel Angela's nether
lips twitching and throbbing from the miniature blonde's
stimulation.

 


Delilah's lower arms were getting soaked in
Angela's fluids, and whether the giantess' pheromones were
affecting her, or the shrinking magic, or just the entire
situation, she felt herself getting very wet again. Soon, she
removed one arm from Angela's pussy and began to finger herself.
Delilah noticed after some time that Angela's already colossal
womanhood didn't seem to be getting any bigger; apparently she had
stopped shrinking. Taking a quick guess based on her size relative
to the gargantuan woman she was pleasing, Delilah estimated herself
to be around five inches tall. For a fleeting moment, a picture of
total absurdity flashed across her mind—a college coed shrunken to
toy-size, tit-fucking an enormous clitoris and fondling a vagina
almost as big as she was while masturbating. I'd laugh if it
wasn't making me so horny.

 


“Oh wow!” Angela cried out from above her.
“I've never—ah!--felt anything like this before!” Delilah glanced
up to see Angela biting her lower lip as she looked past her
breasts down at the doll-sized girl between her legs. “Oh my God!
You're like a little living sex toy!”

 


Angela's words sent another jolt through
Delilah, who found the idea simultaneously crazy and sexy. Oh my
God...I'm actually smaller than a dildo, aren't I? She went a
little weak in the knees at the idea this thought gave her. Forcing
herself to slow down, and reluctantly pulling back from the
brunette's huge, delicious pussy, Delilah smiled up at her.

 


“Did I give you permission to stop, my little
sex doll?” Angela said sternly, staring down at the little
blonde.

 


Delilah very nearly resumed her ministrations
automatically at Angela's commanding tone, but shook her head and
stopped herself. “I have a naughty idea, my giantess. I think
you'll love it. But I need you to lie back.” Delilah
surreptitiously kept her fingers going between her own legs, still
feeling like she had more sexual energy than should fit in her
five-inch body.

 


“Hmm...I'm intrigued. Step back. But this had
better be worth it, doll,” Angela replied, grinning at the tiny
woman between her legs as Delilah backed up. When the tiny blonde
was far enough back, Angela shifted her hips, moving her lower body
toward the end of the bed and reclining on the pillow. She smiled
down at little Delilah. “So what's your idea, pet?”

 


Instead of replying, Delilah stepped forward,
admiring the pussy that now stood almost as tall as she was. She
reached one little hand up and over and started stroking Angela's
clit again while she put her little tongue to work licking the
giant girl's inner folds. She kept that going for a few moments,
then took a deep breath and got ready to try her plan. Here goes
nothing. Delilah lifted one leg, using the other to keep
herself balanced, and slipped it slowly inside Angela's opening.
She pressed her knee against the front wall of the giantess' pussy,
searching for her G-spot and thrusting her leg hard against it when
she found it.

 


“Ohhh God, what are you—mmm!” Angela shouted.
“Ffffuuuuck meeee...”

 


Exactly what I'm trying to do, my
giantess, Delilah thought, smiling to herself. She kept teasing
Angela's pearl with one hand, playing with her own with the other,
kissing and licking the huge woman's slit, and rocking one leg in
and out of her pussy while the other kept her balanced on the
titanic mattress beneath her. Wow...if I thought we looked
ridiculous before...

 


Delilah's body was quickly becoming coated in
Angela's slick juices, their heat and pheromones having a profound
effect on her own arousal. She could feel an intense heat coming
off of Angela in waves, and the involuntary contractions of her
vaginal walls around Delilah's leg. That, plus her ever-louder
moaning, told the little blonde that her giantess was close to
orgasm. Let's see if I can push her over the edge. Delilah's
tongue went into a frenzy on Angela's snatch as she moved all her
fingers in a rapid, alternating rhythm on Angela's clit; at the
same time, she sped up her leg thrusts and tried to press a little
harder.

 


Her efforts paid off. “Oh, oh, OOOOHHHH!”
Angela screamed, throwing her head back in ecstasy. “Oh God I'm
cummmmmiiiiiiiinnng!” Angela wailed, her pussy spasming around
Delilah's leg, her clit throbbing in the shrunken woman's hand. A
torrent of love juices poured out, soaking the little blonde, who
was busy pushing herself past the brink at the same time.

 


Delilah let out an incredibly high-pitched
orgasmic cry as Angela's was beginning to wane; she was sure her
giant mistress heard her, but she didn't care. The pulsing of
Angela's enormous vagina sent shockwaves through her system that
amplified her own pleasure, and when the giantess' internal muscles
released her leg, she fell to the mattress as her climax left her
unable to balance herself. She lay there, twitching and gasping, as
aftershocks swept over her.

 


Finally, with a satisfied sigh, the five-inch
blonde stood on shaky legs. She found that Angela was already
sitting up, looking down at her shrunken lover with glazed eyes, a
spaced-out expression and a rapturous smile on her face.

 


“Was it good for you, my giantess?” Delilah
said, smiling meekly up at the colossal young brunette.

 


Angela sighed, closing her eyes for a moment.
“That was amazing,” she said slowly. “Are you sure you've never
been with a woman before, doll?”

 


“Only you, Angela,” Delilah replied, beaming
up at the towering girl.

 


“Well, for your first time, that was
fantastic.” Angela winked at her, and then her expression shifted
to a playful one. “You know, normally, after really good sex, I
like to cuddle, but I think that might be a bit difficult right
now.”

 


Delilah smirked. “Yeah. You might roll over
on me, and I don't think that would go very well,” she replied.
“Besides, as fun as that was, do you think maybe you could go ask
your sister how I'm supposed to get back to normal?”

 


“Back to normal? Who said anything about back
to normal?” Seeing the expression of absolute panic cross Delilah's
face, Angela chuckled. “Oh, relax, I'm only kidding.”

 


“You big meanie,” Delilah said, sticking her
tongue out at the big girl.

 


“Watch it, or that tongue might get you in
trouble,” Angela said with a meaningful glance at the small woman.
She stood up from the bed, leaving Delilah standing on the
mattress, and started getting dressed.

 


“Mmm, you giant tease,” Delilah replied,
feeling an involuntary shiver shoot up her spine. She watched
Angela pulling on her hastily discarded clothes, enjoying the show
for a minute. “Come on, now,” she finally said, “I really don't
want to be like this any longer than I have to. Can you please go
talk to Penny?”

 


Angela grinned mischievously. “I've got a
better idea. Let's both go talk to her!” She quickly reached her
hand out for the miniature blonde.

 


“What? What do you—hey!” Delilah cried as
Angela scooped her up, her naked little butt resting in the giant
girl's cupped palm. “Whoa, hey, careful!” she wailed, flailing her
little arms.

 


Angela frowned exaggeratedly at the tiny
woman clutched in her hand. “What's the matter? Don't you trust
me?”

 


“It's not that, it's just...” Delilah
shrugged. “That was kinda scary. Just because I'm the size of a toy
doesn't mean it's okay to pick me up like one.”

 


“Sorry,” Angela said, her mocking frown
changing to one of genuine contrition. “I wasn't trying to scare
you. But I do think we should both go talk to her, and it's not
like you trying to walk there is a very good idea.”

 


“I guess you have a point, but...” Delilah
sighed. “Look, could you at least warn me before you do something
like that again?” she asked. A thought suddenly occurred to her.
“Wait, why do I have to go at all?” she said with a frown.

 


“Well, for one thing, you could get hurt if I
leave you here all alone. The world is, heh, a much bigger place to
you right now,” Angela replied. “For another, if Penny has an
antidote, wouldn't you like to get it as soon as possible?”

 


Delilah's mouth fell open. “If? If?! What do
you mean if?!” she demanded.

 


“Hey, whoa, calm down, Thumbelina,” Angela
said, raising her other hand placatingly. “I just mean this might
be something that wears off on its own, or she might not have the
antidote prepared yet. Either way, I can promise you this isn't
permanent.” She grinned brightly at Delilah. “Now come on, let's go
figure out when you can get big again.”

 


“But...but I don't want to go,” Delilah said
weakly.

 


Angela cocked an eyebrow at the tiny blonde
in her palm. “Why?” Delilah muttered something in response that
Angela couldn't hear. “What was that, little Doll-lilah?” she
teased.

 


“I said, I'm embarrassed,” Delilah said more
loudly, though her voice was still a high-pitched squeak. “I made
such a fuss when they were talking about kissing girls, and I
walked out, and now I'm gonna come back tiny and naked in your hand
and smelling like sex?” Delilah shook her head. “No. Too
embarrassing to face them again. Can't I please stay here?”

 


Angela smirked at her. “I've got news for
you, cutie. It's a bit late to be worried about that now.”

 


Delilah looked confused. “What do you
mean?”

 


“I'm pretty sure whatever she dosed you with,
since it's an aphrodisiac, is triggered by arousal,” Angela said,
her face splitting in a grin. “So if you shrank, that means you got
turned on enough to activate the magic. Since there's nobody else
home, they'll know you either went off somewhere to touch yourself,
or...well, if I show up talking about you shrinking, even if you're
not there with me, that pretty much lets the cat out of the bag,
you know?”

 


Delilah frowned. “Damn,” she said after a
long pause. “Well. Don't I have egg on my face?”

 


Angela chuckled again. “No. It wouldn't fit.
Well, maybe one of those tiny chocolate candy eggs,” she said
mirthfully.

 


“Ha-ha,” Delilah replied irritably.

 


Angela smiled down at the shrunken blonde.
“I'll tell you what. I can't do anything about you being
embarrassed, but I can try to make you as comfy as possible. I can
carry you any way you want. Do you wanna ride in my palm? Sit on my
shoulder? What would you like, my little pet?”

 


Delilah thought about it for a moment. Soon,
a smile crept across her features. “Actually, I have something else
in mind...”

 


* * * * *

“We're almost there. Are you ready?” Angela
said, glancing down.

 


“I don't know,” Delilah replied nervously.
“One giant is intimidating enough. I can't imagine looking up at
you and Penny as big as skyscrapers.” That was only partially
true—she could quite clearly picture Penny looming over her, one of
her ample breasts bigger than Delilah's entire body, and the
thought wasn't exactly unpleasant—but she would likely find two
giantesses as terrifying as they were beautiful. “You'll keep me
safe, right?”

 


“You don't have to worry about that,
gorgeous. You're in good hands.”

 


“Well, I don't know about your hands, but I'm
definitely not complaining about where I'm at right now,” Delilah
said happily. She realized they had reached the door to Penny's
room. “Well? What are you waiting for?” she asked.

 


“I was trying to decide whether to knock or
just barge in,” Angela whispered.

 


“After she did this to me? Fuck it, let's go
for broke,” Delilah said. “If we catch her by surprise, that might
come in handy.”

 


“Good point,” Angela replied quietly.
Gripping the doorknob, she suddenly twisted it and threw open
Penny's door, charging aggressively into the room. “Alright, sis,
what's the meaning of--”

 


She froze in mid-sentence, stunned by the
sight that greeted her. On the room's queen-sized bed, her sister's
friend Kelly lay on her back, her head pointed toward the door. She
was nude, and she couldn't be even two feet tall. Straddling her
face was Penny, seemingly about half Kelly's size. It looked as if
Angela had walked in in the middle of some enthusiastic oral sex,
and both Penny and Kelly were staring at her in surprise, the
redhead having tilted her head back and rolled her eyes up to look
towards the door. Of course, their surprise probably had just as
much to do with the five-inch Delilah snuggled between Angela's
breasts, wearing a makeshift toga made from a bright red pair of
Angela's panties. The blonde's tiny arms hung over the edge of
Angela's tank top while her lower body was seated in a bra that
Angela had put on for just that purpose.

 


Four pairs of eyes stared at one another in
shock. Angela was the first to break the silence.

 


“Well, well, well. What have we here?” she
said, stepping closer to the bed. Penny and Kelly broke apart,
instinctively backing away from the approaching giantess.

 


“Uh...hi, sis,” Penny said uncertainly. She
was blushing furiously, her little arms moving automatically to
cover her breasts and bush.

 


“Hi there, big sis! Or is it little sis,
now?” Angela replied with excessive cheer. “Hello to you too,
Kelly.” She nodded at the redhead, who was staring up at her, also
trying to cover her nakedness.

 


“H-hey,” Kelly stammered after a moment.

 


“You know, there's no point in being
bashful,” Angela continued with a smirk. “After all, we're all
girls here. And you know what I saw when I walked in.”

 


“Hi guys!” Delilah said from her perch.

 


“Oh my God, Delilah?” Kelly said, stifling a
giggle. She walked closer to the edge of the bed to get a better
look at Angela's tiny passenger. “You're so small!”

 


“I think she got a full dose,” Penny
interjected. “She looks like she's about five inches.” She stepped
up beside Kelly, staring up at Delilah with curiosity. “But the
stuff was triggered by arousal, so she shouldn't really have shrunk
unless--” She stopped, a mischievous grin spreading across her
face. “Oh my God! And with my sister?” she teased. “After you
pitched that fit about how kissing girls was just the worst?” Her
eyes widened as she took in Delilah's outfit. "And are you really
wearing a pair of her panties?!"

 


“Told you she'd know,” Angela said to her
shrunken lover.

 


“Yeah, yeah, rub it in,” Delilah said
sarcastically.

 


“Later,” Angela retorted, causing the tiny
blonde to blush and smile. Angela walked across the carpet to the
empty tumblers, noticing the one that still had some left in it.
“Hmm. This one's a different shape. I'm guessing this was yours,
and you didn't intend to dose yourself, so...” She picked it up,
gesturing with her other hand and muttering a brief incantation.
The wine swirled around the glass by itself, and then settled.
“Just like I thought. No magic in this cup.” Angela took a sip.
“Mmm. Good stuff!” she said with a smile. She began to pull open
the drawers of Penny's nearby desk, looking quickly through each
one before closing it and moving on.

 


“Hey! Quit looking through my stuff!” Penny
squeaked.

 


“Make me,” Angela said absently, still
rifling through the desk. Soon, she pulled out a small packet of
fine pinkish powder. Holding it in one hand and the tumbler in the
other, she walked back to the bed and held them up before her tiny
audience. Addressing Penny, she asked, “Hoist by your own petard,
huh?” When Penny nodded, she continued. “So what's the deal with
the magic, sis? Are we talking about something that needs an
antidote, does it wear off, or is there a spell-breaking
condition?”

 


“According to the recipe, this stuff is
supposed to last for around six hours,” Penny replied. “I didn't
check to see if there was a way to end it early, because I didn't
plan on needing to.” She looked down at her miniaturized body. “Of
course, I didn't anticipate ingesting the powder myself.”

 


“Hmm,” Angela said, sitting on the bed near
the two shrunken beauties and bringing her long, lean legs up onto
the mattress. She caught Kelly staring at her tanned, toned limbs,
and even Penny couldn't keep her eyes away from them entirely. She
took another sip from the wine. “So...you're all stuck like this
for the next few hours or so, huh?” A sly grin spread across her
face.

 


“Um...I'm not sure I like that look,” Penny
said, looking concerned. “What are you up to?”

 


Instead of responding, Angela suddenly
reached out a hand and grabbed her shrunken sister around her
waist, lifting her quickly off the bed.

 


“Whoa!” Penny yelped. “Angela! Just what do
you think you're doing?” She flailed her arms and beat on the huge
fingers holding her, not caring that she exposed herself again.

 


“See a Penny, pick her up, and all night long
you'll be pleasured by three pint-sized hotties,” Angela said.
“Wait, I may not have said that quite right,” she giggled.

 


“Sounded just fine to me,” Delilah piped up
from between Angela's tits.

 


“I didn't hear anything wrong with that,”
Kelly added with a grin.

 


“No! You can't make me, Angela!”

 


“Oh no?” the gigantic girl replied. She
sipped at the wine again, leaving a small amount in the bottom of
the glass, and sprinkled some of the pink powder into it. She
stirred the mix with her fingers, and then lifted one wine-coated
fingertip to Penny's tiny face. “Open up, half-Penny.”

 


“Oooh, you're gonna shrink her more?” Kelly
said with undisguised glee.

 


“Make her my size! Smaller, if you can!”
Delilah chimed in.

 


“No way!” Penny replied indignantly, shaking
her head. “I'm already small enough!”

 


“Shrink her, shrink her, shrink her...”
Delilah started chanting. Kelly echoed her soon after.

 


Angela grinned wickedly down at her. “You
heard 'em. I'm afraid you're outnumbered, short stuff.”

 


“What, we're taking votes now?” Penny
snapped. “It's not gonna--uhhh...” She trailed off as Angela slid
her pinky under Penny's groin, teasingly sliding it along her slit.
“Aaahh nnno, d-don't...” she said weakly.

 


Angela's grin widened. “We can do this the
easy way...” Suddenly, her pinky stopped and moved away, causing a
brief frustrated sigh from her captive. “...or the hard way,”
Angela added, slightly tightening her fingers around Penny's waist
and increasing the pressure enough to get a gasp from her shrunken
sister. “But either way, you're going to drink.”

 


Penny whimpered. “No fair, you big bully,”
she said sourly. Angela's fingers tightened a bit more. “Okay,
okay! I give!” she said hastily, opening her mouth. Angela brought
her fingertip in close, and Penny licked the droplets of wine off
of the huge digit as her titanic sister's grip relaxed
somewhat.

 


“Ooh, I can't wait until she's my size,”
Delilah said. “This ought to be fun.”

 


“I know, right? She's gonna be so tiny,”
Kelly said, smiling mischievously.

 


“Aw, come on, you guys!” Penny whined.
“You're gonna take advantage of this situation?”

 


“And just what were you planning to do when
you originally dosed them, hmm?” Angela said to her. She moved her
relatively giant thumb up to caress one of Penny's tits, delighted
when she felt the stiff point of her nipple on the pad of her
finger. “Are you trying to say you weren't going to spend the whole
six hours having a crazy shrinking orgy with them? Surely you can't
be serious.”

 


“I am serious, and don't call mmmmm me
Shirley,” Penny replied automatically, beginning to get aroused at
Angela's breast massage in spite of herself. She felt the giant
fingers shifting over her skin--the potion was already taking
effect. “Okay, okay, you've aaaaaaaah got me there,” she
admitted.

 


“Wrong, Penny. I've got you right
here,” Angela replied, one finger bending outward before
coming back in quickly, smacking Penny's ass to drive the point
home. She felt her sister dwindle a bit more in her fingers.
“Now...I think you should tell me what kind of fun activities you
had planned for your friends. Maybe you'll give me some ideas to
try.” She paused, smiling broadly at the miniature Penny. “Of
course, I'm definitely getting some ideas of my own...”

 


Angela flicked her free hand at the bedroom
door, and all four women heard it slam itself shut and lock with a
loud click. Penny gulped nervously, her heart pounding from more
than just fear, and realized she was in for quite a memorable
evening.

 


THE END


 


# # #

 


Thanks for reading Penny's Game, my first
foray into shrinking lesbian erotica--though hopefully not my last!
I hope you enjoyed reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it. If
you liked it, would you kindly take a moment to leave a review on
the site where you purchased it?

 


Thanks!

 


Cezar Nix
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