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Gloria twirled in front of the mirror to admire her reflection. The tall brunette posed with confidence, proud of her stunning looks: all of her hard work had paid off, shaping her form into a wondrous silhouette that was plentiful and toned at the same time.

While normal people have to work out, watch their diet, and buy overpriced beauty products in the hope of improving their looks, Gloria had other, more powerful means: mainly the youth and beauty potions that she concocted herself.

Yes, being a witch was a hard life, but it also had its perks. Especially since those horrific witch hunts had gone out of fashion.

She adjusted her hair, freeing her forehead from some stray, wild locks, then fit her bra and dress to show off more cleavage.

The witch was self-absorbed enough that she could have kept staring at her reflection for much longer; yet, she had no idea another person was currently watching, feasting their eyes on the nice view.

Logan was exhausted – it had been a long walk because of his diminished size, but it looked like the pilgrimage was finally over... or so he hoped. He had been told that the local witch could have helped him with his... size problem, and once he managed to sneak into her workshop, his main challenge was getting the woman’s attention before she could step on him.

He scurried past the bookshelves filled with dusty tomes, the bulky ancient cauldron, and the flying broom (or at least he imagined it was; it could have well been the one she used for sweeping), only to find himself in front of a pair of majestic feminine sandals.

He stared at the platform of the shoe, finding himself belittled by its sheer mass, the side of the witch's toe taunting him from a height he couldn't even reach. Then, looking far above, he could stare at her long legs, thick thighs, and even the black panties that the woman was wearing under her dress.

Logan would have loved to keep staring. He was expecting the witch to be an old and wrinkled hag, and not a bombshell in high heels and a short skirt. Well, for sure, that was going to make the interaction more pleasant... at least once he would actually manage to get her attention.

The tiny man cleared his throat before attempting to address the woman. “Miss Witch? Madame? Señorita?”

But the brunette hadn’t seen him scurrying between her feet, much less she had heard his feeble voice, focused as she was on her own reflection. “I wonder if I should make a weight-loss potion next,” she whispered, turning around to look at the size of her butt. “But look at how full my thighs look now...”

The mouthwatering show was not lost on Logan, who admired and stared from below, a privileged point of view that allowed him to watch the woman’s crotch and butt, covered only by her narrow thong.

Logan shivered at the idea of being caught peeping. “If she notices, she is going to transform me into a worm!”

Terrified by the prospect – being a shrunken man was bad enough – he decided to go on with a more decisive plan. He gathered his courage to walk right in front of the woman’s foot and hoisted himself on top of the shoe, so he could make his presence known.

The witch furrowed her brow as she felt a tiny bump on her skin – she twirled her toes to get rid of the annoying itch.

Logan yelled as he saw the rounded bottoms of the lady’s toes rising and knocking him out, tossing him away from the shoe he had just climbed upon. Ashamed of the humiliating defeat, he found himself on the ground again, looking above only to see the witch's face, her eyes as distant as the stars peering upon him with a puzzled look.

It didn’t take long for the witch to pick up her magic wand and use it to make the strange creature levitate. Was this a bug, a tiny mouse, or some kind of whimsical creature?

But it was easy for the woman to identify Logan once he was hovering right before her unimpressed eyes. “Huh?” she said. “A tiny man?”

The woman’s cold eyes did not appear particularly friendly, making Logan even more afraid to speak. But since he knew she was the one who could help him with his problem, he spoke nonetheless.

“Miss witch!” he said. “I have come to seek your services!”

Gloria sighed. Great... More work.

She took on a sarcastic smile. “Yes, and it looks like you were also... seeking something else,” she said. “You enjoyed the view, huh?” the witch asked as she straightened the edge of her tight skirt.

The tiny man winced from his current mid-air position. “I’m sorry! I was just trying to, you know, get your attention!”

“And what seems to be the problem?” she asked. Though if I had to guess, he’s not going to ask for a weight loss potion...

“I’m small!” Logan said. “I’m just about two inches tall! I mean, you can see that for yourself!”

Gloria nodded, eyeing the little guy. “Indeed, you are very small. I'd say more like one and a half inches." Like most men, he lied about his height, which she honestly couldn't condemn, given how elusive she could be about the topic of her age.

“Exactly!” the small man said. “That is, as you can imagine, pretty far from my usual height! So I came to ask for your help!”

The witch nodded wisely. With a swing of her wand, she directed Logan to the nearest table, on whose wooden platform he could sit comfortably.

“Did you bring the coin?” the witch asked.

“Coin?” Logan asked. “I can’t handle coins right now! I’m too small!”

“I also accept card,” the witch said.

“I’m too small for that, too!”

The woman sighed as she picked up her smartphone. “The password for your bank account, if you would.”

Logan groaned. “Can I not pay when I’m back to normal?”

The witch used her wand – this time not to cast any kind of magic spell, but to point at a nearby sign- “PAYMENT ONLY IN ADVANCE”.

Logan muttered something under his breath, then he revealed his password to the giant lady. “PizzaMargherita.”

The woman couldn’t help but grin as she typed the password. “Pizza Margherita?”

“I’m a baker!” the man said. “Best in town, Miss Witch. I’d be honored if you visited my shop once I’m back to normal.”

"Let's restore you first," the woman said as she processed the payment. Setting the phone aside, she walked right in front of the small man, who found himself supremely intimidated by the sight of the gigantic, gorgeous brunette looming closer and closer, his eyes spontaneously gawking into her enormous, dangling tits that could have swallowed him in between their gap.

Magic wand in hand, a cheeky smirk formed on her face as she saw the man scrambling to hide his erection from her curious brown eyes. Gloria hovered her magic wand right above the tiny guy. Then, before Logan could even react, she swung the object to the left and then to the right, sending a stream of magic energy straight in his direction.

Unfortunately, the spell did little else but send a slight tickle through Logan’s spine.

“As I thought,” she said. “Your shrinking is not something that I can overcome with a simple growth spell.”

“What do you mean?” Logan asked. “What do we have to do, then?”

The wise witch scratched her chin with her long, manicured fingernail. “Who do you think could have done this to you?” she asked. “Do you have any enemies, little man?”

"Enemies, me?" he said. "None at all! I lead an honest and simple life!"

“Rival bakers, maybe?”

“I’m in good standing with everyone in town!”

“Someone with a gluten allergy, perhaps?”

“I don’t know anyone like that!”

“Someone who hates bread?” the witch asked with an inquisitive tone.

“No one hates bread!” the horrified baker said.

The witch sighed. She walked all the way to the far end of the room, from where she picked up a musty, hard-covered tome. She quickly flipped through the pages until she found the intended spell, which she began to chant in front of the awed tiny man.

“Oooh ancient knowledge

that all foretold

Show me who this ill-fated man

turned small!”

And from the tip of her magic wand came out a trail of pink smoke, which began to take a more defined shape with each passing second. The witch eyed the scene with curiosity as the smoke took on a human shape; then she saw how the human shape developed feminine traits, with a sensual hourglass-shaped figure that reminded her of her own; at last, from the feminine smoke figure, two wings and a pair of horns grew out.

“Oh my!” the witch exclaimed. “Logan, did you have... unusual dreams, lately?”

“D-dreams?” Logan said. It was hard to notice for the witch, but the man was getting red in the face, sweating profusely.

“Yes, dreams. Of a woman. Sexual dreams of a woman.”

He winced. “Well, since you are asking...” he said. “I did have some dreams of the sort, lately.”

The witch smiled wisely. “I knew you were hiding something,” she said with a knowing smile. “My little man, you are the victim of a succubus.”

Logan yelled. “A what?”

“A succubus,” the witch said. “A magical creature who comes in your dreams, seduces you, and takes away all of your energy. And in this case, your size.”

“You mean... Susie?”

“Oh, so this one’s called Susie? How nice,” the witch said. She picked up the musty book, closed it, and returned it to the bookshelf. As she walked back and forth, Logan was left pondering his situation. Was it really the fault of Susie, the lovely girl who came to him in his sleep, that he was so small? It felt absurd that she would do this to him.

But the witch appeared confident. “The good news is that it’s quite simple to reverse the curse of the succubus,” she said. “You only need to do one thing.”

“And what is that?” the man asked.
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