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Chapter I - Samantha
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The fearsome shrinking disease was spreading all over the globe... an ongoing virus that caused men to shrink to the size of bugs within days and left them in that vulnerable state until they could be cured.

To make things worse, no vaccine was yet available. The only cure was a complicated radiation treatment that few hospitals could perform, so that the wait times had become painfully long for those shrunken patients, who only wanted to quickly return to their normal routines.

Men would tremble at the mere occurrence of a cough, while their immune girlfriends would just giggle and sing to them: “Relax, sweetie... there will always be a place for you in my purse!”

Since Hans had been diagnosed with the shrinking syndrome, it was safe to say his anxiety had skyrocketed. He had already lost most of his size, and still he was only going to get smaller, and his new vulnerability made him very jumpy.

That’s why he recoiled in fear as an ungodly noise came up to his side. His heart racing, he turned to see his phone glowing and vibrating, realizing with relief it was just a phone call. Although he had been using vocal commands to be able to make and receive calls, as well as sending messages, accessing the settings to remove unwanted features had been a headache.

“Damn vibration...” he mumbled as he jumped on top of the screen, his viscera shaking as he read the name of one of his best friends, then he shouted: “Answer! Answer, dammit!”

The ungodly trembling stopped – that was his cue to start speaking.

“Hello? Is that you, Doug?” the young man said, his body still shaking.

A familiar voice came up through the phone’s speaker. “Dude! Are you okay? I just got the news. You could have told me!”

“Hey man. Yeah, I’m sorry... I was going to tell you, but I’ve been really busy with all the checkups and visits!”

“So how is it going? How small exactly are you now?”

“About two inches, as of this morning,” Hans said with a sigh. “But that’s not even the worst of it. The doctors said I’m going to become even smaller before the shrinking fully stops!”

“Two inches? That’s harsh, dude. Have you been looking into treatment? I heard these days the shrinking is completely curable.”

“Yeah, actually I did,” Hans said. “Thing is, there is a waiting list, and it might be a while before it’s my turn.”

“That’s ridiculous!” Doug said. “So what are you supposed to do in the meantime? You can’t exactly go to work in this state...”

“It’s not all bad,” Hans explained. “I’ve been given some paid time off, and I’ll live off benefits until I can go back. I’m getting food delivered. And a social security worker comes once a day to help me up with chores, charge my phone, and so on.”

“I see, man. Well, I would come and visit too, but as you know I can’t,” Doug said. Indeed, the shrinking syndrome could be extremely contagious, although it only affected males. “But you know what? If I were you, I’d set up a dating profile like, stat.”

Hans scoffed. “Come on dude, for real? You’re always thinking about that one thing...”

Doug couldn’t help but laugh. “I mean, you can’t possibly waste a chance like this! Put up some pictures of you being tiny and miserable, and then write a tearjerker description, like Woe is me, I’m shrunk and helpless and all alone... I’m sure plenty of chicks will feel bad and treat you to some giant pussy out of pity!”

Hans shook his head. “I hardly got any dates when I was normal sized... I doubt many girls would want to shag me now that I’m super tiny.”

“And that’s where you’re wrong,” Doug said, his crass laugh echoing through the phone speakers. “Man, imagine being able to jump up and down some giant tiddies! I’m almost jealous...”

Hans just sighed. "Dude, you sure have a wild imagination. This is not like one of the dirty videos you watch, or some kind of weird fetish story. In real life, women don't want anything to do with a shrinking, itty-bitty tiny guy!”

Doug shrugged. “Maybe so, but I’d still give it a try, you know? Not like you have anything to lose. Anyway, in completely unrelated news... My mum heard about your shrinking, and now she wants to come and check on you.”

“What?” Hans asked in disbelief. Samantha wants to see m-me?

“Yeah,” Doug said. “She feels awful for you, and wants to help you a little with your meals, cleaning up the house, and stuff. Maybe take you out for a car ride or something. You know how she is... Always poking around in other people’s business!”

Hans was feeling a bit nervous. “T-there’s no need for her to do that though. I’m fine... mostly!”

Doug just shrugged. “Then try and tell that to her. Oh, and what I said earlier? About jumping on giant tiddies and stuff? That doesn’t count for my mom. Seriously, man, don’t even think about it...”

“Of course not, haha...” Hans awkwardly said. Of course I’m not even considering jumping on... Samantha’s giant tiddies!

But when he put down the call, his imagination was already hard at work. He always had a thing for his best friend’s hot mother, and although he had always considered the woman off-limits, the idea of her coming to see him was giving him more than a kick.

She had this tight, petite body that she kept toned with her religious workout routines, and the idea of seeing her nice curves in the form of an imposing giantess was drool-inducing...

Then, what Doug had said made things even worse. Hans couldn’t get that line off of his mind - Imagine jumping up and down giant tiddies...

Holy shit – that was all he was going to think about in the presence of the woman. Hans tried his best to ward off the intrusive thoughts, but before he could calm down, the intercom was already buzzing.

No way! Is this her?

He used the integrated wireless system to open, and before he could recompose himself, he heard the sound of sandals coming in through the front door...
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“Hans? Hans, are you here?”

When Samantha came in, she had her eyes set on the floor – the woman was not aware of where the tiny man could be hiding, and the last thing she wanted was for her son’s friend to end up smudged underfoot, an unseen casualty of her wedged sandals.

She couldn’t help but chuckle at her choice of footwear – on second thought, she should have probably gone for some flats, not to look even bigger and intimidating in front of the little, shrunken guy. But the damage was already done, and so she carefully measured her steps, watching the shiny surface of her red toenails reflect the light of the chandelier.

“This place is such a mess!” she cried as she imposed her fingertip on the dusty surface of a nearby table. “It’s always been in sore need of a woman’s touch, even before Hans started shrinking!”

Samantha was not yet aware that the table she was currently in front of was exactly the spot where Hans had set up his new living quarters.

“Mrs. Cole!” the tiny man called as he saw the giant shoes dominating his field of view. “I’m down here...”

“Huh?” the woman said as she bent down to look under the table. “Did I hear something?”

She saw the blanket that had been spread under the table in lieu of a carpet, and over it an array of items – including some cups, a pillow, and a smartphone. “You’re here?” she asked. “Hans, come out...”

It was difficult for Hans to put into words what he wanted to say – Samantha was looking straight at him, and yet she wasn’t even seeing him. But what he was seeing instead was an incredible display of the woman’s dangling breasts as she bent down to scan the space under the table. And although those boobs looked huge, imposing, and alluring, they were as far out of reach as the wings of an airplane flying out in the distant skies.

Finally, the continuous, frantic waving of his arms paid off; Samantha thought she had seen something. But that couldn’t be him, couldn’t be? Her eyes widened as she focused on the teeny creature scrambling near her feet, and then she recognized his human shape.

“Hans?” she gasped. “Is that really you? I had no idea you were this small already!”

She couldn’t help but compare the wee little man with the closest thing available... Her feet. “You don’t even come up to my toes!” she giggled as she twirled the toes of both feet on top of the insoles, the air displacement coming up from the slight movement making up an air current that smelled slightly like leather and foot sweat. “I bet you can’t even tell what color I painted them today!”

“Um, white?” he guessed.

“What?” she asked, unable to hear his teeny voice. “Sorry, I can’t hear you...”

In an attempt to get closer, she squatted down, the sudden and enormous movement terrifying Hans – it almost felt like a mountain was about to crash down on him.

Samantha couldn’t help but feel both amused and endeared seeing the little man covering up his face. “What, I scared you?” she cooed. “Here, let me pick you up...”

And before Hans could react, he found himself pinched between the woman’s index and thumb, as Samantha, worried about hurting the poor shrunken guy, did her best to be as delicate as possible with her grip.

And once she firmly held him between two fingers, she stood back up, lifting Hans up until he was in front of her eyes.

"Eyes up here, little man," she couldn't help but joke as she saw Hans's gaze peering down at her cleavage. The sight was quite incredible for the little man – not only Samantha's tits were pushed up by her bra and exposed in a
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