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Many things could be said about Leighton, Fiona, and Morena, but for sure they had been friends for a long time. The three women, now well into their thirties, had met in college, and since then, had shared quite a lot of adventures.

That evening, they were sipping on a drink, lounging on the terrace of Morena’s house, wondering how on Earth could they all be single in their 30s.

“I tell you, there’s just no good men around anymore,” Leighton said. “And the few ones that were still left have all been taken. We missed our boats, ladies.”

Fiona giggled. “Well, all there’s left to do then is to snatch them from their wives.”

“I don’t know about that,” said Morena. “For me the problem is that I just have no time to date. I mean, how long has it been since the last time we were able to arrange a girls’ night like this?”

The other two nodded in unison. All three of them were, after all, busy career women with plenty of commitments in their schedule, and little time to dedicate to their private lives.

“We should get a part-time boyfriend,” Leighton suggested. “A hot, shredded guy, who’ll come to us as soon as we whistle, and won’t complain when we have better things to do.”

“Yeah, then we could share him,” laughed Fiona.

“Maybe even let him do all three at once, to save time,” jested Leighton.

Once she emptied her glass, Morena recalled something. “You know what, remember Norah? I’d say she’s found something like that. A hot guy who will pretty much do whatever she says.”

“Send him my way, then. If she’s okay with sharing,” Fiona said.

Morena giggled. “Well, there is a catch...” she said. “He’s really hot, but kind of... diminutive.”

Leighton had a mischievous smile on her face. “I have no problem with short guys, as long as they can still carry their weight in the bedroom.”

“How short are we talking about, exactly?” Fiona asked. Being taller than six feet, she had encountered major issues finding a partner suitable to her standards.

“Very, very short,” Morena said, the grin on her face becoming wider. By now, the woman was forced to stifle her laughter. And to make her point, her index finger and thumb curled in front of each other, their tips distanced by about two inches.

Fiona gasped as she realized what her friend was suggesting. “No way... No way Norah is going out with a tiny.”

Morena was quite amused and satisfied to be able to share such juicy gossip with her friends. “I could hardly believe it myself, but... Well, you can see for yourself if you look it up.”

Fiona and Leighton followed their friend’s suggestion and opened up their social media profiles, only to look at the photos of their acquaintance in the company of a man shorter than her fingers.

All ladies couldn’t help but smirk as the phones with the surreal pictures were passed around. “Now that’s what you call a guy you could wrap around your finger,” Fiona said. “Literally!”

Morena appeared skeptical. “I mean, how do you go out with a guy like that?” she asked. “Do you carry him around in your purse?”

Leighton smirked, eyeing up her friend’s highly developed chest. “Says the lady who was built with integrated tiny people storage...”

Morena feigned an amused outrage at her friend’s suggestion. “Are you suggesting I should shove a tiny down my boobs?”

Leighton cracked up. “Only one? You could host an entire soccer team in the crack!”

She inched toward Morena. “Come on, no need to act coy... Even I would love to jump and dive between those cannons!” And to illustrate her point, she stretched her arms to playfully squeeze her friend’s big breasts.

Morena jokingly slapped her friend’s hands as she felt Leighton’s fingers taking advantage of her voluminous softness. “Enjoying yourself, huh?”

Leighton nodded mischievously. “Now imagine if they were dozens of times bigger, basically larger than a queen-sized bed... One could do this all day!”

Fiona was puzzled. “It almost sounds like you’d like to be the tiny, and not the other way around...”

Leighton shrugged it off as Morena resumed the conversation, adding fuel to the fire of her friends’ curiosity. “Norah said it’s like having your own personal servant. Tinies go crazy for giant girls like us, and because of the size difference, they think we’re superior and basically worship us.”

“Sounds right to me,” Leighton said. “I’m just not sure why I would care about the services of someone so small. I mean, what can a tiny even do for you?”

“I think you just need to think outside of the box, girl,” said Morena. “How about using one of them as your own live plaything? You just pop him in your undies, adjust the positioning a little bit, and, poof! You go about your day while he makes sure you’re entertained.”

Leighton feigned outrage. “Now that’s quite... kinky!”

Fiona was more skeptical. “And they’d let you do that?”

Morena had a knowing look on her face. “They’ll let you do anything...” she explained. “From what I hear, these guys are just happy to be around people they consider goddesses.”

“So that’s how it is,” Fiona said, her fantasy quite tickled by the idea of mercilessly dominating an adoring tiny guy. “They get off to being dominated, and we can play goddesses with them.”

“I mean, I could see it work,” Morena pointed out. “Just get a tiny guy as a pet, and screw him once you get off work.”

“Why wait? Just screw him as you work!” Fiona said. “But... where do you find yourself a pocket boyfriend like that? I assume there are dating apps? Or do you just go picking them from the ground like mushrooms?”

“Wait, I think I remember reading something about that on the local news,” Leighton recalled. “There’s a mixed-size bar that opened downtown.”

Morena nodded. “Yeah, I’m pretty sure that’s where Norah met her guy.”

Leighton seemed amused. “I thought it was just some sort of new fad,” she explained. “I had no idea people would go there to... couple up.”

Fiona laughed. “Just goes to show how much you don’t know, girl.”

A few seconds of silence passed as the girls quietly sipped from their glasses. Fiona was the first to throw around the idea that all of them were by now ruminating. “So... how about we gave this thing a try?”

“Huh?” said Leighton. “You mean you want to... drive to the tiny man bar?”

Fiona nodded. “I mean, it is our free night. Why don’t we spice it up a little bit?”

Morena seemed to approve. “I’m in,” she said. “As long as you can wait a little for me to get ready. Oh and one of you will have to drive me, too. I’m already hammered...”

“I’ll drive you, relax. I already drove Leigh here,” Fiona said. And then she turned to her other friend. “You in, Leigh? Come on, don’t be a killjoy...”

The brunette shrugged. “I mean, why not? If there’s one thing I’m not missing is watching you guys hitting on men shorter than your heels...”

“Meaning you just want to watch?” Morena asked. “Is that your kink?”

Leighton giggled. "Yeah, then I'll be all, like, whoops, I just crushed your date, sorry."

To the sound of her friends’ laughter, Morena jumped out of her long chair and adjusted the rim of her dress over her thick thighs. “Will be back in five minutes, girls. Then... off we go!”

Both women nodded. “We’ll wait for you in the car.”

The sound of their footsteps walking down from the terrace underlined the true beginning of the night.
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The very same footsteps would later echo on the floor of the mixed-size bar.

Many tinies looked up in unison as the bar’s big door opened and three gorgeous giantesses stepped into the place one after another. A buzz began going around the tiny crowd, with almost all of the men tilting their necks to stare at the massive women.

“Holy shit!” one of them commented. “Who invited these three here?”

Their feet landed, one by one, on the walkway from the entrance to the giant’s seats. The spectacle of their massive footsteps shook the tinies’ world and delighted their pupils as they focused on their ground-shaking movements, flashy footwear, and majestic feet and legs.

First was Leighton, whose rounded toes towered over their puny bodies from the vantage point of the tip of her massive wedges.

Then came Fiona, proudly strutting about in boots taller than the buildings they lived in; and finally, the lovely Morena had chosen some high-heeled sandals that snugly encased her tan feet in a maze of thin straps.

“So this is the place?” Leighton asked. “Well, the decor is not too bad. A bit too retro for my taste, but quite chic nonetheless.”

“I’m just hoping the booze is up to it,” Morena said. “I don’t wanna drink cheap wine.”

“Yeah, but, like, where are the tinies?” Fiona wondered. She had briefly glanced around the place without seeing any of the tiny people she was supposed to mingle with.

Before any of her friends could answer her, the conversation was interrupted by a series of sharp cries.

“Huh?”

Fiona looked down with a shiver as she felt something crunching under her thick, platformed boots. The woman thought with some concern that she might have stepped on one of the tinies.

To make matters worse, the three women saw a group of tinies running around and scattering away from Fiona’s boots.

"Fuck," the woman said, now quite afraid to lift up her boot and see what could be at the bottom.

“Fiona, you stepped on one of them!” Morena whispered, quite worried too at the thought of her friend having killed a tiny. “Not even one minute since our arrival and you already do this!”

“Shit!” Leighton said. “Let’s just walk away and pretend we never set foot here!”

Their confabulation was interrupted by a woman coming in – apparently the only other giant-sized person in the bar.

“May I ask
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