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For Keith, the week at work had started with a bang. He was assigned to the shoe department of the clothing store, where he would have to deal with the demands of countless women and their massive feet. And the first customer who came up to him was Olivia, an athletic college student looking to treat herself with a fashionable pair of high heels.

“Excuse me,” she said as she spotted a busy colleague of Keith. “I’m looking for a size 9...”

The young woman did not waver and just pointed down at the floor, where Keith waved at the giant customer.

“Hello, Miss, how may I help you?” he asked, his voice amplified by the microphone he had to wear to be heard by the giants.

Olivia appeared a bit thrown off by the sight of the two-inch tall man, but, eager to try on the beautiful shoes, she just settled to interact with the unusual clerk.

With a sudden movement, the girl bent down and picked him up, lifting him up in front of her inquiring green eyes. “A tiny, huh?”

A recent law had been put in place to encourage the employment of tiny workers, offering tax breaks to complying businesses; and as a result, Keith was able to finally find a job after months of fruitless searching.

Keith squirmed under the fingertips of the giant girl. “T-there’s no need to pick me up, Miss...”

She smiled sarcastically as she made her request. Then she put Keith right in front of the tips of her worn gym shoes.

Now free to walk again, Keith immediately made his way to the machine he had to use to pick up and move the gigantic shoeboxes. Operating its lever, he could make the mechanism do the dirty work, allowing him to lift and move weights that he couldn’t think of lifting on his own.

Olivia observed him with curiosity. Despite the obvious waste of time, there was something fascinating about watching the toy-sized man dealing with the world of much larger people.

“Why, thank you very much,” she said, not without a hint of sarcasm, as the machine’s platform hovered up to the height of her waist, allowing the young woman to pick up the box.

Once she removed the shoes from the box, Olivia sat down and removed her trainers, allowing Keith the time to get closer and further assist her.

Now, she was about to peel the socks off of her feet. Keith watched how the meaty soles and long toes of the young woman came into view, and once her right foot was bared, the first sock was carelessly tossed away on the floor.

He stood in wait, watching the giantess repeating the operation on her left foot. And since she hadn't even noticed how the tiny man was nearby, as she threw away her second sock, she inadvertently hit him, fully covering him up with the gigantic and sweaty garment.

She didn’t see where the sock had landed, much less felt the impact of what, to her, was a weightless piece of clothing. But she could hear his scream amplified by the tiny microphone.

“Huh?” the girl said. “Was that the clerk?”

Under the bulky weight of her cotton sock, Keith had been buried under tons of sweat-soaked fabric. He immediately tried to get out of the immense sock, but the texture was too oppressive and dark, and he couldn’t tell which side was which, ending up moving in circles and quickly panicking.

Meanwhile, Olivia was gingerly putting on the new and shiny shoes, blissfully unaware of the clerk’s predicament.

In fact, Keith was silently cursing himself, too ashamed of being overpowered by a fucking girl’s sock to ask for help. But soon, the fear of not being seen and stepped on overcame him, and his amplified voice came up again through the clothing store lanes.

“Help!” the guy asked as he writhed in the darkness of Olivia’s white sock. “Help me!”

He felt thundering footsteps – one of his colleagues had rushed to his aid upon hearing his cries. “What’s going on here? Keith... are you okay?”

Olivia looked up at the woman. “You mean the tiny guy?” she asked. “He was here until a moment ago... I don’t know where he ended up!”

“I’m... Under her sock!” he cried, filled with humiliation. A few seconds later, his colleague picked up the sock between two digits, freeing Keith and allowing him to breathe some fresh air again.

He saw the woman’s face looking down at him with a mixture of worry and amusement. “Thanks, Dani...” he said as he recognized her as Danielle, a young woman who was actually his supervisor.

“You okay?” she asked.

“Of course he is...” said Olivia. “It was just a sock!” Olivia looked up at the woman, not appearing very apologetic. In fact, she was somewhat amused by having trapped the tiny man under her sweaty sock. “And right after when I was coming back from training,” she smiled, half disgusted and half entertained. “I guess that’s just what happens when you have guys his size working at your store. Couldn’t you be helping me instead of him?”

“Sorry, but I’m very busy!” said Danielle. “Keith, this one is all yours,” she added with a wink before walking away in a rush.

Now Keith could see that Olivia had managed to try on the shoes, and now that the feet were free from the trainer’s constraint, they looked elegant and majestically wrapped in the luxury leatherwear.

The toes drummed on top of the insole, making up currents that smelled slightly like stale foot sweat. Keith could see them up close, in each of their pedicured detail. They stretched out, long and rounded, into tendons that crossed the length of her tan foot, snugly encased by the narrow shoe straps of the elegant heels. The woman they belonged to, a six-foot-tall brunette, would've been called imposing by normal standards, but to him, she was pretty much a living skyscraper.

Keith saw her cold green-eyed gaze looking down. This customer was certainly beautiful, he thought with admiration, but since he had started doing this job, he was starting to grow desensitized to the sight of gigantic beautiful women.

He was, after all, a clerk in a female-only clothing store, and his job was to serve the needs of countless capricious and discerning clients.

Olivia, for her part, did not appear to be very happy yet. Her pout indicated dissatisfaction, her frown a certain weariness, maybe even disgust.

“They’re one size too big!” she finally deliberated. “Get me the proper size, tiny man...”

As the gigantic brunette bent down to undo her sandals, Keith entered the machine he used to move around the boxes that, to him, were as big as entire rooms.

Unfortunately, as he was still new to the procedure, by the time Olivia had placed her bare feet on the carpet and returned the shoes to their box, he was still trying to get his bearings on the massive mountain of boxes that surmounted him.

“Fuck...” he murmured. “Which size did I need to get for her again?”

Far up, the girl scoffed. “Isn’t there someone normal who could help me?”

Keith cringed – he knew rude customers would be a thing in a retail job like this one, but it still hurts when people called him sub-normal.

“Look, tiny guy,” she said as a bump of her foot pushed the machine out of the way. “I’ll just pick them up myself, okay?”

Keith, unbalanced by the side of the big toe of the woman, fell out of the machine and into the carpet, from where he looked up to see her towering legs as she picked up and moved the stack of boxes.

For a moment, he forgot of his job as he stared at the monumental and distant black panties, an alluring retreat into which he would have certainly liked to hide for the rest of his workday.

Unfortunately, the young customer did not seem to share that desire. Olivia just picked up the right box and took the shoes out, placing the elegant sandals on the floor as she sat back in one of the customers' seats.

Now the window for the suggestive upskirt view had ended, and thus Keith collected himself and walked back to the customer, so that he could help her with all of her remaining needs.

Olivia was putting on her right shoe, which she slammed back on the floor with a strength that made the tiny clerk recoil.

Her eyes shifted from her foot to its side, where the incoming tiny man was located.

“These look like the right size,” she said as she twirled her toes under the constraining shoe straps. “What do you think, huh?”

Keith looked at the space between the toes and the tip of the insole, and how the straps covered her pinky without getting in the way of the other, longer, toes.

“T-they seem perfect, Miss,” he stuttered.

Olivia nodded, grinning with sarcasm. “Of course, the opinion of an expert like you is important,” she said as she stood up and slammed her foot right in front of Keith.

"What do you say, little guy? Are my feet sexy in these shoes?"

Keith backed away from the gigantic and imposing toes. “T-this is inappropriate, Miss...” he said.

But Olivia did not back away herself. “Putting a tiny working in a women's shoe store...” she said with a disapproving look. “That’s like employing a tiger in a pet shop!”

“Everyone knows how much tinies love women’s feet, so the least you could do is give me your honest opinion... given you weren’t able to help me with anything else yet so far!”

Keith sighed. The prejudice that all tinies were attracted to feet was prevalent, and he was certainly not going to defeat it on that day. He glanced at Olivia’s toes and foot, which were, after all, very elegant and slender. The young woman wasn’t just keen on humiliating him, he reasoned; she was fishing for praise which, despite her bratty demeanor, she deserved.

“Of course, Miss, these shoes compliment your feet very well...” he eventually said.

Olivia couldn’t help but grin. “I knew it... you were drooling on them from the beginning












d2d_images/cover.jpg
MYI JOB AT A

REM |
SUMMERGLOW |






d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





