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Part One - The Bus Ride
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Sarah's life had changed recently. Since her boyfriend found out about her promiscuous ways, he had dumped her, and she was forced to move out of his flat, rent her own apartment, and even get a new part-time job.

It wasn’t all bad since the job suited her just right: she was hired as a supervisor at a nearby micro community, becoming responsible for a micro city where hundreds of thousands of people lived.

That morning, she was almost ready for work. Her footsteps echoed in the hallway, waking her little flatmate up. The tiny woman, who had first met Sarah at the swimming pool a few weeks before, had since then become her inseparable companion, helping her out with her day-to-day life.

At least, that’s what Sarah said. Patty’s version was that she was being kept as a pet and forced to perform belittling tasks.

“Good job on cleaning my shoes,” Sarah said as she walked in front of the tiny woman, taking out her feet off her slippers and presenting her toes to the woman. “Now get to work on my nail polish,” the girl ordered as she handed her a brush.

"I'm going to need you to do a perfect job," Sarah said. "All those micros will be staring at my toes from their little apartment buildings... I don't want them to think I'm some slob!"

“For today, I chose this shade of pink. What do you think? Matches my outfit, doesn’t it?” she beamed.

The woman sighed. She longed to escape. She was once a free person, and she wanted to become one again. Breathe fresh air, be her own person, polish her own toes only. One day she would get a chance to escape her giant captor... or so she hoped. For now, the only choice she had was to subserviently comply with the girl's requests, and grab the large brush with both her arms, guiding it onto the giant brunette's big toenail. The task was taxing - not to mention pointless, to have to spend so much energy to paint the nails of a girl, something that the giant could have done with ease. Still, she worked tirelessly and precisely to provide Sarah with the best pedicure she could make - for she knew if she didn't comply, she would get punished.

When the woman had finished polishing her pinky toe, the intercom buzzed. Sarah excitedly jumped, inadvertently kicking the little woman in the process and sending her minuscule body down on the floor. The brunette went to open the door to receive a few packages that she had ordered from the web.

The woman did not believe her bad luck - she had fallen down and dirtied herself with the brush - her torso was now covered with Sarah’s nail polish.

When the girl excitedly came back with her new packages, holding four boxes at the same time, she could barely see where she was stepping.

“Waaaah!”

Patty wailed as she saw Sarah’s gigantic bare foot coming down onto her.

“Huh?” the girl said. “When will you learn to get out of the way?”

Once she left the tiny woman on the floor, aching and bruising, she rushed to her bedroom, where she started opening her new packages, taking out and admiring her new shoes one by one.

Patty appeared on the doorstep, as she wanted to have a word with her “owner”.

“What do you think?” Sarah said as she held a new pair of sneakers. “I bought them for the gym, aren’t they cute?” she giggled.

Patty was furious - Sarah had kicked her the first time, stepped on her on her way back, didn’t apologize, and didn’t even thank her for her work. Now she was acting as if nothing had happened and boasting about her new shoes to her – all while neglecting her needs.

She had seen too much of her antics; she needed to tell Sarah off. That girl had to understand that her behavior was unfair, no matter her status as a tiny servant. Losing her temper, she started shouting at the larger girl.

“You dumb big idiot! I don’t care about your shoes! You almost killed me back there!”

Sarah looked at her with disbelieving eyes - had her little pet not learned to talk back to her?

“Excuse me?” she said as she stepped up, towering over the tiny woman.

She picked her up and looked at her diminutive frame, smirking as she saw her covered in her nail polish. The woman flailed, kicking with her arms and legs, keeping shouting insults at Sarah, and asking to be let go. In response, Sarah bent down to grab something under her bed.

“I was thinking of throwing these away now that I bought the new ones,” she said as she picked up a pair of worn-out, grimy workout shoes. “But guess what? They can serve a new purpose as your new bed.”

Patty screamed as she was tossed inside the opening of the oversized shoes, landing face-first on the filthy insole. Ignoring her screeches, Sarah cunningly sealed the woman inside by fitting the shoe under a kitchen counter where the shoe was tightly stuck. It was impossible that she could get out on her own from there.

The young brunette was still angry at her little pet's reaction, but she told herself to try not to care, and to focus on positive thoughts like the new shoes that she had just gotten, or her new job. She slipped into one of the new sandals, eager to break them in, deciding they would be perfect for her day, grabbed her purse, and then left the house.
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As Sarah walked out of her house, she ran after the bus, already putting her new sandals to the test. Once she got in and showed the ticket to the bus driver, she went to look for a free seat, shooting a glance at the tiny section on the way.

She couldn’t help but giggle - so many cute tinies packing the area, barely taller than the wooden platform of her new sandals. She wondered if some of them were single and interested...

She would’ve picked one of the seats near them, but those were already occupied, so she finally settled for a free spot near the middle of the vehicle.

She kicked off her sandals and relaxed her feet on the seat in front of her. “Oof!” She said as she made herself comfortable, adjusting her big ass on the seat.

Miguel widened his eyes as he saw Sarah’s huge heels coming down right in front of him and landing with a slam.

Upon hearing his scream, Sarah checked the area behind her feet and located the tiny guy she had almost inadvertently crushed.

"Ooh, sorry. I really didn't see you there," the girl said as she pulled her feet back. She rested her feet on her seat and leaned back, pulling her legs up. She beamed at the scared tiny guy, and upon observing him, she decided that he looked quite handsome. "What are you doing sitting on a big seat?" she winked. "Were you hoping to hit on a big girl?"

“I’m sorry!” he said as he looked in admiration at the pretty brunette in front of him. “I didn’t know where to sit! I’m new in this city, by the way.”

“I could tell from the accent,” Sarah said. “The tiny section of the bus is there,” she pointed. “But this time you should stay here so you can talk to me.”

“T-thanks,” he said as he marveled at Sarah. She was really, really pretty, he thought, already infatuated with her green eyes, not to mention her juicy body. “You can rest your feet on my seat,” he said. “I don’t mind.”

“Oooh, sweet!” Sarah said as she stretched her legs over the tiny seat, surrounding the little man with her heels. “You’re sure you don’t mind, right?” she asked. “I have new shoes and they’re already killing my feet.”

“No, it’s okay!” he said. Sarah noticed he was getting quite red in the face.

“Oooh, are you one of those tinies who like big girls’ feet?” she giggled. “Yeah, you seemed way too eager to have me put them back on your seat, I don’t think you were just trying to be nice.”

“No, no,” he stuttered. “I swear I was just trying to be nice...”

“You don’t have to lie about it, you know? I can see it in the way you’re looking at my toes,” she said as she placed her foot back down, taunting him with her freshly made fingernails. “Do you like my new paint?” she asked as she lightly poked his leg with her big toe.

“Y-yes” he coyly said, staring at his own reflection in the glossy fingernail surface.

“Well, today is your lucky day...” Sarah said. “How about a nice massage while we wait for our stop?”

Miguel leaned onto Sarah’s sole, his hands sinking into her soft skin. He had immediately noticed her feet were quite attractive. She was comparatively petite for a big person, standing at five feet two, but she had large, shapely feet with stunning long toes.

Miguel would’ve never imagined this was where his day would’ve ended up, yet he happily started pushing with his hands, digging into Sarah’s soft sole, and making the girl smile at his efforts.

He had disappeared from her view, hidden by her foot, but she could feel his touch at the bottom of her sole. “So what brings you here?” the girl said to Miguel. “Work or studies?”

“I enrolled at the tiny college,” Miguel explained as he panted from the exertion. Massaging a giant’s foot was proving to be exhausting.

“Cute,” Sarah said, picturing in her mind all the tiny students attending their itty-bitty classes. “And what subject...”

The conversation was interrupted by the ticket inspector shooting a dirty look at Sarah. The girl pulled her feet off the seat and searched her wallet for the ticket.

Once the ticket inspector turned to Miguel, the little man began to panic. “I’m sorry,” he said. “I don’t have a ticket! I’m new here and I didn’t know where to buy it!”

"What are you talking
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