The Physics of Size Difference, and the Danger It Poses by B. Tweenercheeks                             

I’d always enjoyed the giantess and shrinking websites. The more violent giantess themes: insertion, vore, and crushing interested me the most.  Like most giantess fans, I’d post or respond to other threads on the subject.

Late one night I slouched in front of my computer.  Cracking open a cold beer, I sat and thought for a moment.  “What would be a good post to stimulate some ideas…” I thought.  Then I typed.

“I like violent giantess scenarios the most.  I like scenarios with giantesses both aware and unaware of the little guy, but no matter what. I like the stories and photos in which the shrunken guy winds up crushed in her shoe, swallowed alive, suffocated in her nylons, or inserted deep inside an orifice.  What do others out there like?  Dan”
A couple of days later I received my only response.  

“I guess I disagree with you.  Why wouldn’t you want her to be aware of you? Why do you have a death wish?  Being humiliated, embarrassed, teased and tormented are fine.  But being killed by a giantess is well…weird.  To each their own… C.”

I replied back and forth with this guy “C”.  He had a much different take on the giantess thing than I did.  For one thing, he was very concerned with the reality of being shrunken.  He seemed to go on and on about the “physics of the size difference, and the danger it poses.”  I insisted that part of the fantasy is being totally humiliated – and being subject to a giantess power in a mortifying and degrading way.  After a few replies back and forth, “C” asked me to IM her.    

I was blown away.  A woman?  Interested in giantess and shrinking?  What a turn on!
It turned out that Claire lived within an hour of me in St. Paul.  She had been a research fellow in physics at University of Minnesota and was now working in for a private corporation.  Much of her work centered on micro-machines, but her real love was the physics of size change of living beings.  She had spent much of her own time and money researching the possibility of shrinking people.  While her main goal was mercenary, she admitted that she had “this uncontrollable, dominant side” in which she longed to “shrink, capture and humiliate” the man of her dreams.  Instantly, I knew I had to meet her.

Out IMs led to e-mailing which led to phone calls.  She loved to talk about shrinking more than anyone I ever met.  Sometimes she’d talk about the science of it (which was a little boring) and other times she talked about how much it turned her on.  Claire had always had bad luck with guys.  They’d meet her, get her in the sack, and scurry off when they realized that she was way beyond them intellectually.  I sensed that she might have even been abused by her anger towards them.  It was clear that this was at least part of the control she sought in her giantess fantasy.

After a couple of weeks, we decided to meet.  Early on a Saturday morning (We both loved breakfast) I scanned the International House of Pancakes.  Nobody looked like her.  Hearing the “click-click” of high heels, I instinctively turned around.  I followed the heels up to muscular, long legs in dark hose, to a short, tight skirt, a tan stomach, and a half T-shirt.  “I know this outfit would lure you to me” the dark eyed beauty laughed, “This is how all guys want to see giantesses!”
And beautiful Claire was.  Her knowing dark eyes were framed by dark, sinister eyebrows brown hair.  Her smile was wide, open and easy.  At 5’9” she was tall, yet curvy.  Her breasts were set high and firm.  Her round butt was barely contained by her skirt.  She reminded me of a brown haired, Mediterranean Brittany Spears.  She wore her sexy looks with easy confidence.   Yet behind her good looks, I sensed her brain was always working, perceiving, processing deciding.  Her smarts were a bit unnerving.

Out breakfast went great.  Claire loved to sit and talk.  We barely talked about our mutual fantasy at first.  I think we both were a little embarrassed.  Yet I found myself watching little things about her and fantasizing.  As she ate I imagined I were the food on her fork.  As she fidgeted her foot I was there, trapped under her heels.  As she adjusted her bra strap I imagined I was dangling under her shirt.  Perhaps it was because I was intimidated by her brains, but a paranoid part of me wondered if she knew what I was thinking.

Apart from our shared fantasy, we were instantly infatuated with each other.  Soon both opened up about our fantasy.  While we both shared the giantess fantasy, we came at it from such a different perspective.  She was so interested in my view on the fantasy versus hers.
“So what is it that attracts you to interact with a giantess who isn’t even aware of you?” she asked.

“I guess it’s because she doesn’t know about me, her acts will be completely oblivious to my existence.  If I get the courage to check out her sexy tongue in her sleep and she suddenly closes her mouth and swallows, I’m done for.  She has total power over my existence yet she doesn’t even know I exist…”  I explained.

“I see,” she nodded, “but I guess that I’m not sure how I’d feel about it if I were the giantess.  I mean, I might feel a little violated, and perhaps sorry I missed out on the encounter, but that’s about it.  The unaware stuff is really only fun for the little guy, not the giantess.”

And she was right.  Claire made me understand the reality of this fantasy – from the giantesses’ perspective.

One of the things that I immediately loved about Claire is that she genuinely wanted to understand why I was so turned on by the thought of a humiliating and violent encounter with a giantess.  After hours of conversations Claire summarized our differences perfectly:

“You want some gorgeous, bimbo to exert herself over you.  You want to be engulfed by her sexuality.  You want her to defeat you, defile you, embarrass you and take sexual pleasure out of your humiliation. Is that it?”
“Well, yeah”.  I replied.

Claire continued “So let me ask you, what does she get out of this?  No woman is just going to want to do this to some submissive man for no reason.  It would be cruel…and gross.”

“So what turns you on about the possibility of shrunken men?” I asked.

“It would have to be the right guy.  Not some submissive wimp, but a dominant, attractive but demanding guy.”  She began.  “First I’d have to want him sexually.  Then he’d have to cross the line.  Maybe talking trash or bossing me around.”  Claire’s eyes widened as she described further.  “Then I’d shrink him and he’d continue being cocky.  He’d think just because he was man I’d have to listen to him.  Well that’s when the fun would start.”

“I thought you said violent stuff would be cruel and gross?” I asked.  

“No, I wouldn’t want to main or kill the little guy,” Claire assured, “but there are all sorts of disgusting, repulsive ways that a women can torment a tiny guy.  Once he challenged me, challenged my femininity, I’d have to show him who was in charge…doing that is my fantasy.” 
Claire’s eyes were wild with passion.  She loved this fantasy as much as I loved mine.  Composing herself she brushed her hand through her hair and looked down.

I paused.  “Kind of a shame it will never happen, huh?” I mumbled weakly.

Claire looked right at me.  “It can and will happen.  The science exists right now.  I could do it to you tonight if I wanted to.  It’s really that I can’t account for the physics of the size difference, and the danger it poses to you.  Think about all the variables.  I might not be able to hear your voice.  You might not be able to communicate with me.  Your mass would be such that even slight contact with everyday items like a book that falls or a chair sliding across the floor could kill you. What if there is a slight breeze?  You could be blown away and I’d never find you.  Friction could smear you.  What about animals and insects?  What effect would germs have on you if you were only an inch tall?  What about everyday appliances?  There are too many unknowns…”

“I could do it to you tonight if I wanted to” was all I heard.

“When can we do it?”  I asked. 
Claire laughed.  “Didn’t you hear what I said?  You could be injured or killed.  I can’t risk using it on anyone until I finish my research.

Very slowly, as deliberately and seriously as I have ever said anything in my like I spoke.  “Claire, I don’t care at all what the risks are.  I am so turned on by you…and the thought of us together achieving our mutual fantasy, if even for a few seconds, is worth any risk.  Please, try it on me.”

Staring for a long time deep into my eyes, Claire paused.  “We’ll see”
We spent the entire Saturday together.  I don’t think I’ve ever had such a romantic time.  We rented a rowboat and climbed in.  Claire faced towards me as I rowed us out.  Crossing her legs, she leaned back in the sunshine.  I forced myself to avert my eyes from looking up her skirt.  Glancing towards me she smiled at my self imposed frustration.  “You are such a gentleman, Dan.”  Leaning forward she wrapped herself around me and we kissed.

As I walked Claire back to her car I had to ask.  “Uh Claire, could I see you back to your apartment?”

Smiling wryly, Claire nodded.
Her apartment was pretty amazing.  Apparently research pays well.  Plopping down on the living room rug, we made a roaring fire and gulped vodka tonics.  I figured the more I got Claire to drink the better my chances of talking her into shrinking me.  Claire seemed to lose her inhibitions the more we drank.  She kicked off her heels remarking “God it feels good to get these off”.  After four large drinks we were soon all over each other.  Claire climbed on top of me and darted her tongue deep into my mouth.  Remembering what she had said about her fetish I purposely rolled her onto her back.  Now on top of her I took control.  Nibbling down her neck I slipped my hand under the shirt.  Gently, I pulled her t-shirt up.  Trailing kisses over her breasts and down her stomach, I slipped my fingers under her skirt and slid them down as well.  Claire kept trying to assert herself as we kissed, leaning up, trying to pull me near, and attempting to undress me.  I wouldn’t let it happen   Now dressed only in her nylons and panties, I stared directly into her eyes and announced “I am gonna f*** you like you’ve never been f***ed.  Claire was taken aback.  Then she smiled – and glared into my eyes.  Yanking down her nylons quickly I pulled them off her feet and threw them aside.  Claire lay back watching me. Easing her panties off, I shimmied them down her tan thighs and threw them on the carpet beside us.  Claire tightened her knees together and smiled defiantly.  “Pull those thighs apart, you gorgeous little tease”.  I demanded.  Claire’s eyes seemed to light up every time I ordered her around.  She looked angry, but horny.  Slowly, she spread her legs apart.  Climbing between her knees, I slowly smeared the head of my dick into her now sloppy pu**y.  Over and over I nuzzled a bit in, and then pulled out.  Pushing her mouth into my ear 
Claire begged “Stop teasing and f*** me”.
  Laughing, I commanded “roll over you horny bitch, I want to give it to you doggy style.”

Stunned, Claire looked furious.  She paused for a moment in thought.  “Get me another drink, would you?”  She asked.  Acting put off by her request, I stomped into the kitchen and poured two more vodka and tonics.

I worried that I was pushing the “dominant and pushy” thing too far.  Walking in with the two drinks, Claire looked like a penthouse model, lying on the floor with her arms folded behind her.  Leaning down to hand her the drink, she suddenly jumped forward wrapped her arm around my neck tightly and kissed me.  Trying not to spill the drinks I was taken by surprise.  Finally she released form the kiss.  An aluminum canister that looked like mace was in her hand.  Turning her head away she held me tight and blasted me once in the eyes.  Instantly they burned. 

“Aw crap, what was that for?  I thought you wanted me to be pushy and dominant…”  I stammered dropping the drinks.

“THAT is what bossy jags like you get when they think they can push me around because I’m a woman.” She slurred.  “You wanted it, you’re gonna get it.”  Claire sounded really mad…I assumed she was roll playing like I had been.  “I’d only tried it on a few mammals so far, the largest being a sheep.  It seemed to work fine.  I was going to try it on a pig next, so I guess you’ll do.”  She was really getting into it…

The burn in my eyes started to wear off.  Suddenly I felt as I was on an elevator headed down.  I was standing still, but everything around me started rising higher. 

“The shrinking starts at one half per minute then doubles in pace every minute after that.  We’ll see who’s the boss around here…” Claire slurred.  

After a couple of minutes I was under a foot and a half tall.  Claire chugged down her drink.  Pointing at me she doubled up laughing.  “You think you are so superior.  Wow you are some kind of stud don’t you?”

Remembering her fantasy I puffed out my chest and shouted her down.  “That’s right, I do.  And I’d give it to you…”

“Wait a minute, I’ve interrupted you,” she teased sarcastically.  “What was it you were going to do?   Give it to me doggy style, right?”  

Dropping to all fours, Claire backed up towards me.  Her ass crack was now right at my eye level.  All I saw was ass and hairy brown bush racing towards me.  Claire looked over her shoulder “Come on lover, do me doggy!”

Turning to run, I was straddled between her legs.  Claire was now howling in laughter while crawling backwards.  Though I ran as fast as I could, I seemed to run slower and slower.  Stopping, I looked up as Claire was now over me.  I was now barely 6” tall.

I couldn’t help but stare at her boobs hanging above me swaying back and forth.  Claire kept crawling backwards until her face was directly above me.  Slapping her hands on either side she said “Look at you.  I’ve had to climb over men like you m entire life.  You think you’re so great.  You’re nothing.  You’re pathetic.  You’re scum.  Puckering her lips Claire sucked saliva from deep in her mouth.  Cowering, I knew what was happen next.  “Haaaack – Pitooey!”  She spat a huge glob of warm saliva all over my head and torso.  The warm, gooey mess choked me.  It smelled of booze.  Smearing her spit off my face, I stood there, soaked and humiliated.  Yet for some reason, I was turned on.  I felt my erection build.  Looking up, Claire smiled.  “So you’re really not so tough.  You’re really a pathetic little subbie after all.  Well, good.  Then you’ll enjoy our time together.”

The shrinking progress very quickly at this point.  Her saliva seemed to grow in volume.  Suddenly I was knee deep in her warm, bubbly spit. 
Smearing me up with the puddle of spit Claire opened her mouth.  “Well, I’d better get rid of the evidence.  The FDA hasn’t approved tests on humans.  I don’t want to get in trouble.”  Those brown eyes stared at me eagerly as her mouth approached.  Her pouty lips melted into a smile.  Her smile was so cote.  Yet those same white teeth were about to chew me up.  Opening her mouth, she protruded her tongue as far as it would go.   Licking the length of my body, Claire moaned.  The warm, wet, surface of her tongue was covered by thousands of soft, finger like bumps.  Terrified as I was, I relished the encounter with this gorgeous beauty’s tongue.      

Suddenly, she placed me back onto the carpet.  Claire sat Indian style in front of me and watched.  “It’s stopped.” She remarked with a scientist’s curiosity.   Her red fingernails came out of nowhere.  Pinched between them I dared not move, “With a flex of a finger she could cut me in half,” I thought.  Looking closely at me she talked out loud.  “A little too much I think.  He’s only around a half of an inch.  I need to record this…where can I put him…”

While I was still clasped in her fingers, Claire stood up.  The sudden rise gave me a pit in my stomach.  Claire paid no attention.  Looking around she said “Ha, perfect.  Right where he belongs.”

Wind rushed by me as Claire lowered me down.  “Don’t look down, don’t look down” I thought, never thinking my fear of heights would wreck my giantess fantasy.  Finally I did.  Below me were the black heels Claire had worn all day.  Dropping me unceremoniously into her heels, Claire walked towards the kitchen, picked up a pencil and sat down to write.  Soaked with a day’s worth of sweat and faded with wear the inside of Claire’s heels smelled like leather and corn chips.  I struggled around, trying to figure a way out.  Moving away from the heel area I slipped on the moisture and slid down the slope of her insole towards the toe area.  Down there just plain stunk.  Tiny grooves were imbedded into the leather from her toes digging in.  On my hands and knees I crawled back towards the heel area to get fresh air.  Looking up my view was suddenly eclipsed by pointed toes headed towards me.  

“I think I’ll walk around n my heels.” Claire teased.

Shoving her foot into the shoes I ran towards the toe area.  Claire started laughing and relented.  Reaching in, she poured me onto her palm.  “Come on out, Dan.  Where should I put you now?”  Seeing her panties on the floor, I purposely looked away.  I didn’t want to give her any ideas.  Shrinking was unbelievable cool, but, she’d worn those things all day.  Seeing my purposeful look, Claire said, “Oh Absolutely!  You need to be in my panties little man.  You’ll love it!”
Claire dropped me onto the crotch of her panties and folded them over me to prevent my escape.  They reeked of stale perfume, sweat and sex.  Suddenly I heard a loud thud that shook the entire room.  Scared of what she was going to do next I grabbed onto the fabric tightly.  I waited.  Nothing happened for what seemed like hours.

Finally I struggled through the folds of her panties and peeked out.  Claire was laying face up on the carpet.  Her drink glass lay on its side next to her hand.  One foot rested on top of an ottoman.  I watched her for a while.  It looked as if she wanted me to think that she had fallen and passed out…and was now unaware.  It occurred to me:  Now she was giving me my turn.  She was roll playing too.

Running towards Claire I started at her foot.  It was the only point that afforded me a chance to climb onto her.  Doing a chin up, I pulled myself up onto her red painted little toenail.  I stopped to admire Claire’s sexy toes.  Dropping to all fours I had to taste her toe.  They were salty, and felt rough on my tongue.  Running up the length of her leg I couldn’t wait.  Claire was helping me to realize my fantasy.  I couldn’t believe how lucky I was to find a woman willing to indulge my fantasy.

Her thigh was covered with what looked like endless rough cut tree stumps of hair.   Her skin smelled of suntan lotion.

Finally I arrived at her pubic mound.  This would be tricky.  How could I get to her pu**y without falling to my death?  I decided that the answer was in her pubic hair.  Crawling through the thick, brown bush, I neared the drop-off just above her lips.  Wrapping my arms in her rope-like hair I repelled down to her pu**y.  She had obviously been aroused by our giantess roll playing as her hole glistened in lubrication.  Reaching out with my hand I scooped up some of Claire’s juices and brought them to my mouth.  She tasted sweet.  Pushing my arm it slipped in with ease.  I pulled it out.  My arm dripped, coated in Claire’s wetness.  I couldn’t turn back now.  Slipping in up to my waist, I reached for and gripped her clit simultaneously.  Pulling myself in, I wanted to explore Claire.  “I’ve always wanted to know what was it’s really like to be inside a hotttie’s love hole?  Here it goes.”  Pushing through Claire’s meaty lips I emerged into her vagina.  Much like in an underground sewer, a light stream of lubrication flowed towards me from deep inside.  The warmth and thickness of the liquid felt strangely calming.  The walls of Claire’s vagina were wrinkly, slippery and soft.  I knew that I should turn around, but I had to go in deeper.  I felt a constant “whoosh” of her bloody as I walked.  The further in I went, the darker it became, the more apprehensive I became, and yet the more desperately I wanted to deeper.   Finally I turned back.  Only a pinpoint of light showed me my return route.  Heading towards the light I realized that I should have gotten out sooner.  Pushing my way back out of Claire’s lips I looked back at her.  Her monstrous pussy topped by her forest-like pubic hair was a sight to behold.  Claire was so cool to have let me indulge this fantasy by roll-playing “passed out”.  I thought I should at least reciprocate.

Turning around I again reached for her clitoris.  It was oblong and round, about twice the size of my head.  “I’m gonna make her cum hard” I thought to my self.  Like a power forward, I grabbed Claire’s clit with both hands and pulled it back and forth.  I rubbed it, pulled it, pushed it and whacked at it furiously.  As blood flow increased due to the stimulation, her clit swelled in size.  My legs became soaked in a flood of lubrication.  The lower half of my body still inside her, I began to “bicycle my legs inside her in concert with my hands on her clit.  Liquid streamed out of her hole.  Suddenly I heard a moan…

“What the hell happened…how did I get this bump on my head?  Why am I naked…”

All of the sudden, I was hanging upside down dangling out of Claire’s c*nt.  She stood on one leg and then the other.  Suddenly her panties came rushing up at me.  As her legs scissored, her juices ran out of her hole all over me.  Soon, I too slipped out of her pu**y, smeared in her thick fluid onto her crotch.  Dressed only in her panties, Claire tumbled into bed. Exhausted, I fell asleep.

The morning light streamed though Claire’s window and lit up my world in the bright, flowery pink of Claire’s panties.  Trying to move I found that her fluids had coagulated into a gel-like goo.  Looking up, however was what I’d always wanted to wake up to.  

I couldn’t resist Claire’s pu**y.  Reaching up again I began to work her clit.  Soon she was wet again.  I heard her moan.  She bent one knee towards her chest.  Bright light shown on me as a red fingernail pried the elastic of her waistband.  Now awake, Claire breathed fast.  Pushed from behind by her fingers,  Claire dug her index and middle finger deep into her pu**y in ecstasy.  Rolled back and forth, thought I was going to vomit.  Getting into it, Claire spread her legs and frigged herself.  Caught underneath her fingernail, the shaking felt like an earthquake.  My leg pinched between her fingernail and her clit.  I screamed in pain.  Claire plunged her finger deep into herself one again, and with huge, slurping penetrations, she cried out in orgasm.  Satisfied, Claire rolled over for some more sleep.

My leg throbbed.  I never knew how much something could hurt.  

I felt myself turn vertical as Claire got out of bed.  I felt myself slowly slide out of her slippery, stretched out hole.  “God what did I do last night, my head is killing me” she said.

Soon the dripping of a coffee filed the air, then the whir and hum of a computer being turned on, then “You’ve got mail”.

Claire was sipping coffee as she read her e-mails.  

“What’s this?  Oh, Oh my god!  That’s right!  I met Dan yesterday.  Oh I shrunk him.  Oh no, what the heck happened to him?  I hope I didn’t…”

Suddenly bright light shown on me as Claire pulled the front of her panties’ waistband away from her belly.  Still stuck on her crotch I smiled and waved.  

“Oh you poor thing!”  Claire cried.

The next thing I know an eyedropper appeared over me.  I felt myself become, well, heavier.  

My broken leg will heal just fine.  I’d met the woman of my dreams.  But most importantly, we learned to be more careful because of the physics of the size difference, and the danger it poses.                             

