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  Foreword


I’ve been writing in the giantess community for years now. A couple of those were anonymously, but I have a wonderful husband who supports my writing and convinced me to put myself out there. The support has been overwhelming. A few years ago I began doing writing commissions. Just last year I wrote 1.5 million words in commissions alone!  
But people always ask this same question: What is your favorite story? With all the commissions you do, can you still have a favorite? My answer is yes! My earlier work will always have a place in my heart because those stories were therapeutic. They helped me express what I loved about this fantasy we all share. But when I write for others, I discover new things about myself. Ideas I love. Ideas that turn me on. Sometimes writing someone else’s idea is just what I need to flip my naughty switch. 
So here is a collection I spent a lot of time assembling. It’s a mix of old stories and new ones. This collection is all about me and what I like. Sales figures, readership, questions and comments from fans have no bearing here. These are all stories that have a special place in my heart, and the ones that get my creative juices flowing. I hope you like them and I hope you find something on this list you’ve never heard of, or maybe just didn’t get around to reading. Thank you all!






  
  Let’s Park



I’d been dating Tara for almost a year before she told me what she did for a living and showed me where she worked. I drove by that place every day on my way to school from mom and dad’s, but never really knew what it was or what they did there. The building was large, brick, had security cameras everywhere. A pale, flicking light illuminated the company’s sign: Macrosity, Inc., which sat nestled in a stone array of multi-colored flowers. There were never more than five or six cars in the parking lot.
I still didn’t understand what she did there, even after her explaining it over and over. All my literature-minded brain could understand was that it was something to do with biology, and that they researched ambitious new ways to fight cancers and other diseases. It all sounded so boring to me, so tedious, and Tara’s job was the most tedious in the building—she kept inventory of all the chemicals and medicines that came in and went out. It would almost put me to sleep.
One night, we were at my parents’ house after they’d gone to bed, watching some cheesy horror movie on Netflix. I rubbed her feet which were propped on my lap. I loved how pretty her toes looked with the pink nail polish and she could tell it was a turn on, as she often pushed her feet against my chest or ground her heel into my groin with just enough force to feel good. But that night, we began talking in depth about her work, and this time I became interested.
“God, you need to get your own place,” she said, leaning back against the sofa. She adjusted her little pink tee.
“Feel free to front the money for that,” I said. She was mostly joking but it was true. I needed somewhere that could give us privacy.
“I get so tired of . . .” She sat up, looked down the hall to make sure my parents’ had their door shut, then quietly, “I get so tired of fucking in a car, you know?”
“I know, Tara, so do I, but we don’t have much choice.”
“I wish one of us at least had a better car,” she said, then held her arms out. “God, just to be able to lie back. We don’t even know what sex is like in a bed.”
I still lived at home and so did she. We never had alone time. No house, no money for a hotel room, nothing. Our kinky romps were always limited to the backseat of my fifteen-year-old Chevy Cavalier. 
“I know, it sucks. I wish we had more room.”
For a little while, we just sat and watched the movie. I played with her feet while she twirled her hair and chewed on her lip, as if in deep thought. When the credits began to roll and another suggestion popped up on the screen, she grabbed the remote and hit the pause button.
“Let me ask you something,” she said.
“Alright.”
“What if I could get us more room? It would take a little . . . ingenuity, but I think I can get us all the space we’d want.”
“How?”
“Come by my work tonight. You know I have to be there till twelve, and I’m going to be the only one after eleven.”
“Ah, okay . . . you wanna mess around in there?” I asked with a grin.
“Hell no!” she said emphatically. “You know how many cameras are in that place?”
“Then where?”
“I have an idea, but it’s going to sound crazy. Just hear me out. Our company has a few new formulas that change organic matter.”
“Change? What like the color?”
“Not exactly. It changes the size.”
“I’m not following.”
“One of our research teams have come up with a formula that can make things grow and shrink.”
“You’re joking, right?”
“Not at all. I watched them give two droppers of this blue stuff to a gerbil and the thing shrank down to nothing. It was the size of an ant. They also did it to cats and dogs and a gorilla.”
“Then what happened? They all stay that way?”
She shook her head. “Nah, the stuff wears off after a little while.”
“Are you suggesting what I think you are suggesting?”
She licked her lips and smiled. “I can sneak some of it out.” She was over me now, arms draped over my shoulders, kissing me on the cheek. “We can take it, shrink down a little, then have all the room we want right there in the backseat of your car.”
“Tara, isn’t it dangerous? Have they tested it on humans?”
“No, they haven’t tested it on any people, but they have to have special licenses to do that. I’ve heard them talking about how it would be fine for people.”
“I don’t know . . .” I said, a little nervous at the idea.
“C’mon. Where’s your sense of excitement? This’ll be fun.” She reached down and started stroking me through my pants. “I promise I’ll make it good for you. You won’t be sorry.”
That was all it took to convince me.
We kissed a little while longer and then it was time for her to go home and get ready for work. I pulled her close and kissed her neck before she left and she said, “Be there at 12, okay?”
“I will.”
She said bye and left. I stood there wondering if I would have what it took to actually go through with something like this. However, the rock in my pants told me that most likely, yes I could.
I pulled into the nearly empty parking lot at a quarter till twelve and waited for her. It had started raining, and hard. The only other vehicle here was her Jeep and we never went anywhere in that thing. Plus, it had less room in it than my car. 
A little before 12, I saw the door swing open and a figure come running out toward me. The rain was lashing hard against the side of my car and it could have been just about anyone to open my door and sit down. Luckily it was Tara—a very wet Tara with messy hair. She planted a long kiss on my lips, then grabbed me around the neck and gave another that lasted even longer. I barely registered that she was holding a thick leather case, about the size of a shoebox, across her lap.
“Ready?” she asked, pulling her seatbelt on.
“Yep.”
“Take us to the spot.”
The “spot” to which she was referring was the place we always parked when we needed to hook up. It was off the beaten path, so to speak, but it always held the distinct feeling that someone could happen upon us at any time. That’s all we needed—the police to show up and bang on our windows in mid-fuck.
We didn’t say anything else as I drove us down past the McDonalds, then off the main road and onto a dirt one that led about a mile away from civilization.  Tara motioned toward the side and said, “pull off the path a little to let cars by if any should come. In a few minutes, neither of us are gonna be able to drive.”
I did as she asked and then I turned the car toward the side. There would probably be no traffic, as ten feet ahead the entire road was blocked by a fallen tree, and had grown into a wall of foliage over the last ten years. I turned the car off and we sat in complete darkness and silence.
She kicked her flips into the floor and put her feet up on the dash. The car lit up when she pushed the button on her phone. Turning it over, she left the flashlight on so we could see. Her fingers deftly unzipped the case and the top half folded back revealing about ten black knobs. As she lifted one out, I could see that they were actually vials, about four inches long, and the one she held was filled with a greenish liquid.
“They’re not all the same. They do . . . different things.” She looked at me, licked her lips and winked.
“What’s that one do?” I asked.
She looked at it, then placed it back in the case and then the case in the backseat. “C’mon, I’ll show you.” She crawled back there and then pulled me along with her. When we were both sitting in the back, she opened the case again and pulled out the greenish liquid. Her fingers found the waistband of my shorts and she said, “Take these off.”
“Alright,” I said, sliding my shorts into the floor. I was already hard as a rock—it didn’t take the odd stuff we were about to do to make that happen. I just knew I was about to get laid. Tara was quick to grab my hard on and stroke it. I could barely see her eyes, but I knew she was smiling and licking her lips.
“You trust me?” she asked, her lips only inches from my ear as she stroked.
I moaned and said, “yes.”
She let go a moment, then unstoppered the bottle and pulled out what looked like a medicine dropper. She grabbed my dick, held it straight, then let two drops of the solution fall on my head. It was cold, and it made me squirm, but then it felt warm—really warm.
“What the hell was that?” I asked.
She smiled as she returned the lid and the vial to the case. “Just you wait.”
My dick felt so warm, and it felt like it was tingling. The sensation increased until the warmth spread upward, but then I realized that was impossible because there was nothing there—then I reached down and could feel my dick getting longer and thicker. The head was swollen to the size of a small apple. That stuff had made it grow.
“Oh my God!” I said, stroking it. Both my hands could fit on it now. I guessed it was almost ten inches long.
“You like?” she asked, unbuttoning her shirt. She threw it into the front and then her bra with it. My girlfriend sat there topless and I was too transfixed by her beautiful breasts that I didn’t notice her using the dropper to put a single drop of solution above each nipple. By the time she had returned the vial, her breasts were softly getting larger, puffing out like she’d been holding her breath. Her nipples grew too, longer, thicker. I couldn’t help to reach out and grab them. 
We sat there for a little while and played with each other’s newly enhanced toys. I kept making her stop because I felt like I’d blow the roof off the car if I came. 
“How long do these things last?” I asked.
“Should be for about an hour. The ones that change you completely last either thirty minutes or an hour, depending on the one you use.”
“Alright.”
“You ready to get small?” she asked, sitting back and flipping the case open again.
“I suppose. I have a request though,” I said as she was pulling up the vials and inspecting them.
“Oh?”
“Can we . . . shrink at different times?”
“What do you mean?” she asked, pulling two vials out.
“I mean, is there any way I can shrink and then a little while later, you shrink?”
She thought for a minute and then said, “You could take one that shrinks you for an hour, then thirty minutes later I could take one that shrinks me for thirty minutes. But why?”
“I want to . . . well.” My voice trailed off but she knew.
“You want to play with a giant woman, huh?”
“Oh yes,” I said. I’d been thinking about it all day.
She moved over and straddled me, her head hitting the roof of the car. Her breasts pushed me back against the seat. “You want all this to be huge in front of you, don’t you? Let me hear you say it.”
“I want it all huge.”
“Mmm, alright then, let’s get it started.” She slithered off me and returned my original vial to the case, then took out a new one—the hour-long one, I assumed. She unscrewed the top and handed it to me. “I’m going to set the timer on my phone the moment you drink it so I know when to take mine.”
“Okay,” I said. She pulled the timer up and eagerly waited for my move. I tipped back the vial and drained it. There was a sweetness that hid some kind of metallic taste. She pushed the button on her timer, then took the empty vial away.
“How do you feel?” she asked. “The animals shrank pretty fast.”
“I feel fine, but—” Then I could tell my clothes weren’t fitting right. My shoes dropped to the floorboard with a heavy thud and then Tara was rushing up. The car was expanding—getting longer and wider. The seat in front of me moved off and out of my reach. Tara became a goddess before my eyes, her face moving up high. Her fingers, right there on the seat—lengthening, thickening. It was all so much to take in, but I only got a glimpse because after I felt my legs pull through my shorts, I was swimming in my t-shirt. 
Next thing I knew, giant fingers were wrapping around me and I was being lifted off the seat. Two enormous, beautiful eyes looked at me. Tara blinked, and her eyelashes brushed against my bare chest. She brought her lips up, and it was truly terrifying to see how gigantic her teeth looked, how her mouth was just a black void that could make me disappear.
“Hey tiny, how’s it feel?” she asked. Her breath knocked my hair back.
“How small am I?” I asked.
“Well let’s see,” she said, then stood me up on the seat. “I wear a size nine in shoes.” She brought her bare foot up to rest in front of me. It was massive—well over my head. Standing on my tiptoes on the strange-feeling padded seat, I could only reach the top part of her pad, just below her toes. “I’m guessing you’re about six inches tall. Which is exactly where you should be.”
I reached out and stroked her sole and she pulled away a little and giggled. “I bet you love this, huh?” she asked, then crinkled her toes and pushed them gently into my chest. I walked up to them, kissed them and rubbed my face against her smooth nail polish. My arms wrapped around her big toe and it was just like hugging a person. 
So badly did I want to linger there, but I found myself soaring through the air, as her fingers plucked me from beneath my arms and lifted, what felt like several feet, away from her foot and deposited me on her chest, just above her breasts. That massive, beautiful face smiled at me by the glow of her phone’s light. 
“So, little guy. This everything you thought it would be?” she asked, and as she giggled I fought to keep my balance. My feet sank into her soft skin and felt like I was walking on a plump waterbed.
“It’s amazing. You look amazing.”
“Thanks sweetie. Now you better go play before it’s my time to join you. But first I need a kiss.” She puckered her lips and closed her eyes and I leaned in and kissed that giant mouth. As I was about to back away, her tongue shot out and drenched me and I was falling away, but I didn’t fall far.
Her voluptuous breasts, which were new additions as of a few minutes ago, now felt even more strange and enticingly mountain-like. I climbed her right one, worried that my digging my fingers into her flesh would hurt her, but she made no sound to suggest it. Only that steady breathing that made me feel as though I were on a boat. 
When I finally made it to the top, I was amazed just by how large her nipple looked to me. It was like a two-foot protrusion that stiffened even higher as I drew near. I knelt down in front of it and hugged it with one hand and made out with it as best I could. My other hand found my newly elongated cock and I started stroking, feeling the oddest sensations that had been gifted me tonight. 
After a few minutes of her nipple becoming erect and drenched by my spit, I noticed that her breathing had become much more irregular. By the time I’d realized that one of her hands had made it down south and she was working herself over, the other grabbed me and brought me back to her face.
“Little man, I don’t know how you wanted this to play out,” she said through gasps of her euphoric breathing, “but I want you to do something for me.”
“With pleasure,” I said, and I knew exactly what it was because it was the part I’d fantasized about the most. She brought me down to rest on the seat between her legs. Before me was a pussy almost as tall as I was. Her fingers parted it for me, and her other hand gently pushed me forward, but I didn’t need help. I used her hand as a step and reached up and pushed my hand in. It was so warm and so tight, but the further in I pushed, the more it opened to allow me. 
Her body bucked slightly and I could feel my arm getting wet. When I straightened my legs, she brought her hand around to help shove me in. She went slowly, but as soon as my head was through, I was in, understandably, total darkness. I could hear her moans, feel her shudder, but it all seemed far off. There was a pulse but I didn’t know if it was mine or hers. When I was certain all of me was inside her, I began to move around and twist so that I could get more comfortable. In my moving though, I was treating her to the best sex toy she’d ever used. My arms and legs flailed, my head turned, and somehow I’d managed to turn myself around because with her back lying on the seat, her lower half was in the air. 
A finger came and pushed on my feet, driving me even further inside. Her scent was amazing and I could feel her wetness washing over me. It was surprising that I could breathe, but somehow I could. After a few minutes of her fingering and my twisting, her pussy suddenly tightened—so tight that I thought I was going to be crushed—and then, without warning, I was drenched again. Her body gave one giant, final shudder, then relaxed. Without even helping, I fell out and onto the seat. 
I was next to her feet, and past that wet pussy I could see her breasts heaving up and down, but not her face. I quickly stroked myself until I came, which was easy from all the stimuli—covered in her cum and propped against her foot. When I got off, I’d never seen my cum shoot so far—it was like having a tiny cannon and the orgasm I experienced was stronger than any I’d ever known.
She pulled herself up to her elbows, grabbed me, then placed me on her stomach, which was still feeling much like riding a surfboard. 
“Oh my God, little man! I’m so glad you thought to do it this way! That was . . . amazing!” She laughed and laid back again.
For the next little bit I explored the rest of her. She turned over just so I could touch that giant ass—even though we both knew I wasn’t an “ass man” at all. She cupped her feet together with me in the middle and I kissed as much as I could. She was starting to sweat and her scent was fantastic. She put me between her breasts and squeezed them. It was all such a great experience.
She was trying her best to give me a giant-sized blowjob when the alarm went off. 
“Guess I get to see what this is like,” she said, depositing me on the seat next to her. She’d moved the case to the front passenger seat and afforded me a wonderful view of her mega-sized ass as she went to retrieve her vial. When she settled back, the force of her lifted me off my feet.
“God, I need to fuck you, little man,” she said. “Here I come.” She turned the vial up, drank it all, then dropped the empty in the floorboard.
I was playing with her feet when I felt her toes start to shrink. So much, I wanted to keep playing with them, feel them getting smaller and smaller until I could suck one, but she withdrew at the middle, and her legs pulled away quickly. I watched as my beautiful girlfriend, goddess she’d been, quickly dwindle away. She looked around, as it was an odd feeling to enter that new world of everything large.
When her shrinking finally came to a stop, I was there to help her stand. We kissed, hard, and ended up falling back. Her hand reached down and stroked my dick and I was close to cumming again. “Damn, how am I supposed to fit this inside me?” She asked. “Shouldn’t have shrunk so much.”
“Do you have different vials for different sizes?” I asked as we kissed.
“Oh yeah. I should have shrunk to about eight inches. I’d get to ride this cock right and you’d get to fuck an amazon.” 
“Well remember that next time,” I said as she lowered down on my ten-inch dick.
“So there’s gonna be a . . . aaah, ooh, next time?” she asked as I pushed it in as far as it could go.
“I sure hope so,” feeling her ride up and own. 
We fucked every way imaginable. Something in the formula must have made me super horny and also lessoned my downtime. She was on her knees and I was going in doggie style when I felt her tighten. Her moan, which halfway became a cry of pain, told me to pull out right away. 
And then I was growing. I didn’t notice at first because my dick was shrinking back, back until it settled at the six-and-a-half-inch mark. She flipped over and watched as my head got higher and higher. Something about it aroused me, watching my girlfriend appear to shrink, so I began stroking my dick again. When my head hit the roof of the car, I got off my knees and sat next to the tiny, doll-like girl.
“Wait, weren’t we supposed to grow back together?” I asked.
She lay her head back and just laughed with her arms spread out. “I think I accidentally took an hour long one. Looks like you’ve got thirty minutes to play with me now.” This wasn’t so much of a fantasy of mine, but my hard-on was no less there. 
After a moment, she said, “well don’t just sit there. Lift me up. Put me on that giant cock of yours.”
I did as she asked and put her on my stomach so she could slide down and wrap her arms around it. She was so tiny by comparison. Her little tongue actually felt amazing each time she licked it, and it was obvious by the way it stood at attention, just as rock hard as ever.
“I want it all over me,” she said.
“What?” I asked.
“Cum. I want you to cum all over me.”
“For real?”
“Yes! And I want to help.” She leaped forward and wrapped both arms and legs around my member.
I grabbed hold of my cock, which meant that I grabbed hold of her. I stroked, slowly at first, then much faster. She could obviously feel me when I was about to cum because she suddenly yelled, “not yet! Set me on the seat and do it in front of me.”
I did as she asked, quickly dropping her on the seat and turning around so I could face her. I stroked and stroked and felt it coming. She was standing an inch from it, arms open, face bright and happy. When I came, it hit her square in the chest and face and she fell over, but she was laughing. As I settled back in my seat, I couldn’t help but laugh at the way she slipped and slid as she tried to make it back to me. She licked her arms and hands and cleared it from her eyes. She was still smiling.
“That was awesome!” she said, and almost lost her balance again.
We talked for a few minutes and then she gave a little shiver and I could see her growing. Her breasts had already sunk back to their slightly above average size. When she was doll-sized, perhaps eighteen inches tall, she made her way over and put her tiny hands around my dick, which was now about the circumference of a telephone pole, and attempted to suck it. She couldn’t get any of it in her mouth, so she settled with a two-handed stroke and kissing. It actually felt pretty good. She grew back at probably a rate of one inch a second, and with each passing one, I felt her get a better hold on my dick and more of it in her mouth. She was still growing when she finally was able to give an adequate blowjob. It was an odd sensation as she moved into her normal size. 
Now, she was completely dry, as my cum remained the same size. She leaned over, the first time we’d been the same size in an hour and a half, and kissed me hard. 
“My God, that was fun,” she said.
We talked about it a little bit, dressed, and then got up front to drive off. On the way to her house, I looked over and noticed she’d pulled out a vial of orange-ish liquid and was looking something up on her phone.
“What are you doing?” I asked her
“Trying to figure out exactly what this one is. I’m entering the number in on my company’s website.”
As we pulled into her driveway, she lit up and started to laugh. She looked at me, as if I should have already known about the joke.
“What is it?” I asked, returning her smile.
She looked up, as if in thought, then asked, “Do you still have the friend who runs the gym in town?”
“Yeah,” I said, not following. “Why?”
“Think you could rent or borrow it one night?” she asked.
“I’m sure, but what is it?”
She held the orange vial up and swished it around in my face. When she moved it, those beautiful eyes, no longer as imposing, were staring into me. 
“Because this a growing potion. I drink this baby, I get fifty feet tall.”
“Oh God, are you serious?”
“Yes sir.” She looked at it a moment and smiled again. “Let’s go one night. I’ll drink this and you can be my dildo again. How’s that sound?”
“Amazing.”
“I’m not returning this case,” she said, as she moved to get out. “We’re gonna drink every damn one of these things.”






  
  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 than I thought it would be. Immediately, standing there, my pants and panties fell to the ground. My shirt followed because it was so baggy that I didn’t want it on anymore. I turned back to face the bed, and I was almost eye-level with it. I was shrinking fast.
A panic washed over me now as I grew smaller and smaller. I had to be less than half of my normal size. Was it going to stop soon? How small was I going to ultimately become? Thank god I didn’t take more than a teaspoon!
My clothes were huge around me now. I was below the bed, starting to look up at it. My running shoes next to me looked about the same size as I currently stood. The whole time I shrank, I failed to notice that I was cumming down my leg. This stuff coupled with my fantasy had given me a mind-blowing orgasm and I hardly noticed.
When the butterflies left my stomach, I knew I’d stopped shrinking. I was roughly half the size of my shoe, so I guessed I was around five inches or so. The world looked incredible. Beneath my bed was a horrible mess. I made a mental note to clean later when I was bigger. If I was bigger! What if this stuff was permanent? I didn’t even want to think that.
I sat out to discover my new world, marveling at details that went unnoticed before. The woodgrain of the floor looked more intricate, the rug by my bathroom door was a shaggy, unkempt mess this close. The wind almost knocked me down when it came in through the windows but luckily being so close to the ground, the worst of it blew overhead.
Over at my clothes hamper, my pile of unwashed clothing and towels was simply massive. Normally, it was quite the heap at my regular size, but now I couldn’t even see into the bathroom because of the mountain of linens. The scent of it drew me closer and aroused me once again. Before I knew it, I was swimming in them. My finger glided between my legs as I lay there on a multi-colored mound of my panties. I came and came hard as I pulled the fabric over and onto my face so I could breathe it in.
The same sensation washed over me when I made it over to my closet. I couldn’t possibly reach my dresses, jeans and shirts hanging above, but the floor was a playground of gigantic shoes. Flats, heels, leathery aromatic boots—all assembled in this small, wonderfully smelling closet. I couldn’t help myself as I hopped into one of my running shoes, the pad squishy beneath my bare feet. As I lay back against the heel, now above my head, my fingers found their way back between my legs, and I closed my eyes and felt myself getting wet.
No sooner did I cum that I found myself trapped by my shoe—I was growing and now my feet were pushing down at the toes while my waist battled against the tongue. It was so tight that it took my breath, and as I struggled to get out, I turned the shoe over. Eventually, my legs bunched up and my feet punched a hole right through the toes, luckily allowing me to slide down and rip through the bottom. I really loved those shoes.
My fingers were working my pussy fast as I grew back right there on the closet floor. I’d misjudged how small that space was, and I found myself with my knees up close to my head, my back on the ground. But as I lay there, looking up at the hanging light, I just laughed and laughed. I had a shrinking potion. It worked. It was reversible. The supplies were easy to find and cheap to buy. 
As I sat up and stared over at the bottle on my nightstand, I realized just how much fun this was going to be. And sitting there, I also decided another thing: I wanted to shrink another person.
Anne’s Journal July 7th 
I didn’t think anyone would volunteer to be shrunk. On top of that, I wasn’t sure I wanted anyone to know that I could do it. Not yet. But then again, the person who I shrunk sure as hell would know. There were so many people who came into the bakery. I had really no friends, so it took me a few days to come up with who I wanted to try it on.
Every Thursday, a woman wearing a business suit and talking on her cellphone came into the bakery. She rarely made eye contact with me. But she ordered the same thing each day—a strawberry scone and a cup of coffee. Then, she sat in the booth by the window and watched the empty streets as she hammered away at her laptop. She liked the quiet of the bakery, I assumed, and she often stayed until I gave her the five-minute warning that we were closing.
Tonight was no different. She came in, handed me her debit card without ever saying a word, other than those she spoke to on the phone. I poured her coffee and went to grab her scone, but instead grabbed the special one I’d made for her earlier that day. I gave her a wide smile as she took her plate and cup and sat.
As always, she quickly wrapped up her call and began working on her laptop. I sat behind the counter, wiping it down, but couldn’t take my eyes off her. My lips were dry and I could feel myself getting wet down below. Why was this so fucking hot? When she bit into it, I thought I was going to pass out, but I didn’t. I just stood there, watching and waiting.
She finished it off and as she sat there, I heard something hit the floor that surprised me. It also surprised her. She looked beneath the table and then used her foot to pull her shoe over. It had fallen off. 
As she continued to work I could see her crossing her legs tightly beneath the table. So it did cause arousal, I thought. It wasn’t just my kinky love for the change. The businesswoman was visibly getting turned on, if not orgasming. Her face was flushed and she licked her lips. She rolled her head to the side to massage her neck. 
But then, she began receding into her clothes. Her hands drew up the sleeves, her head swallowed up by her collar. She brought her arms up to see her fingers but they’d already disappeared. I saw her let out a little whimper, but then she tried to stand and fell right over and smacked the linoleum. Her pants were already wadded up at the end. What I saw now on the floor was a writhing blouse and pants that drew to the center and moved no more.
She was yelling for help, but it was faint. I’d always assumed a shrunken person would have a high-pitched voice, but that wasn’t true at all—just the volume was down, as if they were far away. I knelt down and fished around in her clothes and stuck there struggling to get out of her panties was the shrunken woman. I felt myself getting wet just by the sight of her. Her little body was gorgeous—I’d have never known with the business suit on. She recoiled from my fingers, a terrified look in her eye.
I picked her up, marveled by how light she felt. It was like I wasn’t holding a thing. She tried to get away and I held her a little tighter than I should have, but I didn’t want to drop her. I placed her on the table next to her laptop and slid into the booth to look at her.
“What’s going on? I’m small. How the hell did I get small?” She was frantic with her hands across her face. I’d have figured she would try to cover herself.
“I don’t know,” I said. “Something you ate or drank?” 
“I haven’t a clue,” she said. “I felt fine.”
“I’m sure you won’t stay this way,” I said, and it was true.
“God I hope not. Should you take me to a doctor or something?”
“Doctor? Nah. I will call whoever you need me to though.”“Yeah. Sure.” She gave me her phone’s passcode and showed the number for her husband. “Please . . . just tell him to come. Don’t give details on . . . this.”
“Sure thing,” I said, turning my back to her. I pretended to call and gave a few seconds for when I assumed his voicemail would pick up, then left a very brief message for him to come to the bakery, followed by the address.
It was amazing to watch that shrunken woman walk across the table. So badly I wanted to stick my fingers down between my legs but I didn’t do it. No, I just stared and watched and talked. She broke down more than once at her current predicament. I probably seemed overly unsympathetic, but that was only because I knew she’d be growing back soon.
And twenty minutes later, that’s exactly what happened. Her feet began to dangle over the edge of the table, then she was spreading out across it, growing at the same speed which she had shrunk. Her eyes spilled tears of joy as she hopped off, still child-size. She was already collecting her clothes and struggling to get them on. 
When she was back to her regular size, she’d already closed her laptop and collected her things. She had her shoes in her hands. Somehow her hair had become a tangled mess that I hadn’t noticed until now. Most likely from her struggles in the giant clothes.  
As she was heading out the door, she turned to me and said, “Please, let’s keep this between us?” I nodded that I would. That was incredibly odd, I thought. That it was embarrassing. However, that worked out well because I wanted to shrink others and the less that knew, the better.
Anne’s Journal July 11th 
I can’t seem to quit shrinking myself. It’s such a rush and makes me super horny. When I cum before, during, or after shrinking, it’s harder than I’ve ever felt. I’ve also been experimenting. I tried a double-dose and got so small that it scared me. At that size I couldn’t even climb up to get into the shoe. 
Grandma had left more notes and I figured out a way to delay the shrinking by making the consistency thicker. Now, I could make the shrinking start about thirty minutes after ingesting. When I discovered this, I thought I’d ruined my batch of potion, but thirty minutes later as I lay in the bathtub, I began shrinking. I didn’t want to be tiny in the tub, so I quickly got out and ran to get onto the sofa. This delay could also be beneficial.
Anne’s Journal July 14th 
The shrinking potion is making me more mischievous. I’ve managed to shrink other people and word is starting to get out. Luckily no one has yet to trace it back to me. It’s even made the local news, will probably make national. But it’s tough to get hard evidence when the people grow back after twenty minutes. I’m not smart enough to know if anything is left over in a person’s system. For all I know, there could be trace elements of the potion that lingered.
I’m making batches and batches of it all the time now, storing it in mason jars and then putting those in storage totes. I’m not sure why I want or need so much, but the whole process is addictive. If I can’t take it and stay shrunk (and perpetually near-orgasm) then I could at least mess around with the stuff that makes it happen. I’m getting good at determining doses and making tweaks. I feel like I can control it rather than it control me.
Shrinking in all its forms is getting to be overwhelmingly alluring to me. It’s not enough to shrink myself, but I need to watch it happen to others as well. A part of me wants to bake some of the potion into every cupcake, scone, and cookie I put out for sale. I’d love to watch the whole town suddenly start to disappear into their clothes. It’s such a rush—such a powerful thing to be in total control of a person’s size. 
I think I may need professional help!
Anne’s Journal July 22nd 
I hadn’t thought of catering venues until I watched it in a movie. That thought gave me a whole new set of mischievous ideas. It was time I branched out, got out of town, and took my little prank elsewhere.
So I booked an art gala up in the city. It wasn’t fancy—surely not because I wouldn’t be a great choice for such a thing—but it did have lots of people. My guess was there were at least a hundred people inside that building, which was nothing more than a renovated airplane hangar. Whoever had bought it and procured it for the art community had made it into a series of several showrooms, with one large one in the middle. Ugly sculptures of bat-like creations dominated the show floor, and several people stood around, gazing up and talking about how revolutionary it was.
I’d been asked to cater to a hundred and fifty guests. I brought lemon squares, brownies, cookies, an art deco style cake, tiers of cupcakes, two pies, and handful of little scones that could be served on trays.
Every bit of it was laced with my potion.
I lingered in the back, watching as everyone enjoyed my treats. My potion had been tweaked especially for this evening. No one could overdose. Even though this was exciting—exhilarating even—I didn’t want to hurt people. They wouldn’t shrink below six inches tall. This batch of potion made sure of that.  It didn’t matter if someone drank a thimble full or two gallons worth—the shrinking effect would be the same.
I also made these time-released. Once ingested, the person would start shrinking thirty minutes later. It wouldn’t be good for everyone to start shrinking the moment refreshments were served. Let them think this could be anything—something in the air, the water. Hell, even the sculptures might be putting off shrinking radiation. From what I could tell, every single guest seemed to have a plate of something. Even the lemon squares, those tiny quarter sized bites of sugar—those could even shrink someone.
As an added bonus, even I ate a cupcake. I loved to shrink and this would certainly make me look less responsible. So I walked around, careful to keep track of the time. My own shrinking would probably begin several minutes after the first person began, but that was fine. I wanted to watch some of them before I joined in.
And then it started.
Somewhere in the rear of the room came screams as people began backing up from a seated man as he quickly disappeared into his clothes. For a moment he looked like a child, but then his shoes hit the floor and his body receded into nothing beneath his puddle of clothes. 
Then the same thing happened in another corner. Glasses dropped and shattered as a man and woman were both going down, growing smaller by the second. People naturally reacted by backing away, as if touching them would make this curse spread. Those two were there one moment and gone the next, another puddle of clothes to join the fray.
It was happening all over now, like popcorn heating up to the recommended level. Purses dropped, trays fell, glasses shattered, a table fell aside as I stood and watched as everyone seemed to melt into the floor. Cries of panic and one or two of ecstasy filled the cavernous room. A man tried to use his cell phone, but even as he entered the numbers, his fingers grew too small and eventually he dropped the heavy device.
That warm feeling washed over me and I knew it was almost my turn. Pity, I thought. There were still several others that I wanted to watch shrink away. Two women in the back just sat on the floor, resigning themselves that they’d be shrinking at any moment. And before my head disappeared beneath my shirt, both started to lose their jewelry. 
As I shrank down into my clothes, hand between my legs, I wondered if I’d managed to get everyone. It was deadly quiet when I was fully shrunk. At this size and on this hardwood floor, I’d have most definitely heard and felt footsteps. There were none because everyone in that room was currently trapped in a pile of clothes, struggling to get free and make sense of what had happened. Sure, there were voices, but those all sounded far away, or more appropriately, from other shrunken people. 
Halfway into the potion I made my way to the top of my pile and watched. Some of the puddles of clothing were as much as a mile away, relative to my size. Those I couldn’t see, but I was smart enough to be standing next the first ones to shrink, so that I could use them as a timer to know when everyone would start returning to their original sizes.
Then it began as quickly as it had the first time. The man on the sofa started to inch back up, amid a flurry of tiny onlookers who suddenly felt hope. There was a pair of shrunken girls not far from him, currently in a side-ways 69, who stopped just a moment to watch. Then it became their turn, one growing a few seconds before the other one kicked in. This resulted in a small woman pleasuring a giant one, and it was amusing (and sexy as hell) to watch the little one struggle to keep her lips on her lover’s pussy.
One by one people were popping back up. Some immediately went to frantically dressing while others looked for friends. I heard a number of amusing things from the shrinkees, ranging questions such as aliens, God, and terrorists. I just kept to myself, quietly dressing. I’d already been paid, all my dishes were disposable, so all I had to do was leave.
As I was making my way out, a trio of women who were consoling each other, hair a mess, were enjoying another cupcake.
Anne’s Journal July 28th 
I did the grand opening of a bank in West Cedar this morning. About thirty people. We all shrank and I even hooked up with a guy who was just stroking his dick in the center of one of the padded chairs. We both came hard and collapsed into each other just before he grew back, then me.
Anne’s Journal August 4th
My class reunion. No one asked me to bring treats and I only found out about it two days before, but there was an old-fashioned punch bowl and I just so happened to have a flask of my potion. In went the whole thing. I loved watching the jocks and the cheerleaders who all made fun of me in high school dwindle away to nothing. Part of me wanted to scare them and gently put my foot on them, but I didn’t. I just shrank with everyone else and fingered myself until I was drenched.
Anne’s Journal August 11th 
I’d been to about seven venues throughout the state and had probably shrunken close to five-hundred people. It was exhilarating. By now, I’d made the national news. The man on television pitched the story as a hoax, but several witnesses said they’d been among those who had shrunk. With this many people coming forward, someone was going to eventually believe it and look into it. So I decided for the time being, my shrinking adventures outside the bakery would be put on pause.
Then, as I was about to close (the business woman had yet to return), a man approached my counter and simply stood there, watching me box up the day’s leftovers that I would deliver to the food bank in the morning. He was a handsome man: tall, thin, wearing a sports jacket over a t-shirt. His jeans were ragged and he had a smile that I found very disarming.
“Anne, right?” he said, putting his arms on the counter.
“Yeah?” I asked. 
“My name is . . . Frank,” he said, as if searching for it. “I guess you could say I’m a fan of yours.”
“Thank you, Frank,” I said. “All of it’s made right here, by yours truly.”
His smile never left, blue eyes piercing me. “That’s not what I’m talking about.”
My blood froze. He’s a cop, or a federal marshal, or something equally as bad for me. “I’m not sure what you mean.”
“Sure you do. You’re the one who’s shrinking people.”
“What? You’re ridiculous,” I said, trying to fake a belly laugh as good as I could.
He gave a little chuckle of his own. “Look, I’m not here to make trouble for you. I’m not with Homeland Security or whatever else is running through your mind.”
I just stood there, listening to his words. If I didn’t talk, I didn’t give anything away.
“I have a personal interest in it,” he said. “Did you know there’s a rather large community of people who have a fetish that involves being shrunken and played with by a giant woman?”
I had no idea, but felt my face getting warm because something about his words had ignited an interest.
“No, I haven’t. But go on,” I said.
“Well I am a part of this community. And, well . . .” His voice trailed off. “I want very much to be shrunken down and played with by a giant woman. And seeing as how we need to keep this a secret, I’d hope that woman would be you.”
I just stood there, taking in what he said, part in disbelief and part in lustful excitement. This was something I was yet to experience—a shrunken lover. Could be lots of fun. Was he serious? Would someone actually want to do this? If I Googled it, I’m sure I could find this community he spoke of.  I’m open-minded enough to try anything.
“Frank, even if this were true, what makes you think I’d do it?”
He thought for a moment, then shook his head. “You don’t have a reason. I’m sorry, this was probably a bad idea. There’s nothing in this for you.”
I thought he was about to leave, but I reached out and grabbed his hand. He looked at it, then back at me and smiled. He returned to his seat.
“Tell me, what is it exactly that you want?”
“I want shrunken. I want you to do it and I want us to have sex while it’s happening.”
“And then?” I asked, leaning in.
“And then I want to be your toy. Do with me what you will.”
I just started at him, still wondering if he were being serious. Perhaps this was a ploy to get my formula. Either way, I was too intrigued and at that moment, too horny to think about it.
“Go lock my door,” I said. He grinned ear to ear, ran to do his task, then returned to the bar. “C’mon. Let’s go upstairs.”
He was overjoyed. I could see it in his eyes and in the way his body was shaking. Was this actually a fantasy? Was I actually going to make it happen for him?
When we were up in the apartment, I pointed to my sofa and said, “Sit there,” to which he dutifully complied.
I went over to the storage closet and opened up a tote. My mason jars were all labeled. They were very detailed and very precise. I could do so many things with them now—I had so much control over the process.
“So tell me, Frank. If I were able to actually shrink you, how small would you want to be?”
His voice was as shaky as his body. “Probably six inches. Whatever size you think so I can be your human fucktoy.”
Those words made me wet. I hoped he couldn’t see just how red my cheeks had become. Yes, I was definitely doing this.
“And would you want to shrink right away? Or delay thirty minutes.”
“Depends on what you let me do during those thirty minutes.”
I just looked back and smiled, then said, “You’re gonna want the delay. Now, you think you want to shrink slow or fast? Fast is about twelve seconds. Slow is about five minutes.”
“Definitely slow.”
I pulled the correct jar that met all the criteria and carried it toward the bedroom, then looked at him and said, “This way.”
He came in and sat on the edge of my bed while I measured out the correct dosage into a medicine cup. I kept a potion bottle and cup next to my bed because I shrank nightly. A good shrinking and orgasm helped me sleep. However, I liked my shrinking to be instant and fast.
I handed him the medicine cup of potion. “Well, drink up and we’ll see what happens.”
We smiled, then he turned it up and drank the whole thing.
For a little while, we just sat and kissed. He was strong—had strong hands and arms, but that was about to change. We rolled around, alternating who was on top and when I realized it was almost time, I pulled him into a sitting positon.
“Better get undressed,” I said. “It’s about to happen.”
In less than ten seconds he was completely nude, sitting Indian style in front of me. His dick was huge—so huge I wish I’d have fucked him before it was about to start inching smaller. I leaned in and kissed him. One hand was around the back of his neck and the other was around that giant cock, stroking him slowly.
Both of us could feel it slipping through my fingers. We looked down and watched as his head receded into my hand. He looked up and we were no longer making eye contact—he was dwindling away, getting smaller and smaller. Still, we kissed, until I could no longer lean over and had to get on my knees. My lips wrapped around his dick and I sucked. It felt like a straw. That giant member now no more than my pinky finger. He shot his load into my mouth, which I was expecting since the potion already made orgasms easier. 
I hurried and undressed before I lost much more of him. When he was half his size, I grabbed the headboard of my bed and rode his face. His tiny head, which I could feel contracting, felt good as it rubbed against my pussy. I made sure to grind my clit into him. His tongue darted in and out, which tickled more than felt good. His face was shiny from my juices. If I rubbed my clit much more, he’d be drenched. He’d better like it because where he was going, it was extremely wet.
When he was about a foot tall, I pulled him on top of me and let him suck on my nipples. He was very energetic and his tiny hands felt amazing, kind of like a cat kneading but sexy and without the claws. I picked him up and started sucking on his dick until it slipped through my lips and was too small for me to lick. 
As he neared his final height of six inches, I brought him close and said, “You got twenty minutes. Get me off.” Then, I lay back, spread my legs, and shoved him in head first. 
It was the most euphoric feeling I’d ever had and after that, I vowed that this was what I’d be rotating into my shrinking adventures. His little legs felt amazing as they kicked. I didn’t know if he had air and I didn’t care. The way he twisted and turned was sending waves of pleasure all the way down to my toes. I tried not to clench too hard because I was afraid I’d crush him. When I finally did cum, with little man having about four minutes to stay little, it was powerful enough to shoot him out. He lay there between my legs, panting and coughing. Nevertheless, when he rolled over I could see a tiny smile and he was hard as a brick.
A short while later, after he’d returned to his full size, he asked if he could be shrunk again, to which I happily obliged. The little man knew how to work my spots and made me cum so hard I squirted. Round two was just as good.
As we lay there talking, he asked many questions that I, for some reason, happily answered. 
“So it really turns you on to shrink and watch others shrink?” he asked, running his finger along my leg.
“Oh, god it does. I can never get enough of it.”
“Those . . . adventures you had, where you shrunk lots of people at a time. How arousing was that?”
I put my head back on my pillow, squeezed my legs together and crunched up my toes. “It was simply amazing.”
“So it’s the number of people? That’s what does it for you? Like if you could shrink an entire football stadium?”
“I’d probably cum to death.”
“It’s always temporary, right?”
“Of course. I don’t want to hurt anyone,” I said.
“You need to visit me at work one night, after eleven. And bring as much of that stuff as you can carry.”
“Okay . . . why?”
He rolled over and propped himself up on his elbows so he could look at me when he said, “Because I’m in charge of the water treatment plant. Pour all you got into our reservoir and within ten hours, half a million people will have taken a drink.”
I thought about that for a moment but then again, was I really thinking? The space between my legs was already soaking wet. I smiled, looked at him, said, “Can I come tonight?”






  
  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
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