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Franz had been thinking about it for quite some time. In his heart of hearts, the man had already decided to accept the offer, but delivering the news to his girlfriend was going to be the real issue.

He knew it was not going to be an easy sell. To him, it was the chance of a lifetime. He had found an open position at his dream job, and it came with a large increase in his salary.

Catherine, however, might have seen things differently. Mostly because getting the job involved shrinking to a tiny size and moving into the tiny community. And once someone shrank, the process of growing back was long and costly. Only the very wealthy could ever return to their old life and size.

It was no wonder the atmosphere at dinner was tense.

Catherine noticed that Franz was not his usual self. The man had been rehashing his speech, but he felt pessimistic as he looked at the young woman. He was sure the chances of convincing her were slim, but he still had to try.

“Is something on your mind, baby?” she asked as he filled his glass with sparkling water.

His tense posture and gloomy expression gave out his pessimism; but he realized it was time to come clean with the young woman.

"So..." he started saying, telling Catherine of the job offer he had received, and what a great opportunity it represented for him. The man did his best to try to convey the advantages that would follow from moving to the tiny community: a salary increase, an improved standard of living, a safe environment with low crime rates, and high reported happiness.

Catherine’s expression was even colder than he was anticipating. “You’re not really thinking of accepting, right?”

Franz looked down with hesitation. “Cath...” he said. “This might be the best occasion I’ll ever get at making it big...”

Catherine pouted. “Big? That’s quite ironic... considering you’d be shrunk to...”

She pinched her fingers together as if to make her point. "You'd become an insect!"

“There’s nothing wrong with joining the tiny community...” Franz said. “Millions of people already...”

“More like millions of fools!” said Catherine. “Don’t you remember the Morrison accident? ”

Named after the woman it involved, the Morrison accident was caused by a malfunction in the size-changing process. Karen Morrison, who was supposed to be shrunk so she could move to the tiny land, was, by an egregious mistake, actually enlarged by a hundred times. Standing ten miles tall in the middle of a tiny city, she caused incalculable damages and casualties in the thousands before the engineers could reverse the situation.

The woman was shrunk to a normal size and stood, shellshocked, in the crater she had caused with her own heel. Once she was rescued and returned to the normal-sized world, her face plastered everywhere and recognized as the person who had inadvertently caused so much damage, she had to take on a new identity to move on with her life.

“That was an isolated accident,” Franz said. “These days, the tiny community is actually incredibly safe.”

Catherine scoffed. “Until the next ‘isolated accident’.”

“Cath,” Franz said. “We’d have so much money if I took this job. We’d be rich. We could have the house of hour dreams...”

“A house as big as my big toe.” The girl shook her head. “Franz, I’m not doing this,” she said. “I’m amazed you’re even considering the possibility.”

The man looked down. Catherine stared at him with a concerned expression. “You’re really thinking of going, aren’t you?”

“I do,” Franz said. “In fact... I already signed the contract.”

“What?” Catherine asked in shock. “You did that... without even consulting me?”

Franz nodded. “The shrinking appointment is set for next month. I added an extra spot just in case...”

“Well, good luck with it then,” Catherine said as she dropped her fork on the plate. “And I hope you find yourself a teeny-tiny girlfriend once you’re there. Because I don’t think I’d be able to visit you in your new apartment... unless you’d want me to step on it!”

“Caty, come on,” he said. “Be reasonable. Maybe we could find a way to make it work...”

The girl looked at him silently, expressing her disdain.

"There are some mixed-size couples..." the man said. "Maybe we might..."

Catherine scoffed. “Mixed size?” she asked with an ironic grin. “Are you suggesting... we keep staying together even after you shrink yourself?”

He was unsure about this himself. “At the very least... I suppose we could give it a try. For the sake of our relationship.”

She shook her head in amused contempt. “Yeah, that would be amazing!” she sarcastically said. “Imagine us kissing, only you ended up inside my mouth at the end of the kiss... and then, oops! I just accidentally swallowed my tiny boyfriend!”

He smiled a little at her theatrics. “Well I would hope you would pay a little attention not to hurt me...” he said. “There are trains and buses, and you could come and pick me up... we could still spend the weekends together... and even some weeknights.”

Her cold expression did not waver. “Franz, I think we might just have different values after all. I don’t think we’re really meant to be together.”

The man looked down with a saddened expression. “You can’t be serious...” he said. “I can’t believe you’re trying to break up...”

“You chose this,” Catherine said. “When you decided to move to that itty-bitty community!”

He shook his head. “No, you chose this,” he said. “You could have chosen to come with me.”

The woman didn’t even look back at him. Instead, she looked around with an annoyed expression. “I’m going to have to move. No way I can afford this apartment on my own.”

Franz looked down with a certain guilt. “I’ll just send you my half until you can find a new place...” he whimpered.

“No need. I’ll move with Paula, or Steph, or I don’t even know who... Starting tonight!”

“Cathy, please,” he cried as he watched her leave the kitchen and walk to the bedroom to pack her stuff. “Be reasonable!”

He followed her into the bedroom, disheartened and regretful at the idea of losing her. He grabbed her arm as she opened the closet, stopping her from collecting her things.

“Why can’t we give this a try?” he asked. “You mean so much to me... size doesn’t matter! I would love you even as a giant...”

Catherine stopped for a second and looked back at him. The man she had spent the last two years with, whom she was used to seeing as a tall, charming man, becoming as small as her fingernail, was a tough pill to swallow.

The young woman felt conflicted – she started wondering if she wasn’t being too uptight about this.

He picked up her soft hands in supplication. “You don’t have to choose now,” he said. “Give yourself some time to think about it. We still have a month before I have to move there. We can think it through this month.”

“Okay, you win,” she finally said. “For now. Tonight, I’m staying. But... I won’t ever shrink down with you, Franz! I hope that much is clear...”

“Thank you,” he said as he hugged her. “You mean so much to me, Caty...”

The girl sighed as his arms enveloped her body – his closeness felt so good - could this be really something she had to give up? It felt so absurd and unfair, and she hated him for it.

He slid one hand down the front of her jeans and massaged her tender pussy lips. “Imagine me crawling down there... at that size,” he said. “Throwing myself at your pussy, rubbing all of your clit... I bet I could make you cum even at that size.”

“Fuck you Franz...” she said back. “I hate how hot this is making me feel.” And she kissed him – the two ending up in bed for one night of love together.

Franz couldn’t help but fantasize – how Catherine’s body was going to look to him once she would become a giant. She was already stacked and voluptuous, with amazing breasts that he loved to bury his face in. They would become so big, he could climb on them, and conquering her nipple would be no easy task...

He couldn’t deny the idea was only adding fuel to the fire of his desire. Being with Catherine as a giantess... he liked the idea almost as much as the idea of her moving with him to the tiny lands. Yes, he truly had to find an argument to convince her... one way or another.
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Three girls were sitting at a fashionable café downtown, two of them listening intently and quite shockingly at what her friend had to say.

“What?” Paula asked as she sipped from her cappuccino cup. “And he even wants you to move with him?”

Catherine nodded. “I can’t believe this...” she said. “The idiot even signed the contract without telling me!”

“What an ass!” Paula said – her outraged expression quickly turning into an amused one. “But I can think of a few ways to get back at him... especially once he’s going to be one inch tall!”

Catherine giggled. “Yeah, that’s going to be the silver lining... he can’t hope to ever win any argument once he’s tinier than my finger.”

“I can think of some other good sides,” interjected Stephanie. The girl put down her diet cola and subtly smiled. “He’s going to make a lot of money, right? You’d basically be having a rich guy at the tip of your finger...”

“I like how that sounds,” Paula said. “Have him buy you a lot of presents and take you on expensive dates, and if he ever misbehaves... you can set him straight with a flick of your finger!”

Catherine giggled once again. “You guys make it sound appealing, but, you know... have you ever thought about something else? Like... how in the world is sex going to work? I don’t assume a tiny guy could be much of a thrill in bed...”

“That’s his problem!” Paula said. “Just
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