Housemates

When I moved into the house, I was one of five people. I shared the basement unit with a guy named Todd. Todd had a girlfriend who was always over, and when his lease was up, he moved in with her. We ended up getting some rando to fill his spot, and that rando was Allie. 
Todd moving out was the harbinger of a big turnover that left me as the last remaining tenant. Our landlord was a slumlord who didn’t really give a shit about who was renting – typical for New York, what a shock – and as a result, we got some vacancies and short-term tenants in the upper floors. After a couple months, I stopped caring about the new faces coming and going – they didn’t know me and I didn’t know them. 
Allie was different. We didn’t share a room or anything, but we had one kitchen and a common area. It was a below-ground-level space, basically a converted basement, and it sucked. Allie had a lot of complaints about it, but that didn’t stop her from taking over her side of the apartment – and, before long, bringing a string of guys in. 
Allie was living a I’m a twenty-three year old bad bitch and I don’t give a fuck lifestyle (her words, not mine) and I was happy to let her do her own thing. After all, Todd and his girlfriend were always having sex a wall away from me, and I learned to just put on headphones and tune it out. Allie, however, seemed to have other intentions in mind, which I learned when she showed up at my bedroom door one night with nothing on. 
It turns out that sex with someone you know you shouldn’t hook up with tends to be so, so much better than it has any right to be. I’ve never cheated on a partner, but I imagine this is the thrill they like to describe. Allie was also a decade younger than me, which added another layer of taboo to it. It also made me really not want to get into a relationship with her, as every conversation we had just reminded me that she was in a vastly different stage of her life. 
“You know,” she said one day, after I told her this, “your life looks an awful lot like mine.”
“How so?” I asked. “I’m well into my career, have my own car, and have a solid life trajectory.”
“Yet you live here in this shitty apartment in Brooklyn. A shitty basement apartment, not even one on the first floor,” Allie said, rolling her eyes. “If I was still here over the age of thirty I’d fucking shoot myself.”
“Hey, life happens. You lived through COVID too, it was a rough time. I lost my job and fell deep into debt.”
“Yeah, it really sucked not getting to go to prom,” she said, sticking her tongue out at me. 
“Ugh. I was six years out of college by then,” I replied. “You really are a child.” 
“And what does that make you?” she retorted with a grin. 
When Todd had been my neighbor, he’d left his half of the apartment really cluttered. Allie somehow made it worse, leaving things strewn all over the floor. In her room, she had a ton of random books piling up everywhere. One I saw her reading the most, though, was this massive leather-bound book. 
One day I decided to look at it, and found that it was filled with descriptions of spells and hexes and charms, most of which sounded like random nonsense. There was a spell in there for how to make your boss suffer an aneurysm. A dozen spells on how to make someone fall in love with you. A spell that let you-wait, what?
I frowned, reading through the spell. It was one that let a woman insert a shrunken person into their womb. They could keep the person in there, growing slowly, and give birth to them as a baby after a set number of months. Variations on the spell allowed it to last indefinitely, or to proceed on a short timespan. The book explained that the subject of the spell could also be shrunken down or age regressed, with pages for where to find both of those spells listed. 
It was so shockingly different from those earlier spells, it felt completely out of place. Sure, giving your boss an aneurysm had a kind of instant feedback, but that could still be attributed to natural causes. But this? I flipped back through the book to look at the shrunken person spell. That was something you’d have unequivocal evidence for, as it would happen right before your eyes. 
Sure enough, I found the entry explaining in detail how to shrink a full-sized person down to only a few inches across. Again, there were some variations on it. If you cast the spell one way, the target would remain small forever; cast it with less magic, and they would grow very slowly. 
“Hey!” 
I looked up to see Allie storming at me from across the room. “That’s my book! Put it down!”
“What, your weird Wicca grimoire?” I replied.
Allie didn’t laugh, simply came over and yanked it out of my hands. “It’s not Wicca. Those people are a bunch of weirdos and losers,” she said. “This is real magic. Stuff that works.”
“So what, you’ve shrunk people down to a couple inches tall?” I asked her. “As much as the last decade has made me question reality, I somehow don’t believe that.”
Allie got a mischievous look on her face. “Alright,” she said. “Why don’t I try this on you then?”
“I’d love to be a couple inches tall,” I replied.
“A couple inches too familiar to you?”
“Yeah, I walked into that one,” I said with a roll of my eyes. “Fine. Cast the spell on me. I want to see what’ll happen.”
Allie led me to the bedroom and stripped off all my clothes. She pushed me down onto the bed and quickly began to draw some lines into my body using a marker. Then, she lit a candle and dripped the hot wax against my skin. I felt the hot liquid harden on my chest, drawing a line down towards my groin. 
Allie blew out the candle, leaving the room completely dark. A moment later, it felt as though my entire body was hit with an electrical shock. It turned to an indescribably intense tingling sensation on every inch of my skin. My vision completely fuzzed out, turning into a mass of grey static. Then, I felt everything begin to turn numb, then constricted. I couldn’t tell if I lost the ability to move, to feel, or both. Then, everything slowly came back. 
I was lying on the bed, the fabric all around me. It felt much larger and vaster than it had before. Allie then turned on the light, and I immediately sensed how tiny I was. The bed stretched out, the size of a football field it seemed. Allie towered over me, the size of a building. My heart began to race. 
“No fucking way,” I whispered, staring at myself. “This isn’t possible!”
Allie grinned. “I told you, it’s real magic!” she said, then leaned down. I instinctively moved to run away, but Allie reached out with a hand larger than my body. She picked me up, wrapping her fingers around me firmly but not enough to squish me, then placed me on her palm and held me up to her face. “Now, what to do with you?” she asked. “I could step on you.” She held up her foot, moving me downwards to face it. “Or sit on you.” She moved me to right next to her butt, wiggling it at me. “Or…” 
Allie brought me back up to her face and held me level for a moment. I looked directly into her eyes and saw, to my horror, a look of hunger in them. She opened her mouth, slowly parting her lips, and let her hot breath blow past me.
I stared into the dark void that led inside of her, a deep slow panic building in my chest. “A-allie,” I stammered. “Please. Please don’t, I-I really-y…” My words trailed off as I began to shake, the panic beginning to build up around me. 
That clearly did something for her, because Allie opened her mouth wider. I slammed my eyes shut and curled up into a ball, covering my head with my hands. 
Then, instead of moving forward, I felt her move me back toward the bed. “Wow!” she laughed. “You really fell for that! You didn’t even try to run!” 
I stood back up and saw her face twisted into a bemused grin. She’d given me this grin whenever we bantered or fucked. It felt playful then, far from the malevolent stare it seemed now that I was at her mercy. 
“Allie, no,” I said quickly. “Please! I’m not some toy!”
Allie laughed, clearly getting turned on. “Ohh, but you clearly are. I love the thought of having all of you inside my body,” she said, pressing me against her stomach. “Go on, rub it. It’s where you’re going to end up.” 
Pressed against her warm skin, I heard her stomach gurgle inside. The terror returned, and I began to squirm. “Allie!” I shouted, trying to break free from her grip. “I’m sorry if I did anything to you! Please, I’m begging, don’t hurt me!” 
“Start rubbing, boy,” Allie said. I quickly did as she said, pressing myself against her stomach. Her guts continued to rumble, and the panic continued unabated, replacing all my emotions with a kind of dullness. After a couple minutes of this, Allie brought me back up to her face. Her cheeks were flushed red, and she was clearly enjoying herself at my expense. 
All I could do was beg. “Please don’t eat me,” I cried, looking up at her. There were actual tears flowing down my cheeks. 
Allie began to giggle. “Wow,” she said, “you’re really scared!”
“I don’t want to die,” I choked out through my tears. 
Allie’s blushing face turned pensive, her thoughts clearly turning. “You’re going inside me, no matter what,” she said firmly. “Whether that’s up my pussy or down my throat, that’s up to you.” 
I looked at her, considered my options, and nodded. “I’ll take the first one.” 
“Ooh, perfect,” said Allie. Then, her face lit up, and she rushed over to her desk and grabbed the book, keeping me pressed against her skin with her other hand. Allie flipped through a few pages until she found something, then began to laugh. “Fucking perfect,” she said, her face twisted into a huge grin. “Perfect perfect perfect!”
Allie picked up a jar from her desk and dropped me in it, then sealed the top. The roof of the jar had holes punched in it, which made me wonder if she’d done this with other people. Then, I watched as she read through the book, wrote down a few things, said some incantations, and lit a candle, and then picked me up. She unscrewed the lid and held her hand to the lip of the jar, and I reluctantly walked out onto it. Then, Allie placed me onto the table and held me down. She then took a toothpick, dipped it in the hot candle wax, and poked me in the navel with it. It hurt, and was clearly enough to break skin. 
Allie dropped me back into the jar, then lay down on the bed. She pressed the mouth of the jar against her vagina, pushing her labia around the rim and orienting it so that there was no way out. Then, she rolled onto her back and stuck her legs up into the air. I quickly tumbled down and landed right on the opening of her vagina. 
“Go on,” Allie barked at me. “You know what to do.”
I reached up and began to rub her clit, which was now the size of a basketball to me. Allie began to moan in response, her breath drawing inward and her body starting to tremble. Allie became more and more wet, the fluid covering my arms. Then, she pulled the jar away in a flash, and shoved her other hand against me and pushed me forward. 
Her vagina opened in front of me, and I found myself pushed through headfirst. I was surrounded on all sides by rippling flesh, pulled deeper and deeper with her fingers forcing me in from behind.  Allie was moaning loudly, letting out a new noise with every move I made. Just let it happen, I thought to myself. Give her what she wants. 
I reached her cervix, which suddenly opened for me thanks to the spell she’d cast on herself. I fell through, and found myself in a larger enclosed space. The opening quickly tightened behind me, sealing me in. Allie had done it – I was trapped in her womb. 
The pierced wax on my navel met the fleshy side of the chamber, and suddenly, I felt another sharp stab. Then, a warm sensation flowed into my body. I felt around in the darkness, and found that sure enough, an umbilical cord now attached us to each other. 
“Hey,” Allie said, “can you hear me at all? You’d better be able to hear me.” Her voice was muffled, but I could make out her words. I pushed against the wall of her uterus a few times, which seemed to do the trick. 
“Perfect,” she said. Allie spent the next hour or so masturbating, her shivers and moans deeply reverberating around the chamber she’d locked me in. I, meanwhile, felt myself settle into my new home. Warm liquid began to fill the chamber, driving the air away and giving me a nice amount of space. While it hadn’t been ideal, I realized that I actually felt pretty comfortable in here. Compared to a fate of being digested alive, I felt relief. I felt all the tension flow from my muscles as I came to accept that this would be my new lot in life. 
Then, everything shook. I could sense Allie’s muscles tightening, her heart pounding faster and faster, her breaths ragged and her voice moaning. Then, everything fell still as she lay back on her bed, limp. 
“Alright,” she said after a minute. “Fuck me, that was good. Time to get you outta there.” 
I felt everything around me tighten again, then heard the sounds and vibrations of her fingers moving below me. But then, she stopped. Her heartbeat picked up, and I sensed her stand up and walk over to the book and flip through it, the muffled sound of the pages filtering through the layers of flesh. 
Allie cursed. “Fuck!” she said. “This is gonna last how long!?” 
I smacked my fist against Allie’s uterine wall again, annoyed. How could she not have read the spell!? I thought she’d done this purposefully, but was it really just a weird kink for her that was supposed to last just the evening? Had I really confused her stupidity for malice? 
“No no no no! I didn’t want to actually get pregnant from this! What the fuck!” I felt Allie moving around again, pacing her room. Her heart was racing, and I could tell that she was upset. Then, she returned to the book and read it a bit more. 
A minute later, I felt her prodding at me. “Hey. Hey! Kick once if you can hear me.”
I replied with a kick.
“This stupid spell won’t let me extract you from my body without getting a bunch of shit that I don’t have. So you’re gonna be stuck in there overnight.”
I kicked again to acknowledge I’d heard her. 
“I’m gonna sleep but we’ll figure it out in the morning. But hey, looks like I’ve got the apartment all to myself for a nice long time. Enjoy your stay, roomie!” 
