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  The Teacher Conference


Victoria’s last class had just left when Rebecca came in, carrying her laptop close to her chest so that the onslaught of students rushing past wouldn’t knock it out of her hands. She adjusted her skirt, gave Victoria a smile and propped the laptop up on the desk without saying a word.  
“I told you, I really don’t want to go,” said Victoria, knowing this was another sell by Rebecca. The woman just couldn’t understand that Victoria wanted nothing more than to be home alone, in pajamas this weekend, and not at a teachers’ conference two states away.
“Shhh,” the woman hushed, opening the laptop and navigating to a webpage. “I know you hate these things, but this one you might find a little more interesting. Remember how we’re getting that grant for math and science next year? Well the schools may be purchasing this little toy.”
She brought up a site called Edwards Practicality and there on the homepage stood a young woman, probably mid-thirties, wearing a lab coat and holding what looked like a remote control. Across the top read “Particle Reducer on sale this August! Get one for your classroom today!”
Victoria vaguely remembered hearing about this company because most of the teachers were heading to the conference but no one talked about the new technology. Rebecca navigated to the video section of the website and clicked the first one, titled “Inorganic Demonstration.”
“Watch,” she said.
The video started with the woman on the front page who introduced herself as Melissa Edwards, then she held up the Particle Reducer for an amphitheater of people to see. She was flanked by two giant screens that had zoomed in on the device. It was long, slender, and covered in buttons. Melissa stood across from a table holding a very tall potted plant. She made an adjustment on the remote, then aimed at the plant.
Victoria and Rebecca stared as a dim green light shot from the device and hit the plant, making it glow for a heartbeat before fading away. Then, what must have been a trick of the camera, the potted plant quickly shrank. Before, the tallest leaves were over Melissa’s head. Now, the whole thing was able to fit into her hand. Riotous applause went up as she held the tiny plant and pot on her palm. 
“The Particle Reducer is the perfect tool to study anything in fine detail,” said Melissa on the video. She dropped the plant amid a room full of gasps, but when the camera panned down, the vase and plant were intact. Melissa had clearly done that for effect. She picked it up, showed that it was okay, then placed it back on the table. She produced a hammer and showed the audience, to which they made even more gasps. Melissa brought it down hard on the potted plant but the camera had been tracking every movement, and the shrunken object was clearly unhurt.
She picked up the device again, entered an adjustment, then shot the potted plant. In seconds, it had reverted to its original size, albeit tipped on its side. “When matter is reduced, the durability increases,” she said, standing the plant up. “At such a small size, any shrunken object is almost indestructible.” Here, the video ended and Victoria just sat there in amazement.
“Wow,” she said. “I didn’t know anything like this even existed.” Something about it was exciting but she couldn’t make that connection just yet.
“You haven’t seen anything yet,” said Rebecca, clicking on another video titled “Organic Demonstration.”
This video looked like it picked up right where the last one ended. A man was pushing the table with the potted plant offscreen and Melissa was making an adjustment on the Particle Reducer.
“Please give my assistant Megan a big round of applause,” she said. The camera panned to follow a young woman wearing a button up blouse and long, black hair pulled back into a ponytail. She placed her clipboard and headset on the floor, then moved over to stand where the table had been. No way, thought Victoria.
Again, Melissa held out the Particle Reducer and hit Megan with the beam. The young woman’s entire body glowed for a moment and then, she was shrinking away. The crowded roared and the camera followed her descent until she was no more than a few inches tall. The camera repositioned on Melissa as she approached the shrunken woman.
“You trust me, sweetheart?” Melissa asked, looking down on the young woman. 
Shrunken Megan nodded that she did, but was now holding her hands over her head. Suddenly, without warning, Melissa stepped down, hard, and what should have stomped the tiny girl flat did nothing of the sort. It was as if Melissa had stepped onto an iron block. Megan just stood there, appearing to laugh at the giant woman’s attempts.
“The same rules apply to organic matter,” said Melissa to the audience. “She’s indestructible.” To prove this, Melissa placed her foot on Megan’s head and stood, her whole weight now bearing down on the four-inch woman. Megan couldn’t be seen with the camera, but it was clear the giantess on top of her was barely noticed.
When Melissa stepped back and re-enlarged Megan, the young girl’s blouse was dirty, clearly from the bottom of Melissa’s shoe. Other than that, there was no evidence that she’d been shrunken and her durability tested. “Give her another round of applause.” Megan waved before retrieving her clipboard and headset. The video ended.
“Well, what do you think?” Rebecca asked. “Let’s go see what it’s like to be shrunken down. Wouldn’t that be cool?”
Victoria just sat there speechless for a long time. What was it about this video that made her wet between the legs? At first she couldn’t even think of something to say, so instead she just croaked out, “okay.” 
Rebecca looked overjoyed. “Oh my God, Vicky, we’re gonna have a blast.”
“We’ll see,” said the woman, standing. With her luck, she probably wouldn’t even come close to getting to see that toy.

      [image: image-placeholder]The conference was at noon the next day and the girls spent most of the morning browsing the show floor, stopping at the booths only long enough to catch half a sales-pitch and walk away with whatever freebie they were offering. It was crowded, perhaps five-hundred people from all over the United States who’d come to watch the demonstration.
After some research, Victoria discovered that shrinking tech was relatively new, but the Melissa lady was the pioneer and of it. She was the business leader of some internet start-up company and was now worth several billion dollars, and that number was sure to skyrocket now that she was the first person on the market to develop shrinking tech that effectively worked on living objects. Sure, the technology had developed already to shrink organic matter, but there were several shortcomings.
For example, until Melissa’s work, living objects couldn’t be shrunk down more than around twenty percent. Also there were health concerns—the subjects were often sick afterwards with the worst being things on par with heart failure and brain abnormalities. Strokes and aneurisms weeks later. The worst was a story Victoria read that a person was successfully shrunk down to eighteen inches but when he was re-enlarged, his organs stayed the same size. That thought made her squeamish.
Then there was always the problem with durability. It wasn’t safe for a person to shrink down because there were so many environmental hazards. Being stepped on, drowned, stung by a bee or carried away by a spider. Being so small wouldn’t have had many applications if the person was as frail and fragile as a bug.
But Melissa’s method solved everything. You became a tiny Superman when shrunken by her device. Not only that, but the device could shrink someone down to almost microscopic size. Victoria learned on various websites that a person was surrounded by a containment field that was undetectable, but this helped scale down molecules to make breathing possible, as well as regulate a person’s body temperature. No one else out there could match her technology.
“How’s it going girls?” a voice called behind them, and before either could turn around and see who it belonged to, his hands were already on their shoulders and he was pushing his way between them.
“Morning, Jake,” said Rebecca, her eyes beaming. This was Jake Foster, one of the school’s English teachers. He was tall, good looking, had baby-blue eyes. Rebecca was infatuated with him but he seemed to be the playboy type and only talked to her when it suited him. Victoria didn’t care for him much, liking more reserved men. There weren’t any of those at the school. Then again, as of late, men weren’t really doing it for her . . .
“You guys sharing a room?” he asked.
Victoria nodded.
“What room number?”
Victoria didn’t want to say but before she could lie and pretend she didn’t know, Rebecca blurted out, “212.”
“Awesome, I’m in 209. Maybe we can go out for drinks tonight?” He was looking at Rebecca, and Victoria knew this was her friend’s chance. Finally, she might get somewhere with him.
“Maybe. Depends on how tired we are after this thing,” said Victoria.
“Alright, well you girls just let me know. Allison and Mae are already going.” With that, Jake disappeared into the crowd.
Allison Mahaffy and Mae Jung also worked at their high school—Allison was a chemistry teacher and Mae was the school’s counselor. Both loved to drink and party so Jake just might have an interesting evening.
By a quarter to noon, everyone was in the hot conference center and seated, waiting for Melissa to begin her presentation. The whole staff of West Alderson High School was seated in a long row, including Mary Atwell, the school’s principal. Jake appeared to be the only man here, albeit he was only one of four in the entire school. 
A couple of men onstage rolled the table out holding the potted plant. Victoria, who was only about ten feet from it, grew excited to see the demonstration. When Melissa finally did take the stage, the whole place went into an uproar, standing and shouting and waving. It took her a full five minutes to get them under control.
For the first half of the demonstration the audience watched a video onscreen of Melissa’s company and its history. It talked about how she’d turned her life around after a drug and alcohol problem in her teens and early twenties. The last part of the prerecorded presentation was simply a quick description of the Particle Reducer, and then a reel showcasing its applications. 
The video showed a group of students observing a caterpillar, only they were small enough to treat the caterpillar as a pet cat. Another showed a pair of kids studying a large metal cylinder, and when the camera backed out, they were clearly inside the piston of an engine. Lastly, the video showed a first-person account of what looked like carpet fibers. The camera (and cameraman) had been shrunken down and now appeared as though he were walking through a wheat field. Another camera, probably normal-sized, showed a top-down view of the first cameraman as he makes his way through the carpet fibers. 
The next part of Melissa’s demonstration was to actually use the device. Much like the video Rebecca had shown Victoria in her room, she shrank the potted plant, tested its durability, then re-enlarged it. Seeing it in person, at least to Victoria, was even more incredible than watching it on a laptop’s screen. It’s like the air around it changed before it shrank, as if some unknown and unseen energy coursed around it and through it. Then again, that’s what did happen. Melissa tried to explain how her device worked, but between her omission of patent-pending sections and Victoria’s limited understanding of physics, it didn’t make much sense. All she gathered was it somehow compressed atoms. 
After the plant was taken off stage, Victoria sat up in her seat and crossed her legs tightly. Already she felt wet and it was somewhat embarrassing, even if the others around her didn’t know. This was the part in the presentation where Melissa’s gorgeous assistant Megan came out to be shrunk. Only this time no one came. Melissa waited for the noise to die down and then spoke, but now reading from a little index card.
“Where is the staff of West Alderson High School?” she asked, scanning the audience. 
Victoria’s heart sank. Her leg stopped bouncing. She exchanged nervous looks with her fellow teachers but Mary, their principal, was all smiles. Clearly administration had arranged this. Whatever this was.
“Well now don’t be shy,” said Melissa, putting a hand to her hip. “I want you guys to come join me on stage.”
Slowly, West Alderson High School got to their feet and shuffled across and then down the aisle. When Victoria stepped up onto the stage, her heart was racing so fast she was afraid she might pass out. Rebecca was overjoyed. Were they all about to be shrunk? she wondered. Victoria had seen demos of the device after shows where Melissa would shrink people and quickly restore them. Now, standing up here, Victoria was nervous to try it, but that wasn’t completely it . . .
As she stood there, she felt something running down her leg and she quickly realized she’d just had an orgasm. Her face felt flushed and she fanned herself. Did Melissa catch that? Victoria couldn’t make eye contact but she was sure the woman bit her lip and smiled a little in her direction.
Part of the reason she didn’t want to be shrunk right now was because it was such an intimate thing for her. She was getting turned on by the thought—hell, she just came in her panties because of it. When had that ever happened? Never, not even when she thought about experimenting with girls . . . But now, this was feeling like having sex in public. Could she even go through with it? She tried to rationalize it by thinking that no one else knew how she felt. She’d be just a normal girl, like the other normal girls and guy here on stage.
When Melissa picked up the Particle Reducer, Mae’s face twisted into a horrified grimace and she said, “Oh, hell no.” Then she quickly walked off stage and returned to her seat amongst boos and laughs.
“Ah, c’mon, this is gonna be fun!” Melissa called from the stage. Mae crossed her arms and shook her head. “Okay, that’s fine, sweetheart. We’ll have fun without you.” She turned her attention back to the group of five: Victoria, Rebecca, Allison, Mary, and Jake. “Now you guys have no doubt seen my online presentations where my friend Megan gets shrunken down to four inches. That’s not what we’re going to do today. Today I’m going to be unveiling our controlled reduction feature.
“Teachers,” she said, turning back to the audience. “How unruly is your class?” She waited for the din of yells to die down. “Now imagine how unruly that class would be while you’re trying to shrink everyone to study a butterfly. Half your kids are tiny, running around while the other half are normal sized and asking to go the bathroom or pulling a tooth or making a general mess that is spiraling out of control.
“Well allow me to introduce the Particle Reducer’s controlled reduction feature.” She turned, aimed at Mary and pulled the trigger. Mary made a little yelp, sure she was about to start shrinking but nothing else happened. Then, she made an adjustment, turned the device to Victoria and pulled the trigger. She did this for each member of the high school staff—pull the trigger, make an adjustment and then zap the next one. Finally, she withdrew a strap that went around her wrist to make sure the device didn’t go anywhere. Melissa made one final adjustment, then turned the device to her own chest and pulled the trigger. Nothing seemed to be happening to any of them.
“Now let’s say here we are, ready to study baby turtles in their natural environment. We still need someone large enough move us around. We also need someone who is small inside the terrarium, but larger than the rest of us. What I’m saying is that projects sometimes require us to be different sizes. But this can be a hassle when you’re the only adult and you’re trying to micromanage everything. No pun intended.”
The audience went into fits of laughter.
Melissa turned back to the five on stage. “You’ve all been exposed to the Particle Reducer’s ray. But your body has given it a halt command. That’s by design. But with a push of a button . . .”
Her voice trailed off as Victoria felt the ground beneath her start to spread out in all directions. The roar of the audience was but a distant noise, for her attention was so transfixed on the world around her. Everything was getting larger except her coworkers and Melissa, who all were shrinking along with her. To her, it was like the world was growing around them and they weren’t the ones changing. 
Melissa suddenly stopped and quickly she became a giant which Victoria found quite imposing. She found herself backing up, but at some point Rebecca had taken her hand so she stayed there. Then, that hand was larger, the fingers growing between Victoria’s. She let go because Rebecca was now shooting up, or rather she’d stopped shrinking and Victoria had not.
When Victoria had finished shrinking, Jake was the only one to keep going. He stopped when he was about two-feet tall, but she quickly corrected that in her head. He was two-feet tall to her, but she was probably only a foot tall herself. Looking around the stage, she tried to gauge everyone’s size—Melissa was the largest, probably no more shrunk than half her original size. Then Rebecca, who still looked like a giant because she was right next to Victoria, her pink flips looked like canoes now. Next was Allison, Mary, Victoria and finally Jake looking like a toy next to all the giant ladies.
“Okay, little man, we have to talk,” said Melissa, moving over to where Jake stood. He backed up because clearly it was intimidating seeing a giantess move toward you and then loom over top of you. He was probably about a foot tall to her. She reached down, picked him up and held him in front of her. He didn’t struggle—in fact he seemed to be enjoying it. She walked over and lifted him up so that he stood on top of her podium. “You have to stay here until you’re big again. Too many of these ladies have on skirts.”
Again, the convention center went into an uproar, and again, Victoria barely heard it. She wasn’t sure but she thought she may have had another orgasm. She fanned herself and this time Melissa surely caught it. She gave her a wink and then walked back over to the Particle Reducer.
“Notice the Particle Reducer has changed to my size. When it knows I’m going to shrink and the wristband is applied, it will scale down and yes, it will also become indestructible.”
They talked a little more back and forth and then it was time for the demonstration to come to an end. Melissa zapped everyone, including Jake who she placed back on the stage. When she hit the button, everyone began to grow back until they were all standing around, same size as before. Melissa asked the audience for applause and Victoria made it down the steps on wobbly legs. She really wanted to go to her room. Actually, she wanted to go to her room and run a nice, hot bath.
Before the conference hall emptied, Victoria flashed one last look up to the stage and there stood Melissa, watching her back.

      [image: image-placeholder]Later that evening, Victoria did all she could to keep from going out. Her coworkers pleaded with her to go to the Mexican restaurant down the street, or at the very least to a bar that wasn’t in the hotel. But she turned them all down. In truth, she wanted to be alone. She loved alone time and it gave her time to think. Plus, she didn’t feel like getting dressed up. She was still wearing her jeans and t-shirt.
Victoria sat in the hotel’s bar, eating chicken wings and enjoying a beer. There weren’t many people there because most everyone had the same idea—go out and see this unfamiliar town. That was just fine with Victoria because she loved how empty the place felt.
She was about to leave and carry her bottle back to her room when the bartender came over and pushed a folded piece of paper in front of her. “You’re Victoria from West Alderson right?”
“Yeah?”
“A lady left this for you earlier.” Then he disappeared into the back room.
Victoria unfolded it and read the pretty handwriting:
Victoria, right? I couldn’t help but notice your . . . reaction to being shrunk. I must say, it’s similar to the first time I experienced it. I’m exceptionally good at reading people, but I’m going on a hunch here: How would you like to experiment with my toy . . . in private? I’ll give you the chance if you’ll come see me. I’m in room 216. Don’t tell a soul, please.
Melissa.
Victoria’s hands were shaking and she looked up, as if Melissa may have been there watching. She put the note in her pocket and left the bar, forgetting to tip. Her mind was in room 216, and she had to go there this instant. For what? she wondered. What was Melissa offering? Her hands didn’t know what to do right now. 
Luckily her feet did and she found herself standing right in front of the door. She knocked and was almost immediately greeted by someone assuring her that they were coming. When the door swung open, Victoria was greeted by Melissa, her hair down, looking as if it had just been washed. She was in a short, silk bathrobe that almost made Victoria want to look away, but she couldn’t peel her eyes from this beautiful woman.
“Wow, that was fast,” she said, stepping aside. “Please, come in.”
Victoria wasn’t sure if it was by accident or some subconscious longing but she immediately walked over and sat on the edge of the bed. Melissa shut the door and locked it, then turned around, her back against it. “I wasn’t sure if you’d even come.”
Victoria shrugged. “I was very interested in the demonstration.”
Melissa laughed. “Yeah, I bet you were. How many times did you cum this morning? I think I counted at least twice.”
She hid her face in her hand but she was smiling. “God, that’s embarrassing,” said Victoria.
“Why is that?” Melissa asked sternly. “It’s a damn hot thing, to shrink. Do you want to know why I made this little toy?” And just then, she was sitting in the chair opposite Victoria, the Particle Reducer in her hand.
“According to your website it’s to help with shipping issues to third-world countries.”
Melissa waved her hand. “Pfft. That’s bullshit to please investors. No, I built this thing for the guy I was dating at the time. Back before I switched teams.” That made Victoria’s heart race and she felt herself getting wet again.
“Why did you do that?”
“Because he had a little dick,” she said, smiling broadly. “Shrinking tech already existed and I wanted to perfect it so that I could make myself shrink and make it a tighter fit. It was actually a good idea, and worked like a charm. I could ride a monster cock anytime I wanted.”
Victoria was turning red-faced. 
“What? Does that turn you off? You like the ladies too?” Melissa raised an eyebrow.
“Well, yeah. I do. But I’ve messed with guys before. I guess it’s just a funny reason to invent a shrinking machine.”
“Maybe, but you seem to like it.”
“Yeah, I do,” said Victoria, fanning herself with her shirt.
“Ha! That’s what’s important. So me and the guy broke up not long after and I completely started seeing girls. Much more my speed, ya know? And this little thing can make all kinds of kinks come true.”
“Like what?” Victoria ventured.
Melissa smiled and shook her head. “That’s not how it works, honey.” She looked away and said in a devious voice, “I won’t tell you, but I’ll gladly show you.”
Victoria swallowed the lump in her throat and fought to keep from having an orgasm right there in front of Melissa.
“Um . . . Okay.”
“Now you trust me, right?” said Melissa, already keying data into the device. “Because this is a lot more fun if there’s trust.”
“I do trust you. Just wish I knew what you were gonna do.”
Melissa pursed her lips and said, “Fine. I’m going to shrink you down to eighteen inches tall. Then I’m going to strip you naked, lie you down on your back, and then work your pussy over with my tongue. How’s that?”
“God,” Victoria croaked. “Okay, let’s do that.”
Melissa beamed. “Okay, stand up.”
Victoria did as she was asked and Melissa fired. Instantly, the world began to expand. Melissa, who was right next to her became like a mountain. In only seconds, Victoria was at her feet, actually straddling one foot since she’d been so close. Melissa looked down and pulled at her bathrobe so Victoria could see her giant, shaved pussy beneath it. 
But that was quickly moved out of sight because the giantess reached down and picked her up. She brought the shrunken woman up to her face and gave her a kiss and a lick. 
“You okay?” Melissa’s voice asked softly. She’d obviously had much experience with talking to shrunken people and was conscious of her voice. Victoria nodded that she was okay.
The giantess stood her plaything up on the bed, then went to work pulling her little shirt over her body. Victoria undid her bra because giant fingers would have a hard time with the metal clasp. She danced out of her jeans and kicked them aside, then stood there wearing only her panties.
“You got a nice body, girl,” said Melissa, gently squeezing one of her normally large breasts. “I might have to be the tiny one later. That okay?”
“That would be great,” said Victoria, hoping she didn’t sound too eager. She’d love to play with a tiny woman’s body.
“Good deal. Okay, get up on the pillow and slide your panties down.”
Again, Victoria complied, walking across the firm mattress and then climbing up on the fluffy mound. She sat down, threw her legs into the air and then slid her panties down and off.
Melissa started at the bottom of the bed and crawled up it like some big cat about to pounce. It was actually quite intimidating and when she made it to the tiny woman, she sped up, suddenly filling Victoria’s field of view with a massive, beautiful face. The giant woman kissed the doll, and began working her way down. Victoria thought it tickled when the woman’s eyelashes beat against her chest.
Melissa took Victoria’s whole breast into her mouth. Victoria figured it would hurt or be uncomfortable but it actually felt amazing the way the giant tongue flicked across her erect nipple. She could feel her body quivering when the giant mouth moved to the other breast. It wasn’t going to take much to make her cum again.
The tongue licked between her breasts, then carved a little trail down to her belly, then on down to her throbbing pussy. Victoria had to fight to keep her legs still because she wanted to writhe around. It felt so good. Her mouth was open, her head thrown back. She could hear Melissa moaning and each time that moan came, a vibrating tongue came with it. Victoria’s tiny hands couldn’t grasp the lacy parts of the pillow, so she put them on the giantess’s face instead. In less than two minutes, Victoria was howling, and she released her juices onto the giant tongue. Melissa must have felt it because she backed off when the shrunken woman’s body relaxed.
“We’re gonna have to do this some more just so that you can last longer,” said the giant woman sitting back on her haunches. 
“Mmmhmmm,” muttered Victoria.
“I’m really going to blow your mind now, girl,” she said, retrieving the Particle Reducer and entering in data. “Good thing you’re already soaked down there.”
Melissa turned the device to herself and pulled the trigger. Then, she was shrinking—fast. It seemed to go far quicker than the demonstrations. Melissa briefly became Victoria’s size, then grew even smaller. When it was finished, the woman who’d just been a giantess now stood no taller than Victoria’s ankle. She would have to be super tiny to a normal-sized person.
The mini woman was far away because the shrinking had displaced her on the other side of the bed. She ran to get to where Victoria lay. 
“Pick me up!” she yelled at the base of the pillow. She was far too small to hope to climb up. Victoria reached down and snatched her, then carried her back onto the bed. “Lie back and put me on your chest.” Again, Victoria complied, loving the feeling of this tiny person’s feet pushing in on her flesh. “I need you to reach down and hold yourself open.”
“What?” Victoria asked.
“I’m going inside you.”
“What? No, that can’t be good. You’ll be hurt.”
Melissa waved this notion away. “I’ve done it lots of times. Can’t be hurt, remember? You’re gonna love it.” The tiny woman was already walking down her stomach before Victoria’s fingers even found their way below.
She could feel tiny hands grabbing onto her pussy lips. Then something else which must have been a foot. Melissa was easing her way in and Victoria wondered if this were even possible. But after a few minutes of twisting and turning, the tiny woman proved it was because she was all the way in up to the shoulders. Victoria was sure she said something but it went unheard. All she knew was that it felt like pure ecstasy because the shrunken woman was moving around—kicking, flailing her arms. She wasn’t sure if it were by design or simply Melissa trying to get comfortable but she felt herself growing wetter and wetter the more the tiny plaything moved.
Eventually Victoria orgasmed so hard that Melissa was expelled. The shrunken woman tumbled down the pillow and lay on the bed, panting hard, and for a moment Victoria wondered if she should go check on the woman, for it must have been very hard to breathe inside. But after a moment of collecting herself, Melissa stood and found the Particle Reducer which she’d tossed aside before becoming a human fucktoy.
As she climbed back atop the pillow and appeared between Victoria’s legs, it was clear she’d zapped herself and was now growing. By the time she’d climbed up to lay next to Victoria, she was the same size, albeit both were still very small.
For a little while they just lay and talked but eventually they exchanged roles. Victoria found it absolutely thrilling to be so small—so little in fact that she could see the individual fibers that made up the pillow. Even more thrilling was becoming a dildo. Melissa was so wet, so tight, and so warm. She never imagined this is what the inside of a pussy would feel like and look like. For a few moments it was like walking on an air mattress but the rigidity changed when Melissa started to clench. Much in the same way as it had happened with her, after a few strokes of her arms and legs, Victoria was expelled out of Melissa and lay in a similar heap trying to catch her breath. This was so exhilarating and she thought she’d be willing to do this every day.
Late into the evening after they’d both returned to normal and were simply lying on the bed, hours past their last foray with the shrinking device, Victoria looked over to the alarm clock and saw it was well past midnight.
“I wonder if my group is back,” she said aloud.
Melissa sat up and was right in her face when she said, “Let’s go find out.”
“I thought you were asleep.”
“Nah, just getting bored. C’mon. Let’s go have some fun.”
“More fun?” Victoria asked, unsure how tonight could get any better.
“That friend of yours . . . what’s her name?”
“You mean Rebecca? What about her?”
“You ever fuck her?” Melissa asked.
“No. She doesn’t really know that I like girls.”
“Think she would?” Melissa asked. She turned the Particle Reducer to herself and pulled the trigger. Nothing happened.
“I don’t know. Maybe. She likes Jake, the one guy who came with us.”
“I see.” She turned the device to Victoria and pulled the trigger.
“What are you doing?” Victoria asked, just as Melissa pushed the activation button. The world suddenly started to expand around them.
“C’mon. We’re gonna go see what she’s doing.” Melissa grabbed Victoria by the hand and the two shrinking women stood in front of the closed door. 
Victoria couldn’t believe she was about to do this, but it was a rush, nonetheless. She had voyeuristic fantasies and perhaps tonight those would come true. But just how small were they about to become? They’d already passed the small size they were before, of that Victoria was sure. Now, they were getting close to being able to walk between the carpet fibers. 
When the shrinking was finished, the door looked like it was a hundred yards away. They were so small now that they could walk right through the crack at the floor. This size was a little scary, but Victoria trusted Melissa because the woman had obviously done this many times.
“How little did you make us?” she asked.
“An inch,” said Melissa. “Small enough to get into places but not too small that things feel like they’re miles away. C’mon.”
Melissa ran toward the door and Victoria tried to follow but found it especially odd against her feet. They were literally jumping across the carpet fibers. The girls were so weightless that the ground beneath them didn’t even shift. At the door, the crack was much higher than she would have guessed, especially in such a climate-controlled hotel such as this. 
Both girls still had to stoop down to crawl under, but it wasn’t tight enough that it scared Victoria. If anything were scary it was the mammoth cavern of the hall they found themselves in. Most of the world was blurry down against the floor. The lights were visible, but they were so far away that they appeared only as fuzzy orbs of orange, as if the sky held multiple suns. 
“Your room is close, right?” Melissa asked.
“Yeah, we’re in 212.” She looked up at the door but from this angle and at this size, it was impossible to read the number. 
“We’re four up then. This way.” Melissa led her down the hall toward the staircase and elevators. Victoria wasn’t sure but she thought the room she shared with Rebecca was right next to a little cubby that held vending and ice machines. Still, it felt like they were going to have to trek half a mile to get there.
At one point the ground shook as a man walked by. The tinies pressed their bodies up against the wall, not for fear of being stepped on, but for fear of being seen. They could survive being stepped on, as Melissa had demonstrated in her videos, but they would have to explain themselves should someone see them. That was an embarrassment that neither woman wanted to endure.
They’d counted four doors and were standing just outside of Rebecca and Victoria’s room. The girls ducked down and crawled inside and immediately realized someone was indeed there, and upon standing and getting their bearings, it became clear that there were two others already inside.
Again, being so small made it impossible to see far away shapes in clarity. There were two people on the bed—this much was obvious. But at this size they were silhouettes in the dim room. It was in the sound, their voices, that gave them away. Upon the bed were Rebecca and Jake, fucking hard.
Melissa brought a hand up and smiled but Victoria felt a little embarrassed. This was her friend—friends—and she was essentially spying on them. However, this was turning her on just as much as having sex while being shrunken. Melissa didn’t have to tell her to draw closer. Victoria was already making the trek toward the bed. 
They navigated around or through piles of clothes. Shoes, pants, shirts, and an exhilarating path through Rebecca’s lacy panties. The tiny lovers stopped for a minute and pleasured one another against the backdrop of the giants’ moans of ecstasy. 
“Let’s climb up there,” said Melissa, standing at the bottom of the bed. From here, they could occasionally see a giant foot slide to the edge.
“You think we can?” asked a very skeptical Victoria. “You’ve got the Particle Reducer and all.”
“Hmm, you’re right. Okay, we’re gonna get a little bigger.” With that, she began entering data then zapped them both. “Okay, kneel down. We’re gonna be about a foot tall when this is done and we should be able to climb up. They still probably won’t see us if we’re careful.”
“Alright, do it,” said Victoria, but the girls were already expanding, their bodies thickening and rising up to be level with the bottom of the mattress. When they stood, the bed was still well above them, but using the blankets and sheet that had rolled off the edge, the girls were able climb up and maneuver behind a stack of pillows that had been moved next to the nightstand. There, the girls sat and watched.
Jake was on top Rebecca, her legs over his shoulders, feet in the air. She grasped the sheet around her and occasionally threw a hand up around his waist to help pump. Jake had a dragon tattoo on his upper left shoulder. Rebecca was a lot more vocal than Victoria would have guessed, also a lot more foul-mouthed. She was saying words that Victoria had never heard her say. They were facing away, with Rebecca’s long hair spilling down the side of the bed. 
“Now let’s have a little bit of fun,” said Melissa, making an adjustment on the Particle Reducer.
“Oh my God, what are you gonna do?” Victoria asked.
“You’ll see.” She aimed the device right at Jake’s back and pressed the trigger.
Both girls waited with great anticipation as he slowly began to get smaller. Rebecca’s legs seemed to move down his back as he inched lower and lower. She subconsciously slipped them off him and put them on the bed, no longer able to keep them up on such narrow shoulders.
“What the fuck?” Jake said, pulling out, which was far easier than it should have been.
“Fuck, Jake, you’re shrinking!” He sat back and looked at his hands and at the room around him, watching as everything grew larger. The condom became too big and his dick slipped out. His legs, which were crossed over one of Rebecca’s suddenly receded and within thirty seconds, he sat there between her legs, a shrunken man no more than a foot tall. 
“How? Rebecca, how did this happen?” he asked, slightly panicked. “Did she not unzap me right or something?” 
“Unzap,” Melissa said, trying to hide her giggling. 
But this was enough to draw the attention of the two oblivious people on the bed. Rebecca was the first to see. She put her hands up on her face and Victoria couldn’t tell if she wanted to laugh or cry. 
“Oh. My. God. You guys! This isn’t funny!” she said.
“At least warn a guy first,” said Jake. “I was about to shoot my load.” He stroked his dick as he stood and watched the other shrunken people hop across and join him on the bed. Rebecca brought her giant leg over top of them all and did her best to hide herself.
“Don’t be shy, big lady,” said Melissa. “That’s no fun at all.”
Rebecca seemed to relax a little at that, especially when she saw how calm Victoria was through it all, and how confident she was to walk around naked with another woman.
“This must be my lucky day,” said Jake, stroking himself as the two newcomers approached. 
“Not so fast, pal,” said Melissa. “You’ve still got your woman to please.” She pointed up to Rebecca.
“It’s fun, Rebecca, trust me,” said Victoria. “Let him play.”
It took a long time of back and forth discussion before Rebecca came onboard. She removed the sheet, spread her legs and motioned for Jake to approach. 
The shrunken girls watched with envy as the little man did his best to please his giant partner. He used his arms, his legs, his tongue—anything he could to stroke Rebecca’s clit or get inside her pussy. However, being a foot tall put him at an odd size to truly be effective. Melissa saw this and immediately began making adjustments on the Particle Reducer.
“We’re gonna try something I’ve never thought of before,” she said. She zapped Jake, then herself and finally Victoria. When she pushed the button, all three began to dwindle away. Being so small to begin with, it didn’t take long for each of them to shrink down to the size of three inches. Now, they were completely flanked by towering walls of flesh which were Rebecca’s thighs. Melissa looked up at the giantess and said, “you’re gonna have to help us out, sweetheart. Put your hand down here.”
She did as she was asked and the three tiny people all filed onto it and sat down on her palm. “Now, move us over next to your pussy.” Rebecca hesitated for a moment, but seemed to realize how fun this might be and quickly brought them over.
Melissa was the first one up. She walked across Rebecca’s fingers and pushed her way into the giant pussy, then reached back out and offered Jake her hand. The tiny man couldn’t contain his smile as he took hold and allowed himself to be pulled inside. Finally Victoria entered and now Rebecca, in the throes of ecstasy she’d never known, laid back and let the small people do their thing.
Inside, Victoria was maneuvering around, seemingly floating in Rebecca’s juices. She found Melissa, grabbed hold, and began going down on her. Then she felt strong hands grab her ass, then Jake’s dick was inside her. She felt tingly all over. He was pumping back and forth and the motion made her tongue dive even deeper into Melissa. 
This was how the next half hour went—the three constantly changed partners and positions. Jake was amazed that he could cum so many times, but somehow he did. Moving around became increasingly easier because with every movement, Rebecca got wetter and wetter. The only time they had trouble getting around was when she’d clench her muscles. This was often good because it squeezed Jake’s dick in harder. 
Later, four shrunken people sat on the bed. Rebecca asked if she could be made small because she wanted to join in some of the fun, rather than only be a receptacle. Melissa eagerly shrunk her down to their size and commenced to having said fun. Jake picked up the Particle Reducer and made himself a little smaller, now roughly half the size of everyone else. The larger ladies took turns sucking him off. By the time everyone had orgasmed themselves into half-comas, Victoria sat up and had an idea.
“I want to do one more thing tonight, if that’s okay.”

      [image: image-placeholder]An hour later, the four naked tiny people, now reduced to one inch, stood inside room 204. This was where Mae and Allison were sleeping. There were two beds here, and from the floor it seemed both were occupied. 
Again, the inch-high people became a foot tall and climbed atop the first bed where there slept a gigantic Allison, one silky leg hanging out from the blankets. 
“I have a decay rate on the Particle Reducer,” said Melissa. “I can shrink something and designate a time when it will revert back to normal, without having to be zapped again.”
“What time is it, anyone know?” Victoria asked.
“I think it’s a little after three,” whispered Jake, squinting to see the alarm clock between the girls. 
“Set it for six hours,” said Victoria.
Melissa offered a devilish smile and went to working out the data on the device. Then, she aimed at the giant woman’s leg and fired. Almost instantly, the leg began to recede beneath the covers, toes getting smaller, those large red nails becoming tiny specks. Allison’s arm, which had been flopped across the nightstand, suddenly began to draw back beneath the covers. In only thirty seconds, a shrunken, foot-tall Allison lay on the bed, almost hidden beneath the mountain of blankets.
“She’ll freak when she wakes up,” said Jake, but no one really paid attention because across the room, the other bed was making subtle movements, and making subtle sounds.
“Is Mae awake?” asked Rebecca.
It took the group a moment to understand what they were seeing and hearing. Mae was awake, even though her eyes were closed. Her head was plastered against the pillow, as if she wanted to push it through the bed. The covers beneath her were moving up and down and her legs occasionally twitched. 
“Hot damn!” said Jake. “She’s fingering herself.”
“I want to get closer,” said Victoria. 
The group climbed the bed and did their best to sneak to the far end. Mae stirred only for a moment but quickly went back to work. She stifled her moans as best she could, fearful of waking her sleeping companion.
“Shrink me,” said Victoria. “I want to be an inch again.”
Melissa did as she asked and in mere seconds, Victoria stood just at the shins of all the others. She went to the edge of the bed, next to the towering piece of flesh that was Mae’s foot. She lifted the covers and the sheet, then slowly crawled her way up between the giantess’s legs.
When she made it to the woman’s hand, Victoria stopped. From here, even though it was dark, she could make out the shape of Mae’s fingers doing circles around her clit. Victoria found her own sweet spot and watched as the woman built to an orgasm. The shrunken woman was quicker, more sexed-up, and came faster and harder. Still, Victoria was sure some of the juices to land on her were from the giantess.
A few seconds later, they were all back on the covers and Victoria said, “Do it. She’s so uptight. This’ll knock her down a peg.”
Melissa didn’t need to be told twice. She entered new data, pointed the gun and zapped her.
Mae was asleep, or at least was until her back started to drag across the bed, followed by her hair. She sat bolt upright, still not seeing the shrunken foursome, and watched her hands. Quickly she dwindled away and then the four made themselves known because they couldn’t contain their laughter. Mae gave one look to the naked tinies and made a grimace, but she was too panicked to think further ahead than that.
She was getting small—way smaller than any of them. It was so small that Victoria looked at Melissa with questioning eyes. Then, Mae was no longer there. They couldn’t see her on the bed, as she’d shrunken so small.
“Oh God, Melissa!” said Victoria.
“Relax, she’ll be fine.”
“How small?”
Melissa giggled and started off the bed.
“Half a millimeter.” She pointed across the way, toward the unseen shrunken Allison who was still asleep. “Think this one will play with us a little?”






  
  The Cake Baker


Anne’s Journal - June 24 th
So today was the grand reopening of grandma’s bakery, “The Muffin House” and I was surprised by the turn-out. Everyone knew she’d died a few weeks ago and everyone knew that the bakery had been closed almost immediately. No one could recreate some of the treats she’d become famous for in our little town of Falls Mills. 
I was the only family she had left, at least on the east coast. She had a sister somewhere out west but she never talked to her, and both my parents had passed away years ago. Now it was just me, alone, living in an apartment about four blocks from The Muffin House. For the most part it was a lonely life, but then again, I’m introvert and love my alone time.
But after grandma died and left me the building that housed the shop, I moved all my things across town and into her little apartment above the bakery. There was no way I could manage to pay the rent, taxes, and all the multitudes of other expenses it would cost to keep the place running. Luckily, grandma knew that, and she has a clause upon her death to empty her accounts into mine. Now, I had the financial freedom to run the shop for the next two years.
Anne’s Journal – June 28th
Baking was not my forte, but I was a quick learner and picked it up rather quickly. Grandma was a notorious note-keeper, and she often left little scribbles in the margins and on blank pages of her books that gave little details to tweak the recipes more to her design. 
It was just me running the place and that was no easy feat, especially since business was so unpredictable. One day I may have five customers and the next, fifty. Gauging how many pastries to make was something I never really figured out, and usually ended the day with many unsold treats. My philosophy was that it was better to have more than enough instead of not enough.
The store is going to be closed tomorrow while my contractor works on the electricity, so I plan on going through a lot of my grandma’s stuff. Some of it (well, most of it) will probably be thrown out. If it doesn’t look to have sentimental value, I’ll probably toss it. There’s no sense in hoarding all that stuff when I’m still living in boxes.
Anne’s Journal June 29th 
Today when I was cleaning out some of grandma’s stuff, I came across a rather large book with interesting symbols across it. Most of her stuff was boring—some of the books and records were probably worth quite a bit of money, but I didn’t have the time or interest to look into it. But this book . . . it looked ancient.
When I opened the pages, they ripped along the bottoms, so old was this text. I had to be extra careful and cradle each page so that I could turn them without them falling to pieces. 
There weren’t many pictures, but the writing was beautiful. I don’t know where grandma could have gotten such a thing, but she wasn’t taking care of its delicate pages as I was. She’d placed sticky notes all over the book with little instructions. Add something here, remove something here, salt, pepper, and some odd ingredients I’d never heard of. This was a recipe book, but I had no clue the language. Grandma knew though, and she had translated long stretches of it.
I put the book away for now, not forgotten, and continued to clean.
Anne’s Journal June 30th 
So I got the book out and brought it to the shop during one of the days I knew would be slow. It was raining hard today and that normally kept people away. Maybe if I served coffeehouse quality drinks they would come on days like this. I was fine though, because I got to really dig into the book and found it absolutely entrancing.
If I didn’t know any better, I’d think this was some sort of spellbook. The way grandma referred to several of the recipes—potions, tonics—made me think this was a witch’s guide for brewing up mischief. 
One page made me stop dead in my tracks, made my blood go cold. Written there was something that tickled me on the inside, like a callback to my childhood. My face flushed as I was assaulted by a hundred fantasies I’d had as a younger girl, long forgotten until now. On one page, written in my grandma’s shaky hand, were the words, “shrinking potion”.
It was silly because I knew it couldn’t be for real. But at the same time, I was so drawn to it. For as long as I could remember, I dreamed of being made smaller, or making someone else smaller. I had (and still have) an obsession with size.
The ingredients were mostly straightforward. Some were common, found right here in the bakery, some were a little uncommon, but easily found nonetheless, and some were rare, but those were also available. Grandma had notes next to specific ingredients with large question marks. She had no clue what some of these items were, and obviously didn’t know how to Google. I knew what they were, and three of them, the only three I was missing, could be found at any wellness store. I won’t mention in my journal what the recipe for a shrinking potion is, because as of now, this is my own, personal and dark secret.
Anne’s Journal July 1st 
The wellness store in the mall had exactly what I needed. They were complicated ingredients, things I’d never had a reason to buy, but I vaguely knew them and found them easily. Vitamins and minerals that made up this shrinking potion. The combination would never happen in any other walk of life or recipe, so perhaps it did do . . . something.
The instructions were very complex. It wasn’t just merely adding stuff into a pot or baking on a cookie sheet. Parts of it had to be frozen before being used. Some of it had to be extremely hot before mixing. Parts of it had to be mixed first, combined, then saved to be added later. About twenty steps in I was worried I’d made a mistake but even then I kept going.
When I got to the final step, the instructions were to mix all the ingredients into a blender. This mess had a pale, chalky look to it, and it smelled awful. But as soon as I hit the button to blend, the chalkiness went away, and the potion became completely clear, as if it had turned into water. This effect was enough to make me wonder if it actually would work. When I took the lid off, there was no longer a smell. This would easily be mistaken for ordinary water.
After the contents settled and stopped spinning, I poured the solution into a tall sports bottle with a lid. I thought about that stuff the whole time I was working today. I couldn’t wait to leave so I could just go upstairs and look at it. Right now, it could be real. I didn’t know. And the thought of possessing a shrinking potion was making me flush.
Anne’s Journal July 4th 
Maybe it’s the fireworks popping down the street, but something turned me on that night. My whole body broke out in chills, but I found myself grabbing that sports bottle and carrying it to the bedroom. There, with my windows open so I could feel the cool night air coming in, I stared at that bottle, wondering just how real it was.
Grandma’s notes said nothing of the dosage. I probably had twenty-four ounces of it. What would happen if I drank it all and it worked? Would I shrink away to nothing? Would I stay that way? It was a frightening thought but I wasn’t deterred by it. However, I didn’t want to chug the thing. I wanted to save it, that’s for sure. 
So I ran to the kitchen, grabbed a measuring spoon and tried to decide just how much of it I would drink. A tablespoon seemed like too much, so I filled up a teaspoon and just sat there with it in front of me. I could feel a tingle in my panties and felt myself shaking. Before I had time to spill the solution or back out of it, I brought it to my lips and sucked it all down into my throat. There was no taste whatsoever, another property of this stuff that should have been impossible.
My whole body was tingling but that was just because of the nerves. I put the bottle and measuring spoons over on my nightstand and lay back against my pillows, listening to the fireworks down the street. The longer I lay there, the sillier I felt. I laughed and looked up at my headboard, so incredibly embarrassed to think such a childish thought. Shrink? How preposterous. How could a grown woman think such a thing?
But the idea of it was still arousing to me, even to this day. My whole body was warm, still tingling. At some point my fingers had wandered down my stomach, beneath my sleep pants and panties, and were massaging gentle circles on my clit. Already, I was incredibly wet and that usually doesn’t even happen until my fingers are going in. 
In my pleasure, my eyes cracked open and found my feet, and for a moment I didn’t realize what was happening, or really what I was looking at. My socks were standing up, but there were no toes at the top. 
They’d recessed down because I was shrinking.
I sat up, pulled my fingers back, and when I did, I realized just how much room I had between my stomach and my pants and panties. My sweater fell off one shoulder. Sitting there I could feel my ass sliding across my panties and realized I was bunching up—contracting.
When my feet hit the floor, I thought I would fall down because the floor was further away
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