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Kelly unfastened her seatbelt and sank into her airplane seat, stretching her legs until her feet ended up under the space of the row in front.

She grabbed the airfare company magazine and began browsing it nonchalantly, eyeing the various travel suggestions contained therein. Unimpressed with the mindless reading, her attention quickly turned to the next seat over, where she spotted her one-inch husband awkwardly sitting in the middle of the oversized spot.

She regarded him with a half-sarcastic, half-annoyed look. “Why did you even need your own seat?” she asked. “We could have shared mine and saved some money, no?”

Yuri looked up in her direction, still awed at the sight of the woman. He could hardly believe he was officially married to such a giant beauty. “You know you can’t do that,” he reasoned. “Tinies are supposed to pay for their own spot. It’s the company rules.”

Kelly scoffed. “Seems like a great way to extort our money,” the woman said.

Yuri seemed perplexed. Since when was Kelly this money-conscious?

“I could’ve spent that money on a new bag...” she continued. “Or for a trip at the spa...”

“Ah, so that’s the reason she wanted to save money...” thought a disenchanted Yuri.

Kelly’s rant was interrupted by a hostess who was carrying their lunch. The airline worker handed Kelly a tray with the meal the woman had requested, then she bent in Yuri’s direction to serve him his own tiny-sized lunch.

Yuri stretched his arms to pick up the “Tiny-lunch-package” from the fingers of the giant woman, all under Kelly’s unimpressed stare.

“You sure liked that hostess’s legs,” his wife commented once the hostess had moved away.

“What?” asked Yuri. “I wasn’t looking at her...”

Kelly frowned at her tiny husband. “But I saw it. Don’t think just because you’re small, you can get away with this kind of behavior...”

“Ah, come on, Kelly...” the man said, fumbling with his words. “She was just so big to me. How was I supposed to avoid looking at her?”

“You little...” Kelly said as she pinned Yuri to the airplane seat using the tip of her finger. “If I catch you staring at another woman again, the last thing you will stare at will be the bottom of my shoe!”

Yuri winced, mumbled some sort of apology, then once Kelly released him, he sighed. Since he and Kelly had become a couple, it seemed like the woman had only shown him her worst qualities. She didn’t seem to care about him, but she could still be jealous. Not only that, but she acted bossy, disrespectful, and entitled all the time.

That was the price he had to pay for marrying such a beautiful, giant girl. And so far, he had put up with it in the hope that she would change with time as she developed some affection toward him.

The tiny man opened his package, looking at some of the pre-made meals therein contained. “Oh no...” he groaned as he picked up the grilled cheese sandwich. Yuri was lactose intolerant, and could not digest such a food.

Reminiscent of the recent controversy, he quickly ruled out getting the hostess involved, so he just asked Kelly to share some of her own food.

The woman’s reaction was quick. She just picked the tiny man from his seat and lifted him up between her thumb and forefinger, then she dropped him in the middle of her rice bowl.

“Just make sure to stay out of my way,” she said with a smirk, collecting a spoonful of rice by the side of her tiny husband. “I’m pretty sure I would get a stomachache if I ate you...”

Yuri resigned himself to eat from the bowl he had been dropped on, picking up a grain of rice that, to him, was worth an entire meal. He dipped the grain in the sauce and began nibbling into it.

The sight of Kelly eating was quite sobering. The woman, with a single bite, could eat a portion of food that vastly outweighed him, and while he munched on his own single grain of rice, Kelly was quickly finishing her meal.

“So,” he said in an attempt to make small talk and push away any morbid thought. “Are you excited about our trip?”

Yuri and Kelly were, after all, traveling to their honeymoon destination.

“Hmm-mmm,” said Kelly as she chewed her food. “God, I can’t wait for our plane to land... There are just so many things that I want to do!”

Yuri recoiled as he was hit on the face by a flying piece of food that Kelly had spat as she spoke. As he wiped the chewed remains of rice from his face and clothes, the woman didn’t even seem to have noticed his plight.

“The stores, the museums, the vistas... and the pool at our hotel! There will be so many things to do and try,” the woman said, longing evident in her eyes.

“Well, at least she’s happy something...” Yuri thought, his eyes still burning with the sauce Kelly had inadvertently spat at him. The man dodged another flying food bullet as Kelly kept raving about the upcoming trip.

“And all of the restaurants... How am I even going to try all of the best ones? I can’t wait to totally forget about this crap airplane food!”

Yuri had wondered about it – how was this holiday going to play out, exactly? What if Kelly wanted to try a restaurant that didn’t cater to tinies? Would he have to sit in his wife’s plate just like he was currently doing?

Kelly, for sure, did not look like she was bothering to ask herself those questions. The woman, who had finished almost all of the rice surrounding her husband, twirled her spoon until she caught Yuri on it.

The brunette smirked as she lifted the little man in front of her face. “This lunch wasn’t very satisfying,” she said. “I might have to compensate with a little snack.”

Kelly’s lips parted, showing the inside of her mouth to the tiny man. Her white teeth shined, pillars of drool arose and then burst as her tongue and palate mixed in a blur of pink. And Yuri was about to join in that furnace.

“W-what are you doing?” he cried, the spoon holding him slowly moving to her face. “You said you would get a stomachache...”

She let the spoon close in on her lips until she closed her maw around the tiny man.

She giggled as she spat him in a napkin, not before toying with him in her mouth like a piece of hard candy.

“You should have seen the look on your face!” she said as she rubbed the napkin over him, roughly drying him off of her spittle. “Well, I barely saw it, but I could tell it was good!”

Yuri was still reeling in from fear. “You’re not going to be eaten, don’t worry. At least not voluntarily,” she said. “You’re much more useful outside of my belly...”

The woman lowered him onto the airplane floor, where the man was met with the sight of her giant feet. Kelly was wearing high heels, and her toes, shining with pink paint, glistened before his eyes.

The woman twirled the toes that were tightly tucked under a thin shoe strap. The shoes Kelly was wearing were quite minimal, consisting only of one strap at the height of her toes and a circular anklet, other than the sole and heel.

This, she reasoned, would prove to be quite handy once she would be on the plane, as it would be quite easy for her husband to sneak in and provide her with a nice massage.

“My feet are sore...” she cooed. “You know what you have to do.”

Yuri shivered, looking around with embarrassment. “Not here!” he said. “Not in front of everyone...”

The woman giggled. “Ah, no one is going to pay attention, and besides... you are way too small to be seen. People will hardly look twice, thinking you are just some piece of trash by my feet...”

Yuri had quickly resigned to his fate. Being a giant woman’s husband – or at least this giant woman’s husband - meant being a part-time foot masseur, working for free, his only compensation her happiness or rather, her temporary satisfaction.

So it was not like he wasn’t used to what he was about to do – he had acquired a certain familiarity with the intricacies of her toes by this point. Each wrinkle, curvature, or imperfection, the exact space between each of them, and the best way for him to push himself in between them.

As he bent in front of her big toe to kiss the skin under her nail, he found comfort in the thought that at least he found a way to be useful to his giant wife.

The woman, up above, had put aside the remainder of her meal and was looking outside the airplane window as she felt her husband starting his massage.

Yuri had begun sliding in the crevice between her toes, his tiny body pushing his way through her flesh already feeling good to Kelly. She twirled her toes to express her satisfaction, slightly crushing Yuri in the process.

"You know what would be nice?" she asked as she looked down at her foot, her minuscule husband barely surfacing from the space between her toes. "If you could move to my soles for a little bit. They're feeling a little... weary."

“But you’re wearing your shoes,” said Yuri, barely able to speak as he was compressed between the woman’s humongous toes.

“That’s why you should sneak underneath,” she said as she pointed down. “Tiny as you are, it shouldn’t be an issue to you...”

Yuri shivered at the thought – that was not something that had happened yet. Crawling under his wife’s foot, making his way between her flesh and her insole... was this even doable? Wouldn’t he risk ending up hurt or worse?

But the woman’s word was final. At least that, Yuri had learned, so there was little he could do in front of her request. He got to his knees and then on all fours, ready to crawl on the leather insole
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