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Hans cursed himself for being late to the date he had been anticipating for weeks. Not only he had finally managed to convince a giant girl to go out with him, but the one he hooked up with was also astonishingly pretty – and yet, because he couldn’t decide on what to wear, he ended up showing up late to the restaurant. The tiny, bug-sized man rushed through the giant tables, choosing a path that allowed him to avoid the many pairs of feet towering around him, until he finally saw her: Blaire, his dream date, sitting alone at a table.

His heart skipped a beat as he marveled at how beautiful she was, from the pretty sandals that wrapped her feet under multiple straps, to her long (yes, even for a giant), slender legs covered by a short black dress that tightly enveloped her mountainous feminine body.

Soaked in sweat, his breath running out, he ran a hand through his hair to brush away a lock that had slumped to his forehead. He allowed himself a moment to recover as he considered his next move. Sure, he had managed to reach his date, but now he had to somehow catch her attention. His hand plunged into his pants pocket to take out his phone, only to discover there was no signal.

Was he supposed to try to catch the waitress’s attention or attempt to be noticed by his date? He quickly settled on the latter - for sure, Blaire had to be on the lookout for him already. He was positive she would have spotted him soon. The woman had to be scanning the floor by now.

To make her task easier, what he needed to do was to walk in front of her and give her a gentle bump. She would have certainly noticed him and picked him up then, lifting him to the table and allowing the actual date to begin. So he decided to approach the only part of her his diminutive size allowed him to get close to her feet.

He couldn’t help but gawk in adoration as he cautiously advanced to her tan feet. Her pedicured toes shined with a bright red, resting in wait on top of the frilly sandal she wore. Its platform wasn’t particularly high, but summed to the height of her big toe, it almost surpassed his own size, so that her closet-sized digit loomed in front of him imposingly.

Then, as he was getting nearer, a sudden and macroscopic shift happened. The foot got up. It hovered in the air, and it started to soar. The shoe reached an unthinkable height above, far from the tiny man’s reach. Hans craned his neck to watch the bottom of its sole, while her other foot had begun to incline. In other words, the woman was crossing her legs.

Hans thought of running to her other leg when another movement of the hovering foot caught his attention. The black insole trembled and slid, the whole shoe appearing to depart from the foot.

Finally, the sandal dropped. It happened quickly and suddenly, like a rockslide surprising an unassuming driver coasting through a mountain route. But Hans was in no way prepared to face such a devastating development. He covered his head with his arms, fearing the worst was about to happen. He closed his eyes and stood paralyzed, bracing himself for the impact; then he heard a loud, earth-shattering noise to his left, leaving the floor shaking and the little man trembling to his core. Still, as he dared to reopen his eyes, he discovered he was not hurt.
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Blaire fanned herself with the menu. She couldn’t believe this guy. Not only he was late, but he also had turned his phone off. He’d better have a good excuse for his behavior. The waitress caught a glimpse of her stern expression as she inched towards her table. “Are you ready to order?” the young woman asked as she did her best to smile and sound friendly in front of the upset customer.

“No!” an annoyed Blaire said. “I’m still waiting for someone. Besides, what’s up with the temperature? Can’t you turn the air conditioning up?”

“We’re sorry, but we can’t do that because of environmental regulations,” the waitress said, to Blaire’s evident discontent.

The girl scoffed. She kicked her shoes off her feet, then unbuttoned her blouse. “I’m sure Hans won’t mind once he gets here,” she thought with a smirk as she revealed a healthy dose of cleavage. “Not that he deserves it after he kept me waiting...”

She pouted as she slammed her foot on the floor, enjoying the coolness of the tiles under the bottom of her bare foot. “When I finally see him, he’s going to hear from me! Wait... did I just step onto something?”
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Just as he thought he had escaped the worst, Hans anxiously became aware of another threat to his well-being. Blaire’s gigantic sole, as large and imposing as a building, came down crashing onto him.

The brunette’s foot slammed on the ground, Hans crouching down in terror, wondering how was he going to avoid his fate this time.

Then it came. The monolithic foot enveloped him completely, squishing him like a bug and pinning him between the cold hard floor and the soft and warm feminine skin.

Hans was about to faint from the fear, but as he found himself buried under tons of odorous, slightly sweaty flesh, he realized he was still alive and relatively pain-free. The man had been lucky enough to be caught in the space under the arch of her foot. Had her feet landed just a couple of inches away, he would’ve likely been crushed under her massive heel, smeared like an extinguished cigarette butt.

The man didn’t have the time to process the information, as the situation around him was already changing. With a swift, sudden movement, Blaire flipped her foot upside down so that she could examine its bottom. Her green eyes widened as they saw the bug-like figure stuck to the bottom of her sole.

The young woman took on a disgusted expression as she used the big toe of her other foot to scrape the little man from her skin.

“Ew! What were you doing on my foot?”

He fell down, the visage of the angry yet stunning woman staring at him from above, filling him with a unique concoction of terror and attraction. “Get away, shoo!” she barked at him in an angry tone, as if she was scaring off a feral beast.

She sighed, exhausted with an evening that just seemed to get worse and worse. At least, she had managed to get the little man off of her, and with a fickle of her big toe, she sent him flying, further driving him away from her foot.

She returned to her glass, sipping some more wine, incredulous at how long she had been waiting so far. She checked out the messenger app for the umpteenth time, hoping to see a notification popping up, possibly some sort of apology, but nothing came up.

A sinking feeling ran through her body – had she been ghosted and stood up? What a blow to her ego – that she had spent the best part of an hour getting ready to meet this man, only to find herself rejected in such a humiliating way.

She could spot the waitress looking at her with an interrogative look on her face, and her embarrassment only grew. The brunette looked around the busy restaurant, wondering if she should get up and leave, just like that. Storming out of the hall, avoiding everyone's gaze as she ran away in shame. That was going to be one tough pill to swallow...

“Excuse me?” the waitress said as she walked up to Blaire. “Is everything alright?”

“No!” the woman said in an outraged tone. “I found a tiny under my table.”

“Oh, I’m so sorry,” the waitress said, scanning the floor under the table to spot the tiny. “We get them sometimes. They’re usually scouring for food.”

Blaire visibly pouted. “Well, then get him out! How am I supposed to enjoy my evening with that tiny bug lurking near my feet?”

“Right,” the waitress said as she bent down toward the floor, catching the tiny man under a napkin. “So, are you still not ready to order?”

Blaire remained silent for a second. Her stomach was growling, and the dishes she could see on other people’s tables looked appetizing... At that point, she had accepted that her date was not going to show up, and there was no point in waiting anymore.

“Actually, I’ll have this salad...” she said as she pointed at the menu. “The one with the nuts and the extra cheese. Oh, and I’ll have the fries, too. Also get me another glass of wine!”
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Kiara sighed as she walked to the kitchen. Annoying, entitled customers, low tips, her douchy boss staring at her to make sure she wouldn’t slack off. The job was far from ideal, but it did help her pay her college expenses.

And now, a tiny as well. They were kind of a nuisance. They came in looking for food, begging the giants to give them their leftovers, or just beelining for the crumbs that fell to the floor.

The brunette freed Hans from the napkin and shot him an accusatory glance. “Just come to the kitchen next time if you want some food!” she said. “Don’t bother our customers.”

Still, Kiara was a soft-hearted woman. Some of her coworkers would have just thrown the tiny away, or worse, but she felt pity for the poor little thing squirming between her fingers. “You must be really hungry, yes?” she said with a gentle smile. “Here,” she said as she tossed him on a plate another customer had returned. “There, you can eat to your heart’s content now!”
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Hans was feeling heartbroken and humiliated as he laid down in the middle of a piece of lettuce. His date had rejected him in the rudest possible way. He could not figure out how, or why, she had reacted that way. Was she mad at him because he was late? Yes, that had to be the reason. He cursed himself again for wasting
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