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The day of her training had left Milena wondering how she was supposed to behave on her first day of working on her own.

She had seen tiny men coming in all sizes – depending on which stage their shrinking had stopped. From the more manageable five-inch-tall patients known as 'tinies' to the smallest ones, barely the size of ants, the ones colloquially known as the 'micros'.

But what kept calling back to her was one of the tips her predecessor had given her – she still remembered the exact conversation. "You know, this is not part of your duties, but," the woman had said with a grin turned quite mischievous. "You might want to dress... a little lighter."

“What do you mean?”

Daniela giggled as she saw Milena’s confused expression. “I mean, the guys who live here don’t get many chances to hang around ladies like you and me,” she explained with a little sigh. “So I always thought I would make their day by, you know... showing off a little skin here and there.”

Milena just chuckled embarrassedly, as Daniela too turned a little hesitant. “You know, nothing too extreme. Just some cleavage, tight clothes, a little thighs, manicured fingers. Just throw them a bone to get their little imaginations going, you know?”

The woman turned to the platform that hosted the micros – the group of tiny men peered at her unreachable face as she peered back at them through the transparent plastic that protected them from the outside world.

“I-I thought I would be more like their mom, a caretaker,” Milena said. “Would they really see me that way?”

Daniela gave her an amused look, holding up her laughter at Milena’s naive comment. “Although they don’t look like it, these are all grown men...” she winked. “Not children looking for moms.”

Indeed it was difficult at first to think of the bug-sized creatures as actual men. The micros inside the box appeared as moving dots to the two ladies. Some had retreated to their private chambers, but most had stayed around to be able to look up at the two nurses. Daniela was this statuesque blonde, the new girl a shorter brunette, although it would have been laughable to call her petite in front of the micros. Both girls were pretty enough to be worth staring at – and the micros could take advantage of their minuscule size to do so without fear of appearing rude or intrusive.

“I assure you,” Daniela said, sending her slight smile at the micros. “From now on, you will be the last thing they will think about when these guys are going to go to bed at night...”

Milena nodded – she hadn’t really thought of things that way yet. She saw Daniela remove a cap from one of the lids on the side of the micro box; then she took a plastic bottle from her bag and tilted it until the little container underneath was filled. “You do this whenever it starts looking empty,” Daniela said. “It varies from day to day, depending on their consumption, but it’ll need refilling once a day or so. It usually falls on our turn, but sometimes the girls of the night shift will do it.”

“You use your drinking water?” Milena asked.

The blonde nurse shrugged as she finished off the rest of the bottle, drinking a quantity of water that could have filled dozens of micro swimming pools. “It’s just a few sips to us, after all. To them, it's enough to last a day or two. Not really worth the hassle of going to the bathroom and getting more from the tap, is it?"

“I-I guess...” Milena said, wondering if that was hygienic at all. But it didn’t seem like the micros were worth the extra trip to the bathroom, at least not to Daniela.

The giant blonde began tapping on the side of the box with her index finger, the entire environment trembling from the resulting thundering shockwaves. “That one I used was for water. This one’s for food, and this one’s for soap. Make sure not to confuse them,” she giggled. “The food one gets cleaned once a day, and the other two once a month. You just pick up the container like this, and voila.”

“Looks easy enough,” Milena said.

“Yes,” Daniela giggled. “The ones in the tiny room can be a handful, but these guys are quite low-maintenance.”

The blonde gestured in the direction of the door, hinting that they were about to leave the room. “These poor guys,” she said. “All shrinking folks lead a shit life, but the micros have it the worst.”

Milena nodded in obvious agreement. “We can’t even take them out to get some fresh air and sunlight, because what if some bugs or birds get them? Hell, if the wind picks up, they would just fly away!” she smiled.

“And we can’t communicate with them. I mean, the largest ones still get visits from time to time. But these ones? They are forgotten... Not many people can stand to think that someone they once knew turned out like that. And those who can might end up believing they’re too insignificant to waste their valuable time on.”

Daniela sighed as she closed the micro room door. “Okay, that was a little depressing,” she said with a smile. “Don’t get me wrong, we’re finding ways to make their lives a little better, give them some entertainment. Sometimes we use the phone to show them some videos or even an entire film. Or I don't know, some sports games, like we had them watching the World Cup. To them, it's like a huge movie theater screen."

Milena nodded. “Yeah, that sounds cool.”

“But the show they will like the best, I’m sure, will be their new and cute nurse. I mean, when I told the tinies I was going to leave, they looked super depressed, but once they saw you were my replacement, they perked up again,” Daniela winked. “I’m almost jealous!”

The thought of all the tinies lusting after her made Milena a little awkward, but she just laughed at Daniela’s joke. “I’m sure you don’t have any reason to be jealous...”

The blonde nurse smiled. “Yeah, I do feel bad about leaving these guys behind,” she giggled. “But getting to know you, I can tell they’ll be in good hands. I’m going to give you my number in case you need any tips or just want to chat, okay? Feel free to call whenever.”

Back in her kitchen, as she sipped her morning coffee, Milena already wanted to call Daniela to get some fashion tips – she started wondering: what would the tinies and micros like to see?

Although Milena wouldn’t openly admit it, Daniela’s suggestion had tickled her fantasy. The idea that she was going to get plenty of attention and admiration from the tinies had woken up her imagination and desire to impress.

Once she left the empty cup on the table, she walked to her bedroom to wear the outfit she had chosen. She put on the shirt that flaunted a larger cleavage window and admired the sight of her full, round breasts as she fitted her bra underneath.

“Yeah, what’s even the point?” she thought with a smirk. She ran a hand from her waist, drawing an invisible diagonal line in the air. “The little guys aren’t even going to see anything from their point of view...”

Indeed, the line stopped on the underside of her breasts, where the shirt would block them from ogling. “All they will see is the white fabric... But say I were to lean down to speak to them or hand them something...”

She giggled as she dangled down her chest. “They get the first-row view.”

Milena couldn’t help but crack up at the nasty thought, watching her boobs bouncing and spilling. “This will surely make their day...”

Indeed, the idea lightened the mood of the girl. It would be a way to make the job more enjoyable, both for her and the tinies, and she was grateful that Daniela had mentioned it. She might not have worked up the courage to do it on her own, but if it was someone else who had come up with the suggestion, then it was not a big deal.

Besides, Milena welcomed the prospect of acting a little playful and flirty for a change. Since the disappointment of her last breakup, when her ex-boyfriend just ghosted her and left without saying a word, she was going through a necessary pause from dating. At the moment, she still felt like a new man in her life would have been too... imposing. But these tiny, eeny-weeny guys? They were the perfect stopgap to introduce some fun flirting and seduction back into her monotonous post-college life.

Once she had taken care of the shirt, she wondered about what she would wear below. A nice miniskirt would have been the obvious choice, but she wondered about what value that would provide to the micros and tinies. Sure, from the right point of view, they could have gotten a really nice show... but the little ones were not allowed anywhere near the floor, and not just to avoid them peeking under ladies’ skirts.

Still, the point was dressing sexy and feeling seductive; if not for the little guys, for her own self-esteem, so she still carried on with the short skirt. And underneath, she went for some classy stockings and heels that would make her look even taller and imposing to the tinies.

“Okay, now that’s a bit overkill,” Milena giggled as she twirled in front of the mirror. For sure, she didn’t need to look even taller to all the tiny men... but the idea of dressing up and looking hot had made her morning routine a lot less boring.

It had been a while since she had the chance to dress this sexy, and the fact that it was for work added an extra thrill... She put a coat on to withstand the higher outside temperature, knowing that later she would be able to remove it and show off in front of many admirers, then she walked outside, enjoying the loud sound of her own shoes on the marble landing.

Yes, she was going
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