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A Giantess Wife’s Quick Divorce 
By B. Tweenercheeks

John and Marissa had been married 6 years. Marissa had been the desire of every guy at John’s office. A feisty, curvy brunette with huge, per Now, as they each approached 30, the romantic, unrealistic love of their early marriage had worn off. Cold and indifferent, each began to absorb into their interests. 

It hadn’t always been like this. John and Marissa used to be adventurous, fun and passionate about each other. Sex had been fantastic. Marissa started out as docile and agreeable and dutiful in bed. After a few months of marriage, she discovered she had a dominant side. If John was too forceful in his lovemaking Marissa would take it out on him by gripping his dick tightly with her nails, biting his nipples hard, or intertwining her fingers in his hair and yanking his face into her crotch as he ate her out. Cuffing John to the bed turned her on. If he didn’t make her orgasm, she’d go sleep on the couch and leave him leave him cuffed to the bed naked all night. John initially enjoyed the traditional roll as a dominant husband. Soon he too found he had a different side to him. John enjoyed being dominated by his wife. Often he’d initiate rubbing, sucking and licking his wife’s feet as she watched T.V. He loved the POV staring up at Marissa as she casually looked down at him. 

On one such occasion, John opened up to Marissa. Hesitant at first, John took a deep breath and told her about his deepest secret desire: that, although impossible, he longed to be tiny, perhaps only ½ an inch tall, at the mercy of her as a giantess. Marissa’s response was John’s nightmare. She laughed at him, flexing her new found dominant confidence and scoffed at his fantasy. “What a joke. That’s not even real. If that’s your deepest desire, you’re pathetic.” She then rolled over and went to sleep.

Over time, the two grew cold toward each other. Marissa began to think of John as weak man, who allows himself to be subservient to his wife. She longed to be taken and made love to by a real man John equally was bored with Laura. She seemed to look at him with disgust. Nothing he did seemed up to her standards. His confidence all but disappeared.

John Poured himself into work. Long hours soon began to wear him down. To get himself in shape, John joined a local health club. It had been a long time since he had seen so many young women wearing sexy outfits. He liked the place. One woman caught John’s eye. A personal trainer, Lisa, always bounded around with endless energy. While at the health club, she pulled her blonde hair back in a pony tail. She’d flirt relentlessly with any guy who looked good or looked rich. And the girl knew how to flirt, staring deeply into the eyes of customers with her dark brown eyes and flashing an eager, teasing smile. Barely 19, Lisa started working at the health club upon graduation from high school. She intended to take classes at the local community college, but soon the health club, and the social life that surrounded the health club, took up all her time.

John caught himself staring at the 5’9” beauty as she worked the floor of the club. Lisa knew that men watched her – and she worked it for all it was work. She’d scan the room for eyes upon her, then stop to pick up a towel of rearrange some weights, purposely bending at her waist and driving the guys crazy.
It wasn’t too long before glances lead to smiles, smiles lead to flirting, and John’s money lead to dating. A 30 year old doctor can look pretty good to a 19 year old hottie when his wallet is full of money, and John made sure his always was. A few long lunches, rides in his Jag, and Lisa was hooked. The two met as often as they could. Over lunch, after work, and even before work, they both wanted what the other had to offer. 

Little things told Marissa of John’s cheating with Lisa. The hint of unfamiliar perfume on his shirt, trips to the tanning bed, and flashy new clothes gave John away. Following John to the health club, Marissa watched from her car as Lisa climbed into John’s car. She threw her arms around John and kissed him deeply. The two then drove off. Following at a distance, Marissa watched as the two went to room 16 of the “Quikie Motel”. 

Over the next 2 weeks Marissa would follow John and Lisa. They always finished their time together in room 16. 

Thinking it through, Marissa wanted it done right. Marissa came from money, she would spare no expense. The next morning Marissa met with J. Myron Konulli, the foremost divorce attorney in the city. 

“I want to explore my options with you first,” she explained. “I don’t want to just do well, I want to win everything. I want John to be left with nothing – nothing but that little blonde slut.”

“Well, we will do everything in our power…” Konulli started.

Marissa interrupted “No, you don’t get it. I don’t just want you to try. I want him destroyed. I want 100%. Money is no object here. I don’t just want a regular divorce, I want him gone, and a guarantee from you now. I want him gone, completely.” 

“Do you want him killed?” Konulli asked non-chalantly. 

Marissa thought for a moment. “No. At least I don’t want him murdered because of me. But his own desires got him into this. His own selfishness. Now John thinks he’s won. He struts around with his ego all pumped up because of his little teenaged girlfriend. I want him to get what he’s earned, and what he deserves. I want him – out of the picture, eliminated. And I’m willing to spend what it takes.”

Konulli smiled as Marissa told him everything about their relationship. He laughed at John’s secret Giantess fetish. Then he leaned over the table towards her. “I don’t think you need a lawyer, but I can still help you. I’ve only used this a couple of times, but your situation is just, well perfect for this solution. It will cost you $250,000 in cash. In the future I will claim never to have met with you. But if you use it you will find the results to be, well, appropriate.”

Konulli handed Marissa a tiny little squeeze bottle with barely a drop left in it. “Somehow get one drop in his food. It is triggered upon the release of hormones when your husband has sex.”

“But what does it do?” Marissa asked.

“You will be pleased…” Konulli smiled with a wink. 

Reaching into her purse, Marissa slid a huge stack of bills over to Konulli. Throwing the bottle into her purse she left.

Driving home with new found determination, Marissa called John on her cell phone.

“We need to talk” She began.

“Not tonight, I have so much work backed up” John complained.

“No, it’s important. Be home at 6:00 for dinner. You can go back to work after dinner if you must, but we need to talk.” Marissa insisted.

“Fine” John gave in. “I’ll be there, but I can only stay long enough to eat”.

“See you at 6:00”. Marissa cooed.

Turning the key, Marissa opened the door to room 16 of the Quikie Motel. Carefully she set up the hidden camera pointing the camera at the swayback queen sized bed. Returning to the front desk she gave the key back to the man at the front desk. “Sorry, I’ve decided not to stay.”

Driving home, Marissa started to feel giddy with anticipation. She couldn’t wait to get revenge. She couldn’t wait to watch. She almost felt horny with vengeance. 

Arriving at home Marissa started cooking dinner. She pulled the top off the tiny bottle. She placed the contents into John’s water glass on the table. Barging in the door, John stomped in. 

“What’s this all about?” He bellowed.

“Can’t I have dinner with my husband?” Marissa shot back.

“Oh, fine. Then let’s eat.” John said.

Looking at his watch, John chomped down on his burger. Grabbing his glass he slurped down a chug of water. Marissa waited. Nothing happened. John ate quickly. He gulped down his water. “I really have a lot to do back at work.” He offered. Marissa feigned disappointment. “Fine, go ahead” she said. 

Once John left, Marissa turned on her computer to see if Konulli’s substance was worth it. 

Jumping into his Jaguar, John sped of to the health club. Wearing shiny, yellow work-out shorts and a tight white t-shirt, Lisa jumped into the passenger seat. Leaning over towards John she kissed him. Full of energy, Lisa chewed her bubble gum vigorously. 

Staring at John, Lisa smiled and said “Let’s go lover – I’m so damn horny for you I’m gonna explode!” 

John looked at Lisa as she sat smiling at him. Lisa was everything that Marissa wasn’t. Friendly, eager to please, young and vivacious, she was every middle aged man’s dream. “Alright, let’s go” he said as the car roared forward.

Arriving at the Quikie Motel, they entered room 16. They both knew not to waste time. Stripping down to her panties and bra, Lisa grabbed John and began to kiss him aggressively. “Easy, girl” John laughed as he picked the tall blonde up and laid her onto the bed. He laid down next her and looked onto her deep brown eyes. Their mouths met in wet, sloppy kissing.

Marissa was humiliated as she watched her husband with another woman. Still, she was captivated. It was interesting to watch this man, whom she had grown to despise as a useless wimp, in bed with this naive, gorgeous young woman. John was such a phony.

John longed to please Lisa. He longed to feel like a great lover again. Climbing over Lisa he placed small kisses along her neck. Slowly moving down, he kissed her breasts, nipples, her flat stomach and pubic mound. Wrapping his hands under her thighs and around her hips, John parted her petite, smooth lips. Starting slowly he lapped and sucked on her pussy. Subtly at first, Lisa’s hips rocked up and back. She loved how John ate her. Wrapping her long tan legs over John’s shoulders, Lisa encouraged him; “Yeah baby, Oh God, that feels good, Oh baby.” Slippery with John’s saliva and teetering on orgasm, Lisa stopped John, “Baby, I want inside me now! **** me now! I want you to cum in me now!”

John needed no further prodding. Climbing over Lisa, John nuzzled the head of his penis into Lisa’s sopping pussy. Instinctively, Lisa slipped her legs around John’s waist and pulled him towards her. Her tight, slippery hole gripped his dick as he pushed. Lisa’s warmth was inviting. Soon, John pounded his entire penis into Lisa. Lisa was an athletic, vocal lover. Panting, sweating, moaning, biting and clawing, Lisa bounced in rhythm to her older lover’s fucking. 

It was tough for Marissa to watch, yet, strangely, the anticipation turned her on. Slowly, she reached down under her jeans and slowly circled her labia with her index finger. “That’s right John. Keep it up. See what happens.” Marissa mumbled to herself>

Locked in a sweaty embrace, the bed rocked and squeaked frantically. The pace sped up. Drool smeared out of Lisa’s mouth as she moaned. “Honey, harder, I’m coming” Lisa begged. Obliging her, John pounded his manhood into her hole as deep and as fast as he could. As great as their sex had been he couldn’t remember a more satisfying **** than this time. Suddenly, John realized he was also about to cum. With renewed vigor, he stuffed his penis deep into Lisa’s young pussy, John shuttered as he streamed load after load of his sperm deep into Lisa. Feeling successful, satisfied and exhausted, the two lovers fell asleep in their embrace, John’s penis still inside Lisa.

Marissa watched and waited.

Almost asleep as he lay on top of Lisa John felt something move. Looking at Lisa, it wasn’t her – she was now completely asleep. He felt it again – slowly their sweat covered bodies seemed to slip against each other. The feeling increased in speed and frequency. Suddenly John felt his torso sliding down against Lisa’s torso. Simultaneously, he felt his legs sliding up against Lisa’s legs. Faster and faster John felts as his body smeared against that of his sweaty young lover. Her breasts passed on each side of his as his torso slipped down. John’s feet dragged over Lisa’s smooth knees. Her tight tummy muscles felt like little hills as John slid over them. Soon his face slid over her belly button. Realizing that he was shrinking John screamed out for Lisa – but it was too late. The volume of John’s voice had decreased in direct proportion to his body. Lisa shifted slightly upon hearing what sounded like a far-away set of headphones. A scratchy, rough surface rubbed against his stomach and chest. Suddenly, Lisa’s Pubic hair came into view. As John continued to shrink, his face was dragged over her pubis which now felt like thick, wiry ropes. 

Finally, the rough surface of her pubic hair was replaced by a smooth, warm surface. The sensation of movement slowed and stopped. All around Jon smelled of sex. A squishy lump the size of a fist pushed into his chest. His feet tangled over the edge behind him. Looking around, he stared in disbelief. John lay on Lisa’s pussy lips with her clit directly under him. Somehow he still felt the warmth of Lisa’s pussy on his penis. He felt himself sliding down on her mucus covered pussy. Realizing he’d fall and never get Lisa’s attention if he fell off her John frantically tried to climb up towards her pubis, grabbing with his hands and kicking with his feet. 

Lisa felt a slight tickle. “Mmmm, baby, I could go again, how ‘bout you? Huh? John? John? Where are you? What the hell? That mother fucker! He fucks me then just leaves? What am I his whore that he can leave in a dirty motel room when he’s done?”

Furious, Lisa reached over and grabbed her panties. Lying on her back she kicked her legs into each leg hole and yanked her panties up tightly. Pulling her t-shirt over her head Lisa continued to talk to herself. “What a loser. I’m through with him – the old fart. He sucked in bed anyway.”

Marissa smiled. She frigged herself wildly. Even the most dominant things that she had done to John had not satisfied her like this. Digging her finger deep into her pussy, Marissa imagined her finger was John. She shoved her finger in and out. She stopped. Lifting her ass off the bed she imagined it was John again – and shoved her finger into her *******. Marissa laughed out loud, and kept watching the screen.

As Lisa sat on the edge of her bed tying her cross-trainers, John was pressed against Lisa’s freshly fucked hole. The pressure of this gargantuan blonde perched on top of him was unbearable. John could barely breathe. From above, he heard a strange noise. It was a muffled gurgle, similar to the sound that a water cooler makes. 

“Now what”? John thought to himself. “At least things can’t get worse”. 

The gurgle got louder. Looking up Lisa’s vagina, John saw it. Slowly oozing down from deep inside the beautiful blonde was an enormous, white, gooey blob. Struggling one last time, John was pinned by Lisa’s pussy lips against her panties. 

Lisa stood up. Gravity flooded the crotch of her panties with sperm. 

“Aw gross!” Lisa muttered. Grabbing a Kleenex she pulled the crotch of her panties aside and wiped. Crumpling the Kleenex, she threw it into the garbage. Grabbing her gym bag, she opened the door and left.

“Divorce granted.” Smiled Marissa.
