“Starting Over”
By B. Tweenercheeks

Working his way up the ladder, 30 year old Mike was always the last to leave the office for home.  Finally arriving after his hour and a half commute from work Mike reached into his pocket.  “Crap”, He yelled.  He left his apartment keys on his desk.  Returning to his car, Mike finally arrived back at Acme Technology Building.  Walking past the research and patent department he heard a noise.  It sounded like something fell.  Yet no lights were on.  Acme specialized in some of the most valuable technology secrets in the world.  Nobody, not even cleaning personnel was allowed in the research and patent department at night.  Peering around the corner Mike stared straight into the face of a burglar.  The man turned and ran.  Mike called 911.
It turned out that over 3,000 different pieces of new inventions, ideas, and innovations for different technologies had been downloaded by the thief, Sid Hanson.  Mike identified him in a line up for the police.  Hanson was part of an international theft organization that had been responsible for almost three hundred million dollars in similar technology thefts.  Mike was a hero at work.

Hanson hired the most expensive lawyers in the country.  His entire entourage showed up for every court date.  They tried everything to talk Mike out of testifying.  Neither threats nor bribes worked.  “I think he just likes the attention” Hanson told his lawyers.  Mike was a stubborn man.  Hanson’s trail was repeatedly continued.  Every time Mike showed up for court, Hanson turned and stared.  Then the case would be continued.

Today was different “Motion for continuance denied.  We start the trial tomorrow.” The judge bellowed.  Hanson lost patience.  “Leave me alone to talk to my wife.”  He told his lawyers.  Mrs. Hanson was bitter, spoiled and comfortable with her husband’s millions.  The two had long since stopped being intimate.  Sid’s needs were satisfied by Rachel, one of his pretty young “interns” that his organization kept on the payroll.  Mrs. Hanson hated what had become of their relationship, but she loved their lifestyle.

Sid told his wife “We need to get rid of this witness.  It can’t be violent.  He can never be found.  Talk to Marty.  See if we have anything we can use to get rid of this guy.
Mrs. Hanson agreed.

Marty was a typical technology geek.  Mrs. Hanson hated talking to him.  The man would go on and on.  Forcefully, she told Marty “Sid wants you to come up with something to get rid of this witness.  He thought maybe you could use one of our new technology ideas so we wouldn’t have to risk being found out with violence.  It has to get rid of him fast and completely.”

Marty thought for a moment.  He smiled and said “come and see me tomorrow.”

Marty sat with his feet on a table.  In the center was a small aerosol can, much like a pepper spray canister.  Mrs. Hanson walked in.  Looking at the canister she asked skeptically “what the hell is this”?

Marty smiled and explained.  “I got it from one of my contacts in cloning research.  Apparently they have been searching for a way to break down a group of cells so that they have just one cell so that they can do a clean, smooth cloning.  Instead of separating one cell out manually which can damage the cell, they have come up with this stuff.  It’s really pretty simple.  Basically reverses the cell division process.  Within a short time after they apply this stuff to a hunk of animal flesh it begins the reversal process.  It happens exponentially.  They are left with one, single undamaged cell to implant into an egg to create a clone.”

Shaking her head, Mrs. Hanson snarled “So how the hell will this help get rid of the witness”  

Marty laughed.  “I’ve put it in a pepper spray can.  Point it in his face and spray.  Then just get rid of him quickly.”
“But how will I…” She asked

“Look, I can’t explain it to you.  Just follow the directions.”

Grabbing the can she headed off to the Courthouse.  

Mrs. Hanson walked into the courtroom and sat in the middle.  Seeing Mike she sat directly behind him.  Sid turned and glared at his wife.  She winked at him.  Noticing Sid’s intern Rachel sitting behind the defense table Mrs. Hanson scowled in anger “That little home wrecking slut.”

Mike walked into the courtroom waiting for the case to be continued again.  He noticed Rachel, the gorgeous little hottie sitting in the row behind the defense table.  Chomping noisily on gum, she reminded Mike of the “Tomb Raider” chick Angelina Jolie.  Taking advantage of the empty seat behind her mike sat down.  Her long black hair black hair was pulled into a pony tail.  She wore a tight black skirt that barely covered her ass.  Mike stared at her and waited for the case to be called.  After an hour of waiting, mike walked out to the hall to use the bathroom.

“Now’s my chance” thought Mrs. Hanson.  Walking behind Mike she pretended to trip and dumped her purse.  Always the gentleman, Mike bent over to help her.  Following the directions she pointed it in Mike’s face and blasted until he was soaked.  Startled, Mike blinked and coughed.  Recognizing who had done this he fell back on to the seat of his pants.  In an instant he was an inch tall.  Mike freaked.  Men and women hurried to and fro in the hallway of the courthouse.  Shoes were stomping all around him.  He turned and looked at Mrs. Hanson.  He was frightened.  She stared down diabolically at him from above as she crouched and picked up the last remaining items from her purse.  Mike could help look at her legs.  Mrs. Hanson was 38 years old.  She worked out at the gym every day in a futile effort to rekindle her relationship with Sid.  As she picked up her items, Sid could see up her skirt between her legs.  Her long, smooth thighs went on and on for what seemed like forever.  They disappeared into the shadow of her crotch.  Mrs. Hanson was attractive for an older woman. 
Mrs. Hanson wasn’t flattered.  “You little pervert” she whispered.  Scooping him up into her hand roughly, she headed back into the courtroom.

Sitting a couple of rows behind the defense table Mrs. Hanson debated what to do next.  “What was Marty’s plan…oh yeah get rid of him quickly.” Mrs. Hanson thought to herself.  Now in the courtroom she searched for a casual way to dispose of the witness against her husband.  Looking down at him she thought “I could squish him between my fingers.  No.  That would leave his DNA on me.  I could drop him on the floor and step on him.  No.  He might get away.”  Just then Sid turned around.  He hadn’t noticed his wife was in the courtroom.  Flashing a smile at Rachel he winked knowingly.  Shyly, she returned the wink.      

Mrs. Hanson knew what she would do.  “If this little hussy was what Sid wanted then that’s where the little witness is going.”  Leaning forward Mrs. Hanson looked down.  The intern’s tight skirt gapped at the top of her but cheeks.  She opened her hand and looked at Mike.  He was now half an inch tall.  Smiling at the prospect of deflowering her husband’s mistress with a man ½ of an inch tall, Mrs. Hanson couldn’t resist.    Dangling her captured witness discreetly she dropped Mike down the crack of the intern’s ass.

Mike’s world was spinning.  While grasped tightly in Mrs. Hanson’s hand, he knew he was about to die.  He only hoped it wouldn’t be painful.  The continuous shrinking caused him to lose his balance.  Mike saw the “Tomb Raider” chick’s ass crack quickly approaching.  Turned on, he felt a sense of adventure.  

The intern perched with her hands folded over her crossed knees.  She stared at Sid.  She adored Sid.  A virgin when they had met, she had never felt passion before him.  The fact that he had money just made him more desirable.  She couldn’t wait for the trial to be over so they could go to her apartment.

Mike slipped into the shadow between Rachel’s cheeks.  He felt himself slide down her slippery panties, coming to rest on her crotch.  Mike realized the physics of the situation.  As gorgeous as the intern was, she was gargantuan.  He felt the movement of his own body continuing to shrink.  Soon, just the friction of her panties against her crotch would grind his puny body up.  Mike decided to make the best of the situation.  To live life’s last hurrah.  This was the hottie he had been lusting after just a few minutes ago.  “I’m gonna get me some pussy while I still can” Mike thought.  Grasping from pubic hair to pubic hair, Mike pulled his way through her “underbrush” to her pussy.  It was just as Mike had imagined it.  Warm, soft, slippery and sweet smelling.  “I have to feel what it is like to be inside her.  Mike maneuvered himself towards her vagina.  
A hush fell over the courtroom.  “Mr. Prosecutor, call your next witness.”  The judge ordered.  “We can’t find him, Judge” the attorney sheepishly replied.  “No witness having appeared, the case is dismissed” the judge responded.  A cheer went up in the courtroom.  Mike grabbed onto the Rachel’s fleshy labia to hold on as she suddenly stood up.  She squealed with happiness.

Sid shook his lawyer’s hand.  He hugged his wife.  “I have business to take care of.  I’ll see you later on this evening…and thanks.” he told Mrs. Hanson.

Rachel knew where to go.  She rushed home to the apartment Sid rented for her.  She started a fire in the fireplace and poured a couple of drinks.  Undressing, she threw her clothes onto the bedroom floor.  A spray of fresh perfume onto her naked belly and she was ready for Sid.

Mike crawled just inside Rachel’s pussy.  He continued to shrink.  Factors that he’d never considered before venturing into her love hole now confronted him.  As she walked her pussy twisted back and forth.  Mike held on for dear life.  He felt the “thump-thump-thumb” of Rachel’s heartbeat.  When she stood light came though so he could see.  When Rachel sat, however, it was pitch dark in her pussy.  Mike felt his body sway and flow with the stream of Rachel’s vaginal lubrication.

Mike heard a male’s voice say “God it feels good to be free”.  “It’s Sid!”  Mike realized. Rachel responded “Oh baby I missed you so badly”.  He soon heard mouthy, sloppy kissing and soft moans.   Mike continued to shrink.  He now was cast adrift on an ocean of vaginal lubrication – and Rachel was just starting to get excited.  

Rachel had hated seeing Sid’s wife at the trial – the old shriveled bitch.  She wanted to give Sid a welcoming to make him forget about his wife.  Walking Sid to the fireplace she pulled him to the floor and handed him a drink.  After a few swigs the two continued to kiss.  Sid couldn’t refuse Rachel’s tight 20 year old body.  Pulling Sid to her she wrapped her legs around his hips and begged “Fuck me hard, Sid”

Mike felt Rachel’s vagina stretch open.  Terrified, he desperately tried to head deeper into her vagina.  It was too late.  Pushed from behind, Mike felt as if he were riding on the first car of a rollercoaster.  He plunged deep into Rachel’s cunt over and over.  He continued to shrink.  Rachel’s vagina only seemed to become more and more cavernous.  The prospect of Sid ejaculating was too much for Mike.  On a particularly deep thrust Mike jumped off attempting to seek shelter even deeper inside Rachel.  Surprisingly, the tight grip of Rachel’s young pussy on Sid’s dick created a huge amount of suction.  Mike felt himself pulled to safety deep inside Rachel.  He watched from above as Sid’s dick pistoned in and out of Rachel.  

“Oh god, nail me harder, deeper Sid!  Make me yours!  Fuck me!  I’m gonna come!”  Sid loved fucking Rachel.  She was so enthusiastic.  So loving.  So innocent and beautiful.  The thought of getting to fuck her made him feel young and virile.  Sid could hold back no more.  Picking up her hips he moaned as they came together.

Rachel suddenly thought about the reality of becoming pregnant.  She had hoped Sid would have worn a condom.  When he didn’t have one, well he had been locked up for months.  “How could she say no?  Anyway, maybe getting pregnant would make him leave his wife.” She thought.

Mike looked on in horror.  Suddenly a huge cloud of sperm headed up her vaginal fluids towards him.  As it got closer, Mike saw that the cloud was made up of things that looked like fish about his size.  They flopped about furiously, frantically headed his way.  Mike turned and headed deeper into Rachel.  He needed to hide, but where?  He felt the splashing of the “fish” right behind him.  Mike saw a semi-clear, round compartment.  Running to it tried to pull it open to no avail.  Finally, he plunged is fist in which created a hole.  Stretching the hole he squeezed himself into the compartment.  The hole, strangely, seemed to seal behind him.   All at once, the cloud of fish barraged the compartment.  Over and over they slammed onto it.  It sounded like popcorn popping.  Slowly, the onslaught stopped.  Mike felt relaxed and safe.   
Sid Jumped up and announced “I gotta go.  I’m having dinner with the wife.  See you at work Rachel.”  Then he left.  Rachel sat up in front of the fire.  She felt dirty and used.  Pulling her hair back, she slurped her drink and stared into the fire.

Rachel’s body immediately recognized that a XY chromosome that had fertilized her egg.  Soon, her DNA would bond with Mike.  In 9 months he’d be born with the intellect, memory and thoughts of a 30 year old.  
