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Once upon a time, Stephanie used to be excited about her new job as a secretary – both the pay and the hours were competitive, and the company that hired her was prestigious. Her enthusiasm about her job soured once she spent only a few days in the presence of her boss.

The man just didn’t know when to stop – he hit on her all the time, making creepy comments and jokes, as well as unsolicited advances, making the girl wonder whether she had been chosen for her curriculum or her looks. She knew she was an attractive woman, but she also knew that she was a smart and capable worker, and not just the boss’s pastime. She didn’t do anything in particular to attract the man’s special attentions; she didn’t flirt and dressed modestly and professionally, but that was not enough to stop him.

She and Herbert had to work very closely after all, and in the first months they shared, she could count the days in which he hadn’t hit on her on one mutilated hand.

The high salary made her endure the situation, and she really wanted to keep the job, but the girl sorely wished there would be a way to make the man shut up.

One morning in late November, Steffie finally received some good news from Herbert. The man was going away on an important business trip, and he would only return a few days later.

“You’ll be in charge while I’m gone, Steffie,” he said. “Make sure to keep everything in order and register every call and message.”

“Sure, Boss,” the woman chirped, trying not to let out that she was relieved that he would be gone, if only for the rest of the week.

“Can you imagine?” he asked. “Me, traveling the tiny lands. For a couple of days, I will be as big as this.”

He made a gesture, putting one thumb and index finger close to each other. The two fingers were too close: he made it look like he was going to become as small as an ant. Steffie was aware that it was an exaggeration, but she refrained from correcting him. "Sounds thrilling, Boss."

He sighed, not quite sharing her enthusiasm. “I wish I could avoid this, Steffie, I don’t like the idea of shrinking. A great man like me, becoming one of those tiny bugs? But I suppose I can live with it if it’s for the good of the company.”

His regret was very short-lived – he turned to Stephanie, smirking at the young woman in a sleazy way that she found unsettling. "So, if I bring you a tiny person as a souvenir, will you finally go out with me, Steffie?"

Herbert was hinting at the fact that many tinies were illegally kept as pets by giants, and there were rumors that women loved to use them as toys.

Stephanie made an awkward smile. The girl never had the pleasure of using a tiny in a forbidden way, and wasn't particularly interested either – at least at the time Herbert asked her. "I don't know, boss," she joked. "I think I'd rather get the usual lighter, or a T-shirt."

“But a gorgeous girl like you,” he said. “I’m sure a lot of tinies would love to become your pet. And many normal people, too.”

Stephanie cringed internally and just ignored his remark, pretending to type stuff on her keyboard. She was relieved that from that point forward, the conversation switched to work matters, with the boss listing her responsibilities for the time when he was going to be absent, and so on.

And that afternoon, when their workday was over, she said goodbye to the boss, thinking that she was going to see him again only in several days. That much was true, but she didn’t know that the next time she would see him, she was going to have to make an extra effort...

In fact, the rest of the week turned out to be some of the most peaceful times Stephanie had enjoyed at her new job – without Herbert around, she could work undisturbed, without fearing of being creeped on by the vile man. She knew that kind of harmony would be over the following Monday, when he was set to return to the office – and she cringed on Sunday evening, when she saw his name appear on her phone screen.

“Huh? A call from him?”

One redeeming quality of the boss was that he rarely, if ever, disturbed her during non-work hours. Stephanie would’ve ignored the call, but she hadn’t seen or heard from him in days, since he left for the tiny lands, and since he rarely called otherwise, she reasoned it could be important.

“Steffie? Can you come and pick me up?” the boss promptly asked her over the phone.

“Pick you up, Boss? Where?”

“At the size centre.”

Stephanie was sitting down on the sofa, doing her nails and quietly listening to music. She was tired after a long day and, most of all, wanted to relax a little before making dinner, and now the boss was asking this favor out of nowhere?

“Uuhh,” the girl said, trying to find a way out of the unwanted duty. “Wouldn’t it be quicker to just take a cab?”

The man sighed – more out of hopelessness than annoyance. “Steffie, I... I’d rather it be you. You’ll understand once you’re here.”

Intrigued by the cryptic answer, Stephanie decided to heed the boss’s request – although it was a pain to have to get up from the couch after having just sat down. At the very least, she was going to finish her nails first... going out with only one manicured hand would not do.

Once the paint had dried, she stepped up and sighed, telling herself that the boss was going to owe her in exchange for this favor. “Yeah, right... As if the jerk knows gratitude.”

She dressed lazily, picking up the first clothes that she had left scattered around her bedroom, and then she got out of her apartment to drive to the Size Centre.
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The “size centre” was the only gateway between the two different sized communities. Citizens could shrink themselves and travel to the tiny world, or grow to be able to walk among the giants. For safety reasons, tinies weren’t allowed to leave before growing themselves, just like giants were to shrink lest they ended up destroying half a city underfoot.

That’s why Stephanie could walk inside the centre without fear of stepping on anyone... or so she thought.

“Isn’t anybody here?” she wondered as she stepped inside, the building appearing unusually empty, as if it were abandoned. “And where is the boss?”

Eager to fulfill his request so she could go back home, the girl decided to call the boss on the phone – “I’m here,” she announced as he picked up the call.

“I-I know,” the man blurted, his voice unusually meek.

"You... know?" she asked. "I don't see you, though."

“Look by your feet.”
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For Herbert, the sight was astounding and amazing – he always thought his secretary was lovely, but this?

This woman, almost 500 feet tall, appeared not as a demure office worker but as a goddess. Herbert was used to seeing her dressed in professional attire, and in her casual clothes, she revealed a new, more carefree side of herself. But the imposing way she walked hardly spelled out nonchalance – not when each of her steps shook the floor with the power of an earthquake.

The little man thought he should run away before he found himself a casualty of the thick sole of her sandal, but before he could even move, the giantess was already close to him, her right foot landing on his left, the left one sending another punishing shockwave from his right.

And as he tried his best to maintain his balance, surrounded by black platforms as tall as he was, seeing eye to eye with the underside of her plump big toe, he shivered at the thought of the bullet he had just dodged.

Stephanie appeared as if she hadn't seen him at all, and now her feet were standing just a couple of inches away from him. He knew going out of the tiny lands would be a risky move, but he really didn’t expect this lack of protection for people at his current size...

Still trembling, he eyed the oversized shoe brand logo, his eyes moving up from her foot, across Stephanie’s bare legs, and he was distracted for a moment by a welcome chance to gawk at the underside of her skirt.

The sight of the skimpy, white underwear covering her distant, inaccessible womanhood was tantalizing, and very soon he felt his loins bulging with importent desire, wishing that he could climb the mountain of the girl’s leg to be able to crawl inside that majestic womanhood – alas, he was not the most athletic man, but perhaps his hormones could have given him the boost he needed.

Testosterone was certainly raging through his body – he felt as if his cock could rip his pants off, and now he even felt a weird vibration just to the side of his crotch.

“This is most unusual,” Herber told himself. “I never got so worked up that my pants started vibrating! Is this a side effect of the shrinking?”

Sure, the sight of Stephanie’s panties was amazing, but that alone did not explain the weird symptom.

“Oh, right,” Herbert reasoned. “That’s just the phone.”

He picked up the device, finding a welcome relief in the fact that Stephanie was calling. And he knew he would barely need to bring the phone to his ear to listen to the girl’s voice.
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Stephanie hadn’t even noticed the minuscule figure on the floor – but once she bent down to eye the bug-sized creature, she couldn’t miss its human features anymore.

“Is this some kind of prank?” she told herself, but no: he was moving, waving at her just like a real person would.

Her eyes got wide as she squatted down to better look at him.

“Steffie, it’s me!” he said over the phone.

“Boss?” the girl asked. “Is this really you? Why are you still tiny?”

He explained the situation – the size machine had
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