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  The Dollhouse World

The Follow-Up Story to ‘The Dollhouse Maker’


Kurtz was an idyllic town, at least by Ashley’s standards. She never knew that when she came to live there, it would change her life in such a radical way. She’d been drawn to the small-town feel, much like those tiny places back home in America, where everyone knew everyone’s name. Kurtz had a more ‘grown up’ feel, and that was probably because the majority of its seven-hundred and two residents were middle-aged and older. 
One of the most notable businesses in Kurtz’s quaint downtown was its dollhouse shop, owned by her girlfriend of the last year, Clara. 
In this store, Clara restored and sold pricey antique ‘doll furniture.’ It was a nice living, especially since Clara used the proverbial cheat code to make life easier. 
Truthfully, none of the pieces were actually doll furniture, but in fact regular furniture shrunken down with her prized possession, simply called The Shrinker. 
Clara had come to possess it from her father’s belongings. His father had worked at Ingelstat, an engineering company out of Berlin. No one knew what they were designing a shrink ray for, but Clara gave it new life after she’d learned how it worked. 
And a lot of fun followed it. 
The Shrinker was of course, a secret. Clara did most of the shrinking in the workshop at the back of store where she restored beautiful pieces of antique furniture. After shrinking them down to palm-size, they went to the shelves where she sold them at a premium. Not many people bought them locally, but Ashley brought to Germany her American business sense, and opened up the whole world of online selling to Clara. 
The girls were rich, but that was a closely-guarded secret. Again, with the ‘cheat code’ of the Shrinker, it was easy to make money. 
“I can’t believe you’ve never had pizza,” said Ashley one night in their house. 
Clara had lived for years in the apartment above the dollhouse store, but with her newfound wealth, she bought the old Neo-Gothic mansion that sat at the edge of town, overlooking Kurtz like a haunted castle. 
“It’s not a popular food here,” said Clara. Her English was so cute with the German accent bleeding through. “But they have it at the mall in Hamburg.”
“Psssh,” said Ashley, offended. “This is homemade. You don’t get this kind of pizza at the mall.”Clara giggled and reclined back on the sofa, watching her girlfriend work across the house in the kitchen. Their manse was so large, the rooms cavernous. It was really too much house for two girls. Still, they enjoyed their own space.
Once the pizza was done, Ashley carried it to the sitting room and placed it on the carpet in front of Clara. Normally, it would look strange to serve a pair of girls a pizza that was only six inches in diameter, but this would be plenty. Ashley got on her knees and used the pizza slicer to divide it up—not into six pieces, not into eight, but into forty-eight skinny slices. 
Next to that, a foot-long serving table complete with tiny, fingernail-sized glasses and a punch bowl filled with soda. 
Then, Ashley stood and helped Clara to her feet. The girls kissed, then moved to the other side of the room where Clara had the Shrinker hidden behind a curtain. This was her second build, as it was easy to buy the components once money started rolling in. The other was down in the shop, used almost exclusively for work these days.
The house Shrinker, was for fun.
Ashley had become just as adept at using the device as Clara, and so she set the parameters, set the timer for five seconds, then stepped in front of it with her girlfriend. 
“It certainly smells good,” Clara whispered into her ear, just before a white burst of energy left the Shrinker and wrapped around the girls. 
They separated at once, then moved back to the smoking pan of pizza. 
Ashley had used the Shrinker hundreds of times—on objects, on Clara, and on herself. She knew the feeling of her body preparing to change, like all the cells were lining up to receive orders to shrink now. 
Getting smaller at the house was always such fun, but was scary the first time it ever happened. The rooms were already so cavernous to a normal-sized person, so when that person shrunk, they became cathedral-like. The large chandelier up above seemed an eternity away. 
Normally, the girls set the rate of shrinking low, so they could enjoy the change which, the more often they used it, became orgasmic. But not when they only wanted to eat. By the time they’d sat back down on the floor, they were half their normal size and still dwindling. 
The pizza was looking quite inviting the larger it became. Normally the girls shrunk down quite small—six inches and sometimes three inches, but for eating, they chose eighteen inches tall. The girls had discovered long ago that food didn’t taste quite the same if they shrunk much smaller than that. 
Once they reached their desired size of eighteen inches, they dug into the pizza. It was awkward to hold, as each slice was as long as their arms. But it was narrow enough to balance between two hands. 
After a bite, Clara nodded, but her jaw was tight. 
“You don’t like it?” Ashley said, pouting.
“It’s . . . not bad. Not very good, but not bad.”
Ashley nodded, knowing this was the best she could’ve hoped for—Clara was a stringent critic, especially when it came to food. She prided herself in German cuisine, and Ashley would never live up to that. 
Still, the girls finished off half the pizza and all of the soda. This was another cheat code to their success—they didn’t have to spend a lot of money on food. Shrinking down made ingredients stretch much further.
After they finished, Ashley looked at the time—they would reopen the dollhouse store at nine in the morning. They had a beautiful grandfather clock they wanted to restore and shrink. 
The girls stood as they felt the tingles running through their bodies. For dinner, Ashley set the Shrinker to leave them smaller for only thirty minutes. In the year since she’d been in Clara’s life, she’d made plenty of helpful suggestions on their favorite toy. 
“Shower?” Clara asked her, then pulled her close and kissed her. They were still only half their normal size, and the change made their lips feel electrified. 
“Sounds good,” she said. Then, “Same size or . . . what?”
Clara smiled and separated. She ran a hand down her breasts and stopped between her legs, then rubbed. “I have a job that only a half-sized woman can do . . .”
It made Ashley’s heart flutter. She loved when they played games like this. Already she was feeling wet.
“Just make it slow,” Ashley said.
“Of course.”
Clara returned to the Shrinker, made a few adjustments, then aimed at her girlfriend. It was probably just her imagination, but it always felt different when she shrunk for sexual fun, rather than practicality. 
The moment the white energy wafted over Ashley, Clara pushed the curtain back in front of the Shrinker, then took her by the hand and led her upstairs. By the time they reached the upstairs hallway, she could feel the change. 
Clara’s hand felt like it was moving. The constant, although slow, shrinking made a tugging sensation until it was finished. 
Her eyes were also strange—she’d grown accustomed to it and could block it out but the constant shrinking meant her eyes were forever changing and adjusting. 
They entered the master bedroom—a giant, lavish room with thick mahogany wood and detailed carvings. The bed had a flowery canopy high above. Beyond a gilded door, the master bathroom. 
By now, Ashley had lost a few inches so Clara was noticeably taller. They kissed standing for a moment, lips becoming mismatched. Then, she pushed Ashley down on the bed and took a step back. 
Clara lifted her shirt over her head, revealing her small, yet perky breasts. Small, was a relative term, of course—they were about to become the biggest breasts in the world. 
After that, she stripped out of her jeans, then turned and entered the bathroom. As Ashley slid off the bed and started to undress, she heard the hiss of the shower. 
Ashley’s pile of clothes continued to shrink, and would so until she finished. Clara returned and leaned against the doorway. Now, Ashley was staring at the girl’s chin. She could feel her feet sliding on the hardwood floor. 
Clara made a come-hither gesture with her finger, then disappeared into the bathroom. Ashley eagerly followed. The bigger girl lifted her onto the sink basin and leaned in for a kiss. Ashley put her hands on Clara’s cheeks, feeling the way their flesh tugged as her fingers grew smaller. 
They kept kissing as the shower ran, turning the bathroom into a sauna. Then, Clara drifted a hand down Ashley’s chest, tugged a nipple, then continued on. When she had her hand poised between her legs, Ashley relaxed and took Clara by the wrist. 
Gently, the giantess eased a finger into her pussy, giggling over Ashley’s facial expressions. Her fingers always felt nice—and right now they were certainly bigger than normal. As Clara started to thrust, Ashley’s size difference became apparent. 
They kissed a little more, with Clara putting a hand on Ashley’s shoulder to keep her still while she thrust her finger in and out. It was making Ashley so wet, but despite this, the size was catching up to her, and before long it grew painful. 
Clara always knew when to stop, so she gently pulled out her wet finger and lifted Ashley back to the floor. Now, the shrinking woman was waist high. She lunged for her girlfriend’s sweet spot but Clara held her back by the shoulders. 
“Not so fast, little one. Let’s get in there first.” She hooked her finger back toward the shower. 
Standing under the water, Ashley pushed her oversized girlfriend against the back of the shower wall and kissed her stomach. Slowly, she inched down, the shrinking moving her toward the best spot. 
Clara moaned as Ashley’s undersized tongue found its mark. She swirled across the big lady’s clit, then batted it with her tongue. Then, she used the tip to dart inside, although she was much better at this when she was larger. 
Eventually, Ashley became too small to reach Clara’s pussy, so she raised an arm and shoved in a hand. When she pushed as far as she could go, she spread her fingers, much to Clara’s delight. The big lady clenched her toes and clamped her eyes shut, so lost was she to the ecstasy. 
And just like before, the shrinking woman became too small to use her hands, so she simply kissed the big lady’s knee. She wrapped her arms around Clara’s leg, then lifted one of her own so she could press her pussy against the thick shin. 
“So adorable,” Clara said. She reached down and took Ashley by the arms, then hoisted her into the air. She pressed the little woman against the wall, holding her there with ease. By now, Ashley was no more than two feet tall, and still dwindling.
“Mmm, I’m getting small, huh?”
“Not too much smaller. We do have to get some sleep and a dildo-sized little woman isn’t going to help with that.”
“Well, dammit,” said Ashley.
Still, eighteen inches was fun with another woman. Clara leaned in and kissed her, starting at her thighs, then flicking her tongue around Ashley’s miniaturized pussy. It drove the little woman wild, as it often did. Most people couldn’t imagine what sex was like when you involved sizeplay, as they called it. 
Before long, she was gushing across her girlfriend’s face, to which Clara laughed and licked her clean. After that, the girls finished their shower with Ashley on the ground in front of the giantess. She loved Clara’s big hands as they ran soapy sponges across her. 
At bed, the girls snuggled, with Clara pulling the tiny woman into a spoon. Ashley’s size would return by morning, but not before enjoying the warmth and comfort of her oversized girlfriend. 
Thus was the life of girls in possession of a shrink ray.

      [image: ]The next day, the girls were in the shop, putting the final touches on the grandfather clock that Clara had bought in Berlin last weekend. Once the pendulums were replaced, Ashley gave the glass door a final wipe, then stepped back. 
“Okay, I think it’s ready,” said Ashley. She went to the front door and flipped the OPEN sign to CLOSED FOR FIFTEEN MINUTES. Then, she returned to the workshop in the back.
Clara aimed the Shrinker at the clock and pulled the trigger. Both girls surrounded the piece of furniture as it slowly began to dwindle. They always stayed close until the process was over, as shrinking could make furniture tip over, resulting in more time needed to repair. 
Once the clock was no more than six inches tall, Ashley carefully picked it up. Clara attached a hefty price tag to it, then said it was ready for display.
When Ashley opened the door to the sales floor, she saw a woman outside on the street, waiting for the girls to reopen the shop. 
After placing the clock next to a miniaturized armoire and banquet table, she went to the door and opened it to receive this rare shopper. 
The girl was beautiful—probably in her twenties with long, silky blond hair. It was a cold morning, so she was bundled in boots, thick pants, and a form-fitting coat that revealed a body just as beautiful as the face. 
“Good morning,” said Ashley.
“God Morgon,” said the girl in a high, dainty voice. So, she was Swiss. Most people her age could speak English just fine, but gave formal greetings in their native tongue to make it clear their origin.
“Can I help you find anything?” Ashley asked. 
The girl’s icy blue eyes moved to the shelf on the left, which held several automobiles—some classic, some rather new. All restored and shrunken down. 
“I’ve heard about this place,” said the girl. “My name is Nina. I’ve come a long way to visit it.”
“Is that so?” said Clara, appearing at the door to the workshop. “We certainly appreciate that.”
She smiled, curtly, and Ashley could tell right away the girl wanted to say more, but simply returned to the collection, marveling over all the small things in the shop.
When her perusal took her toward the rear, she locked eyes with Clara and said, “You’re the shop owner, yes?”
Clara nodded to Ashley. “We . . . are joint owners.”
“Yes, but originally. It was you who opened it?”
“That’s right.”
Nina lifted a desk chair from its miniature office display and held it on her hand. “So intricate. Such detail. If my eyes were better, I’m sure I could see the little screws holding this together. Because it’s certainly not glue.”
“It is glue. It’s just very fine.”
“Ah,” said Nina, although both girls realized she was only humoring them. Something wasn’t right about this Nina. 
“Where did you say you came from?” said Ashley.
“I didn’t. But I come from Stockholm. I lived with my grandfather ever since I was a little girl. He recently passed away.”
“I’m sorry to hear that,” said Ashley.
“Yes, he was a great man. A kind man. He worked here in Germany, actually. He was a researcher for Ingelstat.”
Just then, both girls knew that Nina had privy information, that she’d not just come here to look at doll furniture. This girl knew what was going on . . .
“So did my grandfather,” said Clara. “But I’m guessing you already knew that.”
Nina smiled, the charade at an end. “So you’ve managed to get the miniaturizer to work.” She waved her hand across the shop. There was no denying it. Ashley said nothing, allowing Clara to handle this familial link. 
Clara said, “Yes. I suppose you came here to take it? Is that right?”
Nina’s face softened. “Of course not. My grandfather helped your grandfather, but my grandfather’s work was incomplete. I just wanted to see his notes, to perhaps . . . make my own device.”
“And why do you want that?” asked Ashley.
“You wouldn’t believe me if I told you,” she said, and she unbuttoned her jacket, revealing her beautiful, trim body. 
“Try us,” Clara said. 
“Have you heard of . . . microphilia?”
Both girls exchanged surprised glances. Of course they’d heard of it. Microphilia was impossible not to find when running internet searches on shrinking.
Clara said, “It means you get off with the idea of getting small . . . or making others small.”
Nina grinned, revealing a perfect smile. “That’s right. For as long as I can remember, I’ve fantasized about being small, about interacting with others in a small way.”
“Right,” said Ashley, standing in utter disbelief that this was happening.
“But I’m sure the two of you have never thought to use it in any way besides this.” Again, she waved her hand across.
“So,” said Clara. “I’m not giving up my Shrinker. And I’m not giving up my grandfather’s work. I’m sorry.”
“I thought that may be your response,” she said, nodding reverently. “But . . . may I see what it’s like?”
“What do you mean?” Ashley asked. 
“Please, shrink me. For a little while, anyway. I will tell no one of your secret. I have kept this information under wraps my whole life. Just . . . let me feel what it’s like to shrink.”
“How do you know we can even use it on people?” Clara asked. 
“I’m assuming. Can you not?”
Clara grinned. “It works just fine on people.”
Nina backed up so she could see both women at the same time. “You are a couple, yes?”
“Yes,” said Ashley.
Nina smiled. “I give you both my permission to use me however you want when I’m small.”
She knew by the way they stiffened that this was indeed a good idea. Ashley was up for it, but she couldn’t tell if Clara wanted to do this or not.
Then, Clara said, “Okay. As long as you’re good with it.” She was looking at Ashley.
“I suppose,” she said, barely able to contain her excitement. 
“Lock the door again,” Clara said. Then to Nina: “Come with me.”
The girl was ecstatic, childishly jumping and clapping her hands. Ashley followed, just now noticing what a beautiful ass this girl possessed. This could be fun, for sure.
Clara also closed the workshop door, once everyone was inside. She made eyes at Ashley, imparting the request that she keep an eye on their new friend while she pulled the Shrinker from its locked drawer. 
But Nina seemed content, although extremely excited. She slipped off her jacket and placed it on the roof of the nearby dollhouse. Again, Ashley marveled over her beautiful curves, now much more prominent without the jacket.
She wore a tight, red sweater that showed off the swell of her breasts. Tight jeans ran all the way down to flared bottoms which hung over a pair of boots. 
“Oh, my, is that it?” she asked the moment Clara took the Shrinker from its drawer and placed it on its cradle. 
“It is. I’m going to make you six inches for an hour. Is that okay?”
“Why six inches?” she asked, although there was no hesitation in her voice. 
Clara said, “Because you said we could do what we wanted with you. And that’s a good size to do it.” She flashed Ashley a devious grin.
“Fine by me,” Nina said. She kept her hands to her sides, waiting for Clara to finish inputting data in the Shrinker. 
“You need to be naked for this, sweetie,” said Ashley. Clara gave her a sly wink.
“Of course.” Nina lifted the sweater, revealing a surprisingly toned stomach. Her breasts were large given her small frame. She reached back, unhooked her bra, and let herself be free. Then, she kicked off the boots and slid down her pants and panties, revealing a beautiful, shaved pussy. This was a hot girl—the silence in the room told both Ashley and Clara they were thinking the same thing.
“Ready?” Clara asked after a moment of gawking. 
Nina nodded.
Clara fired the Shrinker and Nina’s eyes lit up as she watched the energy waft over her. It made her nipples so hard—something that didn’t go unnoticed by either girl. This was a turn on for her—the idea of shrinking. They were going to enjoy this little doll . . .
Nina held her breath as the process began. She took a step back and looked around the room. Ashley could remember the first time she shrunk down—everything seemed so weird, the way reality stretched around her. 
“Oh, it feels nice!” she said. She took a step toward Ashley, fixing her with those deep, crystalline eyes. Then, she lifted herself on tiptoes and gave the girl a kiss.
At once, Ashley could feel the woman’s lips dwindle against her own. Nina separated, then slipped her fingers beneath Ashley’s belt. 
“Take these off? Help a shrinking girl, yeah?”Ashley looked to Clara for approval, easily found it, then started to unclasp her belt. By the time she had her jeans down and her shirt off, Nina had dwindled small enough to lean in and kiss her belly. It tingled—it felt quite different than Clara’s kisses.
Nina wrapped her arms around Ashley, still kissing her stomach and allowing the process to put new things to kiss in front of her. Once she reached Ashley’s pussy, the girl went all in, driving her dwindling tongue forward. Ashley draped a lazy hand on the girl’s head and leaned into it, loving the sensation of her darting and licking tongue. 
No longer caring to be a bystander, Clara joined the fun. First, she stripped down, then approached the shrinking girl from behind. She pinched her tiny ass, which translated to more aggression at Ashley’s pussy. Then, Clara’s hand slipped between Nina’s legs. Judging by the stutter in the little woman’s licking, Ashley assumed she had a finger plunged inside her. 
Clara kissed Nina’s shoulder, her neck, down her back. A moment later, both of them laughed and Clara said, “That didn’t take long. You’re soaking my hand.”
“Sorry,” she said, sheepishly.
“Don’t be sorry,” Clara whispered in her ear. “It’s fucking hot.” Ashley knew from experience when a big person whispered in your ear, the breath was such a turn-on. 
By now, Nina could no longer reach Ashley, so she settled for kissing the big lady’s thigh. But then Ashley dropped to the floor and pulled her close, then popped one of her tiny nipples into her mouth. Nina just stood there with her eyes closed as both women worked her over. 
When she became too small for even this, Clara gently pulled her down until she was lying on her back. Then, the ‘giantess’ put her foot directly on top of the dwindling woman.
“Kiss it,” she ordered. Nina’s eyes lit up as she wrapped her arms around Clara’s foot and did as she said. Ashley loved this game, and it was the first time she’d seen it from this side. Nina’s arms dwindled, becoming smaller and smaller until the little lady disappeared completely beneath Clara’s foot. 
After Nina stopped shrinking, the girls sat on the floor and allowed her to explore the workshop. She approached an old 1940 Renault, perfectly restored and miniaturized. 
“You shrink automobiles, too?” Nina said, running her finger across the black hood.
“We shrink everything,” said Clara. “Welcome to our dollhouse world.”
And speaking of . . . 
Nina approached the dollhouse in the corner of the room, the same one her massive jacket now hung on. From outside, it was quite the work of art, as everything had been painstakingly restored and miniaturized to make it seem as real as possible. It even had working utilities—light, water, even electric heat. 
“May I explore it?” Nina asked politely, standing just outside the double front doors.
“Sure,” said Clara.
“Not so fast.” Ashley moved her foot to block the little woman’s passage. Nina turned and looked oddly at her, the same expression shared by Clara. 
“Okay?” said the little woman.
Ashley turned to Clara. “I want to shrink you and watch the two of you fuck in the master bedroom.”
Joy flashed across Clara’s eyes, for she never would’ve thought Ashley could make such a request. But like the little woman between them, she nodded emphatically.
Returning to the Shrinker, Ashley made an adjustment so it would reduce Clara at a faster rate, yet scale her down to an equal size. Once blasted, Clara moved back to the dollhouse entryway and waited. 
Nina’s eyes glazed over as this beautiful woman dwindled before her—losing roughly an inch a second. In less than a minute, Ashley hovered over not one, but two doll-sized women. Clara kissed Nina for a moment, then took the girl’s hand and led her into the dollhouse. 
Ashley sat next to it, watching through the windows as they entered the foyer, went up the steps, down the hall, and into the master bedroom on the second floor. She moved to the other side to see through the balcony doors. 
Clara wasted no time throwing the girl down on the bed—it wasn’t doll furniture, after all. It was a very pricey, king-sized bed, almost unheard of in Europe outside of royalty. 
Nina was an aggressive lover, often taking the lead after Clara tried to overpower her. They kissed, fucked, licked, and gave the big lady out the window quite a show. It was so fucking hot to see it happen. There was only one thing that could make it even hotter . . .
“Stay there,” she told the little people. “I’m joining you.”
Like before, Nina clapped her hands excitedly. Clara already expected this would be the way their day went. 
Just as Ashley started the five-second timer for the Shrinker, she heard Clara explaining how it was possible for them to all be small, how the shrinking would wear off with no further interaction from the device. 
As Ashley’s inches bled away, she returned to the dollhouse. Once she’d dwindled small enough to crawl through the doors, she entered and waited to go up the steps. By the time she joined them in the bedroom, she was still twice their height—and they attacked her before she even finished shrinking.
They rolled around on the bed, usually double-teaming Nina. It was clear the girl had a foot fetish, as she took every opportunity to run her tongue across Ashley and Clara’s soles. 
She was a fun lover—easy to get off, responded well to suggestion, and had enough energy for the both of them. Clara even introduced her to the drawer full of shrunken sextoys. 
When it was over, the ladies lay in bed, looking up at the painted ceiling. It was a fresco that Clara had purchased at auction many years ago and miniaturized. It was attached to the ceiling simply by wood glue. 
“Why aren’t the two of you rich?” Nina asked. 
“We are rich, doll,” said Ashley. “Just because we haven’t marketed the Shrinker doesn’t mean we don’t make a ton of money from it.”
“Yeah,” said Clara. “Do you have any idea what I paid for that Renault out there? It runs, you know. Sometimes Ashley and I have races in the workshop after hours.”
“Oh?” said Nina, turning to Ashley. “What do you drive?”
“A Mini Cooper.”
All three laughed. Clara said, “Right, so it’s never a fair race unless she and the car are scaled up a few degrees.”
A moment of silence passed as the girls basked in the afterglow. It was hot in the small room, but this was the first time there were three warm bodies in it at the same time.
“We should compare notes,” said Nina at last. “Maybe I can help you improve your Shrinker.”
“Perhaps,” said Ashley. 
“I don’t think so,” Clara added. “We have a working Shrinker. What could you possibly teach us?”
Nina sat up and looked out the balcony window. They could see the Shrinker sitting in its cradle. 
“I’ve noticed your beam is white.”
“That’s right,” said Clara. “It’s hard-light static fusion.”
“Correct. It means you have not mastered dynamic fusion, or else the beam would be—”
“Green,” said Clara. “I know this. But there was no sense in researching dynamic fusion. Atoms need to compress, not expand for things to shrink.”
“Correct again, but I have mastered dynamic fusion. And do you have any idea what would happen if you applied it to your technology?”
Clara went silent. Her eyes were wide as she considered the possibilities. 
“What would happen?” Ashley asked Clara. “I hate when you talk science.”
Nina answered for her. “It means we could turn the Shrinker into a Grower.”
Ashley felt her heart tremble. “You mean . . . a grow ray? Something that could make things giant?”
“Theoretically,” said Clara. “There’s reason to believe it would work, but I’m not so sure it would be safe for living things.”
“We could test this,” said Nina.
“How?” Ashley asked.
She pointed up to the roof. “I have a flash drive in my coat pocket containing all of my work. It’s yours so long as you . . . let me do this again.”
Ashley and Clara locked eyes across the sexy girl. Clara said, “I think that can be arranged. Now, let’s go see what you’ve brought us.”






  
  Tiff’s Minimizer


Tiffany Chambers had always been short. Standing at a mere five feet tall provided its own challenges, but it also drove her ambitions. As one of the leading researchers in the matter manipulation field, she had just made a breakthrough with a revolutionary invention. 
And as she sat in front of a row of miniaturized office furniture, she was quite happy with her work. 
“Damn, this is awesome,” she said to herself.
For years, she’d worked tirelessly on a device that could compress the atoms of matter, effectively reducing the object in size. Layman’s terms: a shrink ray. 
There were many applications for it, but none of those interested Tiffany. In truth, she loved the idea of possessing a device that could even the odds. While growth technology was an entirely different field of study, she knew the world was also decades away from it. If she couldn’t grow herself, she could shrink everyone else . . .
Now, time for the minimizer’s first human test.

      [image: ]She knew Bryan Coleman from the coffeeshop down the road from the lab. There was a time when she was interested in him, and more recently, when he was interested in her. Although her feelings had faded, he was still a good-looking guy and perfect for her experiment.
She wanted to shrink him, progressively, to see how well the device worked on humans.
They’d joked for the last year about how she was a horrible cook, but she had one ace up the sleeve—her chicken casserole. So, earlier that day, she invited Bryan to come over for dinner that night. 
All through the meal, they flirted with one another, building toward a kiss that she was purposefully prolonging. Each time she was in the kitchen with him, she tried to get a measure of his height.
Bryan was a good-looking guy, classically handsome and about ten inches taller than Tiffany, which put him at five-foot-ten. She would be taking him inch by inch over the next couple of hours. 
They playfully talked, growing increasingly more touchy. He asked questions about her hometown, where she went to school, and her dating history. While her questions for him seemed just as innocent, they were actually probing. Have you ever had any major surgeries really meant do you have any surgical pins or metal rods that won’t shrink. Do you wear contacts really meant are you going to be able to see me when you’re shrunk. And how close are you to your family and friends really meant will anyone miss you if I should want to keep you.
Bryan was the perfect candidate.
“I think that new action romance came out tonight,” said Tiffany. “You know, the one with the guy?”
Bryan laughed. “That really narrows it down. But sure. I’m all for sitting with you on the sofa.” He flashed his perfect teeth and she almost melted. This was going to be so easy.
They sat on the sofa and she fumbled in the cushions for the remote. “Well, crap,” she said. “I lost the bedroom remote so I’ve been using the one that belongs to living room television. Be right back.”
“Don’t be too long,” he said, and gave her leg a squeeze. She noted how powerful his hand felt on her thigh—that would change soon.
In the bedroom, she picked up the remote, but also grabbed her minimizer from the top drawer of her armoire. It was small, barely bigger than a tube of lipstick. She controlled the settings with her phone. 
For now, she wanted only to shave off a few inches, just to establish a new baseline. She also configured the device to shrink only organics—that would be less complicated should something go wrong. Plus, it was more fun this way.
At the bedroom door, she saw the back of his head. Smiling devilishly, she aimed at him and pulled the trigger. There was no beam, at least not one that the human eye could see. But a moment after she lowered her arm, he appeared to slump down on the sofa. 
It was only four inches, but it was noticeable—at least to her. As she rounded the sofa, she found him sitting up straight, but the shirt was hanging loosely on his body. His pants seemed pooled at the crotch. 
He coughed and said, “Sorry. I got dizzy for a second.”
“That’s okay. You good to watch the movie?”
“Of course,” he said, and put a hand to her thigh when she sat back down. Already she could tell a difference in the length and thickness of his fingers. 
“This is going to be a magical night,” she told him. He lingered for a kiss, but she didn’t offer it. Instead, she turned on the television. 
And with her free hand, configured the next reduction on her cellphone. 
They started the movie and five minutes into it, she could tell Bryan was noticing a change. Maybe he didn’t connect the dots, but it was obvious he knew something wasn’t right. He just needed a distraction from it . . .
Tiffany put a hand on his leg and rubbed his knee. She could feel him tense—his jeans didn’t move with him, as his legs had gotten a little smaller inside them. She leaned into him, letting him wrap an arm around her while they snuggled. 
That made her wait longer to zap him a second time. If he got smaller right now, it would stretch his arm vertically. He was sure to notice that. Tiffany was going to have to be creative.
She turned and planted a kiss on his cheek. He tensed, probably thinking this was playing out much better than he’d hoped. Tiffany lingered there, warm breath wafting off his skin. He let out a little moan, then pulled his arm back. This separated them but a moment, then Tiffany returned. She dragged her lips down his face and onto his neck. 
Then, she grabbed his cock through his pants. 
“Oh,” he said. “That’s . . . that’s nice.”
“Mmmhmmm,” she purred. She got on her knees and faced him. Bryan kept his eyes forward, letting her run a tongue up and down his neck, letting her squeeze his cock. 
And then, zap!
Just like before, the minimizer fired silently, but the effects were almost instantaneous. Tiffany had already slithered a hand into his now oversized pants and grabbed his dick directly. She hoped this distraction was enough that he didn’t realize he was now five feet tall—the same as her.
It made her wet to think of the power she was stripping away from him with the push of a button. The idea of making him smaller and smaller was causing the heat to rush to her face.
The process of his dick shrinking in her hand was also a turn-on. Bryan was a well-endowed guy, but not as much now. While this dick could still get the job done, it was certainly lackluster compared to a minute ago.
If he took a moment to assess his body, it would be obvious that something was wrong. His shirt hung from one shoulder. His shoes had come off his feet. No more did she have to be on her knees to kiss his cheek.
He turned more directly, and now they were having their first real kiss. His tongue entered her mouth, moved across her inner cheek, then retracted. She chased it with her own, the whole time noting just how small his mouth seemed. He wasn’t supernaturally small, not yet, but certainly smaller than any man she’d ever kissed.
She grew more aggressive until finally she slung a leg over and straddled him right then and there. He grunted, probably not expecting her increased weight. 
And then, with her hands around his neck, she placed her cellphone on the sofa by his head, then configured the device. He started to moan, just as she fired off the next shot into his neck . . .

      [image: ]Bryan knew something was wrong but also didn’t care. He’d wanted to be in this spot for so long and now he had Tiffany Chambers’s tongue in his mouth. She grew more aggressive the longer she straddled him. And then, he had the slight sensation that he was falling. 
Bryan felt Tiffany’s hand swell around his cock. At first he thought he was losing his hard-on but that couldn’t be right. Then again, why was the head of his cock disappearing into her fingers?
When she separated and rocked back so she could look him in the eye, the contrast startled him. 
“This is going to sound crazy,” he said. She still stroked his cock, although it was slipping through her fingers. 
“Yes?” she said, voice high and playful.
“I feel like . . . you’re growing.”
She threw her head
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