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“Thanks! And have a great day!” Vivian waved as the moving company employees left the house. The woman looked back at the messy but spacious living room, filled with cardboard boxes and unmounted furniture.

She smiled at her husband. “I can’t believe we finally have our own place! And we got the house for such a low price, too... All because of those stupid rumors!”

He smiled back, but a hint of worry lingered on his face. Simon thought he had heard a weird, creaking noise coming up from upstairs. “Y-yeah...” he said. “I just c-can’t believe people still believe in those g-ghost fairytales...”

Vivian giggled as she walked up to him. “What’s up, babe, are you feeling okay? You’ve been acting weird since this morning, and you look a bit pale...”

He winced. “N-not at all!” he said, trying his best not to tremble. Unfortunately, as the wind opened up a window on the side of the room, the sudden noise startled him, making him yell in fear.

Vivian couldn’t help but laugh, a mix of pity and amusement painted on her face. “You are afraid of those ghost stories, after all...” she said. “A man of science like you, a respected biologist... but you’re still afraid of ghosts?”

Simon chuckled nervously. “I’m n-not scared of the ghost,” he said. “Just t-taking my time to adapt to the new environment, is all...”

Vivian sighed and rolled her eyes. “Yeah, right. Is that why you placed those garlic beads on every windowsill? Besides, Simon, garlic beads are meant to stave off vampires, not ghosts!”

He shrieked. “D-do you know something that works on ghosts, t-then?”

“Well, how about you took your mind off that by unpacking all of those boxes?” she asked. “You’re the big, strong guy after all... I need your help!”

“Fine,” he conceded, walking toward the first unopened box and breaking up the tape. “But, Vivian, you need to admit it. There is something off about this house, and the fact that a man mysteriously died here just months ago...”

“People die all the time!” she shrugged. “It was just an accident, and sure, I feel sorry for him, but... just because he died in here, it doesn’t mean he’s now a ghost who haunts this house!”

“You’re right,” Simon said. “I am a man of science, and ghosts don’t exist... or at least they’ve never been detected. I just need to think rationally about this situation.”

Vivian nodded. “That’s the spirit! So what’s that box filled with?”

Simon had a smirk on his face. “Guess I got lucky...” he said as he picked up a pair of his wife’s sexy panties.

“Oooh!” the woman said. “Dirty guy... You chose that box on purpose, huh? So much for being afraid of the ghost...”

He swung the skimpy thong in front of her face. “Maybe if you put these on, that would help me take my mind off those scary stories...”

Vivian giggled. “Yeah, and from the work we have to do, too... Sorry, baby, but we’ll never fix up the house by screwing around...”

Simon groaned. “Come on, sweetie... Throw me a bone. We’re both quite stressed from moving... And you know what works really well to relieve the tension?”

Vivian reasoned that, after all, they had taken the entire week off to prepare for the move, so she and her husband could afford to relax a little. “Tell you what,” she purred. “Move the box upstairs into our room, and then I’ll put on those little panties just for you... and for the spirit who haunts this house, too!”

“Fair enough,” he said, hunkering down to pick up the voluminous box and lift it up, groaning from the strain. “At least it’s not the one with the books...”

“That’s next, babe,” she winked.

“W-we’re definitely putting the bookshelf downstairs...”

The couple moved to the next floor, where Simon finally could drop the box down.

“Ooof!” he said as he glanced at his wife. “That was tiring! I really earned my reward...”

“Hmm...” the woman said. “I suppose a promise is a promise. Know what, babe? Get out and come back in five minutes. Put a timer on your phone... Don’t come one second earlier!”

“Five minutes, huh?” Simon said as he fumbled with the phone’s clock until the stopwatch started. “Be right back, then, honey!”

The woman locked the door and began stripping – the lingerie set Simon had previously picked up was still on top of the pile. She looked at herself in the mirror once she threw away the shirt, feeling a little uneasiness creeping up.

“What am I even thinking about?” she wondered – her hands moving her waist so she could unbutton her pants. “It’s not like the ghost of that dead guy can see me.”

She smiled a little once the pants were on the floor as well. “And if it turns out that he can, I really hope he enjoys the show...”

She changed into the fancy underwear and admired herself in the mirror – Simon was certainly going to be stoked with the sight of the girl wearing the suggestive see-through lingerie... and most likely the ghost as well.

“Mmm!” she cried as she massaged her own body, sore from moving stuff around since the morning. Now she was getting in the mood, eager to have Simon strip what little was left of her clothes off of her generous, curvy body. “I wonder if the five minutes have passed already...”

She glanced at her phone. “Weird,” she said. “The time has passed, and Simon hasn’t come back yet. I thought he would kick the door down from the thirstiness by now!”

She went to unlock the door and waited a little more. He wasn’t in the hallway either – she supposed he had gone to the bathroom, or had suddenly received a phone call. However, she couldn’t hear his voice or any other noise, so she began getting suspicious.

A shiver ran down her spine... Despite her confident words, the fear of the ghost was starting to get to her, too. “I wonder if that prick Simon is trying to scare me off...” she said as she set foot out of the door, still only dressed in her bra and panties.

The hallway was empty, and the silence felt eerie – only the distant sound of the wind could be heard coming from outside. “I suppose I was too dismissive of his fears earlier,” she reasoned. “This situation sure feels a bit spooky!”

“Simon?” she called. “Simon, where are you, sweetie?”

The woman groaned. “Stop being an idiot and just come out!”

She didn’t know she had just barely avoided stepping on him by a meager inch...
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“What the hell! What the hell! Vivian, what the hell is going on?”

The man’s feeble cries could barely be heard by the giant woman as he panicked and cowered in front of her gigantic toes.

Just a second before, Simon thought he had seen the best show he had ever seen in his life – Vivian, barely covered by her see-through lingerie, appeared like a skyscraper-sized colossus of beauty and sex appeal.

The same panties he had picked up minutes before were now worn over her crotch, just like she had promised; and, now as big as the whole house, the silky fabric fit her marvelously... He would have loved to gently pull the panties down and gently brush her thighs and hips, but he was currently a bit... lacking to do that.

In fact, one of her footsteps was enough to rock his world – the wooden floor creaked under her massive weight, and he felt himself trembling from head to toe.

The bug-sized man ran toward the skirting board, hoping he could avoid the footfall, but his size was too insignificant – he stumbled as soon as she put her foot down, falling face first onto the floor.

“I knew we shouldn’t have moved to this stupid haunted house!” he cried, feeling helpless as the bus-sized sole came down from the sky.

For a moment, he felt that this was it, that his life was really going to end in such a gruesome and surreal manner – becoming a minor stain under that spotless pink sole that belonged to his sweetheart. Would the woman even recognize his shape once she stepped on him, or would she just mistake him for some sort of pesky bug?

But when the earthquake-like step roared to his side, he realized he felt no pain or discomfort... just a generalized trembling, be it from the fear or the physical shock the foot had imposed to the ground.

“I was lucky she missed me...” he murmured. He looked up to see her majestic and sensual silhouette walking away, and he indulged in the terrific view of her bouncing thong-clad ass.

“How is this even possible?” he wondered. “It must have been the ghost’s doing! Whatever, I must find a way to get Vivian’s attention...”

First, he resumed his run to the wall so he would get out of the way of her steps; then he began waving at her, hoping the tireless movement, no matter how small and pathetic, would attract her gaze.

“Vivian, I’m here!” he yelled. “The ghost shrank me! Please help out!”

The woman was calling her name as she surveyed the house’s rooms one by one. But Simon seemed to be nowhere in sight – he wasn’t in the bathroom, in the library, or in the kitchen. And he certainly wasn’t in the bedroom or in the hallway. Vivian was now getting desperate when she thought she heard his voice.

“Great, I’m hearing things too, now,” she said as she verified the hallway was empty.

“Huh? What is that teeny thing?”

She bent down to survey the floor, noticing a bug-like thing waving in her direction. “Hey, why is that bug shaped like a man?”

She picked the minuscule thing between two fingers and widened her eyes in shock. “S-Simon?” she gasped. “No way!”

There was no mistake - her one-inch tall husband was squirming between her thumb and forefinger...
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