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    Lauren took a long sip from her glass of white wine, licking her lips and smiling when she’d finished. “Are you ever planning to tell me what you’re up to?” she asked, raising an eyebrow. 
 
      
 
    Rachel smirked and took a sip of her own wine. “What makes you think I’m up to anything?” 
 
      
 
    “You’re not fooling anyone, Rach.” Lauren shook her head, though she was still smiling. “You got us both all dressed up, you took me to my favorite restaurant…” She paused to gesture around the lavishly-appointed dining room. “Which isn’t cheap. You got us an Uber, which means you think both of us are probably gonna be drunk, and you got us a wonderful bottle of wine to make sure that happens.” 
 
      
 
    “I even let you be the tall one tonight,” Rachel said, grinning mischievously. 
 
      
 
    “Shh!” Lauren hissed, suddenly looking worried. “I told you not to mention that stuff in public!” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, relax,” Rachel replied, idly fingering the silvery necklace hanging just above her cleavage. She never took it off these days, enamored with the power it gave her. “It’s not like anyone is listening, or will know what we’re talking about. I doubt very many people believe in magic size-changing necklaces if they haven’t experienced one for themselves.” 
 
      
 
    “Still,” Lauren replied with a frown. “You shouldn’t be so cavalier about it. What if someone finds out?” 
 
      
 
    Rachel shook her head and took another sip of wine. “You worry too much. I could shrink you a few inches right here in public and nobody would notice, or at least nobody would believe that’s what had happened.” Another grin split her face. “Heh. You know, I could always test that theory out…” She lifted the necklace, the blue gem at its center glimmering even in the subdued, romantic lighting of the dining room. 
 
      
 
    “No no no!” Lauren replied hastily. “Forget I said anything! It’s fine!” She took a large gulp of wine and smiled nervously at her lover. “So back to my original question. What's going on with you?” 
 
      
 
    Rachel sighed and leaned back in her chair. “Okay. I can see there's no getting past you. There is something going on with me.” 
 
      
 
    “And…?” Lauren prompted when Rachel didn't speak for a few moments.  
 
      
 
    “Well, it's not that big a deal. Unless, you know, you consider a promotion to Assistant Regional Manager a raise a big deal.” 
 
      
 
    “What?!” Lauren said, her jaw dropping. “You're getting that position? I've heard rumors that they had selected someone, but…” She paused, frowning. “Hey, wait. Why is this the first I'm hearing about it?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, I only got the official confirmation yesterday,” Rachel replied. “And I wanted us to be able to celebrate in style, so I figured dinner tonight wasn't too long to keep you in the dark.” 
 
      
 
    “Sneaky little witch, aren't you?” Lauren said with a grin.  
 
      
 
    “You know you love it,” Rachel replied.  
 
      
 
    Lauren looked thoughtful. “So, an Assistant Regional Manager. Won't that give you the same authority as Karlie?” 
 
      
 
    “It will, in fact,” Rachel replied, beaming. “And you know, there was a time I'd have rubbed that in her face. But why would I want to now? She's a completely different person.” 
 
      
 
    “In a way, it's too bad. It would be so much easier to rub it in her face now that you two are basically the same height.” Lauren chuckled at her joke and took another sip of wine.  
 
      
 
    “I still find it amazing that she never did ask for the rest of her height back. I mean, it's been almost a year, and other than two inches to get her out of the four-and-change range…” Rachel shrugged. “She must genuinely enjoy being five foot nothing.” 
 
      
 
    “You always said it had its advantages,” Lauren pointed out.  
 
      
 
    “Well, yeah. But if I'd had a choice in the matter, I think I'd have felt differently.” 
 
      
 
    “Heh. You might be right. Look what happened when you did have a choice,” Lauren replied, gesturing vaguely up and down Rachel's seated form.  
 
      
 
    “Hey, don't blame me for not wanting to be tiny,” Rachel said defensively. While their date nights could result in all kinds of wild size fluctuations, publicly, Rachel had kept her height at a modest 5’4", only four inches taller than she was originally. She had been dreading the day Karlie would ask for her extra inches back and Rachel would have to readjust to life at her old size, but so far that day hadn't arrived.  
 
      
 
    “You still look pretty small to me,” Lauren taunted. Tonight she stood six feet tall in her four-inch heels, a fact that hadn't escaped Rachel's notice.  
 
      
 
    Rachel cocked an eyebrow. She held up the necklace. “Careful, or I might have to make an adjustment.” 
 
      
 
    “You wouldn't shrink me in this dress,” Lauren replied. “You love the way it shows off my curves.” She took another sip of her wine, but she shivered suddenly, feeling a tingle down her spine. The wine glass seemed to stretch in her hand, and the skintight purple dress she wore shifted slightly on her body. “Hey!” she protested.  
 
      
 
    Rachel’s smile was wolfish. “Never assume you're safe from me, little lady,” she said. “You push me, and you might end up riding home in my cleavage.” 
 
      
 
    Lauren shivered again, though this one had nothing to do with magic. Rachel had reminded her of one especially memorable weekend they'd shared a few months ago, and Lauren felt her cheeks reddening. “I, uh…” she faltered, not knowing how to respond.  
 
      
 
    “But you're right,” Rachel said, pretending not to notice Lauren's reaction. “You do look amazing in that dress.” 
 
      
 
    Lauren felt another tingle, and everything around her seemed to shrink slightly as she returned to normal. The tingle didn't stop, though, and she could feel the dress starting to constrict around her, her breasts rising slowly out of the neckline like dough in an oven. “Hey! Hey!” she yelped, squirming in her seat as it and the dress gradually became more uncomfortable. She could feel the material stretching tightly over her curves, and her eye level was slowly moving upward. She hunched down in the chair self-consciously. “Rachel! Stop!” she hissed urgently. 
 
      
 
    “Aww. But you look so hot when you’re practically busting out of your clothes…” Rachel sighed theatrically. The necklace flashed. “You’re no fun,” she added, pouting. 
 
      
 
    Lauren exhaled in relief as she sank back down to her normal size, the tightly-stretched fabric relaxing slightly. “I just don’t want to be naked in public, if it’s all the same to you.” 
 
      
 
    “No fun at all.” 
 
      
 
    The two of them enjoyed their appetizers and dug into the main courses, Lauren eagerly asking what kind of perks Rachel would get with her new position and Rachel gleefully replying. After they had polished off one bottle of wine and started on a second, their conversation migrated to what else they might do this evening to celebrate their good fortune.  
 
      
 
    “Well,” Rachel said coyly, “I was thinkin’ we should have ‘nother bottle of wine, fer starters.” 
 
      
 
    “Mmm, can we get desshert?” Lauren asked, smiling.  
 
      
 
    “Yep,” Rachel replied with a nod. She leered at Lauren. “An’ then maybe I'll take ya home for dessert.”  
 
      
 
    Lauren blushed. “Oooh. Shounds naughty. Wha’ did you have in mind?” 
 
      
 
    Rachel took a gulp of her wine. “Heh. Well. I was thinkin’ about making both of us about thish big.” She held a slightly unsteady hand about four inches above the tabletop. “I got a cheeshecake. We could get naked and roll around in it.” 
 
      
 
    Lauren's eyes went wide, and she fanned herself. “‘s it hot in here, or jusht me?” 
 
      
 
    “You know yer hot,” Rachel replied with a grin. “But it seems like ya like my idea, huh?” Her grin turned wicked. “Hey, they've got yummy cheeshecake here. Maybe we could…” 
 
      
 
    “Nope!” Lauren said, a little too loudly. She lowered her voice and continued. “Already told ya, I'm not an exshibi-- exobi-- I'm not gettin’ naked in public,” she said. She scooped up another bite of her seafood pasta.  
 
      
 
    “Aw, c’mon,” Rachel protested. “It’d be fun!” 
 
      
 
    “It'd be embarrasshing, and we'd get arrested,” Lauren said with a scowl. “An’ if you ask me again, you might be celebratin’ alone when we get home.” 
 
      
 
    “Fine,” Rachel said, sighing theatrically. “But we should totally do the cheeshecake thing when we get home.” She polished off the wine in her glass and took a bite of her veal parmigiana.  
 
      
 
    “Now that idea I support!” Lauren replied happily.  
 
      
 
    As Rachel waited for the waiter to come by and refill her wine, she idly imagined Lauren slowly shrinking in her seat. Rachel had shrunk Lauren enough times now that she could easily picture it: the tall brunette shifting slowly, subtly downward, almost looking like she was slouching at first. Her dress would start to shift around on her body, its sleek lines no longer hugging her curves. She would get lower and lower, her eye level soon sinking to meet Rachel's and then crossing beneath--that was a moment that always gave Rachel a thrill. Lauren's plunging neckline would literally plunge, sliding down her chest to gradually reveal more of her breasts, her enlarging bra threatening to fall off at any moment.  
 
      
 
    Rachel sighed and shifted her position in her seat, suddenly uncomfortable. She fidgeted with the shimmery silver top she wore, which seemed to be slightly out of place. Satisfied that she had adjusted it correctly, she returned her attention to Lauren, daydreaming about what would be happening under the table. Lauren's dainty, feminine feet would slowly lift off the floor, taking her strappy heels with them at first. As her feet shrank, the heels would dangle loosely from them, eventually dropping off and hitting the floor with a thump. Lauren's hosiery would begin to sag and bunch around her shrinking legs. Further up, her panties would loosen their grip on her waist; a peek under Lauren's short purple dress would afford Rachel a tantalizing glimpse of it happening. Rachel idly slipped her foot out of her right sandal, scratching an itch on the back of her left ankle with her toes. Her pantyhose felt a bit odd on her feet, and she discreetly reached under the table to check on them.  
 
      
 
    “You okay over there, hon?” Lauren asked, twirling up another forkful of pasta.  
 
      
 
    “‘m fine,” Rachel replied absently. She squirmed in her chair, an awkward feeling much like a wedgie making her panties feel uncomfortable. That's not exactly something I can adjust here at the table, she thought, giggling involuntarily as she mentally pictured it. The waiter stopped by to refill her wine. “Thank ya,” she said, smiling up at him. She grabbed her wine glass, thinking it felt a bit heavier than before. He must have filled it up higher. Not that I'm complaining. She took a sip, but when she tried to set it down on the table, she misjudged it. The glass tipped, and she frantically grabbed at it with both hands, holding it steadily upright as the wine sloshed around inside it.  
 
      
 
    “You shure yer okay?” Lauren asked again. “Maybe you've had a liiiiiittle too much wine?” she added, drawing the word out in a singsong fashion.  
 
      
 
    “Nonshense,” Rachel said. “Jusht...didn't set it down right. ‘S a heavy glass.” Satisfied that her wine was safe, she let go of the glass and relaxed in her chair. Something brushed against her chest, but she ignored it. She wanted another bite of her veal, but her plate didn't seem to be where she had left it, and it took her wine-fogged brain a few seconds to get a grip on her fork and knife (which also felt a bit awkward) and get to her plate.  
 
      
 
    Hearing the clatter of silverware, Lauren looked at Rachel with a smirk. “I think you mush be pretty drunk. Shounds like…” She trailed off, raising an eyebrow and suddenly looking concerned. “Uh...what are you doin’? Looksh like you've got a lil wardrobe malfunction, there.” She gestured with her fork at Rachel's chest.  
 
      
 
    “Hmm?” Rachel asked. She glanced down at her chest and was shocked to see that her glittery silver top had fallen down on one side, exposing a cup of her strapless bra to the room. “Wha’ the hell?” she muttered. She tugged it back up and spent several seconds trying to adjust it, since it didn't seem willing to stay in place. She finally managed it and looked up to find Lauren grinning at her. Rachel blushed. “Dunno what that wash,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Oh, I shee,” Lauren replied. “When you want me naked in public, iss okay to shrink me until my clothesh fall off, but when it's you…” She trailed off and stared hard at Rachel, squinting and flicking her gaze between Rachel and her immediate surroundings. “Oh! You lil tease!” she giggled. “Yer shrinkin’ yourself!” 
 
      
 
    “No ‘m not,” Rachel protested. But even as the words left her mouth, her tipsy brain carefully added up a few things. Her clothes feeling weird, the awkwardly heavy wineglass, her utensils and plate feeling out of place… “Shit,” she slurred. “Yes I am. Shit,” she repeated.  
 
      
 
    Lauren giggled again. “Sherves you right, talking about doin’ it to me.” 
 
      
 
    Rachel held up her necklace, trying to focus on it through several glasses of wine. She stared at the little blue gem, gratified when it lit up and she felt a tingle and her eye level shifted. “There. Got it.” In a moment, though, she realized it was shifting down.  
 
      
 
    “I don' think sho,” Lauren said with another giggle.  
 
      
 
    “Wait, no, hang on,” Rachel said. She clutched at her dress as it slid off her chest again, and she was startled when she noticed how big even the exposed bra cup looked. Whoa. How much have I already shrunk? Her feet lifted off the floor, slipping out of her shoes easily, her hose wrinkling and sagging off her feet. The table rose slowly higher in her eyes, Lauren looking gradually bigger and farther away as Rachel struggled against her drunkenness to regain control of the magic. She fumbled with the necklace, concentrated as hard as she could, and finally felt her shrinking stop. “Oh-kay,” she said with exaggerated slowness.   
 
      
 
    Lauren looked across the table and down, meeting Rachel's eyes just a few inches above the edge of the table. “Aren't you gonna grow back?” 
 
      
 
    “I'm...I'm havin’ some trouble controlling it right thish second,” Rachel admitted. “Might wait until I've shobered up. I'm a little drunk.” 
 
      
 
    Lauren giggled again. “Yeah! You are a little drunk!” she teased.  
 
      
 
    “Ha, ha,” Rachel replied sourly. She shifted uncomfortably in her chair, holding the oversized dress against her body. She was small enough now that she was fairly sure it would fall into her lap if she let go, taking her too-big bra with it. She didn't have a tape measure handy, and her perception wasn't the sharpest at the moment, but she knew she was noticeably smaller than her original height. She thought she might be in the vicinity of four and a half feet tall. Maybe even a bit smaller…  
 
      
 
    “Well, I'm not gonna complain,” Lauren said. “Next ta your lil ass, I feel like an Amazon.” She leaned over the table and added in a drunken, too-loud whisper, “Maybe I should be the tall one in bed later. I'll make yer little body feel gooooooood.” 
 
      
 
    “Shh!” Rachel hissed, feeling her cheeks burning. She had a bit of an exhibitionist streak, for sure, but she was not enjoying it being completely out of her control, or Lauren broadcasting their sex lives to the whole dining room. I hope I can grow back soon. Bad enough she's not gonna let me live this down for a long time…  
 
      
 
    “Eat yer dinner, little lady, so you can grow up big and shtrong!” Lauren said with a mocking laugh. She took another bite of her pasta, shaking her head in amusement.  
 
      
 
    Lauren's joke got Rachel thinking. If she didn't have any more wine, and got more food in her stomach, it might help her sober up faster. Couldn't hurt, anyway. She managed to scoop up another bite with some difficulty, thanks to her diminished coordination (and stature). When the waiter came by to check on them, Rachel self-consciously shifted in her chair, stretching and sitting up as straight as possible to try to appear normal. Even then, she got a funny look from the waiter as she asked him to bring her some water.  
 
      
 
    “Do ya think he noticed?” Lauren asked teasingly. “Cuz I think he noticed.” 
 
      
 
    “You're sho gonna pay fer this when I get big again,” Rachel said sourly.  
 
      
 
    After their main courses were finished, Lauren decided she did want dessert at the restaurant, after all. She blamed Rachel for making her think about cheesecake, and she knew this restaurant served up a decadent chocolate cheesecake that Lauren teasingly insisted was “big enough to share, especially with you.” Rachel only glowered in reply, taking a hefty gulp of water from what seemed to her to be a large, unwieldy glass. 
 
      
 
    As they sat there waiting, Rachel felt as though the water, food, and time had helped sober her up somewhat. However, she knew that bigger people processed alcohol faster. She was painfully aware of the irony: if she could grow to a larger size she'd get sober faster, but being drunk was preventing her from growing. A classic catch-22, she thought. Still, she was feeling at least somewhat more clear-headed. I can at least give it a try…but what if I mess up again?  
 
      
 
    “Penny for your thoughts, Shorty,” Lauren said loudly from across the table. She had finished the second bottle of wine after Rachel declined any more of it, and she was reveling in the rare experience of being so much bigger than Rachel. “Or maybe half a cent?” she added with a laugh.  
 
      
 
    Rachel's cheeks burned. Fuck it. She held the necklace in one hand and concentrated. Nothing. She shut her eyes and focused as hard as she could. Try as she might, she felt none of the familiar tingles or subtle shifting that indicated she was growing. She barely noticed the cheesecake arriving,or the clink of Lauren's fork against the plate. But she did notice the almost orgasmic sounds Lauren made as she tasted the dessert.  
 
      
 
    “Mmm,” Lauren said happily. “Thish is so good. You hic! gotta try a bite, Rach. Iss heavenly.” She frowned and leaned forward, looking down at her shrunken girlfriend. “Hey. Whatcha hic! doin’ over there, anyway?” 
 
      
 
    “Just a sec,” Rachel replied, envious of Lauren getting to the cheesecake first (and more envious that Lauren was still normal size). “Come on,” she muttered quietly, focusing her will on the necklace.  
 
      
 
    “Mmm,” Lauren moaned again. “Sho delicious. ‘N ya know, I think thish wine is goin’ to my head. I feel all tingly…” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, rub it in, why don't you,” Rachel said irritably. “I'm havin’ a real problem--” She stopped abruptly as she looked up at Lauren. Something was off about her, though Rachel wasn't sure what at first. However, as she continued to stare, her jaw dropped--Lauren's head was slowly sinking downward. She's shrinking too! What the hell?  
 
      
 
    “What are you staring at, lover?” Lauren asked. She took another bite of cheesecake and moaned softly again, seeming to slide gradually down in her seat as she extended the sound. “Sho tasty. You really oughta get some, yer missin’ out.” 
 
      
 
    Rachel could only watch, dumbfounded, as Lauren shrank in her chair. The form-fitting purple dress loosened and sagged, going from hugging her curves to concealing them in wrinkled fabric. Rachel pushed herself up in her seat again, rising to get a better view of what was happening. Between her new position and Lauren's continued shrinkage, their eyes were close to level. 
 
      
 
    “Oh!” Lauren said in surprise, looking up from her decadent dessert. “You look a lil bigger. Didja finally get yourself shtraightened out?” 
 
      
 
    “Uh…” Rachel replied, still stunned at what she was seeing. As she kept watching, Lauren kept shrinking, her eye level moving lower and lower. Soon, the difference in their heights became negligible...then nonexistent...then, as Lauren kept going down, the gap began to widen in the other direction. “Lauren, you're...you're…” 
 
      
 
    Lauren’s dress and bra suddenly slipped down, flashing her breasts. Even though she was drunk, this got her attention. She looked down in wide-eyed surprise. “Eep!” she shrieked, pulling the garments back up and holding them against her chest. “Rayshel!” she slurred. “Yer shrinkin’ me!” 
 
      
 
    “I’m not!” Rachel said defensively. Her thoughts flashed to her envy at Lauren not getting accidentally shrunk, and her irritation at having her diminished size rubbed in her face by her increasingly Amazonian girlfriend. Not on purpose, anyway... 
 
      
 
    Two dull thumps came from under the table--Lauren’s sandals hitting the floor, Rachel suspected. Lauren’s head sank lower still, her eyes wide with panic as she held her growing dress against her body. “Rach! Stop! Not in public!” she said desperately. 
 
      
 
    Rachel blinked, startled into action by Lauren’s urgent tone. She clutched the necklace tightly, willing it to stop Lauren’s unexpected reduction. 
 
      
 
    “I’m shtill shrinkin’!” Lauren cried, her voice starting to rise in both volume and pitch. “Knock it off!” 
 
      
 
    “I’m tryin’!” Rachel protested. She focused even harder on the necklace, trying to grasp the magic through her alcoholic haze.  
 
      
 
    After a few more moments, Lauren breathed a loud sigh of relief. “I don’t feel all tingly anymore,” she said softly. “I think iss stopped. Now c’mon, make me big again.” 
 
      
 
    “I, uh…” Rachel murmured the rest of her sentence under her breath. 
 
      
 
    “Hmm?” Lauren asked. “Whatcha say?” 
 
      
 
    “I shaid I can’t!” Rachel replied. “‘M too drunk right now. I was already tryin’ to grow myself back, an’ I just ended up shrinkin’ you instead. I think…” She exhaled loudly in exasperation. “I think we’re shtuck like this until I sober up.” 
 
      
 
    “Wha’ the fuck, Rach?” Lauren said angrily. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry!” Rachel wailed. “It really wasn’t on purposhe, I swear! I’d fix it if I could!” 
 
      
 
    Lauren glared. It wasn’t very intimidating, as she was now shorter than Rachel and was just barely above the tabletop, but it still sent the intended message. “Take that fuckin’ thing off. Right now. An’ I swear to God if you ever get drunk wearin’ it and this happensh again I’ll make you go back down to five feet and have that necklace melted down.” 
 
      
 
    “Got it. Don’t drink an’ shrink,” Rachel replied, giggling in spite of herself. The sound died in her throat as she saw the look on Lauren’s face. “Uh. I really am shorry,” she said contritely. “I dunno why thish happened. I’ve gotten drunk with it on before.” 
 
      
 
    “I don’ really care why,” Lauren replied, moving to get up from the chair. “Let’s get a to-go box an’ get the hell outta here before we embarrass ourselvesh some more.” As if on cue, her slight hop down from the chair caused her to lose her grip on the purple dress, which dropped to the floor and took her bra and panties with it. 
 
      
 
    “Shit!” Lauren shrieked, bending quickly down to scoop up her fallen clothes. Rachel resisted the almost overwhelming urge to whistle at Lauren’s ass, realizing even through her drunkenness that it would be an extraordinarily bad idea just then. 
 
      
 
    Rachel was still seated, but she made a mental note to take great care with her own oversized outfit when she got down. “I don’ think anyone saw y--” she started, but she was cut off by a furious glare and and upraised hand from Lauren. 
 
      
 
    “I’m goin’ outside an’ calling an Uber,” Lauren said through gritted teeth. Her cheeks were burning red, and she looked like she was on the verge of some kind of breakdown. “You pay the bill and meet me out there. And don’t you dare forget the cheeshecake.” She whirled around, scooped up her fallen heels, and carried them out in the fingers of one hand, the other one still clutching her dress and undergarments against her body. Her pantyhose flopped loosely around her feet as she stalked away. 
 
      
 
    Rachel watched her go, guessing that Lauren had shrunk to roughly four feet tall. Her normally taller lover being significantly shorter than her was a serious turn-on for Rachel, but she knew that after this fiasco, she wasn’t getting anything tonight. She’d be lucky if she didn’t have to sleep on the couch. Damn, she thought disappointedly, trying to brush away the fantasies that rose unbidden to her mind. Sighing, she fetched her purse from where it hung on the back of the chair and waited to flag down their server for the check. 
 
      
 
    * * * * * * 
 
      
 
    A few days after their disastrous dinner date, Lauren had mostly gotten over it, and things were back to normal between her and Rachel. Rachel had been able to return them to their normal sizes when she had sobered up the morning after, and she had refrained from using the necklace since then. She hadn't even worn it, instead burying it somewhere in her purse. Still, she wished she could play around with it a bit, and idle fantasies and daydreams wandered through her head while she was at work.  
 
      
 
    Rachel was in the middle of one such fantasy (while she was meant to be getting set up in her new office) when Taylor walked in. After her initial shrinking at Rachel's hands, Taylor had been given back all of her old height. This put her at 5’10", two inches taller than Lauren and six more than Rachel, though it had been ten at Rachel's old size. Taylor looked worried about something.  
 
      
 
    “I’d prefer it if you knocked instead of just walking in,” Rachel said archly.  
 
      
 
    “Sorry,” Taylor said. “I'm just…I have a lot on my mind.” Taylor sighed heavily. “Can I ask you something?” 
 
      
 
    “You just did,” Rachel replied with a grin. “What's up?” 
 
      
 
    “I, uh… I…” Taylor hesitated, seeming unsure of her words. She sighed again. “Okay. I'll just come right out and say it. Did you shrink me again recently?” 
 
      
 
    Rachel's eyes widened in surprise. “No. Other than that little joke I played on you a couple of months ago, I haven't messed with your size at all since I gave it back.” She frowned at Taylor. “Why do you ask?” 
 
      
 
    “I mean, I can't point to any one specific thing,” Taylor replied, “but it seems like things are just the slightest bit off for me today.” She held up a hand and started raising fingers, ticking her points off one by one. “I couldn't get comfy in my car on the drive to work. My sunglasses kept sliding down my nose. My purse isn't sitting right on my shoulder. My clothes, even my shoes, feel a little loose. I keep thinking I’m feeling those weird tingles. And I had to adjust the height of my chair this morning because it felt wrong.” She stared hard at Rachel. “You're telling me the truth? You really didn't do anything?” 
 
      
 
    Rachel held up both hands, palms open and fingers splayed. “The truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth. I haven't changed your height at all recently. I haven’t even worn the necklace in a few days.”  
 
      
 
    “Then what the hell is going on with me?” Taylor asked, annoyed. She fidgeted with the sleeves of her blouse.  
 
      
 
    Rachel shrugged. “I don't know what to tell you. Maybe you're just stressed out or tired?” 
 
      
 
    Taylor looked skeptical. “Maybe…” she said with a frown.  
 
      
 
    “Did you need anything else?” Rachel asked. “Not to be rude, it's just I'm trying to take care of a few things before I get settled into my new office…” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, yeah. I heard. Congratulations,” Taylor said absently. She tugged at the waistband of her skirt, looking worried. “I, uh...I guess I'll see you later.” She turned and walked out, closing the door behind her.  
 
      
 
    Rachel chuckled softly at Taylor's distress. I must have really messed with their heads, she thought. Of course, she could relate; ever since her unexpected shrinking in the restaurant, she had been paranoid. Every slightest shift of her clothing, every time something felt even the slightest bit off, she had experienced a brief flash of panic that she was going to shrink uncontrollably again. It hadn't happened, but that fear was the primary reason she had left the necklace alone for the past few days.  
 
      
 
    Deciding that she really did need to get to work, Rachel forced herself to concentrate. She logged in to her computer, going through her datebook to reschedule or reassign some of her previous tasks and meetings while setting up new ones now that she had different responsibilities. She also had emails to respond to, a few lingering reports to get done, some paperwork to do for HR…  
 
      
 
    Some time later, she was interrupted by a knock at her door. “Come in,” she said absently, her attention fixed on the computer. 
 
      
 
    Lauren stepped in, closing the door behind her. “Hello, lover,” she purred. 
 
      
 
    Rachel looked up, breaking into a grin. “Lauren! Hey, honey. What brings you by?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, you know,” Lauren said, smiling mischievously. She reached behind her and locked the door. “I was just thinking about you and wanted to stop by for a minute.” She started across the carpet towards Rachel’s desk, deliberately stepping in a way that showed off her legs and rolled her hips. 
 
      
 
    Rachel raised an eyebrow. “Is that so?” she said, her eyes sparkling. 
 
      
 
    “You know it, sexy.” Lauren got close to Rachel’s desk and leaned down, giving Rachel a nice view down her shirt. 
 
      
 
    “Mmm. What’s gotten into you?” Rachel asked. Lauren rarely acted this way at work, not that Rachel was complaining. 
 
      
 
    “Hmm? What’s gotten into me?” Lauren asked, leaning down and moving forward a little more, improving Rachel’s view of her cleavage. “I guess you could say I wanted to get your undivided attention. Do I have it?” She batted her lashes at Rachel invitingly. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, yes. You definitely do,” Rachel replied with a huge grin. 
 
      
 
    “Good!” Lauren said. “Then maybe you can explain why you’ve decided to shrink me at work!” 
 
      
 
    “What?!” Rachel asked, stunned. She stared wide-eyed at Lauren, who had gone from playful to angry in nanoseconds. “What do you mean?” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t play dumb, Rach,” Lauren snarled, standing up from the desk. “I know I’ve shrunk. I’ve been feeling those tingles, and I recognize the signs.” She shook her arm, and her watch wobbled loosely around her wrist. One of her rings flew off her finger to land on the floor. She pinched the shoulders of her blouse and pulled upward; it rose up at least an inch, only to settle back down on Lauren’s frame when she let go. She lifted one leg, wiggling her foot to show the looseness of her high-heeled shoe; her pantyhose also looked loose and wrinkled. “What the hell? Without my permission and while I'm at work? How could you?” 
 
      
 
    Rachel was flabbergasted. “Lauren, I swear, I haven't done anything to you! I'm not even wearing the necklace!” 
 
      
 
    Lauren glared furiously at Rachel. “How else do you explain this? I mean, if it was just one thing, maybe I'd write it off, but I've obviously shrunk!” she hissed.  
 
      
 
    “Lauren, please. You've gotta believe me. I haven't done anything to you.” Rachel stood up from her desk, walking around it to face Lauren. She thought their relative heights still checked out, but she couldn't be sure, since both of them were wearing heels of different heights. “Take off your heels,” Rachel suggested.  
 
      
 
    “What? Why?” Lauren asked.  
 
      
 
    “Because mine are four inches high,” Rachel said. “Without yours, we should be about even. It's the best we can do to check it. I mean, unless you've got a tape measure somewhere around here. I don't.” 
 
      
 
    Lauren blew out an exasperated breath. “Fine,” she said. She lifted one foot and shook it; the heel slipped off and fell to the floor with a dull thump. She repeated the process with her other shoe and stood before Rachel, the carpet faintly tickling her bare feet through her pantyhose.  
 
      
 
    Rachel tried to ignore the flash of lust that went through her mind at seeing Lauren instantly drop three inches right in front of her. “Um…” Rachel coughed to clear the slight tremor in her voice. “Okay. Stand as straight as possible.” Lauren complied, and Rachel did the same, standing with her back rigidly straight. “You look okay to me,” she said, her eyes exactly level with Lauren's. “Turn around and we'll stand back-to-back.” 
 
      
 
    Lauren rolled her eyes, but she spun around. Rachel turned as well, enjoying the pleasant warmth of their bodies pressed together. She put her hand atop her own head and moved it back until her fingertips met Lauren's hair. She pressed down slightly, her hand remaining perfectly flat rather than tilting in either direction. “Yep. Feels like we're the same height, give or take a centimeter. I know this isn't a scientific measurement, but it should prove you haven't shrunk.” 
 
      
 
    “Then what the hell is going on?” Lauren asked, moving away and turning back around to face Rachel. She reached for her fallen heels, scooping them up with two fingers.  
 
      
 
    Rachel shrugged. “I don't know what to tell you, babe. You look normal to me.” She fidgeted with her blouse, which felt like it had shifted slightly with her movement.  
 
      
 
    “Well, I don't feel normal,” Lauren said angrily. “And it's pretty obvious my clothes and shoes don't fit, wouldn't you say?” 
 
      
 
    Rachel sighed. “It's gotta be something else. Maybe you're just being paranoid. But I promise I haven't shrunk you.” She shifted her weight nervously from foot to foot, feeling like her own heels didn't quite fit right. A shiver ran up her spine. Great. Now she's got me feeling paranoid. Rachel almost mentioned that Taylor had visited earlier with the same complaint, but felt that might only add fuel to the fire.  
 
      
 
    “I've...I've gotta get back to work,” Lauren said, frowning. She slipped her heels back on. “I'm sorry I barged in here accusing you. Forgive me?” 
 
      
 
    In answer, Rachel stepped forward and pulled Lauren down, their lips meeting in a kiss. It started out sweet, but then their kiss deepened, their lips parting and tongues meeting. Lauren moaned softly as Rachel pulled her even closer-- 
 
      
 
    “Oh!” Rachel said in surprise, pulling away suddenly as Lauren quickly dropped down to her level. What happened? Did you just--” She stopped when she saw the grin on Lauren's face. She looked down and saw that Lauren had quickly stepped out of her heels again. “Oh, very funny,” Rachel said.  
 
      
 
    “Couldn't resist,” Lauren replied. “Consider it an apology. And maybe a preview for tonight, if you feel comfortable using the necklace again.” 
 
      
 
    Rachel's pulse pounded at the thought of getting back to their bedroom size games after several days without. “Still. Not cool to mess with me like that,” she said halfheartedly.  
 
      
 
    “You know you love me,” Lauren said, sticking out her tongue at Rachel. She turned to go, slipping her heels back on.  
 
      
 
    Rachel walked Lauren to the door, giving her a quick smack on the ass and getting a surprised yelp in response. “Couldn't resist. You know you love me,” she echoed, winking.  
 
      
 
    “I'll get you for that later,” Lauren replied, grinning over her shoulder as the door swung closed behind her.  
 
      
 
    Rachel returned to her work, trying not to be distracted by fantasies of making love to a shrinking Lauren. Before long, she was interrupted by another knock at the door. She sighed in annoyance and rose from her desk, hoping she could shoo away whoever it was.  
 
      
 
    Halfway across the office, Rachel stumbled and nearly fell. Bewildered, she looked back and saw that she had stepped out of her heels. They hadn't felt right since Lauren's visit, and now they had slipped off. What the hell? Rachel thought. The obvious explanation flitted through her mind, but she quickly disregarded it. Sliding her feet back into her heels, she muttered vague curses against Taylor and Lauren for making her worry about more unplanned shrinking. Crossing the carpet to the door, she mused that all she needed now was a visit from…  
 
      
 
    “Karlie?” Rachel said as she opened the door and looked down into the face of her formerly Amazonian boss. Ex-boss, Rachel corrected herself mentally. She closed the door behind Karlie as the diminutive brunette entered the office, heading toward Rachel’s desk. “Look, if you're here to accuse me of shrinking you recently without your permission, I promise I haven't.” 
 
      
 
    “What?” Karlie said, looking puzzled as Rachel followed her to the desk. “No. Why would I think that?” Her face paled. “Wait. That was a suspiciously specific denial. You haven't, have you?” She glanced down at her clothing, tugging at it to check for any looseness.  
 
      
 
    “No,” Rachel replied. “But Taylor and Lauren have both been by today accusing me of it, and now they've got me paranoid.” Something did seem off about Karlie’s appearance; Rachel flicked her gaze up and down, but couldn’t place what it was. 
 
      
 
    “Ah.” Karlie’s eyes sparkled with faint amusement. “You've no one to blame but yourself for that, you know. I know you've messed with Taylor's height a few times, and as for Lauren… Well. I have little doubt that you've found some, uh, highly entertaining ways to use that necklace of yours.” She grinned. “I wouldn't be surprised if every time they lose a pound or put on a stretched-out shirt they think they're shrinking again.” 
 
      
 
    Rachel sighed. “You're probably right,” she said. “I'm sure they're worried about nothing. I haven't even worn the damn necklace in days.” She smiled faintly at Karlie, still struck by the vague impression that something wasn’t right. She shrugged it off. “So what brings you by?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, I do have a few things I need you to sign off on, transferring your remaining open projects to others under my supervision,” Karlie replied. “But mainly, I came by to see how you're doing. I know moving to this kind of position can be a bit daunting, and I wanted you to know that if you need any advice you can always ask me.” 
 
      
 
    Rachel smiled. There was a time, not too long ago, when such a sentiment from Karlie would have been a barb, suggesting none too subtly that Rachel was out of her depth and wouldn't succeed at her new position; any help sought would have been seen as admitting failure, and any advice given would have been condescending. Now, though, she truly was a different person, and Rachel could see the sincerity and genuine willingness to help behind Karlie’s words. “Thanks, Karlie. That's very kind of you,” Rachel said. “I haven't really hit any roadblocks yet, but I'll definitely come to you if I do.” She took the sheaf of papers Karlie held out and set them down on her desk. “I’ll get these signed and back to you by the end of the day.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay, Rachel. Thanks,” Karlie said, turning to go. She stepped toward the door, and Rachel did as well, getting ahead of Karlie to hold the door for her. 
 
      
 
    “No problem. Thanks again for offering to help,” Rachel replied, smiling warmly. Something seemed off as Karlie crossed in front of her into the doorway, but Rachel couldn’t put her finger on it. 
 
      
 
    Karlie turned around in the threshold. “I’m sure you’ve already heard it a dozen times, but congratulations on your promotion!” She moved forward suddenly and gave Rachel a brief hug. 
 
      
 
    Rachel was caught completely off-guard by Karlie’s embrace. “Uhh...thanks,” she said, awkwardly returning the gesture. As her arms wrapped around Karlie, she realized what was wrong: at 5’4”, she was exactly four inches taller than Karlie, which seemed to be about the difference between them as they stood there hugging each other. 
 
      
 
    But at the moment, Karlie was wearing flats...and Rachel was wearing four-inch heels. 
 
      
 
    As if to confirm her suspicion, she felt a very faint shifting sensation, as if Karlie had moved upward slightly in her arms. At the same moment, a faint tingle passed through Rachel’s nerves. Shocked, she quickly released the hug and pulled back from Karlie, suddenly anxious. 
 
      
 
    “Rachel? Are you okay?” Karlie asked, concern evident in her expression. 
 
      
 
    “I, uh...I’m...I’m not feeling so great all of a sudden,” Rachel said. “I...think I need to go to the restroom. I’ll, uh, see you later.” She stepped past Karlie and out of her office, leaving her former boss staring after her in confusion. 
 
      
 
    Rachel darted down the hall toward the nearest restroom, scrunching her toes to help keep her heels from flying off. She could feel them wobbling on her feet, and the way her stockings bunched slightly. She tried to tell herself that everything looked normal as she ran past offices, cubicles, and coworkers, but she didn't really believe it. She pushed through the door to the ladies’ room, dashing into a stall and locking it. She realized belatedly that she could have stayed in her office for more privacy, but her only thought at the time had been to get away from Karlie as fast as possible.  
 
      
 
    Rachel looked down at herself, taking stock of her body and clothing. Aside from the loose heels and stockings, she could feel her skirt shifting on her hips, and her blouse looked rumpled. Her watch, like Lauren's, flopped loosely around her wrist, and her earrings felt odd, as if they were a bit bigger than she was used to.  
 
      
 
    Shit, Rachel thought irritably. I'm shrinking. But why? I haven't even touched that damn necklace.  
 
      
 
    The door to the restroom swung open, and footsteps clacked on the floor tiles. “Rachel?” came Karlie's voice. “Are you okay? Do you need any help?” 
 
      
 
    Dammit. “I'll be fine, Karlie. I just...need a minute,” Rachel replied. Or however long it takes to figure this out and stop it.  
 
      
 
    “Are you sure?” Karlie asked. “Should I call a doctor? Or maybe Lauren?” 
 
      
 
    Lauren was the last person Rachel needed to see at the moment. Her own unplanned shrinkage would only put Lauren's fears back into play. “No, thanks!” Rachel called. “Really, I think I'll be okay! I don't need any help!” 
 
      
 
    “Well...okay,” Karlie replied uncertainly. “Just...let me know how you're doing, okay? Or at least promise you'll go see a doctor if you aren't better by the end of the day.” 
 
      
 
    Rachel was again struck by the drastic change from Karlie's days as the biggest bitch in the company--the “Dark Tower,” as Rachel and Lauren had called her. She was practically a flower child compared to how she had been before. “I promise.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay,” Karlie said, mollified. Her feet clicked against the tiles, and the sound of the door opening and closing signaled her departure.  
 
      
 
    Rachel sighed in relief, deciding to wait several minutes to minimize the chance of Karlie seeing her when she left the restroom. She leaned back against the stall partition, trying to relax. She didn't have much luck, though, unable to get the fact that she was shrinking off her mind. The faint sensation of the metal sliding upward behind her jolted her off of the wall, and she fidgeted, her nerves jangling as she worried that every passing second cost her another fraction of an inch. She imagined she could see the stall expanding around her, the walls creeping slowly upward and outward, and she fought to keep from panicking.  
 
      
 
    As soon as she felt that enough time had passed, Rachel unlatched the stall (did the lock feel bigger in her fingers?), shoved through the restroom door (was it heavier now?) and raced back down the hall toward her office.  
 
      
 
    Halfway there, her feet slipped in her oversized heels, and she lost her balance, pitching forward and nearly falling. She managed to catch herself by flinging out an arm and grabbing a doorframe, skidding roughly to an unsteady stop in her stockinged feet.  
 
      
 
    “Rachel? Are you okay?” said a voice from within the office.  
 
      
 
    Rachel glanced over her shoulder and saw Janice from accounting sitting at her desk. The tall, slightly heavyset blonde was staring at Rachel in a mixture of concern and surprise.  
 
      
 
    “I'm…” Rachel started, but she cut herself off, staring in horror at her hand on the doorframe. The long sleeve of her green blouse was covering half of her palm, and as she watched, she was almost sure she could see the fabric bunching at her wrist, as if the sleeve was slowly getting longer. “I'm…” she tried again, but awareness of several other small details intruded upon her thoughts: her wrinkled stockings sagging around her legs, her skirt feeling like it was losing its hold on her hips, her earrings gradually becoming heavier as they expanded against her earlobes, her watch falling off of her free hand and hitting the floor with a thump…  
 
      
 
    Janice was rising from her desk, looking like she intended to come over to check on Rachel. “I've...gotta go!” Rachel blurted, whirling around to grab her fallen heels and watch before bolting up the hall, leaving the bewildered accountant standing in the doorway, scratching her head and staring after Rachel.  
 
      
 
    Rachel managed to reach her office without falling again, though she could feel her stockings flailing about in the air behind her feet. Her door was closed, which was odd, as she knew she hadn't closed it in her frantic dash for the restroom. I guess Karlie closed it for me? She stopped and leaned against the door for a moment, catching her breath--the hallway was longer than she was used to, thanks to her current condition. She turned the knob and opened the door, hurriedly stepping inside. She halted in shock upon seeing that the room was occupied.  
 
      
 
    “Ah. Rachel. There you are. We need to--oh my God!” Lauren said as she turned around and saw Rachel.  
 
      
 
    Taylor was in the room as well, and her jaw dropped as she took in Rachel’s appearance. “Wait, I’m confused. Why would you shrink yourself too?” 
 
      
 
    Rachel grimaced. “I didn’t!” she protested. Of course, she knew why they were staring; she could tell from the relative size of the office and the furniture that, without her heels, she was now less than five feet tall. She was currently shorter than she had ever been before obtaining the magic necklace. Great, she thought miserably. “I mean, obviously, yes, I’ve shrunk, but I’m not doing it to myself on purpose!” 
 
      
 
    “But you are doing it to us on purpose,” Taylor said sharply. 
 
      
 
    Belatedly, Rachel took in how the two of them looked. Even though Rachel was now less than five feet tall, both Lauren and Taylor still looked roughly as tall as she was used to seeing them relative to her. In fact, Taylor looked slightly shorter, and Lauren still wore her heels. Both of their outfits looked loose and wrinkled, from their baggy blouses all the way down to their rumpled stockings bunched up over too-big shoes. 
 
      
 
    “No, I…” Rachel faltered, unsure how to explain what was happening to them, especially since she didn’t actually know. “Look. I promise, I haven’t used the necklace at all in the past three days. I’m not intentionally shrinking either of you, or myself. I have no idea how this is happening!” 
 
      
 
    “And we should believe you because…?” Lauren asked. 
 
      
 
    “Well, what would I have to gain from doing this? You know I’d never put myself below five feet--” Rachel stopped abruptly as she felt a tingle run up her spine, and a familiar sliding sensation as her clothes shifted around on her frame. One shoulder of her blouse slipped down, and she reflexively grabbed it and pulled it back up. “See? It just happened again, and I’m not even wearing the necklace!” she said, agitated. “As I was saying, there’s no advantage in getting Lauren mad at me, and I don’t have any reason at all to shrink you, Taylor.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m still not convinced,” Taylor said, frowning. 
 
      
 
    “Fine. I’ll prove it to you,” Rachel replied. “I have the necklace stashed in my purse somewhere. I’ll dig it out right now and fix this nonsense.” 
 
      
 
    “Hey! No way! As soon as you grab it, you could shrink us until we’re helpless!” Taylor protested. 
 
      
 
    Rachel sighed in annoyance as she strode over to her desk, where her purse rested. The trip took a few more steps than she’d anticipated, and it felt weird having to reach higher to get her purse down. “If that was my intention, Taylor, don’t you think I’d have already done it the first time you came into my office?” 
 
      
 
    Taylor blinked rapidly, looking sheepish. “Oh. Right.” 
 
      
 
    Rachel dug around in her purse, trying to ignore the bothersome sensation of everything feeling slightly bigger. Where did I put that damn thing…? She finally pulled the silver necklace out of a side pocket, holding it up triumphantly. “Ha! Got it!” Rachel slipped the necklace over her head and held the silver rune in one hand, thinking of restoring herself to normal. She felt nothing. Worried, she closed her eyes tightly and concentrated harder; still, nothing happened. She felt as if she could sense the necklace’s magic, but was unable to grasp it. 
 
      
 
    “Uh, Rach?” Lauren said after a few minutes. “You planning on, you know, doing something?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m trying to concentrate,” Rachel replied, annoyed. Come on… She attempted to bring the magic under control, but it seemed to keep slipping through her fingers like smoke. Giving up on fixing herself for the moment, she instead tried to direct her attention to restoring Lauren or Taylor. The magic felt marginally less nebulous with that thought, though she continued to fail to seize control of it. 
 
      
 
    “Come on!” Taylor snapped. “What are you waiting for?” 
 
      
 
    A flash of annoyance shot through Rachel, and she glared at Taylor with narrowed eyes. Rachel briefly entertained the notion of shrinking Taylor a few more inches...and just like that, the magic responded to her will. “Wait, no!” Rachel said, suddenly panicked. 
 
      
 
    Taylor shivered and felt herself sinking slowly down, her clothes shifting on her frame. “Hey! Hey! What the hell are you doing?” she yelled, grabbing at her capris as they slid off of her left hip. “What the fuck, Rachel?!” 
 
      
 
    Rachel let go of the necklace and immediately concentrated on something other than her momentary irritation with Taylor. It seemed to work, as Taylor didn’t appear to be shrinking anymore, but Rachel was frightened that it had happened at all. “Well. I can’t make us any bigger, but it looks like causing deliberate shrinking still works. That’s just fantastic,” she said sourly. 
 
      
 
    “Let me try,” Lauren said, a note of anxiety in her voice. “You’ve let me borrow it a time or two, and I still remember how to use it.” 
 
      
 
    “What makes you think you can do any better?” Rachel asked. 
 
      
 
    Lauren scowled. “Well, I couldn’t do any worse.” 
 
      
 
    Chagrined, Rachel pulled the necklace off and handed it to Lauren. Lauren slipped it over her head and spent the next few minutes trying to restore any of their sizes. She had no better luck than Rachel, and eventually gave up, sighing in frustration and handing it back. “Okay. I can’t do it, either.” 
 
      
 
    “Can I try?” Taylor asked. 
 
      
 
    Rachel shook her head. “No offense, but Lauren and I have both had practice with this. You wouldn’t know what you’re doing. Who knows what could happen? You might accidentally shrink us all down to the size of action figures.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, like you’re doing such a great job,” Taylor replied, rolling her eyes. “Fine. Whatever. I guess I wouldn’t know how to use your stupid magic necklace anyway. So what do we do now?” 
 
      
 
    About ten minutes later, they had obtained a tape measure (borrowed from the maintenance department) and had called Karlie to Rachel’s office. The three of them were annoyed to discover that Karlie was still mysteriously exempt from the uncontrolled shrinking they were experiencing, though she was understandably pleased.  
 
      
 
    Despite her being accidentally shrunk by Rachel’s failed attempt to use the necklace, Taylor was still just barely the tallest of the group, so she was assigned the task of marking their heights on the wall and measuring them. She had insisted that Lauren give up her heels for an accurate measurement, and Lauren had reluctantly complied. Taylor had cast her shoes aside as well, though it made little difference as she had worn flats that day. She stood with her back to the wall and marked her own height, and then she did the same for Lauren and Rachel. Taylor stood 5’4”, Rachel’s previous preferred height and a loss of six inches from her previous size. Lauren was down from 5’8” to 5’2”. And as for Rachel… 
 
      
 
    “Four foot nine,” Taylor said, raising an eyebrow in surprise. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, come on!” Rachel moaned. “This is so not fair! Why is this happening to me? Er, us?” she amended hastily, seeing the look on Lauren's face.  
 
      
 
    “I don't know,” Karlie said. “But I'm glad I haven't been affected. I mean, I feel bad for you guys, but…” 
 
      
 
    “You haven't been affected yet,” Lauren said. “But we wanted to let you know this was happening, so you'd know to watch out in case it does start happening to you.” 
 
      
 
    “Good point, and thanks,” Karlie replied.  
 
      
 
    “So what's our plan now?” Taylor asked, nervously tugging her capris up her hips.  
 
      
 
    “All I can think to do is contact the lady who sold it to me,” Rachel said. “Hopefully she'll understand what's going on, and how we can fix this. In the meantime, we just have to hope we don't shrink more.” The office door suddenly swung open. “Hey! Don't you know how to knock?” 
 
      
 
    The tall, willowy brunette walking in flushed bright red, the spots of color obvious against her pale skin. Rachel recognized the young woman after a moment--her new personal assistant, Stephanie. “Uh, s-sorry,” she stammered, nearly dropping the folder she held. Her eyes darted nervously behind her glasses, taking in the other three women in Rachel's office. “I, uh, didn't know you w-were in a meeting.” 
 
      
 
    “Which is why you should knock first,” Rachel said in a faintly patronizing tone. She sighed. “What did you need, Stephanie?” 
 
      
 
    Stephanie set the folder down on Rachel's desk. “I have the client files you requested earlier for your meeting tomorrow,” she said, her voice still carrying a faint tremor. “I'm sorry again about interrupting--” 
 
      
 
    Rachel waved a hand dismissively, cutting Stephanie off. “It's okay,” she replied. “Just please remember to knock unless it's an emergency, okay? I can't stand it when--” She froze as she glanced up from the folder and saw Stephanie adjusting her glasses. She seemed to be having trouble getting the thin black frames to sit right on her face, and every time she let go they slipped down to the end of her nose. Okay. Now you're really being paranoid, Rachel chided herself.  
 
      
 
    “...Are you okay, ma'am?” Stephanie asked, looking at Rachel in puzzlement.  
 
      
 
    Rachel realized she was staring. “Oh! Sorry about that. You just...uh...seemed to be having some trouble with your glasses, there. Didn't mean to stare.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah,” Stephanie replied, taking them off and frowning at them. “It's weird. I could've sworn they fit fine earlier.” She shrugged, and then she fidgeted with the shoulder strap of her sleeveless top. “Ugh. Now this feels weird, too.” She sighed. “Sorry again about interrupting your meeting, boss. I'll be more careful in the future.” She turned around and walked toward the door, stumbling briefly and frowning down at her shoes on her way out. Rachel stared after her, as did the other three women in the office.  
 
      
 
    “Did she just…?” Karlie asked.  
 
      
 
    “Seemed that way, didn't it?” Lauren replied.  
 
      
 
    “No. There's no way,” Rachel protested. “She wasn't involved in any of what happened last year, and I've never used the necklace on her even once. So how could she even be affected by what's going on with us?” However, a fear that that was exactly what had just happened nagged at her.  
 
      
 
    “It really did seem like she shrank, at least a little bit,” Taylor said. “I mean, we all know the signs well enough.” 
 
      
 
    “Look,” Rachel said. “It doesn't make any sense for someone to get caught up in this...whatever this is if they weren't already involved. And even if she did shrink a little bit,” she continued, preempting the protests that she was sure were coming, “it's probably just from being around all of us and the necklace. Plus we don't know how to fix it. So even if that did happen, it didn't happen. She didn't notice, and we don't need gossip and panic flying around. So can we keep this between us?” 
 
      
 
    Karlie frowned. “Well, I agree that word getting around wouldn't be very useful,” she said. “But what if she does eventually notice?” 
 
      
 
    “You didn't,” Lauren said teasingly.  
 
      
 
    Karlie narrowed her eyes. “Very funny.” 
 
      
 
    “She's got a point, though,” Rachel said. “Stephanie obviously didn't notice. Neither did you or Taylor, at first. The magic kept you or anyone else from figuring it out until I let you. So I'm sure we're fine.” Rachel wasn’t sure they were convinced. Hell. I don’t even know if I convinced myself.  
 
      
 
    Lauren sighed. “I guess there really isn’t much we can do about it at the moment,” she said. “Rach, you’re going to get in touch with the lady who sold you the necklace, right?” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll look up the number and call her right away,” Rachel replied. She did a quick internet search for the name of the shop. She had half-expected to find no results, but a map came up showing “Vendredi’s Antiques” with a phone number. She dialed the number, her breath held in anticipation. Her three officemates were staring raptly at her, waiting for an answer. Rachel felt a flash of irritation when, after several rings, she got routed to voice mail. 
 
      
 
    “Thanks for calling Vendredi’s Antiques,” a cheerful voice said. Rachel recognized it as belonging to the proprietor. She drummed her fingers on the desk impatiently as the recording gave the store's location and hours. Finally, the voice said “We're sorry we missed your call. If you'd like to leave a message with your name and number, we'll return your call as soon as possible. Thanks!” There was an electronic beep.  
 
      
 
    “Mrs. Vendredi? Hi,” Rachel said, trying to keep her anxiety out of her voice. “My name is Rachel. You probably don't remember me, but a while back, I bought a magic necklace from you. It's been, uh, malfunctioning, and I really need some…” She paused, unsure how to phrase her request. “I guess magical tech support? It's, uh, pretty urgent. If you could please call me back…” She left her number, said thanks, and hung up. She looked at the other three women in her office. “I guess all we can do is wait for her to call back,” she said miserably.  
 
      
 
    “In the meantime, I suggest we try to carry on like nothing's wrong,” Karlie said. “If we act strangely, people might get suspicious, and I'm sure none of you want anyone looking too closely into your...condition. Right?” she said with a hopeful smile. “I'm sure Rachel can get this fixed soon, so for now, let's all try to focus on our work.” 
 
      
 
    “Easy for you to say,” Lauren grumbled.  
 
      
 
    Taylor nodded. “Yeah, it's not like you're shrinking.” 
 
      
 
    Karlie sighed loudly. “And I have no idea why not. Who knows? It could hit me at any moment. I'm just saying we should all take our minds off of this and avoid suspicion in the interim.” 
 
      
 
    “She's right,” Rachel said. “I'll let you guys know if I hear anything. For now, let's all just get back to work.” 
 
      
 
    * * * * * *  
 
      
 
    Shortly after the impromptu meeting, Lauren sat at her desk, staring numbly at her computer screen. She was completely unable to take her mind off of what was happening to them. Every time she felt even the least bit uncomfortable in her chair, every time her clothes needed adjusting, every slightest chill down her spine as the building’s cool air found a place to caress her skin sent a brief jolt of panic through her. She wasn't sure how many of these, if any, were times she actually shrank, but the fear was there. This had left her unable to get any work done; all she had been able to do was mindlessly scroll through her emails and browse the web. The irony wasn't lost on her that she and Rachel used to complain about Taylor constantly goofing off and never getting any work done. The more things change…  
 
      
 
    Finally, the nervousness built to a point where she could no longer stand it. She decided that she was going to go bug Rachel to call Mrs. Vendredi again. However, a quick glance at the clock showed that it had only been an hour since she had left Rachel's office; it was probably too soon to get worried. Still, I have to get out of this office, at least for a few minutes. She rose from her chair and immediately lost her balance as her feet slipped in her oversized heels.  
 
      
 
    “Whoa!” Lauren cried, grabbing at the edge of her desk to steady herself. The wood surface felt abnormally thick between her fingers and she recoiled immediately. She looked down at herself and was dismayed to see that her clothes looked larger on her than they had when she had returned to her office. Of course, that could just be my mind playing tricks on me… She chewed her lower lip nervously as she stared at the mark on the wall she had drawn roughly an hour ago upon arriving. I have to know.  
 
      
 
    Lauren grabbed a pencil from her desk and stepped toward the small line on her office wall. She had gone about three steps when her feet slipped again, causing her to stumble forward. She felt the carpet tickling her feet through the thin material of her pantyhose, the hosiery sliding and bunching on her smaller feet, and a soft brushing of fabric against her legs as her skirt and panties fell down. “Eep!” she squeaked, flushing red and bending down to pick up the fallen garments. She was grateful that her coworker was out sick and she had the office to herself for the day; otherwise, she would have been significantly more embarrassed.  
 
      
 
    Clutching her clothing against her body, she strolled over to the wall, pencil in hand. She pressed her back to the wall and stood as straight as possible before scratching a line on the wall by the top of her head. She turned around and stared in dismay at the new line, which was clearly a few inches lower than the original. With a sinking feeling, Lauren held the pencil vertically against the wall and saw that the two lines were almost far enough apart that the pencil fit between them. That’s gotta be a least five inches. Maybe more, she thought with dismay. What am I gonna do? 
 
      
 
    There was a knock at her door, and the handle turned. Lauren glanced over in surprise. “Lauren?” said a female voice from outside the door. A short, curvy young girl with vivid blue-and-green hair stepped into the office, looking puzzled at the empty desk for a moment before she spotted Lauren standing by the wall. “Oh, there you are,” the newcomer said. “Why are you holding a pencil against the wall?” 
 
      
 
    “Uh, no reason,” Lauren replied hastily, jerking the pencil away and holding it behind her back, as if she didn’t want it to be seen. She searched her mind for the woman’s name--Lauren had definitely seen her before; the brightly-colored hair and the multiple piercings, bracelets, and rings she wore were memorable. Lauren knew that the young woman worked in the I.T. department, but couldn’t quite recall her name... Susan, I think? “What can I do for you, Susan?” 
 
      
 
    “It’s Suzanne,” the girl corrected. 
 
      
 
    “Sorry,” Lauren said sheepishly. 
 
      
 
    Suzanne shrugged. “People do it all the time. No biggie.” She strolled over to Lauren’s desk. “Anyway, I’m here because you reported some computer issue earlier today?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah,” Lauren said, relieved that Suzanne’s focus was on the computer rather than on Lauren being over a foot shorter than her normal height. Still, Lauren didn’t want company at the moment; she wanted to hide in her office until Rachel got this mess straightened out. “It kept dropping my connection to the company intranet. But it hasn’t done it in a couple of hours, so it’s probably fine.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, I’m already here,” Suzanne replied. “I might as well run a couple of diagnostics, yeah?” She grinned at Lauren. 
 
      
 
    “Uh...sure.” Lauren tried to keep from sounding too disappointed. “Not to rush you, but is this gonna take long? It’s just that I have a lot of work to do…” 
 
      
 
    “Shouldn’t be more than ten minutes or so,” Suzanne replied, peering at Lauren’s computer screen through her thick-rimmed black glasses as she typed, her multicolored fingernails clicking rapidly away at Lauren’s keyboard. 
 
      
 
    Lauren stood beside Suzanne, silently praying she wouldn’t shrink more while surreptitiously keeping her eyes on the punk-girl programmer in hopes that Suzanne would remain riveted to the screen and not ask Lauren any awkward questions. As the minutes ticked by, Lauren gradually became aware that something was amiss with Suzanne. 
 
      
 
    It started with her fingers missing keys. At first, it was only a minor typo here or there, but soon enough she was constantly slipping and mistyping things. “Ugh! What is happening here?” Suzanne sighed. She lifted her hands from the keyboard and cracked her knuckles, frowning at her nails. She brushed off a few flecks of chipping polish, and as she put her hands down to resume her work, rings slid off of both of her ring fingers and one thumb. “What the hell?” she said irritably, slipping the rings back on only to find they wouldn’t sit securely. Annoyed, she pulled them off (along with the rest of her rings when she discovered they were loose) and put them in the pocket of her jeans. She sighed again. “Okay, don’t know what that was about, but anyway…” 
 
      
 
    She resumed her work, but the typos kept getting worse. They weren’t at all helped by her having to stop every so often to push her glasses back up her nose. At one point, she had to stop to take the piercings out of her nose, ears, and lip, sighing loudly in relief as they came off. Eventually, she let out a frustrated groan and shoved the chair backwards, pushing herself away from the desk. “I don’t know what’s with me today,” she said apologetically, turning to look up at Lauren. “I just--um...can I help you?” 
 
      
 
    Lauren blinked, startled. Realizing she’d been staring at Suzanne, she blushed and looked away. “S-sorry,” she stammered. “I didn’t mean to stare.” But I’m pretty sure you’re shrinking. Obviously, she couldn’t come out and say that without sounding crazy. “I was...uh...just daydreaming. Sorry.” She chewed her lower lip in worry, hardly able to believe what her eyes were telling her. There was little doubt, though; the girl’s polo shirt was baggy, and gaped around her neck wide enough to show her bra straps. She looked like her feet were barely touching the floor. Even relative to the now-petite Lauren, Suzanne looked extremely short. 
 
      
 
    “Riiiiiight,” Suzanne said slowly. “Look, it’s not really any of my business, but you seem like you’ve got something major on your mind. If I were you, I’d get it taken care of quick, or a dropped connection is gonna be the smallest obstacle to you getting any work done.” 
 
      
 
    Lauren flinched when Suzanne said smallest, trying not to let more of her anxiety show. “I’ll be fine,” she replied. “Speaking of my connection, did you get it fixed?” Maybe once she gets away from me, she’ll stop shrinking... 
 
      
 
    “I made a few tweaks to your system that should fix it, but I’m gonna crawl under your desk and check the physical connections to your tower just in case,” Suzanne replied. She got out of Lauren’s chair, almost having to hop, and let out a surprised yelp when her jeans plunged to the floor. A pair of purple panties hung loosely about her waist, sagging in back to reveal part of her ass. “Oh my God! What the hell?” Suzanne immediately bent down and yanked her pants back up. She fidgeted with the jeans, tightening her belt as far as it would go and stuffing handfuls of her comparatively gigantic shirt under the waistband. “I...I…” Her cheeks burning red, Suzanne looked up into the eyes of a shocked-looking Lauren. “I...I’m sorry, something must be wrong with my uniform. I’m so embarrassed. I…” She paused, a deer-in-headlights expression on her face. “L-let me just check your connections and then I...I gotta go.” 
 
      
 
    Without waiting for a reply from Lauren, Suzanne turned and ducked under the desk. She didn’t notice that standing up she was barely taller than the computer monitor, though Lauren spotted it. Suzanne poked around under Lauren’s desk for just about a minute, her jeans starting to slide off again and her sneakers flopping off of her shrinking feet. She quickly extracted herself from under the desk and stood up. “I don’t see anything wrong under there,” she said hastily, still red in the face. She moved hurriedly toward the door. “If you have any more problems, put in another ticket!” she called over her shoulder as she bolted from the room, her sneakers flying off and landing in the doorway to Lauren’s office. 
 
      
 
    Lauren strolled over and picked them up, leaning out into the hallway with a worried look on her face. She caught sight of the child-sized figure of Suzanne, baggy clothes billowing around her like sails, as she ran into the restroom. Lauren returned to her desk, worry tying knots in her stomach as she stared down at Suzanne’s shoes. Her anxiety multiplied when she looked at the marks on the wall again. She had been a mere 5’2” upon leaving Rachel’s office, and now she was about a pencil’s length shorter than that. Doing some quick-and-dirty calculations, Lauren estimated she was around 4’7” or 4’8” at the most. Suzanne had to have been around four feet tall when she had fled Lauren’s office. So not only is it not stopping, but it looks like it’s spreading. Rachel wasn’t even here this time. What the fuck is happening?! 
 
      
 
    * * * * * * 
 
      
 
    Taylor had left the meeting in Rachel’s office trying not to worry about what was happening to them. Sure, she had lost six inches of her height, but her clothes still fit her okay, nobody outside the four of them was apparently going to notice, and even with Karlie being unaffected Taylor was still the tallest out of the group. She was confident that Rachel would talk to the lady she had bought the necklace from and get this all straightened out, and until then, Taylor was just going to focus on her work and put shrinking out of her mind. 
 
      
 
    She returned to her desk and surveyed the bank of cubicles in her domain. Once the higher-ups had noticed her improved work ethic and efficiency, Taylor had received a promotion to a floor supervisor position. That her performance had improved thanks to some magical coercion from Rachel didn’t bother Taylor at all; she was getting paid more, had better benefits, and found enough satisfaction in her new position that she was able to fend off the urge to reach for her smartphone and entertain herself at work. She followed Karlie’s example--the new Karlie, not the old one, whom even Taylor had sometimes thought was a bitch--and was well-liked among her subordinates while still managing to run a tight ship. 
 
      
 
    Her plan for refusing to worry about shrinking went perfectly well right up until Janice from accounting stopped by with some paperwork to sign regarding approved leave for Pamela, one of Taylor’s underlings. Taylor couldn’t help noticing that the tall, broad-shouldered blonde seemed to loom over her while standing nearby. Taylor was struck with the momentary urge to stand up and see just how different their heights would be, but she quickly put the thought out of her mind. Still, she couldn’t help wondering if she had shrunk even more. Janice was normally the same height as Taylor, but now she seemed so big… 
 
      
 
    Belatedly, Taylor realized she had zoned out while Janice was speaking, though Janice didn’t seem to have noticed. “...just need a signature from you here, and her,” she said, indicating two blanks on the form she had set on Taylor’s desk. 
 
      
 
    “Uh, sure,” Taylor said. “Did you need anything else?” 
 
      
 
    “Nope,” Janice said, smiling brightly. Taylor felt a surge of relief. It faded seconds later when Janice said “Now, if you’ll just get Pamela over here so she can sign the forms too…” 
 
      
 
    “Okay,” Taylor replied hastily, just wanting to be rid of the intimidating, Amazonian Janice. “I’ll go get…” Taylor started to rise from her seat, but realized she didn’t want to stand next to Janice. “I mean, I’ll just buzz her.” Taylor settled back into her seat and picked up her phone, dialing Pamela’s extension. 
 
      
 
    Moments later, Pamela stepped up to Taylor's desk to stand beside Janice. Pamela was a skinny girl in her early twenties. As usual, her red hair was pulled up in a bun, and she peered at Taylor through her wire-rimmed glasses. Even though Pamela was visibly shorter than Janice beside her--and normally a few inches shorter than Taylor, too--she also looked intimidatingly large. Fuck. Have I shrunk more? Dismayed, Taylor glanced down at herself, trying to determine if her clothes looked looser than they had before. She thought they might, but she wasn't sure. She ran her hands along her outfit, tugging at the fabric to see how much slack there was.  
 
      
 
    “Um…Taylor?” Pamela's soft voice intruded. Her hand waved in front of Taylor's face. “Hello?” 
 
      
 
    “Huh?” Taylor said, startled. “Sorry. I, uh...my mind was somewhere else. What were we talking about?” 
 
      
 
    “I was just saying thanks for approving my vacation days,” Pamela replied. “Are you okay? You seem worried.” 
 
      
 
    “I'm fine!” Taylor replied sharply. “I'm fine,” she repeated in a calmer tone. “Sorry. You're welcome. I hope you enjoy your vacation.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, don't worry, I will!” Pamela said. “Who wouldn't enjoy a ten-day Caribbean cruise?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I love cruising!” Janice said happily. “Where are you headed?” 
 
      
 
    Taylor grimaced as the two women launched into an excited conversation about the joys of cruise ship travel. All she wanted was to be left alone and not reminded of her shrinkage, but it looked like Janice and Pamela were going to be talking for several minutes, looming over Taylor's desk the whole time. They looked like they might be even bigger than they'd been a few minutes ago, although Taylor tried to reassure herself that it was just her mind playing tricks on her. She frowned and looked at her computer, annoyed when she found herself locked out of her company email account. She submitted a ticket to the help desk and glowered at her screen, silently willing the two giantesses to go away.  
 
      
 
    Soon enough, her wish came true, though not in the way she had wanted. The next time she looked away from her computer screen, Janice and Pamela were still there, but they looked different. After a few seconds of staring, Taylor realized that they had shrunk. Not by much, perhaps only a few inches, but Taylor had been through enough to recognize shrinking when she saw it. Pamela’s glasses kept slipping down her nose, and Janice’s sleeve had crept slightly over her hand where it rested on Taylor’s desk. Both women were occasionally fidgeting with their clothes, as if they were slightly ill-fitting.  
 
      
 
    Worse, as Taylor continued to observe her two coworkers, she could actually see them creeping slowly downward. Pamela’s glasses slid again, this time all the way to the tip of her nose. Her bun began to unravel, her red hair shifting as the elastic and pins holding it in place became bigger relative to her. Janice’s blonde ponytail was experiencing similar difficulties. The sleeve of her blazer was gradually swallowing more of her hand, which looked progressively smaller next to the sleeve. Her rings also looked loose on her fingers. 
 
      
 
    “Did you need something, Taylor?” Janice asked suddenly, turning to look at her. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, you’re kind of staring,” Pamela said, also turning to look. Her glasses dropped off her nose completely, one arm slipping off an ear as well. “Ugh! These damn glasses just won’t stay in place!” she grumbled, trying in vain to position them on her smaller head. 
 
      
 
    “Ow!” Janice said sharply. “My earrings!” She reached up to remove the dangling hoops from her ears, groaning in irritation when her rings fell off from the motion. “And my rings. Dammit!” She bent to retrieve them, and when she came back up, her hair slipped out of the band holding it in a ponytail, and her blonde locks swung down around the sides of her face like curtains. “And now my hairband. What the hell is happening here?” 
 
      
 
    Pamela giggled at Janice’s situation...and then her own wavy red hair collapsed out of its bun, spilling out until it fell halfway down her back. “I don’t know, but I’m having the same problem. This is weird!” 
 
      
 
    Of course, Taylor knew exactly what was happening to them, but she’d sound like a lunatic if she explained. Much like Taylor and Karlie when they had originally been shrunk, and like Rachel’s assistant earlier today, Janice and Pamela likely wouldn’t figure out what was really happening even if it became blindingly obvious. Taylor could only stare helplessly as they continued their slow descent, still chatting happily away about trivialities as if they weren’t going through a bizarre magical transformation. The two women looked considerably less imposing now; Taylor thought they might be her height if not shorter at this point, and they were clearly still shrinking. Unable to resist the urge to check, Taylor stood up from her desk and walked around to the front to stand near her coworkers. Sure enough, Janice was roughly even with her, and Pamela was shorter than both of them. 
 
      
 
    “So then I said--aah!” Pamela cried, abruptly cutting herself off as her slacks plunged off of her legs. Her baggy shirt hung low enough to preserve her modesty, but she still turned beet red. Taylor glanced down and saw a pair of panties lying atop the fallen pants, and Pamela’s white stockings were bunched and sagging around her legs. “Oh my God!” she said, hauling her pants back up.  
 
      
 
    Janice started to say something, but her face froze in panic as her skirt slid off of her curvy hips and fell to the floor. Her shirt was cut a bit higher than Pamela’s, evidently, as it didn’t hang low enough yet to cover her groin. Janice had made the bold and slightly naughty decision to forego underwear, and only sheer, wrinkled hosiery barely held up by loosening elastic covered her pussy. She, too, blushed in embarrassment and bent to retrieve her skirt. Taylor was behind Janice and got a front-row seat to the woman flashing her ass to half of Taylor’s department. “Shit, shit, shit!” Janice shrieked. “What the fuck is happening to our clothes?” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know!” Pamela wailed. “It’s like they got bigger or something!” She was struggling with her belt, tightening it as far as it would go. Her pants still looked like they might drop off at any moment, and their cuffs were bunching up over her sandals. “I...I got it fixed, for now, but...I need some safety pins or something. Damn!” 
 
      
 
    “I have plenty in my desk,” Janice said, sounding like she was forcing herself to remain calm. “Come with me, and we’ll get this sorted out.” She strolled off down the hallway, carrying the signed forms from Taylor’s desk with one hand and holding her skirt against her waist with the other. Pamela followed behind, trying not to trip over her slacks. 
 
      
 
    Taylor watched them go, shocked to see that Janice was barely taller than the tops of the computer monitors on the desks she passed by. She was resolutely ignoring anyone who stared at her. Taylor was amazed at how quickly Janice had recovered her professional demeanor. She recalled how embarrassed she had felt when her clothes had seemingly betrayed her at work, and she shook her head, laughing softly to herself. She was worried about what might happen to Janice and Pamela, and how soon Rachel could fix them. 
 
      
 
    Her attention quickly returned to her own predicament when she felt her feet sliding gently in her flats and her own skirt shifting unsteadily on her hips. Shit. I’m still shrinking too. Might need to grab a few safety pins myself, she thought. She slowly, carefully walked back around her desk, holding her skirt in place while trying very hard to look like she wasn’t having to hold it in place. Her steps were unsteady in her shoes, and she was grateful she hadn’t worn heels today. The height advantage they’d have given her would have been offset by the difficulty of walking in them as her feet got too small to fit in them properly. She sat back down in her chair and pretended to focus on work as she surreptitiously searched her desk drawers for anything to hold her clothes in place.  
 
      
 
    A few minutes and a cache of safety pins later, Taylor felt confident her outfit wouldn't drop off again anytime soon. She had also left room for adjustments in case, God forbid, she shrank more. Her clothes were wrinkled and baggy, their bulk extremely unflattering to her curves, but she'd take looking shabby over exposing herself to the entire office. She settled into her chair. Then, annoyed, she stood up, adjusted her chair to a higher position, and settled into it again. I hope Rachel gets that lady on the phone soon…  
 
      
 
    Taylor was able to return her focus to her work, and for a while, she was once again able to put worries about shrinking out of her mind. Even when Pamela returned a short time later, looking about four feet tall as she walked by Taylor's desk, Taylor barely noticed. Every now and then, one of her employees would stop by her desk to ask a question, drop off some papers, or perform some other mundane ritual of office work. It was only after this had happened several times that Taylor noticed something: the people coming to her desk were getting progressively shorter.  
 
      
 
    She had no idea when it had started, but she really noticed it when Emily stopped to talk to her for a minute. The slender brunette was already fairly short, but the longer she stood there, the shorter she seemed to get, her head sinking lower and lower, the surface of the desk seeming to rise to block more of her from Taylor's view. What really caught Taylor's attention was when Emily's carefully styled hair fell apart, as Janice and Pamela had experienced earlier. Emily's surprised gasp and sudden motion snapped Taylor out of her half-stupor and brought what was happening to the forefront of her mind. Her desk was set up at the end of a large office containing a few rows of cubicles occupied by the staff she oversaw. Because of the partitions, she could only see a few employees from her desk, but of those, at least a couple looked suspiciously short. Excusing herself from Emily's presence, Taylor took a short stroll around the floor, looking over her staff.  
 
      
 
    What she saw alarmed her greatly. While she couldn't be sure, since most of them were seated, it looked like every single female member of her team was shorter than usual. Her eyes widened as she stared at her staff, seeing a baggy outfit here, a too-large shoe dangling off a foot there. The men who worked for her looked unaffected, for some reason. Lucky them, she thought sourly. What the hell is going on here? A flash of guilt shot through her as she suddenly thought that perhaps she was somehow causing this. She had no idea how, but she was the only connection between these people and the original incident, so it made an unpleasant amount of sense…  
 
      
 
    Taylor returned to her desk to find a petite girl with punk-rock hair waiting for her. The young woman looked vaguely familiar, but Taylor couldn't quite recall her name. “Uh, hi,” she said to the girl. “It's Sharon, right?” 
 
      
 
    “Suzanne,” the girl replied miserably.  
 
      
 
    “Sorry,” Taylor said. “I didn't mean to hurt your feelings.” 
 
      
 
    “It's not that,” Suzanne replied. “I'm just feeling...off today. I've managed to embarrass myself and lose my favorite ring, and I keep tripping on my own shoes, and…” She sighed heavily. “Just one of those days where nothing feels right, you know?” 
 
      
 
    Taylor did know, all too well. She hadn't given her initial impression of Suzanne as petite a second thought, but she belatedly realized that the girl shouldn't have looked so small at Taylor's new size. Taylor took a closer look at Suzanne and saw the telltale signs: her clothing was bunched, tucked, and pinned; the cuffs of her jeans were rolled up in big, bulky rings; her polo shirt was buttoned all the way up and still gaped around her neck and shoulders; her huge, boxy glasses were arranged carefully on her head with what looked like rubber bands holding them in place; and the top of her green-and-blue locks were even with Taylor's computer monitor. Evidently, Suzanne had already been subjected to some shrinking today. Taylor estimated that the girl was around four feet tall, if not a bit shorter. “Uh...yeah. I know exactly what you mean,” Taylor said sympathetically.  
 
      
 
    “Why are you looking at me like that?” Suzanne asked irritably. “You're the second person who's looked at me like that today. Do I have something on my face?” 
 
      
 
    The glare she was giving Taylor suddenly dropped down about an inch, and Taylor reacted with alarm, turning quickly away from Suzanne. “Sorry! I had something on my mind!” she said hastily. “So what can I do for you?” 
 
      
 
    “I'm from I.T.,” Suzanne replied. “You submitted a ticket earlier. I'm here to check on your computer.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh! Right,” Taylor said. “Thanks. It was locking me out of my email, and I have no idea why.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll have a look,” Suzanne said. Taylor got out of her chair and stepped aside as the I.T. girl came around her desk. Suzanne paused, staring at Taylor’s chair as if trying to figure out what was wrong with it. After a few moments, she lowered it down so she could get in easily, only to discover that it was awkward for her to use the keyboard from the lowered position, as Taylor had noticed earlier. Suzanne stood up and raised the chair, but then she had trouble getting into it, as the cushion was higher than her waist. Finally, she managed to hop into the seat, her feet in their oversized sneakers dangling just above the carpet. “Geez. What’s with this super-high desk?” she grumbled. “Anyway. This shouldn’t take me too long to fix. Give me a few minutes.” 
 
      
 
    Taylor decided to grab a cup of coffee while she waited. She strolled over to the break room, trying to avoid staring too intently at her staff. If they’ve shrunk again, I don’t want to know. Rachel had better get all of this fixed. Taylor poured some of the strong dark roast into a mug that felt awkward and heavy in her smaller hands, and then she added some cream and sugar. Taking a sip, she sighed in satisfaction. At least there’s one thing that hasn’t gone wrong today. She walked back to her desk slowly, carefully carrying the mug and taking the occasional delicious sip of the brew. However, the moment she rounded the corner of a cubicle row and saw her desk, she froze in shock and dropped her mug, her coffee spilling all over the carpet. Taylor didn’t even notice, her attention riveted to Suzanne sitting in the desk chair. 
 
      
 
    Suzanne had gotten markedly smaller in the few minutes Taylor had been gone. She had looked to be about four feet tall when she arrived; now, Taylor wouldn’t take any bets that Suzanne topped three feet. Her polo shirt looked much wider, and had actually slipped partway off her shoulder, revealing a loose purple bra strap. The complex arrangement holding her oversized glasses on her head had shifted, leaving the giant lenses perched precariously on the tip of her nose. Her shoes and one sock had fallen off, leaving one rumpled sock hanging loosely from one of her rolled-up jeans cuffs and the toes of a bare foot sticking out of the other. She seemed to be so focused on her work on the computer that she didn’t even realize what had happened to her, even though she was clearly having trouble typing and using the mouse, and was now having to reach up to the desk surface even though the chair was still as high as it had been. 
 
      
 
    Taylor approached the desk, doing her damnedest not to stare at the shrunken technician, knowing it would ultimately do little good. She swallowed nervously, unsure what to say. Fortunately for her, Suzanne beat her to the punch. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, hey, you’re back,” she said, not even glancing at Taylor. She scowled at the keyboard in frustration as she missed another stroke. “I think I’ve found some kind of bug in the email server that’s locking out admin accounts. I’ve got yours fixed, but I’m going to have to check in on some other supervisors who might be affected.” She sighed heavily. “As if my day wasn’t bad enough.” 
 
      
 
    “I, uh…” Taylor hesitated, still not knowing what to say to Suzanne, and still stunned at her shrinkage. Her voice even sounded higher than it had a few minutes ago. “That’s...um, thanks. I’m sorry you’re having such a terrible day.” 
 
      
 
    “Not like it’s your fault, but thanks,” Suzanne said. 
 
      
 
    About that… Taylor thought, though she didn’t say it. “Good luck,” she said instead. 
 
      
 
    Suzanne smiled ruefully. “Thanks. Hopefully this problem looks bigger than it actually is.” She hopped down out of the chair...and misjudged the distance, not realizing that it was farther than she had thought. Her feet landed awkwardly on her fallen shoes, and she fell as her jeans plummeted down her legs. “Aah!” she cried out, tumbling forward and landing facedown in front of Taylor. 
 
      
 
    “Oh my God! Are you okay?” Taylor said, bending down to help Suzanne up. She went to grab the smaller woman’s arm, but the overgrown polo shirt had both of them trapped. 
 
      
 
    Suzanne twisted around, taking stock of her situation. “What the...hell...just…” She trailed off, seeing her jeans, panties, shoes, and socks forming a sort of trail between her body and Taylor’s chair. She looked down at herself, seeing that all she still had on was a gigantic polo shirt and an equally outsized bra, both of which had slumped off of one shoulder and revealed one of her shrunken (but still proportionately large) breasts. Her bare legs up to about mid-thigh peeked out from under the shirt. Her mouth worked once, twice, three times, but no sound came out. Finally, she managed to squeak out a faint “...huh?” She looked up to see the comparatively Amazonian Taylor looming over her, one hand still outstretched uselessly. 
 
      
 
    Taylor could see the panic starting to set in on Suzanne’s face. Tears brimmed in the smaller woman’s eyes. “It’s okay, Suzanne. I can help you. Just don’t--” 
 
      
 
    “What the fuck is happening?!” Suzanne wailed loudly. 
 
      
 
    “--draw attention to yourself,” Taylor finished, wincing. Most of the employees on the floor were now peering at her desk, trying to see what was going on. The desk blocked some of them from seeing the shrunken Suzanne, but many could still get a good look at her. Taylor was silently grateful that the magic wouldn’t permit anyone to know what was really happening, as Suzanne’s condition coupled with awareness of their own shrinking would likely inspire a mass panic. “Look, you’re obviously having some kind of severe wardrobe malfunction today, but it’ll be okay,” Taylor said soothingly. 
 
      
 
    “The hell it will!” Suzanne barked, clutching her giant shirt to her torso. “I just flashed half the people in this office, and my clothes are…” She paused, grimacing as she tried to think and was apparently unable to grasp what was happening. “...something is wrong with them, and it's so bad that they won't stay on no matter what I do!”  
 
      
 
    “I'll help you,” Taylor said, seeing that Suzanne was still on the verge of tears. “I've got pins and stuff. I can arrange things so that whatever is going on with your clothes, you'll still be decent. But you're only making it worse by making a scene,” she said, suddenly struck by the bizarre sensation that she was dealing with a petulant child instead of an adult woman. She offered her hand to Suzanne again.  
 
      
 
    The shrunken woman took a few deep breaths and finally grasped Taylor's hand, staring in puzzlement. “You have really big hands,” she said as Taylor pulled her into a standing position. She looked up to meet Taylor's gaze, her eyes going wide. “And you're...really tall,” she added. “I had no idea.” 
 
      
 
    A quick comparison told Taylor that Suzanne wasn’t much taller than the top of the desk. “Uh, it runs in the family,” Taylor said quickly. “Let’s get you fixed up.” 
 
      
 
    * * * * * * 
 
      
 
    Karlie left the meeting with Rachel largely unconcerned. Whatever was making the magic go out of control didn’t seem to be affecting her, and while she felt bad for the others, she was also confident that the woman Rachel had bought the necklace from would be able to help them get back to normal. Karlie went back to her office and busied herself with some important paperwork she needed to do and a few phone calls she had to make, pushing thoughts about her shrinking coworkers out of her mind. 
 
      
 
    However, after a little while, a nagging doubt crept in. What if, someday, she decided she wanted her old height back, for whatever reason, and Rachel couldn’t return it because of the trouble she’d had today? What if the magic was somehow broken, and Karlie’s borrowed inches were lost forever as a result? Stop thinking like that, she told herself. You’re no sorceress, so even if that’s true, there’s nothing you can do about it. And anyway, you don’t want your old height back. You’re much happier this way. Still, the worry about what-if wouldn’t completely leave her, and it soon soured her mood. 
 
      
 
    After a while, there was a knock on her office door. Not feeling like dealing with any visitors, Karlie slumped sullenly in her chair and hoped they would go away. In moments, whoever it was knocked again, and Karlie sighed heavily. Reluctantly, she stood up from her chair and shuffled across the room, staring gloomily at the carpet. She turned the knob and stepped back, pulling the door open. “Yes?” she said wearily, not bothering to look to see who it was. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, did I come at a bad time?” 
 
      
 
    The sound of the familiar baritone voice caught Karlie’s attention, and she snapped her head up, seeing the broad-shouldered frame of her boyfriend Dave filling the doorway. She brightened immediately, beaming up at him. “If it had been anyone but you, I’d have said yes,” Karlie replied. “But a little quality time with you is something I could use right now.” 
 
      
 
    Dave flashed a toothy grin at her. “Hey, that’s good news. I’m on my lunch, so you’ve got plenty of time with me. Almost a whole hour!” 
 
      
 
    “Ooh, wonderful,” Karlie said. She reached up to put her arms around his shoulders and pulled him down while she stood on her tiptoes; he responded by craning his neck to meet her lips with his own. “Mmm. Yeah, just what the doctor ordered.” 
 
      
 
    “Having a bad day, hon?” Dave asked, concern on his features.  
 
      
 
    “Not exactly. I just have a lot on my mind,” Karlie replied. “There's an...issue that's affecting some of my coworkers, and it might affect me as well, and we're not sure how to fix it.” 
 
      
 
    “An issue, huh?” Dave said. “Do you want to talk about it?” 
 
      
 
    “Trust me, you wouldn't believe me if I told you,” Karlie said. “Anyway, I'd much rather get my mind off of it…” She pushed her office door closed.  
 
      
 
    Dave's mouth crooked in a mischievous smile “Ah. I like the way you think,” he said, bending down to kiss her again.  
 
      
 
    Their kiss deepened, and Karlie felt his large, strong hand slide down her back and cup her ass. She moaned softly, wrapping her arms as far around him as she could reach. She loved how big and powerful he seemed to her; it made her feel safe and protected. Their size difference was one reason she wasn't likely to want her old height back, as she knew it just wouldn't feel the same with Dave if she was as tall as him. Eventually, she reluctantly broke off the kiss. “You know what we should do?” she asked, grinning. “The Boss and the Bad Little Employee.” 
 
      
 
    “You and your role play…” Dave sighed and rolled his eyes, but he was smiling.  
 
      
 
    “Oh, don't act like you don't enjoy it...sir,” Karlie replied.  
 
      
 
    Still smiling, Dave strolled across her office, taking a seat in her large plush chair. “Do you know why I called you into my office today, Miss Wendell?” he said sharply, instantly falling into character.  
 
      
 
    Karlie felt a small shiver of anticipation at the authority he projected in his voice. She wondered, not for the first time, if she enjoyed being dominated by him because of how she used to treat people. She had no interest in analyzing herself at the moment, though. “No, sir, Mr. Keaton,” she said, sounding timid and nervous. “Have I done something wrong?” She shuffled across the carpet to the desk, surreptitiously unbuttoning the top few inches of her shirt. She sat down in one of the visitor chairs.  
 
      
 
    “I'm afraid your performance has been slipping lately,” he replied. “I've also received some complaints from HR and disciplinary reports from your supervisor.” 
 
      
 
    “I'm so sorry, sir,” Karlie said meekly. “I've just been having a hard time lately. I promise I'll do better.” 
 
      
 
    “I'm afraid promises aren't enough, Miss Wendell,” Dave said grimly. “You made the same pledge to your supervisor on more than one occasion, as I understand it.” 
 
      
 
    “I...I don't understand,” she said. “What are you saying, Mr. Keaton? What are you going to do?” 
 
      
 
    Dave shook his head. “I'm afraid we're going to have to let you go.” 
 
      
 
    “B-but sir!” she protested, standing up from the chair. “I can't afford to lose this job, I just can't! Isn't there anything you can do?” she pleaded, leaning forward across the desk. 
 
      
 
    Her breasts, big even at her reduced size, hung down in front of her, and the open buttons at the top of her shirt gave Dave an excellent view of her ample cleavage. By his expression, he was enjoying the display. “Well...perhaps I could be persuaded.” He grinned wolfishly at her. “Just how far are you willing to go to keep your job?” 
 
      
 
    “Wh-what do you mean, sir?” Karlie asked, standing back up. She was getting hot and bothered from anticipation, and she fanned herself with her open shirt. A tingly feeling ran up her spine, and she bit her lip for a moment.  
 
      
 
    “I'll be honest with you, Karlie. May I call you Karlie?” Dave said, giving her an appraising look.  
 
      
 
    “Yes, sir,” she said softly, swallowing. She fanned herself with her shirt again, wondering why it didn't seem to be fitting quite right all of a sudden.  
 
      
 
    “Well, Karlie, I think you're very attractive,” Dave said. He stood up, emphasizing the difference in their heights, and looked her up and down. “You're sexy. Even when you wear baggy clothes, I can still see those curves of yours.” 
 
      
 
    Baggy clothes? she thought briefly, but didn't dwell on it. “What are you getting at, Mr. Keaton?” she asked, trying to sound nervous instead of excited.  
 
      
 
    “Please, call me Dave,” he replied. “And I'm suggesting an exchange of favors. A little…” He paused and stared pointedly at the opening in her shirt. “...tit for tat, so to speak. I can make some of these complaints and reports disappear. Enough so that you won't get fired if you shape up and do better.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh! Thank you, sir. Uh, Dave.” Karlie hesitated, wiggling a foot in her shoe when she felt it slip. “What do I have to do in return?” 
 
      
 
    Dave's eyes flashed. “Oh, not much. I just really want to fuck you.” 
 
      
 
    “B-but sir! Dave! Y-you can’t do that!” she protested, though her tone was much closer to arousal than the nervousness she was trying to feign. 
 
      
 
    “Oh really?” Dave said, leaning forward with his hands on the desk to loom over her. He seemed even taller than usual, and Karlie felt her heart pound just that much harder. “And what are you going to do about it? If you tell anyone, it’ll be your word against mine. And with your record, anyone would believe that you’re just trying to keep yourself from getting fired.”  
 
      
 
    He smirked down at Karlie, and her knees nearly gave out. Ohhhhh God, she thought, her breathing coming in short gasps. “But...but…” she said, unable to manage more than short words at the moment. 
 
      
 
    “Face it, Karlie. I’ve got your back against the wall.” Dave’s smirk widened. “Which sounds like a fun position to put you in, now that I mention it.” He crossed his arms, tilted his head, and his smug smile grew even bigger. “So...either you put your things in a box, or you put my cock in your mouth. Take your pick.” 
 
      
 
    Karlie shivered again and let out an involuntary moan. A fiery arousal had built up in her core at his domineering manner, and her face was flushed--which was perfect for the part of “humiliated employee” that she was playing. “I...I guess I don’t have much of a choice, sir. Um, I mean, Dave.” 
 
      
 
    He cocked an eyebrow at her. “On second thought, let’s stick with ‘sir.’ I think you should remember who’s in charge here, don’t you?” 
 
      
 
    Karlie inhaled sharply at that, the rising of her chest making her bra shift oddly. Its silky fabric brushed against her rock-hard nipples, and she (mostly) stifled another moan. “Y-yes...sir,” she replied. She hung her head in faux shame, but secretly she was biting her lower lip. She walked around the desk, her feet shuffling on the carpet as if she was reluctant to approach. Her shoes slid off, and the soft fibers of the rug whispered against her feet through her nylons. She felt something slide softly past her calves and land at her feet as she rounded the corner of the desk, and she glanced down to see what it had been. 
 
      
 
    “Well! I knew you were a naughty girl, Karlie, but slipping your panties off like that?” Dave said excitedly. “You must secretly want to get fucked by your boss, huh?” 
 
      
 
    A quick chain of details connected in Karlie’s mind--her shirt, her bra, her shoes, and now her panties--and she realized what must be happening to her. A shock ran through her, briefly jolting her out of character. “Dave, I think--” 
 
      
 
    Without warning, his hand shot out and grabbed a fistful of her lustrous black hair, tugging it gently enough to avoid any lasting pain, but hard enough to get Karlie’s undivided attention. “I said to call me sir, you little bitch,” Dave snarled. 
 
      
 
    Fuuuuuuuuuck...that’s so hot, Karlie thought. It had taken a while to get him to call her things like that, but now he knew quite well how a bit of verbal degradation pushed her buttons. “I...I…” she started, but passion and need swept over her. Fuck it. If I shrink, I shrink. I’ll be safe with him. “I’m...sorry, sir,” she said meekly, looking up at him with pleading eyes. 
 
      
 
    “That’s better,” Dave replied, releasing her hair. “Now I want you to pick up your panties and hand them to me.” 
 
      
 
    Karlie gasped. “But sir, I swear I didn’t mean for them to--” 
 
      
 
    “Your panties. Now.” 
 
      
 
    Karlie swallowed hard. She bent down and grasped her fallen underwear, slipping one foot and then the other out of it. She rose back up and handed her panties gingerly to Dave, who was staring at her expectantly. 
 
      
 
    He took them from her, his thick fingers rubbing the middle of the garment. He grinned slyly. “Ah. These are all wet. You really do want this, don’t you, you dirty little whore?” 
 
      
 
    Another shiver shot through Karlie, and she gasped. She thought she could actually see Dave get a little bit taller right before her eyes. “I...I don’t know what you mean, sir,” she said, her voice trembling.  
 
      
 
    “Oh, I think you do,” he replied. He sat back down in the chair, gesturing for her to come closer. “I think you’re just lying so I won’t know how naughty you are. Now get over here. I’m going to have to punish you for being such a bad girl.” 
 
      
 
    Karlie shuffled over, acting hesitant and keeping her gaze lowered. She could feel her loose hosiery dragging against the carpet as her feet slid across it. She moved slowly forward until she was standing right next to the chair, and she looked up, allowing her eyes to meet Dave’s. God. Even sitting down, he looks so… She let her eyes drift back downward, to the bulge in his khakis. ...big. “You have to punish me, sir?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh yeah. Just look at these reports! You’ve been a very bad girl. And then you lied right to my face…” He made a tsk tsk sound, shaking his head. “You definitely deserve to be punished.” He reached out and grabbed her waist suddenly, pulling her even closer to his chair. When she could get no closer, he lifted her up off the floor. She gasped as he turned her in midair, and when he put her down, she was lying facedown across his lap and the arms of the chair. Her upper body rested on one padded arm with her head hanging off, and her knees rested on the other with her lower legs dangling over the edge. This put her groin almost directly on top of his, with her ass in the perfect position to be spanked… 
 
      
 
    Karlie moaned softly again, her heart pounding. Even through his pants, she could feel his erection poking into her belly. She could feel how wet she was. She knew they were both anxious to get right to business, as it were, but she didn’t want to skip her favorite part. 
 
      
 
    Apparently, Dave didn’t either, as his big, meaty hand lifted up her loose skirt, teasingly brushing against her stockings, the sheer material sliding softly against her sensitive skin. His palm settled against her ass, his hand curling to mold around her curves. He laughed quietly to himself, likely sensing her anticipation in the tension of her body. “I just want you to keep in mind that you deserve this,” he said, squeezing her ass briefly before pulling his hand up.  
 
      
 
    He hesitated for several seconds, and Karlie's tension mounted as he made her wait for the sting of his hand on her bared cheeks. She whimpered, biting her lower lip again, and just when she thought the anticipation would drive her insane, his palm came down on her ass with a sharp jolt and a satisfying smack. “Aah!” she cried, pleasure and pain mixing to create a deliciously erotic sensation. He struck again, and she released another wordless cry.  
 
      
 
    Dave continued spanking Karlie. She had told him several times during their relationship what she wanted, and he had listened; he was quite adept at it now, varying his strikes in speed and intensity and moving around to target different areas of her ass. He could spank her into a frenzy, and did so with relish. Karlie felt her body temperature rising with her arousal as he warmed her bottom. She could also faintly feel the odd tingles that accompanied her shrinking, and she could feel her clothes shifting around as they gradually grew bigger relative to her body. The sensations combined to give her the bizarre feeling that she was melting. I guess in a way I am, she thought with some amusement. 
 
      
 
    Karlie kept shrinking slowly, getting hotter and hotter as her spanking continued and Dave’s cock felt gradually bigger and bigger beneath her. Just when she reached the point that his large hand could cover almost her entire ass with one spank, he stopped, leaning slightly to the side and pulling her loose skirt up higher to admire his handiwork. She could feel a warm glow emanating from her abused buttocks; she was so sensitive that when he tugged at her extremely loose pantyhose, the soft material brushing her skin drew a faint whimper from her. 
 
      
 
    “Hmm,” Dave said. “These are awfully loose on you. Don’t you have any clothes that fit? Or did you just want to be able to slip them off easily, you little slut?” Hearing another soft moan from Karlie, his smile widened. “Heh. I’m sure that’s what it is. Well, I’ll just have to grant your wish!” With that, he pulled the baggy stockings down her legs with teasing slowness. They came free of her little legs easily, and once they were clear of her feet, he discarded them.  
 
      
 
    His hand returned to one of her feet and captured an ankle, holding it briefly in place before he slowly caressed his way back up her leg, gingerly approaching her sore, red bottom. He rubbed her ass cheeks with the utmost gentleness, knowing how sensitive they tended to be after she had been spanked. Then, practically salivating with anticipation, Dave carefully pulled her legs as far apart as he could in the chair. Nothing stood between his fingers and her tight little snatch, and he heard her draw in a breath as his digits crept slowly closer to her slit. When he parted her nether lips and pushed a finger in, she cried out. “You’re so wet! I think you enjoyed being spanked, you dirty whore!” he said. 
 
      
 
    Karlie could feel that she was so wet she was dripping. His finger slid into her, feeling bigger than it ever had before, and she moaned in ecstasy. “Ohhhhh God...mmm!” She was still feeling heat and tingles, and she could tell that she was still slowly shrinking. Dave’s finger felt larger with each passing moment, and when he added a second one, it was all she could take. “Fuck, fuck, fuuuuuuck!” she screamed, writhing in his lap as his motions brought her to orgasm. Her back arched upward, lifting her groin up off of Dave’s lap for a moment. I can’t wait any longer! I have to feel him inside me before I get too small to take him! He’s gonna feel so big… “Oh God...please,” she begged, feeling her pussy twitch around his fingers. 
 
      
 
    “Please...what?” he asked teasingly. “Ask properly if you want something.” 
 
      
 
    “Please fuck me, sir! I need it so badly! Please!” she wailed desperately. 
 
      
 
    “Say no more!” he replied. He slowly withdrew his fingers from her, and he waited for her to twist around and look up at him before he brought his hand to his mouth. He looked her directly in the eyes as he licked her juices from his fingers. “You taste delicious, you little slut,” he said, enjoying the sound she made and the look on her face in response to it. He clamped his hands around her waist, turned her over, and scooped her up as he stood. His hands cupped her ass as he lifted her up so their lips could meet in a passionate kiss. Their lips parted and their tongues twined as her little legs wrapped around his abdomen.  
 
      
 
    Dave carried her over to the wall, bumping her against it just hard enough for her to feel it, drawing a gasp from her. Still holding her up with his hands cradled under her ass, he slowly lowered her down his torso, until their groins were level with one another. He used his thumbs to slide her surprisingly loose skirt as far up her hips as it would go. She could feel his stiff member through his slacks, putting pressure on her pussy. She whined involuntary when the feeling went away a moment later; he had taken a step back from the wall while still holding her against it, creating a small space between their bodies. “You know what you need to do now, don’t you, pet?” he asked, and she nodded enthusiastically. 
 
      
 
    Karlie was amazed at just how strong Dave seemed now, and she briefly wondered how much smaller she was. Based on how big he appeared relative to her, she knew she must have lost at least a foot in height, possibly more. She wasn’t too focused on figuring that out at the moment, though; she had other things on her mind. With him holding her up against the wall, she reached down between her thighs to his belt buckle. She eagerly opened the buckle and undid the button and zipper on his khakis, revealing the front of his boxers and a barely-contained bulge behind them. Karlie deftly popped the button on his boxers as well, and her fingers slipped into the gap, caressing the solid shaft they found within. His cock, already bigger than she was used to, twitched in response to her stroking and swelled slightly larger. “Mmm...is that all for me, sir?” Karlie asked, looking pleadingly up into his eyes. 
 
      
 
    “If you can handle it, yes,” Dave replied, grinning down at her. 
 
      
 
    “I’m willing to try!” she said happily. She tugged the gap in his boxers open wide, and his erection sprang free, throbbing just a few inches away from her exposed and dripping-wet sex. She wrapped one hand around the base of his cock, again surprised and delighted at how big it felt, and tugged her hand toward her body, stroking up the shaft to encourage him to bring it to her. She put her other hand at the base as her first one reached the tip and repeated the motion. She alternated her hands this way for several moments, enjoying his grunts and groans of pleasure and the feeling of his penis swelling and twitching in response to her touch.  
 
      
 
    Finally, both of them could hold back no longer, and he stepped forward, pushing his erect staff into her. The tip parted her lips and slid into her tight, wet slit. Karlie cried out as he entered her, throwing her head back and moaning. Dave rocked his hips back and forth, thrusting his cock in and out of her. Karlie could feel the tingles and she knew she was shrinking again, but Dave's member felt like it was growing bigger inside her, and she was enjoying that too much to worry about anything else.  
 
      
 
    He moved one hand from her ass up to her shoulder, resting it on her oversized blazer. “A little...mmm slut like you doesn't need...ahh clothes!” he barked, quickly jerking down the garment by the shoulder. It and her blouse were already so loose that they immediately fell to her elbow, pulling her arm down from where she'd been using it to brace against the wall and trapping it by her side. The other side of her top and jacket came with it, similarly imprisoning her other arm. She loved being tied up, too, and Dave knew it; she'd have to thank him for this improvisation.  
 
      
 
    Karlie had shrunk enough that her bra was falling off on its own. Dave grinned down at her, his eyes on her tits as they jiggled freely in front of her. His free hand reached out and grabbed one, playing roughly with it and tweaking her stiff nipple. The breast play and the look of lust in his eyes only stoked her fire hotter, and she spread her legs even farther apart and rocked her hips, trying to take in as much of him as she could.  
 
      
 
    “Ohhhhh fuck, you're so tight!” Dave said appreciatively. “I fucking love it!” 
 
      
 
    “Mmm...you're so big!” Karlie replied, feeling him stretch her out even further. She was determined to enjoy the feeling of him filling her up for as long as she could, but she sensed that she couldn't take much more. Already, he was unable to get the whole shaft inside of her; the tip of his cock was tapping lightly against her cervix, and that was with at least half an inch of the shaft visible outside of her pussy. She kept getting smaller, and she could see and feel that she was slowly squeezing him further out of her shrinking snatch. Finally, with an audible pop, his penis slipped out of her and couldn't fit back inside.  
 
      
 
    “Aww!” she moaned in frustration, already missing the full feeling.  
 
      
 
    “Hmm. What did you do, little slut? You're too tight for me to fit in you anymore!” Dave said, and she wasn't sure how much of his annoyance and confusion were feigned and how much came from genuine displeasure at the situation.  
 
      
 
    “I'm so sorry, sir!” she said hastily. “I have an idea!” Though her arms were still caught in her top and blazer, she could move them to some extent; she reached forward and lifted his cock up, holding it pointing upwards. Shifting her hips, she pressed her slit to the bottom of his shaft, spreading her legs so her nether lips parted around it. Bracing her arms against the wall behind her, she rocked her hips, grinding her pussy back and forth along his cock, from the tip all the way down to the base and back again. “Ohhhh…” she said softly. “Feels…so good… Are you enjoying it, sir?” 
 
      
 
    “Mmm…” Dave said. “That does feel pretty fucking good. But you know what else would feel really good?” The hand playing with her nipples moved, cupping one of her still proportionately large tits and giving it a squeeze. “Sliding my cock right between these.” 
 
      
 
    “Oooh!” Karlie said, smiling up at him. “Whatever you say, sir!” Reluctantly, she pulled back from his cock, letting it go and lowering her legs as Dave gently set her down. The moment her feet hit the floor, her gigantic garments plunged off of her shrinking body, leaving her totally nude. She loved the feeling of vulnerability she got from being naked while Dave was still dressed, and this was enhanced by him being nearly twice her size. Holy shit. I can’t be more than three feet tall. I’ve never been this small before...  
 
      
 
    Karlie stared up at him in awe, letting her eyes drift slowly down his broad, muscular frame until they came to rest on his swollen member, pointing almost directly at her bare chest. It was an invitation she couldn’t resist, and she stepped forward, sliding his manhood into her cleavage. She bent her head down, and when the tip approached her mouth, she briefly wrapped her lips around the head. His cock was much longer and wider than she was used to, but she loved a challenge. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, fuck!” Dave cried, leaning his head back and closing his eyes. He put a hand on top of her head and twined his fingers into her hair, simultaneously keeping her mouth in a good position and being able to pull her hair the way she liked. He had tit-fucked Karlie more than a few times before, but something felt different this time in a way he couldn’t put his finger on. It didn’t feel any less enjoyable than usual, though, so he didn’t devote much thought to what had changed. If he had, he might have wondered why she was able to do this when they were both standing straight up… 
 
      
 
    Karlie had already been brought to climax earlier, but she was getting worked up all over again by Dave’s treatment of her. The impressive size of his cock, and the thought that this monster had recently been filling her up and stretching her out, only added to her fervor. Once this all gets fixed, I’ll have to see if Rachel will leave me four feet tall for a while… She sucked the head of Dave’s penis again as he thrust it closer, running her tongue along the bottom of his shaft. High above her head, he groaned in pleasure. Karlie was feeling the tingles again, and she could tell she was slowly sinking down in front of him, but she lifted her tits up from below, gamely keeping up with Dave’s desire to tit-fuck her. She could feel his huge member throbbing, and she knew he was getting close to his own orgasm. Maybe after he cums, I can talk him into getting me off one more time! 
 
      
 
    “Oh, God, Karlie,” Dave said. “Don’t stop! I’m gonna--”  
 
      
 
    A knock sounded at Karlie’s office door. “Hello? Miss Wendell? I need to come in for a minute.” 
 
      
 
    “Fuck!” Dave snapped, glancing at the door. “Oh, shit, it’s not locked!” 
 
      
 
    Karlie pulled back, her lips slipping backward off the head of his penis. She flicked a glance at the door and her eyes widened. “I could have sworn I...fuck, now what do we do?” she said, looking down at her nudity. Dave would only have to close his pants, but there was no way she had enough time to get dressed. Not like anything will fit me right now anyway... 
 
      
 
    The doorknob jiggled. “Quick! Under the desk!” Dave said, gesturing towards it. Karlie scooped up her fallen clothes and sprinted across the room towards her desk with Dave close behind. She ducked under it as he dropped heavily into her chair and rolled it forward to block the gap. He leaned down to take in her naked body one more time and noticed the clothes in her hand. “And don't even think about getting dressed until after you get me off!” he said sternly, a mischievous grin on his face.  
 
      
 
    He rose back up, his upper body lost to sight beyond the desktop. Karlie giggled as she realized that he hadn’t fixed his pants, and his erection was sticking up and forward from his lap, almost at eye level with her. Be careful what you wish for, sir, she thought as she stepped forward, her little hands reaching up for his exposed manhood. 
 
      
 
    The door to Karlie’s office swung open, and Dave looked their surprise visitor in the eyes. Or at least, he tried to. He had to adjust his gaze noticeably downward to see the unusually petite woman coming in through the door. Her vivid blue-and-green hair looked familiar, and he was pretty sure she worked in the I.T. department. “Samantha, right?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    She sighed heavily. “Suzanne,” she replied in obvious irritation as she approached the front of the desk. “Does anyone around here actually know my name?” 
 
      
 
    “Sorry,” Dave replied sheepishly. The girl was dressed oddly; her clothes didn’t seem to fit her very well, the bulky jeans rolled up several times at the cuffs and held up with some weird-looking suspenders, and her polo shirt bunched, rolled up, and pinned together all over. Even her glasses looked much too large for her face; they were held on by some complicated arrangement of rubber bands and paper clips, and even then they were barely perched on the tip of her nose. He thought perhaps she might have trouble finding clothes her size; she really was extremely petite, barely able to see him over the desk now that she was close to it. “It’s probably the hair,” Dave said. “Everyone remembers that, but the other details are fuzzhey!” This last was shouted as he felt Karlie’s hands stroking his cock under the desk. He heard a faint, high-pitched giggle from the opening beneath the desk, and her hands squeezed his member. “Oh, you naughty little bitch,” he whispered from the corner of his mouth.  
 
      
 
    Suzanne glared sharply at him. “What the hell did you just say?” 
 
      
 
    “I, uh, said I have a nasty itch,” Dave replied, embarrassed.  
 
      
 
    The girl gave him an odd look. “TMI, man.” She sighed again. “Look, is Miss Wendell around? I’m checking for a bug in our admins’ email system, and I wanted to log into her account and see if it’s affecting her.” 
 
      
 
    “She’s--ah!--around here s-somewhere,” Dave said, twitching in his seat as Karlie continued to stroke him. “But I think she’s...uh...got her hands full.” There was another giggle from the space beneath the desk. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, listen, don’t take this the wrong way, but are you okay?” Suzanne asked. “You’re acting a little weird.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m fine!” Dave said hastily. “I’m fine,” he repeated more calmly. He felt Karlie’s lips wrap tightly around his shaft, and he inhaled sharply. “Totally normal!” he said loudly, as a shiver shot up his spine and his eye twitched. 
 
      
 
    Suzanne stared at him, one eyebrow slowly rising as her expression crinkled in confusion. “You--” she started, but then she shook her head. “You know what? No. I don’t care. I swear I’m having to visit all the freaks and weirdos in one day, and I just don’t care what’s going on with you people anymore. Can I use Miss Wendell’s computer for a minute?” 
 
      
 
    Karlie’s tongue swirled around the head of Dave’s cock, while one hand slipped into his pants to fondle his balls. “Uhh...n-no. I can’t get up at the moment.” Another giggle. “Uh, I mean, Miss Wendell and I are...taking care of something...very private...and sensitive. I’m afraid I can’t just stop what I’m doing, and I can’t let you see it, either.” All of which was true, broadly speaking. 
 
      
 
    Suzanne shook her head and sighed yet again, making her exasperation clear. “Look, dude. I need to get this taken care of today. I’m already having a bad enough day, and I really don’t want to have to stay late. I promise I’ll only be a minute, and I won’t go snooping around her computer.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m s-sorry, I really caaaaaaaaahhhhh…” Dave moaned as Karlie took nearly half of his cock into her mouth, her lips putting a firm but enjoyable pressure on his shaft. “Can’t,” he finished. “Maybe I could log into her email for you and check for the bug?” 
 
      
 
    Suzanne glared at him over the top of the desk. “Fine. But if anyone says anything to me about her having this bug later, I’m gonna tell them to complain to you. Here’s what you need to do…” 
 
      
 
    Karlie could hear Dave’s words just fine, but the girl’s were high-pitched and difficult to understand clearly. Something about a computer error? Not that Karlie cared much at the moment anyway. She was too focused on seeing if she could get Dave off while he sat there without the unwelcome visitor knowing about it. She knew she was slowly shrinking again; when she had gone under the desk, she had had to duck slightly, and once beneath it she’d had to keep her head tilted to stay below the desktop. Now, however, she could stand up straight with a little room to spare. She could also tell that Dave’s cock was slowly growing in her hands and mouth. She was having more and more trouble getting her lips around it, and was able to take in less and less of it as time went on.  
 
      
 
    Due to her steadily decreasing size and the way he was sitting in the chair, she soon found herself rising onto her tiptoes to keep in contact with his member. Eventually, she was forced to climb up into the chair, which she managed using his pant legs as handholds. The space between the seat cushion and the bottom of the desktop was tight, but she was small enough to fit if she kneeled or sat. I’ve gotta be about two feet tall. Fuck me... Dave’s cock had finally become too big to fit even the head into her mouth, so she got on her knees in front of it and ran her lips and tongue up and down the shaft while rubbing her breasts along the underside. She could hear his gasps, moans, and stuttering above her as he made a valiant effort to converse with the I.T. girl about the computer, but Karlie was relentless. That girl probably thinks he’s crazy! Soon enough, she could tell from the twitching and throbbing that Dave was nearing climax, and she sped up her attentions and put a little more force into them. 
 
      
 
    “Ohhh yes, yes, yeeeeaaaahhh!” Dave howled as Karlie brought him to orgasm. He had no idea what she had been doing there at the end, but it had felt incredible, and he had completely lost control, spurting out jets of cum, no doubt making a mess of Karlie and her office furniture. Realizing a few moments later how his outburst must have sounded to Suzanne, he turned beet red. “S-sorry,” he stammered. “I’m just...uh...really excited to have gotten that problem licked.” There was another giggle from beneath the desk, and Dave had to stifle a laugh of his own. He frowned a moment later when he noticed that Suzanne was nowhere to be seen. “Um...hello? Suzanne? Where did you go?” 
 
      
 
    “Ohmigod, ohmigod, ohmigod…” a panicked voice said from somewhere in front of the desk. It sounded like Suzanne, but Dave still couldn’t see her. 
 
      
 
    “Suzanne?” he asked, puzzled. He sat up straighter in the chair and leaned forward, peering over the front edge of the desk. He was shocked by what he saw there. 
 
      
 
    His first thought was that his initial estimate of her height must have been wrong. Suzanne was even shorter than he had thought, the top of her head below the surface of the desk. He had a moment of confusion and a brief headache when he seemed to clearly remember her looking at him over the desk, but he brushed it off, thinking his mind was playing tricks on him. He then realized why she was panicking so much: her jeans had fallen off, the suspenders having slid off her shoulders. Her clothes looked comically large on her, almost like she was trying to wear blankets. The incredibly oversized jeans were in a puddle of denim around her ankles, and the little woman's face was red with embarrassment. Her bulky polo shirt was preserving her modesty, but it hung on her like a sack and looked as if it, too, might fall off at any moment. Suzanne's glasses had also hit the floor, the complex web of rubber bands and paper clips tangled up on the carpet beside her.  
 
      
 
    “Suzanne? Are you okay?” he asked.  
 
      
 
    “Don't...don't look at me!” she cried. “My p-pants fell off, and…oh God I'm so embarrassed!” she blurted, clutching her huge shirt to her body. “Why does this keep happening to me today?!” She choked back a sob and squeezed her eyes shut.  
 
      
 
    Dave had no idea how to answer her. Luckily, he didn't have to. Karlie suddenly stepped out from under the desk, wearing a form-fitting blue dress that Dave was sure she hadn't had on earlier. She strolled briskly around the side of the desk and approached Suzanne, clearing her throat.  
 
      
 
    “I think I can help, if it's okay with you?” she asked the distraught girl. Suzanne was roughly the same height as Karlie, right around two feet. The difference was that Karlie had a little experience dealing with this situation, whereas Suzanne didn't even know what was happening. “Come on. I'll take you somewhere private and help you fix this, okay?” 
 
      
 
    Suzanne nodded, seeming grateful to see someone who didn't tower over her and wasn't making a big deal out of her wardrobe malfunction. “Thanks,” she said weakly, her voice trembling.  
 
      
 
    Karlie took Suzanne's hand and led her back around the desk, into the hollow space beneath it. Suzanne frowned in puzzlement as she briefly tried to process the fact that the two of them were standing up underneath a desk, but she soon shook it off. Using the same system of tucks, folds, knots, and safety pins that had turned her enormous blouse into a flattering blue mini dress, Karlie soon had Suzanne outfitted in a simple toga-like outfit made from Karlie's discarded gray skirt.  
 
      
 
    Karlie stepped back to admire her handiwork. It wasn't much, but it showed off Suzanne's curves fairly well, and it would keep her miniature body clothed. “Well, it isn't perfect, but it'll get you through the day,” Karlie said cheerfully. And if Rachel doesn't get this fixed by then, we're all in trouble.  
 
      
 
    Suzanne smiled faintly. “Thanks,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “I'm sorry I couldn't do anything about three glasses,” Karlie said. She had tried, but the frames were too big and heavy to sit correctly on Suzanne's small face, and no amount of fasteners would prevent them from falling off her head without being held up constantly.  
 
      
 
    “It's okay,” Suzanne replied. “I'll manage. I think everyone has their font sizes scaled up today anyway.” 
 
      
 
    Karlie laughed nervously. “Well, that works out, then!” she said.  
 
      
 
    Suzanne frowned. “Thanks for loaning me this dress. It's really pretty. But what am I gonna do with my stuff? I can't carry it around with me the rest of the day.” 
 
      
 
    “Don't worry about that,” Karlie replied with a grin. “I'll hang on to your outfit and your glasses, and you can pick them up from me tomorrow. I'm sure you'll be feeling better by then.” Or else I'll kick Rachel's ass.  
 
      
 
    “I hope so. And thanks again,” Suzanne said, a warmer smile appearing on her face. “I should be going. Still got a few more admin accounts to check for this bug before the end of the day.” She walked toward the door barefoot, making a small sound of frustration when she couldn't reach the knob and ended up having to hop to grab it. After she had gone, Karlie closed the door and returned to Dave, still sitting in her chair.  
 
      
 
    “How on earth did you both fit under the desk?” he asked, a confused grimace on his face. He rubbed his temples. “God, trying to figure it out is giving me a headache.” 
 
      
 
    “Don't worry about that, big guy,” she said. She climbed up into his lap and patted his thigh affectionately. “How much time do you have left on your lunch?” 
 
      
 
    Dave glanced at his watch. “About twenty minutes. Why?” 
 
      
 
    Karlie stood in his lap, pulling the bottom of her makeshift dress up to expose her pussy to him. His eyes went wide as he took in the sight. “Well, it is your lunch break. I think you should eat something…” 
 
      
 
    * * * * * * 
 
      
 
    To say that Rachel was having a bad afternoon would be an understatement.  
 
      
 
    After the informal meeting between her and the other shrinkees, she had remained shut up in her office, unwilling to go out in case she shrank again, or in case Mrs. Vendredi called back while Rachel was away. This had resulted in a surge in traffic into her office, as any work she might have gotten done by going to other people's workstations had to come to her instead. She faced a steady parade of progressively taller coworkers, which hit her with the double whammy of reminding her how insignificant she had felt at her old height and confirming her fear that her shrinking hadn't stopped yet. She had no idea if the others were being similarly affected, and at any rate it wasn't worth worrying about, as she was helpless to fix it until she heard back from Mrs. Vendredi. 
 
      
 
    Eventually, the seemingly endless line of ever-taller people wound Rachel up badly enough that she called Stephanie into her office to field any visitors, setting the girl up with a small portable table and a laptop computer in one corner of Rachel’s office. If what they had was urgent, Stephanie brought the matter to Rachel by herself; if it wasn't enough of a priority, she informed them that Rachel was busy and would have to see them the following day. This meant that the only person Rachel had to deal with directly was Stephanie, and Rachel could handle that just fine, since her assistant’s earlier bout of shrinking had left her not much taller than Rachel. Rachel was a bit surprised at this, though; she had taken a chance to check her height again with the tape measure that was left in her office, and she was down to 4’3”. She didn’t realize Stephanie had shrunk so much from her one incident earlier. 
 
      
 
    As the day dragged on interminably and the call from Mrs. Vendredi stubbornly refused to come in, Rachel felt her irritation and anxiety mounting. She had been able to get some work done earlier, but eventually found herself utterly unable to concentrate. More than once, she felt a telltale tingle or noticed her clothes shifting, and she kept getting up to check her height. She was invariably right every time she checked it: another fraction of an inch had evaporated. 
 
      
 
    After one such measurement check, Rachel looked up from the bothersome four-foot mark on the tape to see Stephanie standing nearby, looking down at her with concern. “Aah!” Rachel yelped, startled to see her assistant suddenly right next to her. “You scared me!” 
 
      
 
    “Sorry, boss,” Stephanie replied sheepishly. 
 
      
 
    “...something I can help you with?” Rachel said archly after a silence lasting several moments. She felt her skirt start to slide off her hips, and she reflexively grabbed it and held it up. Shit. 
 
      
 
    “I was just wondering what’s going on with you. I’ve noticed you get up and mess with that measuring tape at least a few times. I mean, I’m not trying to pry, but it struck me as odd.” 
 
      
 
    “I think my height keeps changing,” Rachel said flatly, raising one eyebrow at her assistant. 
 
      
 
    Stephanie stared blankly at her for a few seconds. “Oh,” she said at last. “Ohhh!” she added, chuckling. “Very funny, boss. Okay, you don’t have to tell me if you don’t want to.” 
 
      
 
    Good, Rachel thought, relieved that Stephanie had taken her direct answer as a joke. She knew the magic would prevent Stephanie or anyone else from knowing what was really happening, but she still wanted to avoid awkward questions if possible. “If you must know, I’m concerned that my clothes aren’t fitting quite right since I’ve...uh, lost weight recently. I’m checking my measurements and seeing if there’s unnecessary slack in them so I can have them taken in.” 
 
      
 
    Stephanie nodded. “I know what you mean,” she replied. “I think I must have lost some weight lately too. My clothes have felt really loose today. I even tightened up my belt a few notches and my skirt is still kinda loose. I’m not on any special diet or anything, but hey, I’m not complaining!” 
 
      
 
    “Why would you, right?” Rachel asked with a grin. Belatedly, something Stephanie had just said clicked in her mind. The girl’s skirt was loose, as it probably should be after she had shrunk a little bit earlier. But she’d tightened up her belt and it was still loose… Alarm building in her gut, Rachel looked Stephanie up and down quickly. Her assistant seemed only as tall relative to Rachel as she had seemed after walking in on the meeting earlier...when Rachel had been nine inches taller. In fact, Stephanie might even be slightly shorter than that. Her clothes definitely looked bigger and looser than they had been earlier, and she had lost her glasses. “What happened to your glasses?” Rachel asked, already knowing the answer.  
 
      
 
    “They wouldn't stay on my nose,” Stephanie replied irritably. “They felt like they were too big or something. I probably need the arms adjusted.” 
 
      
 
    “Maybe so,” Rachel said, frowning. Of course that wouldn't fix the problem, but Stephanie didn't know that. “Can you see okay without them?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh yeah, I'm fine,” Stephanie said, waving dismissively. “I'm just a little nearsighted, but it isn't that bad. I can see paperwork and computer screens if I'm sitting in front of them, no problem.” 
 
      
 
    On the word little, as if it was some kind of cue, Stephanie suddenly dropped a couple of inches, taking her from slightly taller to even with Rachel. Stephanie wobbled uncertainly, putting an arm out to steady herself. “Whoa! Felt a bit weird there for a second. Don't know what that was about. Um...are you okay?” she asked, glancing at Rachel.  
 
      
 
    Rachel realized that her eyes were wide and her jaw was hanging open. She quickly recovered and shook her head. “Yeah! I'm fine. Sorry,” she said. “I was lost in thought there for a minute. I, uh…” I'm starting to panic. “...I need to, uh…” I need to get in touch with that witch before everyone in this office is a Barbie doll. “Listen, Steph, I'm not feeling so great. I'm gonna…” I'm gonna freak right the hell out if this keeps up. “I'm gonna lie down for a little while, okay?” Rachel finally managed, pointing towards the floor behind her desk. “If a Mrs. Vendredi calls, let me know immediately. If it's anyone or anything else…please just let me rest. I'm not having a good day.”  
 
      
 
    Stephanie frowned, looking worried. “Oh… okay, Ms. Smalls. I hope you feel better soon. If you need anything, I'll be right over in the corner, okay?” 
 
      
 
    Rachel smiled thinly. “Thanks, Steph.” She turned and strolled around behind the desk, noting glumly that she was already so short she could barely see over it. She grabbed the lower-back cushion she kept in her office chair and trudged over to the wall behind her desk. With a heavy sigh, she settled down on the floor, resting her head on the cushion, closing her eyes, and willing the world to go away for a while.  
 
      
 
    Rachel got her wish. She was awakened some time later by the sound of her chair being rolled back. “Whuh?” she groaned sleepily, feeling some heavy material shift on top of her as she rolled onto her side. When did Steph get me a blanket?  
 
      
 
    “Oh, damn. We woke her up,” came Stephanie's voice. “Sorry, boss.” 
 
      
 
    “Man. I wish I could get away with taking a nap sometimes,” said another female voice that sounded vaguely familiar to Rachel. “Rank has its privileges, huh?” 
 
      
 
    Squinting as her eyes adjusted to the light, Rachel sat up. She felt the blanket slip off of her and was hit with a sudden chill, goosebumps rising on her exposed skin. Wait… 
 
      
 
    “Yikes! Ms. Smalls!” Stephanie said.  
 
      
 
    The other woman let out a low whistle. “Wow! And I thought I was having wardrobe problems today!” 
 
      
 
    “I know what you mean!” Stephanie replied. “When I got up to let you in the office, all my clothes fell off of me at once! This was the best I could do. I wonder why it's happened to her, too? What are the odds?” 
 
      
 
    Rachel looked down at herself, seeing that her green blouse and her bra rested on her belly. She was naked from the waist up and sitting in an enormous pile of her own discarded clothes. “Eep!” she shrieked, scooping up her huge shirt and holding it to her chest. “Fuck! How small am I?” she blurted, realizing a moment later what she had said.  
 
      
 
    “How small are...huh? What kind of question is that?” asked the woman standing beside Stephanie. “I mean, don't get me wrong, I'm glad there's finally someone in this company who doesn't make me feel like a midget, but that's a weird thing to say.” 
 
      
 
    Rachel started at the curvy girl with punk-rock blue-and-green hair for a moment before she recognized her. “I know you. You're from I.T. Suzanne, right?” 
 
      
 
    The girl rolled her eyes and sighed. “It's Suzanne, actua--” She paused. “Oh. Sorry. People get my name wrong all the time. You're the first one to get it right today!” she said, smiling at Rachel.  
 
      
 
    Rachel returned the smile, but it was hollow. Suzanne had obviously been subject to quite a bit of shrinking; Rachel's desk rose a few inches behind her head, and she wore some bizarre toga-like outfit that looked like it had been made from a skirt that would otherwise be far too big for her. Next to her stood Stephanie, who only came up to Suzanne's breasts, and who had wrapped her shirt around her whole body as some kind of makeshift dress. At a rough estimate, Rachel pegged Suzanne at about two feet tall, and Stephanie at maybe eighteen inches. If Rachel's shrinking had kept pace with Stephanie, then… Yeah. Looks about right, Rachel thought sourly, taking stock of her own reduced stature. Below her waist, she could see the outline of her legs and feet as small bulges under her skirt; they stopped short of reaching its hem. Beyond her skirt, her stockings stretched out, satiny ghosts of where her legs had been before her Incredible Shrinking Nap. “So, Suzanne, what are you doing here? Is it something really urgent?” Rachel asked, shooting Stephanie a look as she stood, wrapping her huge shirt around her body. She scowled when she couldn't figure out how to arrange it in a way that didn't leave a few inches dragging on the floor behind her like the train of a wedding dress.  
 
      
 
    “Sorry, Ms. Smalls,” Stephanie said sheepishly before Suzanne could speak. “She said it was pretty important, would only take a few minutes, and she wouldn't even have to talk to you. I figured you could sleep right through it.” 
 
      
 
    “Well…” Rachel replied with a frown. She sighed, shrugging. “Okay. I guess I can see that. I didn't mean to fall asleep anyway,” she said as she stepped over to them, trying to ignore the fabric trailing behind her. “So what did you need, Suzanne?” 
 
      
 
    “I'm checking the admins’ email system for a glitch preventing access,” Suzanne replied. “I've run into it a few times today, and I've had to go around checking every admin’s computer to make sure that…” 
 
      
 
    As Suzanne rattled off a bunch of computer jargon, Rachel lost her focus on what Suzanne was saying. This was partly because Rachel wasn't even sure that everything she was hearing was English, but it was mostly because Suzanne's head had started to descend in Rachel's field of view.  
 
      
 
    Rachel stared in stunned silence, watching Suzanne dwindle right before her eyes. The girl's body seemed to be collapsing in on itself, or maybe melting, her frame slowly sinking downward as the improvised toga shifted around and became looser on her. Before long, Suzanne was the same size as Rachel and Stephanie, but she didn't stop there. Her journey downward continued, but she kept talking, apparently not noticing that she was now looking further and further up to talk to Rachel. Stephanie’s eyes were glazed, and she was watching Suzanne shrink with a mildly puzzled frown on her face, as if she couldn't make sense of what she was seeing. Of course, she literally couldn't, thanks to how the magic worked.  
 
      
 
    “...and then I just need to--aah!” Suzanne yelped, looking down in shock and shame as her toga dropped off. “Oh my God! Not again!” She reflexively covered her breasts with one arm and her groin with the other, staring up in confusion at Rachel and Stephanie. “Wait...what...wasn't I taller than…uuugh!” 
 
      
 
    Suzanne groaned in frustration, taking the arm away from her breasts and putting it to her forehead, rubbing her eyes as if in pain. Rachel winced, knowing there was nothing she could do for Suzanne with the magic going haywire.  
 
      
 
    Suzanne lowered her hand, looking up again at the other two women. “What the…” she said, and faltered. “Look, this is gonna sound crazy, but it almost looks like you're getting even taller...but that's impossible. I…” Her jaw worked once, twice, three times, but nothing came out. Finally, she sighed heavily again and threw her arms up in the air, uncovering herself. “Fuck it. I give up. Maybe this whole day has just been a horrible nightmare.” She sat cross-legged on the floor atop her fallen toga, hanging her head and burying her face in her palms.  
 
      
 
    “What's her problem?” Stephanie asked, sounding sleepy. She knew there was something very wrong with what was happening, but her thoughts were cloudy and sluggish, and she had no idea what the problem was.  
 
      
 
    Rachel looked up from Suzanne to meet Stephanie's gaze. Her assistant still sported a dazed look. Rachel glanced down at Suzanne, who had stopped shrinking at maybe two inches tall and was still muttering about bad dreams. What the hell? she thought, anxiety and fear scraping at her nerves. She was so keyed up that when her phone rang seconds later, she nearly jumped out of her skin. Rachel clambered up into her desk chair, and then she turned around and lifted herself up onto the desktop. She raced across its surface to grab the phone, scooping it up with one hand and nearly dropping it because it felt so awkward. The handset was as long as her leg, and felt much heavier than it normally would.  
 
      
 
    “Hello?” Rachel said into the mouthpiece, moving the phone lower so that she could listen at the earpiece.  
 
      
 
    “Hi, is this Rachel Smalls?” a dignified feminine voice asked. “My name is Isabella Vendredi. I got a message about an urgent matter?” 
 
      
 
    Thank God it's Vendredi! Rachel thought. “Mrs. Vendredi! Hi! Thanks for returning my call!” Rachel considered putting it on speaker, but didn't want a bunch of awkward questions and confusion if Stephanie or Suzanne listened in. Bad enough they'd be able to hear her part of the conversation. “I bought a necklace from you about a year ago. It's silver and blue, has these runic symbols on it. You said it would bring balance to my life and stuff. Do you remember?” 
 
      
 
    “I remember every object and every customer, my dear,” Mrs. Vendredi said. “I would ask if the necklace worked out for you, but something tells me there's been a problem.” 
 
      
 
    “You could say that!” Rachel replied. “I mean, don’t get me wrong, it worked just fine...at first. But now it’s gone haywire and I can’t control it! Please, you’ve got to help me fix this!” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll do what I can,” Mrs. Vendredi said. “But I need the whole story if I’m to help. Tell me everything that’s happened since you first started using the magic.” 
 
      
 
    Rachel swallowed nervously. “Um...everything?” she asked, images of some truly wild nights of size-play with Lauren flashing through her head. 
 
      
 
    “Everything,” said Mrs. Vendredi firmly. 
 
      
 
    Rachel proceeded to break down all the events that had occurred involving the necklace ever since the day she had first bought it, culminating in the strange incident in the restaurant a few days ago and the chaos that had happened at her office today. “And now my assistant and I are both about eighteen inches tall, and she’s acting like she’s high or a zombie or something, and there’s this other girl who can’t be any bigger than two inches who keeps repeating that it’s all just a bad dream…uh, and then you called me back,” Rachel finished. 
 
      
 
    “I see!” Mrs. Vendredi said. “Well, it certainly seems like you got your money’s worth from the necklace…” 
 
      
 
    “I’d have agreed with you until this week!” Rachel said irritably. “Can you tell me what the hell is going on now and how I fix it?” 
 
      
 
    A deep breath came from the other end of the line. “Well, it’s like this. The power in that necklace was meant to help bring balance to your life and help others see your perspective. It sounds like it did that exceptionally well. The problems you’re experiencing now happened for two reasons: one, you elected to play around with the magic and overuse it. It wasn’t meant to be a toy, or something to spice up your sex life. I do sell things meant for that purpose, of course, but this wasn’t one.” 
 
      
 
    Rachel flushed, embarrassed. “Well, you never told me that! Besides, you can’t have expected that I wouldn’t at least try something like that with it.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s always a possibility,” Mrs. Vendredi replied, annoyed. “People are people. But you didn’t come to me for a magical sex aide, you came to me for something to bring balance to your professional life. So don’t blame me. In any case, by itself, that might not have been a problem. At the worst, it might have accidentally spread the magic to those around you. You’d still have been able to control it.” 
 
      
 
    “So why can’t I control it, then?” Rachel asked, frowning. 
 
      
 
    “Which brings me to problem number two,” Mrs. Vendredi said. “You said you were recently promoted, right?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes…?” Rachel replied hesitantly. 
 
      
 
    “To a position equal to Karlie, and over Taylor and Lauren?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes.” 
 
      
 
    “And you’ve been taller than you were before, while Karlie has spent the better part of the past year at your old size, and acts like a completely different person now?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” Rachel said. “What are you getting at?” 
 
      
 
    “Simply this: the necklace did bring balance to your life, and it did make others see things from your perspective,” Mrs. Vendredi said. “And then you kept using it. You were even elevated above those who used to torment you, and still you kept using it. You abused the power it gave you, and so you lost control of it.” 
 
      
 
    Rachel went cold. “But I didn’t ‘abuse’ anything! I haven’t used it to hurt anyone! I’ve just been using it to have some harmless fun!” Rachel protested. 
 
      
 
    “Magic is…” Mrs. Vendredi paused here. “...it’s a primal force of the universe. It isn’t a person, capable of looking at intent, or using reason. It only knows what you do. The magic harnessed in that necklace was meant to bring balance to your life. It did. And then you tipped things too far in your favor, and you’re suffering consequences. It might help you to think of it as karma.” 
 
      
 
    “But I didn’t do anything harmful!” Rachel argued again. 
 
      
 
    “And be glad you didn’t,” Mrs. Vendredi replied. “As the saying goes, karma is a bitch. Had you done any serious harm with this magic, the punishment you now faced could be severe indeed, or it might be impossible to reverse what’s happened to you.” 
 
      
 
    A spark of hope ignited in Rachel. “So I can reverse this, then?” 
 
      
 
    There was a brief but significant pause. “Yes and no,” Mrs. Vendredi said at last. “It’s going to take someone well-versed in magic to fully clean up this mess you’re in. I’ll have to work on a special enchantment to reverse all the unwanted changes. It'll probably take me at least two weeks to make.” 
 
      
 
    “Two weeks?!” Rachel asked, stunned and fearful.  
 
      
 
    “Ahem. But there is something you can do in the meantime to alleviate the damage. I assume you still have the necklace on you?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, right here in my purse,” Rachel replied, feeling relieved. “But like I said, it hasn't been responding to me.” 
 
      
 
    “The solution is actually very simple,” Mrs. Vendredi said. “You and the other three original victims must all join hands, and at least one of you touch the necklace. All four of you focus your wills on undoing all the recent chaos and returning your unaware coworkers to normal. It should get them there, or at least close enough to go about their daily lives with little or no trouble.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay, well, that's our coworkers. What about us? I can't function at eighteen inches tall for two weeks!” Rachel said, feeling stirrings of panic again.  
 
      
 
    Mrs. Vendredi sighed. “If you do what I say, the four of you will also regain at least some of your lost size. You likely won't go back to your previous size, but you won't be stuck at eighteen inches tall, either. Until I get a chance to cook up a powerful remedy for your situation, it's the best you'll get.” 
 
      
 
    Rachel sighed unhappily. “Well, I guess it'll have to do, right?” A thought struck her. “Hey, my assistant and this girl Suzanne from tech support are acting really weird. My assistant seems like she's either high or sleepwalking, and Suzanne is just curled up in a ball mumbling about bad dreams… Are they gonna be okay?” 
 
      
 
    “They're acting the way they are because of the glamour that keeps people from noticing the effects of the magic,” Mrs. Vendredi said. “Beyond a certain point of unreality, the mind can no longer be fooled into accepting what it’s seeing, so the magic either dulls perceptions or induces a dreamlike trance. Once they’re back to normal, that should go away on its own.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, that's good to know.” 
 
      
 
    “Indeed.” Mrs. Vendredi paused briefly. “Now, there are two other things you need to know. One, once you've done this, do not use the necklace again until after I've successfully de-spelled all of you. In fact, considering all that's happened, I think I'll take it back from you. But it's important that you don't use it again between now and getting this all fixed, because the effects could be wildly unpredictable.” 
 
      
 
    “No problem,” Rachel said. “After all this craziness, I wasn't too eager to use it again anyway. And the other thing?” 
 
      
 
    “The enchantment to fully reverse the damage you've done is going to cost you two thousand dollars. And you'll owe me a favor of my choosing at a later time.” 
 
      
 
    Rachel's jaw dropped, and she sputtered incoherently for a few seconds. “What?!” she demanded. “You sold me the necklace for twenty bucks! What the hell kind of scam are you running?” 
 
      
 
    “It's not a scam,” Mrs. Vendredi said, annoyed. “But the magic I'll have to work to fix your situation is going to take a lot of my time and energy, not to mention some rare and expensive spell ingredients. Believe me, you're getting a deal on what I could charge you for this.” 
 
      
 
    “Uh-huh. And what kind of favor are we talking?” Rachel asked suspiciously.  
 
      
 
    Mrs. Vendredi sounded almost amused when she replied. “I don't know yet. But I'll tell you when the time comes.” 
 
      
 
    Rachel scowled and grumbled irritably. “Well. I guess I don't have much choice. Fine.” 
 
      
 
    “I'll call you when I've been able to cook something up,” Mrs. Vendredi said. “In the meantime, the advice I gave you should go a long way towards improving your situation. Good luck, dear.” 
 
      
 
    The phone clicked as she hung up. Rachel sighed wearily and set about calling Taylor, Lauren, and Karlie to her office…  
 
      
 
    * * * * * * 
 
      
 
    “That's really all we have to do?”  
 
      
 
    Rachel nodded. “According to the lady who sold me the necklace, yeah. That should do it.” 
 
      
 
    Lauren shrugged. “Well, at this point, it can't hurt to try it.” She stepped beside Rachel and took the hand that held the necklace--felt awkward, since Lauren was nearly three times Rachel's size--and smiled down at her lover.  
 
      
 
    Karlie, who had stayed around two feet tall, took Rachel's other hand. Taylor stepped forward to bridge the gap between Karlie and Lauren, but she hesitated. “Um.” 
 
      
 
    “What is it?” Karlie asked impatiently.  
 
      
 
    “Well…” Taylor said “Don't you think we should be naked?” 
 
      
 
    Lauren gave her a flat look. “...what.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, it's just, we've all adjusted our clothes to fit us at these smaller sizes. If we get big again we'll bust out of ‘em,” Taylor said. “I'd rather be naked for a couple of minutes now than try to cover myself with ripped clothes the rest of the day.” 
 
      
 
    “She has a point,” Rachel said. She tugged the knot out of the shoulder of her makeshift shirt-dress and let it fall to the floor. The others took the various pins, knots, and folds out of their clothes, and soon the four of them stood there nude.  
 
      
 
    “What about them?” Lauren asked, gesturing at Stephanie and Suzanne, who were still in the corner of the room.  
 
      
 
    Rachel shrugged. “Suzanne is already naked, and they're both basically catatonic,” she replied. “Mrs. Vendredi said they'll snap out of it when they grow back, so…” 
 
      
 
    The four women joined hands again, Rachel once more putting the necklace in the hand that was joined with Lauren's. When Taylor giggled, Rachel scowled at her. “Now what?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, you know,” Taylor replied, still giggling softly. “Four women standing naked in a circle trying to do magic. We look like some cheesy stereotype of a coven!” 
 
      
 
    Rachel started to reply, but just sighed and shook her head. “Let's get this over with,” she said. “Close your eyes and concentrate on getting everyone back to normal.” Including us, hopefully, she thought, but didn't say it; she hadn't told the rest of them that detail, in case it made them hesitant to participate.  
 
      
 
    Rachel watched as Karlie, Taylor, and Lauren all closed their eyes, and then she did the same, focusing on the magical artifact in her hand. She could feel its power, and with the added help from her friends, she felt like she could now grasp it where it had eluded her earlier. She concentrated on making her and everyone else grow back to the size they should be, and it wasn't long before she felt a slow rising in her body, Lauren’s and Karlie's hands seeming to gradually shrink in her grasp as her size equalized with theirs. Before long, the sensations stopped. 
 
      
 
    “Did it work? Are we back to normal?” Lauren asked.  
 
      
 
    “I don't know,” Karlie replied. “I'm afraid to open my eyes.” 
 
      
 
    “Me, too,” Rachel said, trying to convince herself to open them a crack.  
 
      
 
    Before she could, Suzanne's shrill scream came from the corner. “What the fuck? Why am I naked?” A brief pause. “Why are you naked? Why are all of them naked? What the hell kind of cult shit is going on here?!” 
 
      
 
    “I guess it worked!” Rachel said, opening her eyes to look at the other three women as their hands disconnected. She was surprised to see that all four of them were roughly the same height. She turned around, and her heart sank when she saw Stephanie and Suzanne.  
 
      
 
    Both of them were significantly taller than Rachel and the others.  
 
      
 
    “Oh my God!” Suzanne yelped, snatching up the skirt she had borrowed from Karlie and holding it over her body. She seemed puzzled for a moment when it wasn't large enough to cover very much. She settled on holding it over her groin, with her other arm covering her tits. “What the hell happened to me? I…” She squinted and frowned. “...I can't quite remember what happened. I think I had some crazy dream…” 
 
      
 
    “Me too!” Stephanie said. She was holding two pieces of shredded fabric over her chest and groin--the remains of her shredded shirt. “I feel like...something weird was happening, but I just can't remember what it was…” She turned to Rachel and the others. “How about you guys? Any idea what just happened?” 
 
      
 
    “Uhhh...nope!” Taylor said.  
 
      
 
    “I'm as stumped as you are,” Lauren said.  
 
      
 
    “Well, damn,” Suzanne said irritably. “I swear I'm gonna figure this out. In the meantime, where the hell are my clothes?” 
 
      
 
    “In my office,” Karlie said automatically. At Suzanne's suspicious glare, she hastily added “Um, I remember you dropping them off earlier today. You were having a serious wardrobe malfunction.” 
 
      
 
    Suzanne sighed. “Whatever. Can we call someone to bring them here or what?” 
 
      
 
    A short time later, everyone had gotten dressed. Stephanie, having only a bra on top, had needed to borrow a blazer from Lauren; Karlie had called Dave to bring over Suzanne’s clothes. Rachel, Lauren, Karlie, and Taylor all had to do some belt-tightening and use some safety pins to keep their clothes in place. Rachel had used the measuring tape again and determined that the four of them were a mere four feet tall, while Stephanie and Suzanne topped out at five feet even.  
 
      
 
    “Pretty sure anyone else affected by this got restored to five feet even, too,” she told the others. “Both of them were taller than that before today.” 
 
      
 
    “So why did we stay short?” Lauren asked irritably.  
 
      
 
    Taylor nodded. “Yeah, how do we get the rest of our size back?” 
 
      
 
    Rachel sighed. “Mrs. Vendredi said she can fix the rest of this mess. She just said it’s gonna take some time for her to put the spell together.” And it’s gonna cost me two grand, she thought bitterly, but didn’t say it. “In the meantime, I guess we’ll just have to live with it. At least we’re big enough to function independently. It could be worse.” 
 
      
 
    “So we’re stuck as pipsqueaks for a while? Aw, man,” Taylor groaned. 
 
      
 
    Karlie smiled faintly. “Oh, I don’t know. If it’s temporary, it could have some advantages…” She walked off, pulling out her phone and composing a text message to Dave. 
 
      
 
    Taylor frowned. “Guess I’d better get back to work. Let me know as soon as you hear something from Vendredi, won’t you, Rach?” She left to return to her desk, mumbling something about booster seats. 
 
      
 
    “Well. This is inconvenient,” Lauren said, frowning at Rachel. 
 
      
 
    Rachel put the necklace back into her purse, still hanging from her desk chair, before turning and walking up to Lauren. She put her arm around her girlfriend’s shoulders and leaned into her. “At least we’re in this together, babe.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah. There’s that.” Lauren smiled softly. She slipped one hand down Rachel’s back, giving her a quick smack on the ass. 
 
      
 
    “Oh!” Rachel yelped, blushing faintly. “What was that for?” 
 
      
 
    “Just a reminder that I’m gonna make you pay for this later,” Lauren said, lifting her hand to wrap it around Rachel’s waist. “Let’s go get some coffee, huh?” 
 
      
 
    The two of them walked off side-by-side, neither noticing the faint blue glow emanating from Rachel’s purse… 
 
      
 
    THE END 
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    Thanks for reading Shrinking On the Job 2! I was glad for the chance to revisit this fun scenario! Is a third adventure for these ladies in store? Who knows? 
 
      
 
      
 
    Don't forget to check out my other fetish-filled fun stories at Amazon or Smashwords! 
 
      
 
    Thanks! 
 
      
 
    Cezar Nix 
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