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"Guess who?" said a cheery female voice from behind Rachel as a pair of hands clamped down over her eyes. 

   

Feigning annoyance and trying not to grin, Rachel set her coffee cup down on the break room counter. "Hmm...well...Steve from HR?" she said teasingly. 

   

There was a disapproving sound. "Nope! Guess again," said the voice. 

   

"Hmm...let me think..." Rachel tilted her head back as if contemplating, enjoying the warmth and softness of the large pair of breasts right behind her head. This time, she couldn't keep the smile off of her face. "Donna from accounting?" 

   

"Donna?" said the voice indignantly. "She's 60 years old and she chain-smokes!" "Tom the intern?" Rachel said, her grin widening. "Oh, you're not even trying," the voice huffed. 

   

The hands left Rachel's eyes, and she turned around, still beaming. "Hey, sweetie." 

   

"My eyes are up here," her girlfriend Lauren said, frowning down at Rachel, who was staring straight ahead at Lauren's chest. 

   

"I know," Rachel replied. "I can't help it, though. They're right at eye level." She raised her eyes to meet Lauren's gaze. 

   

"Hey, it's not my fault that you're five-foot-nothing," Lauren said with a wink. 

   

   

"Yeah, but you don't have to wear high heels," Rachel mock - grumbled. "Now, if you'd put something else at my eye level…" 

   

Lauren bent down, bringing her face even with Rachel's. The two shared a quick kiss before Lauren straightened up, her two -inch heels making her nearly a foot taller than her petite lover. "Was that better?" she said gently. 

   

"Mmhmm," Rachel answered, savoring the fleeting memory of Lauren's lips on her own. "How's your day going, hon?" 

   

Lauren sighed heavily. "It's not fantastic. With James on vacation this week, my work load has doubled, I've been swamped with phone calls, and DT has been riding my ass all day to finish up some paperwork for one of her pet projects." 

   

Rachel nodded sympathetically. "Yeah, her pet has been on me all day, too. It's like they think AlChemCo is the only client that matters just because DT landed it." She blew out an exasperated breath. "I swear, if she wasn't my boss, I'd--" 

   

A loud, pointed throat-clearing sound from the door interrupted them. They turned in unison to face the woman standing there. 

   

"Looming" might be a better word, Rachel thought. She practically filled the doorway, the top of her head barely clearing the frame. She stood 6'3" barefoot, and wore three-inch heels to further accentuate her height. Between that, her ample curves, her striking blue eyes, and her cascading waves of jet-black hair, she made for an imposing figure, and she knew it. Her size, dark hair, and attitude had given rise to Rachel and Lauren's private nickname for her--"The Dark Tower," or just "DT" if they were worried she'd overhear. 

   

"Oh, don't mind me," Karlie said, smirking at her two employees. "I'm just here to grab a quick cup of coffee. And, you know, make 

   

sure you two pipsqueaks are behaving." She stepped over to the counter, forcing Rachel and Lauren apart as she reached for the coffee pot. To a casual observer, it might have appeared unintentional, but Rachel knew better. Karlie had a policy against office relationships, and although Rachel was fairly sure Karlie knew about her and Lauren, they were careful not to let her catch them. 

   

Of course, just because she couldn't prove it, that didn't stop Karlie from making constant insinuations and doing everything she could to make them unhappy. "So, what are you two up to?" she said, trying hard to feign innocence. 

   

Cut the shit, Karlie, Rachel thought. Aloud, she said, "We were just discussing how important the stuff you have us doing for AlChemCo is, boss." 

   

"Yeah," Lauren added. "I was just talking about how James being out has put a bunch of extra work on me this week, and then with the AlChemCo stuff…it's just been really hard." Lauren smiled at 

   

Rachel. "She was just letting me vent, and commiserating." 

   

Karlie looked shocked. "Oh, Lauren, you poor little thing," she said, just barely emphasizing the word little. To most people, Lauren would've been tall, but even with Lauren getting a boost from her shoes, Karlie's height and taller heels gave her an eight-inch advantage. She rested a hand on Lauren's shoulder. "I had no idea you were having to work so much harder this week. And it's so nice of you, Rachel, to stand beneath her. Um, I mean beside her," Karlie added, patting Rachel condescendingly on her head. 

   

"That's what friends are for," Rachel replied through gritted teeth. No matter how much Karlie constantly belittled them and lorded her height over them, Rachel didn't think she'd ever get used to it. Of course, Karlie towered eighteen inches over her in those heels, 

   

putting the top of Rachel's head near the bottom of Karlie's breasts, so there wasn't a lot she could do about it. 

   

Karlie ignored Rachel's obvious irritation. "I'll tell you what, Lauren. Why don't I send you some help, so you can take some of the extra work burden off of your shoulders?" 

   

"That would be great, Karlie," Lauren replied, smiling with relief. 

   

"Good! I'm glad to hear that. I'll send Taylor over right away." 

   

Lauren's smile froze and turned brittle. "Um…Taylor? But I--" 

 

"She'll be there as soon as she's done filing a few papers for me," Karlie continued. "She knows what I want done on the AlChemCo project, so I'm sure her help will be invaluable." 

   

"Uhh…Karlie, on second thought, I don't think I really need any--" 

   

"Nonsense!" Karlie interrupted, grinning broadly. "I didn't even think about how hard it would be for you, all by yourself with such a big workload," she said. The mocking tone was hard to detect, but it was there if you listened for it. "She'll help you make sure everything stays on track." Turning her gaze far downward, she said, "Rachel?" 

   

Scowling, Rachel craned her neck, looking past Karlie's impressive breasts to meet her eyes. 

"Yes, Karlie?" she asked, trying to keep a snarl out of her voice. 

   

"Since Taylor will be helping Lauren, I'm going to send you some of the filing she needed to do today. I'm sure you won't mind. And look, I know you two like to get together for…girl talk," Karlie said, pausing just long enough for it to be meaningful, "but because Lauren is going to be working so very hard, I'll have to ask you not to disturb her." She turned back to Lauren. "In fact, you might need to take lunch at your desk. You don't mind, right? I mean, you didn't have lunch plans or anything, did you?" 

   

Lauren's face was impassive, but her voice betrayed her disappointment at not getting lunch with Rachel. "That…that's fine, Karlie," she muttered. 

   

"Great!" Karlie replied, her smile wide and her voice full of smug satisfaction. "You ladies have a lovely day. Taylor will be with you shortly!" So saying, she turned on her heel and strode confidently out of the break room, sipping her coffee delightedly. 

   

"Great. Now I get to have her pet breathing down my neck all day," Lauren grumbled. 

   

"Hey, at least you won't be having to clean up after her," Rachel said sourly. 

   

"You're right. Instead, I'll have her barking orders at me and sitting around playing with her smartphone while I do all the work." 

   

"Fair point," Rachel said. 

   

"I'm so sick of those two. Just because they're tall and hot, they think they own everyone around here." Lauren grimaced. "I wish there was a way to take them down a peg." 

   

"You and me both, babe." Rachel patted Lauren's arm reassuringly. "So, our lunch date is ruined, but you're still coming over for dinner, right?" 

   

Lauren smiled faintly. "Sure thing, Rachel. I'll see you around 8." She sighed. "Now, if you'll excuse me, I have to go try not to shoot Taylor. Or myself." She trudged slowly out of the room, leaving 

   

Rachel alone to finish making her coffee before heading back to her own desk. 

 

 

* * * * * 

 

 

A couple of hours and a small mountain of paperwork later, it was finally time for Rachel's lunch break. She stood up from her chair and stretched, rubbing her eyes and trying to ignore the low- level throbbing that signaled a potential incoming migraine. Eager for some fresh air, she stepped briskly out of her cubicle, stopping by Lauren's desk on the way out of the building. "Hey, I'm heading to Dodge's Diner for lunch. I know the sandwiches here are fabulous," she said, making a disgusted face for effect, "but do you want me to pick you up anything?" 

   

Before Lauren could reply, a female voice piped up from the other desk in the office. "Ooh, Dodge's? Bring me a slice of their cookies-and-cream pie, huh? It's delicious." 

   

Rachel peered around the doorframe, glaring at the other woman seated in the office. The statuesque blonde sat languidly at James' vacant desk, her long legs propping her stocking feet up on its surface and a pair of high heels sitting on the floor nearby. Those two and their heels, Rachel thought. Like Karlie, Taylor was naturally taller than Lauren (and most everyone else in the office), and like Karlie, Taylor wore heels to further accentuate her impressive stature. She was lean and leggy, her build slimmer than Karlie's and her bust less prominent, though she was still quite attractive. Taylor was particularly proud of her long blonde hair, which almost seemed to glow even in the pale fluorescent office lighting. She was tapping idly on a smartphone, apparently neglecting to do any actual work, to Rachel's complete lack of surprise. 

   

"Slice of pie. Sure thing," Rachel said curtly. 

   

   

"Thanks. You're a real doll. Oh, and I don't have any cash on hand, so I'll pay you back later, okay?" Taylor glanced up from her phone long enough to smirk at Rachel before returning her attention to whatever she was passing the time with. 

   

"Gotcha," Rachel replied, staring daggers at Taylor. To Lauren, she said, "Well, that's her. Is there anything you want, Lauren?" 

   

Lauren looked up from her paperwork and silently mouthed "a way out of here," giving Rachel a brief chuckle. Aloud, Lauren said, "A strawberry shake would be perfect, ba--uh, Rachel." She flicked her eyes nervously over at Taylor, who didn't seem to have noticed her minor slip. 

   

"Sure thing. I'll be back in a little while." 

   

"We'll be here," Lauren replied ruefully. 

   

"At the rate you're going, we'll still be here by lunchtime tomorrow," Taylor said with a sneer. 

   

Rachel pantomimed firing a shotgun at the blonde, prompting a fleeting smile from Lauren before she turned away and left the building. 

   

* * * * * 

   

A short time later, Rachel had finished her lunch early and was dreading having to return to the office. She strolled down the sidewalk away from Dodge's Diner, looking for anything to kill some time, Lauren's milkshake and Taylor's pie in a small to -go carrier. She had strongly considered not bringing Taylor anything, but the bitch would've taken it out on Lauren the whole rest of the day, so Rachel had forced herself to buy it. 

 

As she ambled down the sidewalk, she noticed a curious storefront she couldn't recall seeing before. It had a veneer of dark wood and several small pieces of statuary, jewelry, and other small curiosities arrayed on shelves in the windows. A sign over the door read "Vendredi's Antiques." A bell jingled over the door as she stepped inside, although she couldn't see anyone working there. 

   

Rachel spent a few minutes browsing around, keeping an eye on the time lest she give Karlie any reason to get on her case. The shop had a few pretty pieces, but nothing really stood out to her. 

   

Guess I'd better head back to the office, she thought to herself, heading for the door. "Something I can help you find?" 

   

The voice, seemingly coming from directly behind her, made her jump. She whirled around to find a petite woman of indeterminate age standing nearby. Her hair was blonde, but it was shot through with streaks of gray, and she wore boxy reading glasses perched on her nose. 

   

"You startled me!" Rachel sputtered, trying to slow her heart rate and breathing. 

   

"Sorry," the woman said sincerely. Her voice carried the faintest hint of an accent, possibly French. "Between the soft carpet and my shop's terrible acoustics, I'm afraid I always seem to be sneaking up on people without meaning to." She smiled warmly and extended her hand. "I'm Mrs. Vendredi. I own this store." 

   

"Nice to meet you," Rachel replied, shaking the woman's hand. 

   

"Likewise. As I said, can I help you find something?" 

   

"No, thanks," Rachel replied. "I'm on lunch, and I was just browsing. I really do have to get back before--" 

   

"Troubles with your boss?" Mrs. Vendredi interrupted, raising an eyebrow. Rachel blinked, showing momentary surprise. "Uh…yeah. How did you know?" 

   

"I have quite a gift for reading people. I'm good at helping them find just what they need." Mrs. Vendredi smiled enigmatically. "And you, my dear…I think I have just the thing for you." She turned her attention to a nearby shelf, peering intently at an array of small boxes sitting on it. 

   

"Well, I appreciate that, but I really have to get going," Rachel protested. 

   

"Oh, it'll only take a moment," the shopkeeper said, waving a hand dismissively as she continued searching the shelf. 

   

"Really, if I don't get back to the office on time, she'll--" 

   

"Aha!" Mrs. Vendredi exclaimed, retrieving a small box made of wood so dark it was nearly black. It had small silver accents in the corners and on the lid. She opened it and extracted a necklace on a long silver chain; the pendant was a curious arrangement of lines crisscrossing with a deep blue stone set in the center of them. 

 

"It's beautiful," Rachel said softly. 

   

Mrs. Vendredi nodded. "It is lovely, isn't it? The magic runes that it's made of stand for balance, communication, and self. It has the power to help you redress imbalances in your life and make others see things from your perspective." She grinned impishly. "You 

   

might find it useful in, say, getting a nagging employer to look at the world through your eyes." 

   

Rachel was still entranced by the beauty of the pendant. The silver seemed to glimmer even in the dimness of the shop, and the stone almost appeared to glow with its own inner light. She made no move to stop Mrs. Vendredi as the shopkeeper draped the chain around Rachel's neck. The pendant felt curiously warm, even through the fabric of her shirt. It was exquisite, but… 

   

"There's no way I can afford this," Rachel said, an unmistakable note of sadness in her voice. 

   

"Oh, I wouldn't be so sure of that," the woman replied, a faint smile on her lips. "How much do you have on you?" 

   

Rachel frowned uncertainly. "Maybe twenty bucks?" 

   

Mrs. Vendredi's smile widened. "As it happens, that's exactly how much that particular piece costs." 

   

* * * * * 

   

A short time later, Rachel was again seated at her desk, feeling the weight of her new necklace. About halfway back to the office, she'd felt foolish for being talked into buying it. It was pretty, certainly, but if the old woman had let it go for twenty bucks it probably wasn't worth half that. And all that bullshit about magic…what were you thinking, Rach? 

   

She stuck out her bottom lip and blew out an exasperated breath, fluttering her auburn bangs. She mentally kicked herself a bit longer for being swindled into buying costume jewelry, and then she turned her attention to the last of the AlChemCo paperwork on her desk. With any luck, she'd be finished with it by one o'clock 

   

and could move on to something that wouldn't directly benefit Karlie. 

   

No sooner had she thought that than Karlie appeared in the entrance to her cubicle. "Rachel! Hi! Just checking in to see how it's coming." 

   

Fuck. "Um…it's going fine, boss. I should be done soon." 

   

"Ah, that's great news. It'll give you time to fix this design document. You made some mistakes when you initially submitted it," Karlie replied with a grin, dropping a manila folder with several pages inside on Rachel's desk. 

   

"But…but…" Rachel stammered. She frowned at the file and flipped it open as Karlie was turning away. "Hey, wait a second, this isn't my design doc…" She scrutinized it more closely, her temper flaring when she saw the name attached to it. "Taylor filed this! These are her mistakes!" 

   

Karlie waved her hand dismissively. "Well, whatever, short stuff. Taylor is busy and you know how to do this just as well as she does." 

   

A lot better than she does, you mean, Rachel thought spitefully.  

   

"Hmm? What was that? I couldn't hear you from all the way down there." 

   

Rachel started--she hadn't realized she'd voiced that thought aloud. 

   

"Um…nothing." She sighed. "I'll…get to it soon, Karlie." 

   

"I'm sure you can have it all done by tomorrow, Rachel. You're such a hard little worker," Karlie said. 

   

Rachel stewed silently for several moments. When she was sure that Karlie had stepped well away from her cubicle, she let loose a quiet but blistering stream of invective. She kept thinking about how angry Karlie and Taylor made her, and how unfairly they treated her and Lauren. 

   

"Stupid high-and-mighty bitches," she snarled. "The Dark Tower and her loyal terrier think they're so big. Just once I'd like to see them cut down to size." She laughed softly to herself, thinking how shocked Karlie and Taylor would be if they suddenly found themselves Rachel's 

   

height, having to look up at most people. Bet their nasty attitudes would adjust really fast, she thought. Heh. What if they were even shorter than me? It'd be hilarious for them to have to  

   

strain their necks to look up and meet my eyes! The mental picture of their roles reversed and the two wicked queens of the office standing only as tall as Rachel's breasts was a hilarious one, and one that Rachel relished for a few minutes before reluctantly getting to work on the papers in front of her. She was idly clutching the necklace as she thought this, and she was faintly aware that it felt curiously warm, but she didn't notice its blue stone shimmering and 

   

glowing with some hidden internal power… 

   

 

* * * * * 

 

   

"I know, right?" Taylor said excitedly into her phone. "So then I told him--" 

   

"Could you please keep it down, Taylor?" Lauren asked exasperatedly. "It's hard for me to concentrate on these papers with you yakking away so loudly over there." 

   

"Just a sec, Susan," Taylor said into her phone. Glaring at Lauren, she snapped, "Well, it's hard for me to carry on a conversation with your constant complaining. I guess we're both just going to have to 

   

suck it up. Unless you'd like me to ask Karlie what she thinks about this situation?" 

   

Lauren winced and exhaled loudly through her nose, clenching her teeth. "I'd rather you didn't," she said icily. 

 

"Okay, then. Now if you'll excuse me…" Taylor lifted the phone up to her ear again, feeling a sense of smug self-satisfaction. She randomly got a chill up her spine for a second, but she barely registered it as she resumed her conversation. "So where was I? Oh yeah. So I told him that just because he bought me all those drinks--" 

   

Lauren got back to work as best she could, although her body language betrayed her growing exasperation. Taylor happily chatted away, ignoring her coworker's irritation, but then Lauren started fighting back in little ways: she slammed desk drawers, punched her stapler down hard each time she used it, and did some extraneous printing on the noisy machine in the corner of the room. 

   

Taylor noticed this, but at first she didn't want to admit it was bothering her. However, when Lauren searched through five drawers for something, banging each one shut louder than the last, Taylor finally said she'd call Susan back and ended the call. Turning angrily to Lauren, she snarled "What the hell is the matter with you, anyway? You're being incredibly rude." Another mild shiver went along her spine, and she briefly wondered why. 

   

Lauren scoffed. "I'm being rude? I don't think you've done one bit of work since you were put in here to 'help' me, and you've caused endless distractions, and when I asked you politely to stop you threatened to sic your mistress on me. But sure, I'm rude. I'll accept that if it means you'll actually do some work for a change." 

   

"Not if that's your attitude," Taylor replied. She selected a game on her phone, turning the volume up as it loaded. In seconds, electronic music chirped out of her phone's speaker. She got yet another weird chill. What's up with that? It doesn't feel cold in here... 

   

"You're unbelievable!" Lauren cried. "I've got half a mind to call Karlie in here and tell her what you've been doing!" 

   

"Oh yeah?" Taylor sneered. She put down the phone and lowered her feet off the desk, slipping them into her four-inch heels. She had a moment of trouble getting them on, as if they didn't fit quite right, but she soon stood up and marched over to Lauren's desk, leaning down over it and casting her shadow on the papers in front of Lauren. "Whose side do you think she'll take, shortie?" 

   

Lauren narrowed her eyes, giving Taylor a death glare, but she said nothing. Taylor was delighted to see her cheeks flushing slightly. 

   

"That's what I thought," Taylor said with a mocking grin. Another tingle ran down her back. "Oh my God, what the hell is going on? Are you doing that somehow?" 

   

"Doing what?" Lauren snapped. "The only thing I'm doing is working." 

   

Taylor leaned down closer to the desk, getting within Lauren's personal space. "You didn't mess with the AC or anything?" 

   

Lauren pushed her chair irritably back from the desk and stood up. "I'm going to get some fresh air. I have to get out of this room for a few minutes." Hearing the hard edge in Lauren's voice, Taylor thought that she might have pushed her a little too close to the edge, so she decided to let Lauren leave…although not without a little intimidation to remind her of her place. 

 

Taylor rose to her full height, staring down at Lauren across the desk. Something seemed just a little off to her, as if she wasn't looking quite as far down as she'd expected, but she shrugged it off. "Whatever. You'd better not be gone long. And you still need to have this done by the end of the day." She shuddered again. "Jesus! I'm turning up the heat in here." She stepped toward the office's thermostat, but stumbled on her way as her foot slipped in her heel, nearly coming out of the shoe. "Whoa!" Taylor caught herself on the desk, narrowly avoiding landing face-first on the floor. 

   

Lauren chuckled softly at the sight, but when Taylor's head whipped angrily around, she darted out of the office. 

   

Irritated by her near-fall and missing another opportunity to belittle Lauren, Taylor returned her attention to the thermostat. The temperature read 75 degrees, which was odd, as that normally wouldn't give her any chills. Shrugging, Taylor turned it up a few degrees and returned to her desk and her phone. Her heels shifted oddly on her feet as she did so, and she frowned in confusion at them. Setting her feet on the floor, she tried to adjust them to a more comfortable fit, but no matter what she did they seemed a bit loose. She finally resorted to tightening the straps, which mostly fixed the problem, although she had no idea how they'd gotten out of place to start with. Satisfied that they'd be fine, she slipped them off so she could prop her legs up on the desk again. 

   

That also didn't feel quite right, however. She ended up rising from the chair and fiddling with its position a few times before finally settling back in. Even with the chair adjusted, she still felt like her legs were at the wrong angle, and she fidgeted every so often trying to get more comfortable. When she had to push the cuffs of her sleeves off her wrists, she thought nothing of it, and she didn't even notice that her black stockings were slightly bunched up on her feet, a small amount of fabric hanging loosely past her toes… 

   

 

* * * * * 

 

 

"Mike? It's Karlie. I'm calling to check on the status of that report I had you working on." Karlie listened to the reply, a frown forming on her face as she did so. "That's not what we discussed, Mike." 

   

Another pause, and she gripped the phone more tightly, her frown deepening. "Well, that's your problem, not mine." She sat up straighter in her desk chair as more excuses came through the earpiece. She finally cut Mike off sharply. "Look, I don't care how you get it done, just do it! I want that report on my desk by close of business today, do you hear me?" A chill shot up her spine as a defeated-sounding reply reached her ears. "Good. I'll call back to check in again later." 

   

Karlie slammed the handset down on her desk irritably. "God, I feel like I'm surrounded by incompetents," she muttered to herself, feeling another chill. She removed her glasses and pinched the bridge of her nose, her eyes shut and her head bowed. Speaking of incompetent, I wonder how Rachel is doing with that extra workload. She considered calling to harass the little dyke, but thought it might be more fun to go by in person again, if only to savor Rachel's misery at having to see Karlie. Another strange tingle crawled along her back as she imagined Rachel's suffering, although she chalked it up to anticipation. 

   

Karlie put her glasses back on her nose, having to fidget with them when they wouldn't sit right at first, and rose from her desk, stretching her long frame as she walked across the office. Something seemed to shift around the waistband of her skirt, and she tugged it gently back into place, barely even registering it. Exiting her office, she ambled down the hallway, taking a few moments here and there to poke her head into some of her subordinates' offices to check on their progress. She prided herself on being a firm taskmaster; the fact that she enjoyed bossing people around was merely a nice perk of her job. Of course, the absolute most fun thing was punishing people who balked at her management style and made their feelings of displeasure clear, or the ones who thought the rules didn't apply to them. Like Rachel and Lauren. She felt a few more chills along the way, but when she checked the temperature she found it was in the mid-seventies. Maybe I need to talk to the maintenance people, she mused. 

   

As she neared Rachel's cubicle, she was distracted by what sounded like someone's especially juicy personal conversation, so she didn't see someone else coming until it was too late. She bumped into another person and lost her balance; for some odd reason, her heels slipped around on her feet as she tried to right herself, and Karlie tumbled to the floor, landing on her butt with a thump. 

   

"Oh my God, I am so sorry…" Lauren said automatically, turning to look down at whom she'd collided with. "…Karlie…" she finished weakly, seeing her boss' angry glare. 

   

"Watch where you're going, short stuff," Karlie snapped. Ignoring Lauren's offered hand, she stood up, feeling another mild tingle as she did so. She tried to stand up straight and nearly stumbled again, as her left shoe had slipped right off of her foot in the fall. Scowling, she slid it back on, turning to give Lauren one of her patented staredowns. 

   

For some reason, she found her eyes angled down to her subordinate's cleavage, and she had a moment of confusion as she adjusted her gaze. That's strange… Her eye level was just above the top of Lauren's head, and something about this seemed wrong to Karlie, although she couldn't place exactly what. Karlie flicked her eyes up and down Lauren's frame, trying to spot what was wrong. The shorter woman was wearing heels--maybe that was it… 

   

"Uh…Karlie?" Lauren said uncertainly. 

   

Karlie blinked rapidly--she had been lost in thought for a moment. Shaking her head, she got back on task. "Like I said, watch it. You could hurt somebody. And what the hell are you doing here, anyway? You're supposed to be working." 

   

"I just needed a little fresh air, boss," Lauren replied. "I was on my way to the snack machines, and I was gonna step outside for a quick smoke break." 

   

Karlie's eyes narrowed. "You don't smoke." 

   

"…I've been meaning to start?" Lauren said uncertainly. 

   

"Nice try. I'm not paying you to--" Karlie stopped as she felt another chill. It was accompanied by the bizarre feeling that the whole world was shifting slightly. It was almost as if her perspective suddenly changed, and she winced, feeling just a split-second of vertigo. When she looked at Lauren again, something seemed different, but she couldn't put her finger on what it was. She sighed irritably. "Whatever. You've got ten minutes. And you'd better not be one second late getting back to your desk." 

   

"Gotcha, boss," Lauren said, quickly vanishing in the direction of the break room. 

   

Karlie advanced on Rachel's desk. She was feeling mildly frustrated that she hadn't gotten to berate Lauren further, but she knew who would make her feel better about that. She smiled as she looked down at Rachel--the kind of smile that usually had a fin above it--and waited for the little redhead to notice her presence. 

   

   

"How's the design document coming along, Smalls?" Karlie said with a sneer. Rachel's last name was actually Stall, but Karlie's occasional "accidental mispronunciation" irked the petite woman to no end. Karlie shivered again and reminded herself to call maintenance as soon as she could. 

   

"Oh, about as well as could be expected, given that I'm cleaning up someone else's mess," Rachel replied, sighing heavily as she looked up at her boss. "I should still have it done within the hour…I hope." She squinted up at Karlie in confusion. "Did you do something with your hair or something, boss? You look…different." 

   

Karlie glowered down at Rachel. She didn't want to think about how everything suddenly looked and felt a bit off. "Don't worry about my appearance, Smalls. I just wanted to check in and make sure you're actually working, not passing around girl talk with Tyner." Another curious shiver. Karlie's glasses slipped down her nose, and she irritably raised them, although they didn't seem to want to stay in place. 

   

"She was just saying hi, boss. I promise, I'm not distracted," Rachel said sharply. 

   

"Good. I'll be by later to collect the document, so you'd better have it finished." Karlie stalked off up the hallway, although her usual confident stride was hampered by her loose heels. They kept wobbling around on her feet, and she had to stop every few steps to fiddle with them. Even her tan stockings seemed slightly out of place, the hosiery bunching a bit at her ankles. Annoyed and confused, Karlie made her way haltingly back to her office, finally slipping off the white heels when she was in private. It was amazing to her just how much taller everything looked without them on. Guess that three inches really makes a difference! 

   

   

She settled in at her desk, annoyed when the chair didn't seem to be in the right place. Karlie fiddled with its controls until she was again comfortable. Who the hell has been messing with my chair? 

   

Noticing her gray skirt was wrinkled, presumably from her fall to the floor, she tried to smooth it out. She got it straight, although it still looked a bit baggy, and she could've sworn it was supposed to stop just above her knee… 

   

Shrugging, she logged into her email, skimming through updates and reports of varying degrees of urgency. Every so often she'd pick one out to reply to; typically, these replies were curt and demanding, as was her way. Except for Taylor and a few other exceptions, she didn't really care whether she made any friends at the office--she was there to work hard and get promoted. She experienced a series of the weird chills as she sent off her missives. 

   

That reminds me, I need to contact maintenance. Karlie told herself that the work emails were more important, but her irritation grew with every twitching tingle. She was also becoming frustrated, as she kept making typos (especially with her pinky fingers). The keyboard felt awkward, for some reason. Finally, after her fifteenth mistake in a single email, she threw her hands up dramatically. 

 

"Screw it," she snarled. "Obviously the temperature is getting to me." Karlie snatched the handset and lifted it to her head, staring at it in anger and confusion when it, too, felt strange. She dropped it back into the cradle and punched the speakerphone button instead. 

   

God, I hate this speakerphone. Damn thing never works right. She tapped in the number for the maintenance department and listened to it ring…and ring…and ring…before someone finally answered. 

   

"Facility Maintenance, Jimmy speaking," said a man on the other end. 

   

   

"Jimmy? Hi. This is Karlie Wendell, on the third floor. I've got a problem," she said quickly. "My thermostat says it's on 76, but I keep feeling a chill in here. I think it's broken." 

   

"Hmm." Jimmy sounded thoughtful. "Well, ma'am, the boys and I just did an AC inspection two weeks ago--" 

   

"I didn't ask when you last inspected them, Jimmy," she interrupted. "And frankly, I don't care if it was yesterday. I'm telling you that it's not working now." Another shudder went down her back. "Ugh! God! Just send somebody up here to look at it right now, do you hear me?!" 

   

"Yes ma'am, Miss Wendell," Jimmy replied in clipped tones. "I'll have someone up there in a few--" 

   

Karlie hung up before he could finish. Feeling antsy but not in the mood to get back to her emails, she rose from the chair, temporarily ignoring her heels as she walked across the plush carpeting to re-check the thermostat. She liked the feeling of the soft rug on her feet, especially through the sheer fabric of her nylons, but today something was definitely off. Her hosiery felt loose and baggy, and she glanced down to see the tan stockings flapping loosely past the end of her toes and just a bit off of the sides of her feet as well. 

   

Puzzled, she knelt to inspect them, thinking perhaps they'd somehow slipped out of place. She grabbed one, but sighed in annoyance when she saw that the sleeves of her gray suit jacket had fallen over her wrists and swallowed her hands up to the thumbs. Something isn't…right…about this… Karlie thought. She tried to focus on exactly what it was, but it was like trying to remember a dream; any attempt to nail it down precisely only caused it to become hazier. Coming out of her reverie, she pushed the cuffs up enough to be out of her way and tugged on her nylons, pulling them up her legs until her feet again felt snug in them. Mollified, she stepped across to the thermostat, pausing briefly when the box seemed higher on the wall than she remembered. Eh. I don't check it that often, she thought. 

   

It still read 76, which didn't coincide with the chills she kept getting. She tapped on the box irritably, and then she raised the temperature by a few degrees, hearing the quiet sound of the heating system kicking in. Shrugging, she returned to her desk to await the maintenance technician's arrival. As she sat down, she again smoothed out her skirt and tried to get her cuffs off of her hands, ultimately resorting to rolling them up…and trying to figure out why she had to do that. 

   

 

* * * * * 

 

Lauren blew out an exasperated breath as she contemplated how much work there was left to be done. Taylor had barely spoken at all since Lauren had come back from her break, which was a good thing, but it also meant she still wasn't doing any work. She rested in the chair, eyes glued to her phone, feet up on the desk, the same piece of paper she'd ostensibly been working on all afternoon on the desktop in front of her. 

   

Lauren had tried to refrain from saying anything further, but she'd finally had enough. Rubbing her eyes, she turned away from the computer monitor and leaned back in her chair, sighing. She swiveled her seat to face Taylor and spoke. "Sorry to bother you in the middle of what's clearly a very important personal use of your phone at work, but I am not going to get this finished by myself." 

   

Taylor scoffed, not looking up from her phone. "Like that's my problem? You'll be the one who gets in trouble." She shivered slightly. "Dammit. Why does that keep happening?" 

   

   

"Maybe it's an involuntary reaction to your nasty attitude," Lauren muttered. "Even your own nervous system is tired of it." 

   

"Oh, you're so funny!" Taylor replied with exaggerated cheer. Her attention went right back to the phone in her hands. 

   

Lauren stood up from her chair, walking over to Taylor's desk. Lauren leaned over the desk, looming over Taylor and mimicking her earlier pose. "Look. I'd rather not have you in here at all, let alone working on the project with me. And I'd barely even classify what you'll do as helping. So consider how badly I need another pair of hands on this for me to bother asking you." 

   

Taylor finally looked up, indignantly raising an eyebrow at Lauren's attempt to be domineering. She stood up from her chair, causing Lauren to stand back as she rose. "You look, little girl. According to Karlie, I'm in charge of our assignment today, so if…" She trailed off as she stood at her full, imposing height--and found herself looking slightly up to meet Lauren's eyes. Lauren's feelings of surprise and confusion were neatly mirrored by the stunned expression on Taylor's face. The two women looked each other up and down, trying to process what they were seeing. Finally, Lauren realized her two-inch heels were giving her a boost compared to Taylor's bare feet. Wait, isn't she two inches taller than me to start with? 

   

Taylor appeared to have hit upon the same explanation, and she quickly stepped into her heels, adjusting her posture and nearly losing her balance as her heels wobbled. She tried to loom over Lauren using the three-inch boost, but they were now eye-level with each other. Taylor again looked extremely confused, and she put one hand over her eyes and shook her head for a moment. She seemed to recover shortly, though, and she pointed a finger into Laurens' face, the sleeve of her pink blouse falling down her upraised arm to bunch at her elbow. 

   

   

   

"As I was saying, Karlie put me in charge here. Whatever responsibility I want to delegate to you, I will. And you'll do it, and you won't come crying to me about it! And another thing…" She jabbed her finger dangerously close to Lauren repeatedly while her rant continued, each time nearly poking the brunette's nose; her sleeve flapped oddly around her arm with each gesture, and she shuddered a time or two. Additionally, Lauren was struck by the bizarre notion that Taylor actually appeared to get just a little bit shorter with each jab. It was as if she sank a little further down whenever she snapped at Lauren. 

 

 

That's ridiculous, Lauren thought. Still, there was no denying that by the time Taylor's diatribe was over, Lauren was again looking down into her eyes. What the hell is happening to her? It's like she's…shrinking? A grin split Lauren's face as she realized that she didn't really care why Taylor was going through this bizarre change--as long as it represented a chance to give the blonde bitch a taste of her own medicine. 

   

"What the hell are you smiling about?" Taylor barked, seeming to drop another small fraction of her size as she did. 

   

"I'll tell you what I'm smiling about," Lauren replied, stepping closer to Taylor to accentuate their reversed size difference. She stood as tall as possible in her heels to make herself loom even larger over her suddenly and inexplicably average-sized coworker. Wow…even with the three-inch heels she can't be more than 5'8"… 

   

"I'm smiling because you are going to help me with this paperwork." She leaned in closer still and was rewarded with Taylor leaning back, her hazel eyes looking uncertainly upward into Lauren's green ones. "You will pull your weight around here the rest of the day." 

   

   

"Oh yeah?" Taylor asked, although her usual bravado sounded shaky. "I don't know what kind of trick you're trying to pull, but you can't make me do anything, you little bitch." 

   

Lauren had to keep herself from laughing at that--Taylor was still trying to call her little! It was even funnier when she sank even lower beneath Lauren. "If you don't, I'll tell Karlie what you did with Alex from accounting at the office Christmas party while she was passed out." Lauren had caught Taylor making out with a guy that Karlie was seeing, but had never had the courage to use that fact; now, with Taylor suddenly so much less intimidating, Lauren couldn't resist the temptation to hold it over her head. 

   

Taylor's face fell. "You wouldn't!" she said in a panicked tone. She suddenly reached behind her and grabbed the waistband of her skirt, which looked to Lauren like it was starting to slip. 

   

"Try me," Lauren said with a smirk. She pushed even closer to Taylor, who stepped back automatically; the little blonde's eyes went wide with shock as her feet pulled right out of her heels and she instantly dropped another three inches below Lauren. 

   

"What…what's gotten into you, Tiny?" Taylor stammered, unthinkingly using her nickname for Lauren. 

   

"For the hundredth time, my last name is Tyner," Lauren snapped. "And if you don't want me to tell Karlie about your little indiscretion with Alex, it's Miss Tyner for the rest of the day! If you understand, say 'Yes, Miss Tyner.'" 

   

"Y-yes, Miss Tyner," Taylor said meekly. 

   

Lauren stepped over to her desk. "I'm going to email you some of the files. I expect you to have them done within the hour. Is that clear?" 

   

   

   

"Yes, Miss Tyner," Taylor grumbled as she flopped into her seat. She added something under her breath that Lauren didn't quite pick up, but she appeared to shift slightly downward in the chair, so Lauren could guess at the tone. Lauren took stock of Taylor's appearance and could see the changes readily. The blonde's blouse looked saggy, no longer hugging her perky breasts and far too large around her neck, its sleeves bunched around her arms and its cuffs nearly swallowing her hands. Taylor's skirt hung loosely around her hips, seeming to puddle slightly in the seat cushion around her. Her stockings looked almost comically large around her legs and were bunched oddly on her ankles and feet. And even sitting up straight in the chair, Taylor's feet barely touched the floor. The little woman lowered the seat in an attempt to compensate; it put her feet more firmly on solid ground, but made her look even shorter. 

   

"What was that, Taylor?" Lauren asked. 

   

"Nothing, Miss Tyner," Taylor replied. Lauren smirked as the blonde muttered something else and slipped just a bit lower in her seat. 

 

 

* * * * * 

 

 

Rachel shuffled down the hallway toward her boss' office. For whatever reason, Karlie had apparently decided to shut herself in for a while, so rather than coming by Rachel's cubicle to collect the paperwork, Rachel had been ordered to collate it all and bring it in for inspection. Karlie had seemed to be in an especially foul mood over the phone, and the succession of employees who'd left her office with pained expressions that afternoon contributed to Rachel's mounting dread. I'm just glad I finished it all. Arriving at the dark wood door, Rachel knocked apprehensively. 

   

"Who is it?" Karlie snapped. 

   

"It's me. Rachel. I've got the AlChemCo paperwork done, boss," Rachel replied. 

   

"Come in," Karlie said. 

   

Something was off about her voice--almost as if it sounded a bit high. Maybe she's coming down with something really nasty, 

   

Rachel thought, a faint smile flicking across her face as she opened the door. She frowned in confusion as she crossed the threshold, wondering why someone else was sitting in Karlie's seat; the huge desk of polished mahogany that Karlie was so proud of made whoever the stranger was look positively tiny. Rachel froze and her eyes widened when she realized that the woman was Karlie. In moments, she took in a few more details that didn't add up. 

   

It wasn't just that the massive executive furniture dwarfed Karlie. Initially, Rachel thought that the Dark Tower was slumped in her chair, but a quick glance showed that she was sitting rigidly straight; despite that, the high leather back of the cushy chair was visible above her head. The computer monitor was tilted at an obvious downward angle. Karlie's phone, mouse, and keyboard had all been moved subtly closer to the chair. Her outfit was wrong, too. For all that Rachel hated her boss, she did have to admit that Karlie was hot, and Rachel knew how she should look didn't match up with reality. The tailored light gray suit Karlie wore--one of her favorites--appeared rumpled and ill-fitting, its sleeves rolled up at the ends and its shoulders baggy and bulky. The black blouse underneath was also wrinkled and loose, not hugging Karlie's generous breasts as it had been earlier. Even her glasses seemed too big, resting askew on the tip of her nose. 

It all pointed to one bizarre conclusion: somehow, Karlie had gotten smaller. Rachel tried to dismiss the notion--people don't shrink--but the evidence was staring her in the face. But how could it even happen? 

   

Karlie cleared her throat pointedly. "Hello? Smalls? Did your little brain lock up?" she snapped. 

   

Rachel blinked, startled and embarrassed. For a moment, she almost thought she could actually see Karlie slip lower in the chair as she spoke. "Uh, sorry, boss. I was just…uh, lost in thought for a second." 

   

"If I wanted something in my office that stared at me and didn't do anything, I'd buy a painting of someone good-looking," Karlie said with a sneer. 

   

This time, there was no mistaking it--she did appear to shrink the tiniest bit right after her comment. What the fuck? "I, ah, got the paperwork finished, boss," Rachel said, waving the manila folder in her left hand. 

   

"About damn time," Karlie muttered. She raised an eyebrow at Rachel. "Well, what are you waiting for? Hand it over!" 

   

She shrank again as the rude remarks left her mouth, and something suddenly clicked in Rachel's mind. She recalled the antique dealer's words about redressing imbalances and making others see her perspective. She recalled thinking about bringing Karlie and Taylor down a peg while holding the supposedly magic necklace. Impossible. There's no such thing as magic, she told herself. But then, if that's not it, what's going on? 

   

As if in a daze, Rachel slowly set the folder down on Karlie's desk, staring at the inexplicably smaller version of her boss who sat before her. Karlie flipped open the folder and started to look over the paperwork, but she soon became aware of Rachel's scrutiny. 

   

   

   

"What the hell are you looking at, Smalls? Even though your work is sloppy, I promise I can read it without your help." She shifted downward again, her glasses slipping off the tip of her nose and hanging from her face by one earpiece. "Ugh! Fuck these things!" she barked irritably, yanking them off of her ear and tossing them angrily onto the desk. 

   

Rachel had the growing suspicion that every time Karlie fired off a burst of condescending attitude, she got a little smaller . Although, considering how much smaller she already was, Rachel wondered if it happened whenever she was mean to anyone. Eager to test her theory (and bring Karlie down a bit more), Rachel let out a small laugh, ostensibly at Karlie's glasses, though it was really at her appearance and predicament in general. She watched the back of her boss' head against the chair carefully. 

   

"Something funny, Smalls?" Karlie snapped. (Shrink.) "If you're looking for entertainment, I'm sure I could find something really fun for you to do." (Shrink.) "Maybe I'll give one of the interns the rest of the afternoon off and let you run around the building delivering mail and getting coffee for people who actually work." (Shrink.) 

   

"That's…that's not in my job description, boss," Rachel replied, biting down on her lip to keep from bursting into a fit of laughter. The situation was made that much funnier by the fact that somehow Karlie genuinely didn't seem to realize what was happening to her. 

 

"Your job is whatever I damn well say it is!" Karlie barked in her noticeably-higher voice, sinking just a bit lower in the chair again. "And if you don't show me the proper respect, I'll say it's cleaning the toilets!" She skimmed over more of the paperwork Rachel had delivered, the rolled-up cuffs of her suit jacket flopping loosely around her wrists. "Well, the paperwork looks pretty good. I don't see where you did anything wrong," Karlie grudgingly admitted. "I guess that's all I needed from you on this project for today." 

   

Rachel was relieved to hear that she could leave Karlie's pet project alone for at least a little while, but she was also reluctant to go back to her cubicle just yet. She wanted Karlie to stand up so she could gauge just how short her boss looked. She racked her brain, trying to think of a good excuse. "Oh, by the way, boss, on the way here I ran into Taylor. She said she needs to see you about the project work they're doing, and it's urgent. Said she would've called you but she's having some issue with her phone." 

   

Karlie blew out an exasperated breath. "It's always something," she grumbled. She pushed her chair back from the desk (while a curious Rachel peeked past the desk to see that the chair was much lower than usual) and stood up, bare feet in wrinkled tan nylons making a marked contrast against the white carpet of her office. Like her jacket and shirt, Karlie's gray skirt was very baggy, hanging well past her knees and leaving her curvy hips lost somewhere in its drooping fabric. Without her three-inch heels, Rachel estimated that the top of her head reached Karlie's nose, meaning the formerly Amazonian woman had been reduced to an entirely unremarkable 5'3" or 5'4". 

   

As Karlie turned to Rachel, she blinked, squinted, and rubbed her eyes, as if confused by what she was seeing. "What…" she began, but faltered, closing her eyes and pinching the bridge of her nose. 

   

She shook her head and stepped into her heels, boosting her height by three inches, which seemed to put her mind at least somewhat at ease. "Ugh. I swear to God I can't wait for this day to be over." She frowned at Rachel. "Well? I expect you to leave when I do, Smalls. This is my private office and I won't have you in here when I'm not around." 

   

   

"Whatever you say, boss," Rachel replied with barely suppressed mirth. She started towards the door, Karlie walking about half a step behind her. Suddenly, Karlie stumbled and tripped, falling face-first onto the carpet. Rachel's eyes widened in surprise after a moment when she took in Karlie's appearance; the shrunken brunette's skirt was missing and her panties were around her ankles, leaving her oversized hosiery the only thing covering her legs and groin. Her loose shirt hung halfway down her cheeks, but otherwise her bare ass was clearly visible through the translucent nylons. Rachel couldn't entirely stifle a chuckle when she looked at Karlie's heels (which had stayed where they were when she pitched forward) and saw the gray skirt snagged around the toe of one of them--evidently what had caused Karlie to trip. 

   

Karlie pushed herself up on her palms, lifting up off of the carpet. "What the hell--" She cut herself off as she became aware of her state of undress. "Eep!" she cried, twisting around frantically and spotting her fallen skirt. She scrambled up onto her feet and hastily hitched up the skirt, tightening its belt and blushing furiously. 

   

"Wardrobe troubles, boss?" Rachel said, still trying to choke back laughter. 

   

"Shut up, Smalls! You didn't see that! Nobody saw that! Now get out of my office!" Karlie bellowed, losing another fraction of an inch. She stormed out of the room, her too-large heels wobbling and threatening to trip her again with every step. Rachel obediently followed, eager to see if Karlie would catch on or just keep shrinking herself. It occurred to her that Karlie's pet had also been in her thoughts earlier. Maybe I'll tag along to Lauren's office… 

 

 

* * * * * 

 

 

Taylor sat silently fuming, occasionally casting an irate glance at Lauren, who seemed fairly smug about the inexplicable shift in the balance of power. She couldn't pin down why, but her usual dominance over Lauren just wasn't getting results today. Lauren herself seemed more intimidating, more powerful, just generally more, somehow. Taylor was sure it was this abnormal dynamic that had given Lauren the nerve to threaten her, and she felt that if she could just regain her confidence and reestablish her authority over Lauren, she could get back to being in charge, the way things should be. She just needed an opportunity... 

   

From out in the hallway, she heard a familiar voice. Thank God, Karlie is here. She can help me put Tiny in her place, Taylor thought. As Karlie stepped through the doorway to the office, Taylor felt a surge of relief, followed shortly by annoyance when she saw Rachel tagging along. Something didn't look quite right about the two of them, but Taylor couldn't focus on exactly what it was. Shrugging, she smiled at Karlie, happy to see her boss and friend. 

   

However, Karlie didn't look happy to see her. She glared sourly at Taylor, a scowl distorting her features. "What the hell was so urgent that you had to drag me in here? And why couldn't you come see me yourself?" Karlie twitched faintly after saying this, and she seemed to be standing differently or something a moment later. 

   

"Huh? What are you--" Taylor cut herself off, noticing Rachel's smirk. Oh, that little bitch. Well, if she thinks she'll get me in trouble, she's got another thing coming. Another brief tingle shot down her spine as she thought this. "Um, yeah. I couldn't come get you personally because I was right in the middle of something, and I needed you here because...uh..." Taylor faltered, trying to think of an excuse. She noticed Lauren smiling mockingly at her from across the room, and she found her excuse. "Because Tiny over there isn't cooperating. She's refusing to do work that I've ordered her to do, and she's not showing me any respect." 

   

   

   

Karlie's eyes narrowed. "And you couldn't handle this yourself? Honestly, you want to be management one day and you can't control one single insubordinate employee?" 

   

"I...but I...uh..." Taylor sputtered, trying to think of an excuse that wouldn't involve Lauren's blackmail. 

   

Lauren snickered, grinning wickedly over at Taylor, and Karlie rounded on her. "And you," she said, pointing her finger accusingly at Lauren, "I told you Taylor was in charge here, Tiny. I will not have this project jeopardized by your inability to be a team player! If you screw this up, I'll personally see to it that you pay dearly!" 

   

Karlie shuddered again after saying this, and Taylor momentarily had the bizarre perception that Karlie was...contracting, somehow, every bit of her condensing into a smaller space. Taylor blinked and shook her head, disregarding that thought and wondering where it had even come from. 

   

"Hey, have you guys seen Alex from accounting?" Lauren said loudly, looking past Karlie at Taylor. "I had a budget question for him." 

 

Taylor swallowed her rising panic. "Um, Karlie, maybe you're right. If I'm going to be a manager someday, I should handle this myself." 

   

Karlie sneered at her. "Good. But you'd better think of that next time before you bother me for no reason." Turning back around, Karlie again pointed one accusatory finger at Lauren. "And you'd better remember that even though Taylor is technically in charge, I can and will be checking up behind her. You'd better do as you're told, or else." 

   

   

Lauren raised an eyebrow and smiled. Wordlessly, she pushed back her chair and slowly, deliberately rose to a standing position. Taylor stared in surprise as Lauren seemed to just keep going up and up; when she was finally standing straight, she stretched her long arms above her head and pushed herself up slightly in her shoes, making herself appear even taller. Somewhere in the back of Taylor's mind, alarm bells were ringing at the sight, but she just couldn't pinpoint why this seemed so wrong. 

   

Karlie appeared to be having the same problem. She stared upward in open-mouthed shock. At a glance, Taylor estimated that their boss was eye-level with Lauren's collarbone, and that was with Karlie in her three-inch heels. This isn't…how it should be…is it? 

   

What's going on? Trying to concentrate on the problem only gave Taylor a headache. 

   

Lauren, still smiling, walked around her desk and stood directly in front of Karlie, staring down into the manager's eyes. Karlie tried not to let it show, but Taylor knew her well enough to read from her body language that Karlie was shaken up by Lauren's unfamiliarly domineering presence. 

   

"You'll be watching me. I'd better do as I'm told. Or else," Lauren echoed, her voice dripping with disrespect and a smirk on her face the entire time. "I understand perfectly…boss," she added, putting just enough pause before the word to make it sound sarcastic. 

   

Lauren leaned slightly forward, and Karlie (probably unconsciously) took a shuffling half-step backwards. "Do you mind if I get back to work now…boss? Unless you have anything else you'd like to say to me." 

   

"Uh…no. N-no, Tyner, that's all," Karlie stammered. She took another half-conscious step backwards before turning toward 

Taylor. "Uh…carry on." She turned quickly toward the door, noticing Rachel standing behind her and grinning. "Just what the hell are you smiling at, Smalls?" she snapped, apparently eager to recapture her dominance over the one person who still seemed reassuringly weak next to her. 

   

Or at least, Taylor had thought so. Karlie shivered again, and suddenly she didn't look much bigger than Rachel; the petite redhead's eyes were level with Karlie's lips. Karlie also reached back to clutch at her waist through her bulky jacket, gripping something within a fistful of the material. It almost looks like she's holding up her skirt, Taylor thought. 

   

"Nothing, boss," Rachel replied, her face suddenly a bland mask of innocence. 

   

"You're damn right, nothing," Karlie snapped. She deliberately bumped Rachel with her shoulder on her way out of the room, a move that would usually have sent the petite redhead stumbling, but this time it was Karlie who stumbled, slipping right out of her high heels as she did so. For just a moment, as Karlie righted herself, Taylor watched the two of them meet eye-to-eye; a second later, Taylor got a momentary but vicious spike of headache pain as she tried to process the fact. She winced and shut her eyes, and by the time it had passed and she opened her eyes again, Karlie had stepped back into her heels and was walking out in a huff. 

   

There's no way I just saw what I thought I saw, Taylour told herself. I think…maybe I need some fresh air. Or some coffee. Or a bathroom break. Or a drink of water. Anything to get out of this room for a few minutes and clear my head. She stood up from the desk, feeling briefly dizzy and disoriented as her mind tried to adjust to the bizarrely distorted proportions of the room, the office furniture, and the two women still standing in it. Lauren, especially, confused her; the auburn-haired woman appeared positively statuesque, looming impressively above as Taylor walked between the two desks to get out of the room. 

   

"And where do you think you're going? We still have a lot of work to do," Lauren said as Taylor passed. 

   

"I gotta get some bathroom. Er, go to the coffee. I…I just need a break," Taylor said, feeling flustered by Lauren. Suddenly, a flash of anger shot through her system at the challenge. Just who does she think she is? "And you know what, Tiny, it's none of your damned business!" Taylor snapped, feeling a faint spark of her shattered confidence. "You heard Karlie. I'm in charge. If I want to take a break, you get to sit down, shut up, do your work, and not ask me any questions!" She felt a few of those strange chills rocket through her nerves, but she was determined that neither those feelings nor the brief and freaky impression that Lauren was actually growing taller before her eyes would derail her. 

   

A sudden rush of air along her legs, however, did prove sufficient to throw her off. "What the-- aah!" she shrieked, glancing down to see that her black skirt had puddled around her heels. "Oh my God, oh my God," she said softly, feeling her skin flushing crimson. As she bent down to retrieve it, she was mortified to see her frilly pink panties sitting in the fallen skirt--she was exposing her ass to the air! She couldn't be sure, but she thought she heard a soft wolf whistle from Rachel, who would have a clear view of Taylor's butt, covered only by her wrinkled black hosiery. Taylor had trouble grabbing the skirt, because the sleeves of her pink blouse fell over her hands when she reached down. Struggling with her strangely oversized clothing added a few seconds to Taylor's humiliation. She finally stood back up, holding her loose skirt against her waist. It had somehow gotten stretched out or something, and now wouldn't stay on without her hands to keep it in place. Still blushing furiously, she darted out of the room toward the bathroom, not caring or even noticing that her feet left her heels behind and trying to shut out the sounds of laughter that followed her from the office. 

   

* * * * * 

   

"The look on her face was priceless!" Rachel said, lapsing into more laughter. 

   

"I can't believe her skirt fell off like that!" Lauren replied. "She was so embarrassed!" 

   

"You should've seen what happened to Karlie," Rachel said. "She tripped and fell out of hers. It was hilarious!" 

   

Lauren grinned. "I can imagine." She suddenly looked more thoughtful. " So, uh, am I seeing things, or are they...?" 

   

"Oh yeah. You're not crazy. They're shrinking." 

Lauren was slightly taken aback at Rachel's matter-of -fact declaration. "You seem awfully certain about that, given that it shouldn't be possible." 

   

Rachel smiled mischievously and reached into her shirt. "I have something to show you," she said. 

   

"I've already seen those. They're delightful," Lauren replied, raising an eyebrow. 

   

"Very funny," Rachel said flatly. "And thanks. No, I'm talking about this." She fished a glimmering silver necklace out of her top, holding it up in front of her. 

   

   

Lauren stared at the ornate pendant. The blue stone in its center shone brightly even in the fluorescent lighting of the office. "It's very pretty. What about it, though?" 

   

"It's magic," Rachel replied. "It's what's making them shrink." 

   

Lauren scoffed. "Surely you don't believe that." 

   

"I do, and don't call me Shirley," Rachel said. "I bought it on my lunch break from this little antiques store. The lady who sold it to me said it was magic. I didn't believe her, of course; I just thought it was really pretty. But earlier I was holding it and thinking about how bitchy DT and her pet are to us, and how great it would be to take cut them down to size, and now every time they're nasty and condescending, they get smaller!" She beamed at Lauren. "Isn't it cool?" 

   

"It's ridiculous," Lauren said. "That can't be real." 

   

Rachel frowned. "Okay, and your explanation is, what? That all four of us are inexplicably sharing a hallucination?" 

   

"Well, that's certainly more plausible than magic jewelry shrinking people!" 

   

Rachel's face shifted into a sly smile. "Well, if you don't believe me, maybe I should show you. I've always wondered what it would be like to be bigger than you..." 

   

"Let's not do anything rash, now," Lauren said nervously, grabbing Rachel's hand and pushing the necklace down. "I'm, uh, open to the idea, pending a better explanation. No need to prove it." 

   

Rachel smirked. "Good!" she said brightly. "Now, if you'll excuse me, sexy, I have to get back to my desk. I have a couple of things I need to finish up before the day is done...like seeing if I can piss off Karlie and make her shrink more. You should have a little fun with Taylor, too." She grabbed Lauren in a sudden hug, pulling the taller girl down for a quick kiss as well. "Mmm...see you tonight at dinner, sweetie," she purred as they separated. 

   

Lauren watched her lover leave, unabashedly staring at the sway of Rachel's hips. "I hate to see you go, but I love to watch you walk away," she called out. 

   

In response, Rachel drew back one hand and gave herself a hearty smack on her ass, grinning over her shoulder. "Oh! Lauren! Bad girl!"

 

   

* * * * *

 

 

When Taylor got to the bathroom, she locked the door. Satisfied she wouldn't be disturbed, she let her skirt go, and it immediately dropped to her feet again, dragging her baggy nylons partway down her legs as well. Her panties also slid slowly downward, gently coming to rest atop the skirt. She belatedly realized that her high heels were missing and assumed they had slipped off during her frantic dash to the ladies' room. Looking in the mirror (which seemed taller than she remembered) she noticed that her cute pink blouse was extremely rumpled and also seemed stretched out, its collar nearly as wide as her shoulders. 

   

Great. One of my favorite shirts, and it's ruined. She stared into the mirror in a daze, wondering how it could've gotten stretched out. She also briefly wondered why the counter seemed so high, but she was too distracted with her useless wardrobe to dwell on that. Oddly, the shirt also looked too long hanging down onto her thighs and hiding her exposed groin. She entertained the thought of going back out like that for a moment--getting a slight thrill at the idea of technically being naked from the waist down at work--but she laughed it off, knowing it would be too embarrassing and bad for her career to get caught. But what can I do? she asked herself, staring sullenly at her reflection. 

   

She noticed that her hair was messy. The bobby pins in it must have come loose. She pulled them out, golden waves tumbling down around her shoulders. She tried to fix her hair back in place, but she couldn't seem to get it right; the hairpins felt large and awkward, and they wouldn't sit right in her blonde locks. 

   

Someone rattled the bathroom doorknob. "Just a minute!" she called, trying once again to replace her pins. Her frustration increased by the second, and she started muttering curses at her clothing, her stockings, her heels, her hairpins, her day in general, and especially at Rachel and Lauren. I can't believe they saw my ass, she thought miserably. And Rachel has some nerve whistling at me like that. As her half-whispered rant continued, she felt a few more of those strange chills, but this time she figured it was from standing barefoot and half-dressed on the tile floor of the slightly chilly restroom. 

   

I can't even believe I put up with that kind of treatment. I must really be off my game today. Staring into the mirror and looking herself directly in the eyes, she vowed that whatever was wrong with her today, she'd relax and unwind over the weekend and come back Monday stronger than ever. Those two little bitches would be in for one hell of a reckoning... 

   

She felt another chill and realized she still needed to solve her wardrobe situation. She frowned at the mirror. Was my shirt hanging off my shoulder like that before? She shrugged, and it slipped a bit further down. First things first: she still needed to fix her hair. Gathering all the pins, she started trying to shape it; if she couldn't get it back like it had been, she could at least make it manageable. 

   

   

   

Just then, someone knocked loudly on the bathroom door, startling her and making her drop the fistful of hairpins. "Fuck off! I'll be out in a minute!" she snapped, feeling yet another chill. Her pink blouse was now hanging off of both shoulders, looking like it might slip off of her at any moment. Great. Maybe instead of my ass, I can show everyone my tits instead. She started picking up the spilled pins, but as she looked at her reflection and the state of her outfit, a different idea formed in her head. 

 

Five minutes later, through the clever use of several bobby pins, she had returned her ensemble to a wearable state. The blouse still looked baggy and unflattering, she'd had to roll the sleeves up, her stockings had had to come off, and her skirt fell halfway down her shins, but she was dressed. She was actually slightly grateful that her curves were lost in the bulky clothes, since she'd ditched her uncomfortable bra and her panties had proved difficult to hold with pins. Her lack of underwear would be obvious if her clothing still clung tightly to her body. She had to let her hair fall free, but she'd combed and straightened it so it at least looked presentable. 

   

Feeling refreshed (but still not quite herself), Taylor unlocked the bathroom door and stepped out, ready to confront whoever had been so impatient. "Can't you let someone use the restroom in peace..." she began, lifting her eyes to see who it was. She faltered when she found herself gazing up into a familiar face topped with vivid red hair. "R-Rachel?" Her face fell slack in shock. Rachel only seemed a few inches taller than her, but Taylor was used to looking down on the redhead from far above. "What...what's going on? Why do you look so...tall?" Another spike of headache pain shot through her skull briefly as she said this, and she frowned, rubbing her forehead to soothe the ache. 

   

   

Rachel looked down at Taylor, feigned innocence doing little to hide her obvious amusement. "I don't feel any taller, Taylor. Maybe you need to have your height checked." 

   

"Huh?" Taylor blinked rapidly, still trying to relieve her headache and sort out her confusion. "What do you mean?" 

   

"I said maybe you need to have your eyes checked," Rachel replied with a smirk. "Although while you're at it, maybe a hearing test is in order. Now if you'll excuse me..." Rachel pushed past Taylor, deliberately bumping the blonde with her shoulder. 

   

Taylor staggered with the unexpectedly powerful hit, turning to stare at Rachel as she closed the restroom door. What the hell is going on around here?! All the way back to her desk, she puzzled over how big Rachel had seemed, dimly noticing that everyone she passed looked unnaturally tall. A very unfamiliar feeling began to creep into her mind--the feeling of being very, very small in a world designed for much bigger people...

 

 

* * * * * 

 

 

Karlie's day, and her mood, just kept deteriorating. After leaving Lauren's office, she had stopped by the accounting department, wanting to see Alex, whom she'd been flirting with for some time. She stood near his desk while he worked, admiring how strong and masculine he seemed today. However, her attempts to draw his attention weren't having the desired effect. He did ask if she had done something with her hair--"You just look different today, for some reason"--but other than that, he had seemed disinterested. Karlie blamed her ill-fitting outfit; she wasn't able to show off her cleavage or her hips with her clothes looking so baggy. Disappointed, she eventually gave up, leaving with a halfhearted "See you later" that Alex barely even acknowledged. 

   

On her way back to her office, Karlie had become disoriented and had to backtrack twice. She felt as if the layout of the building had changed, although she knew that wasn't possible. Also, she kept having to look up at people, which was rare thing for her since middle school. She thought perhaps there were some new hires who were just abnormally tall, but familiar faces also seemed higher up. Indeed, even the shortest people in the office were barely beneath her. It was very confusing and distressing. To make matters worse, any time she tried to figure out exactly why everything was wrong, she started getting a headache. 

   

She took out her frustrations on anyone who angered her on her way, but this only seemed to make her problems grow (literally). She kept feeling the strange chills, and for most of the trip she was forced to clutch her skirt tightly to her body to keep it from falling off again. Her heels were slipping off every other step, but she refused to take them off; the first and only time she tried, the loss of the three-inch boost made everything appear even larger and more intimidating, and she had quickly put them back on. 

   

When Karlie finally reached her office, she almost turned around and walked out, thinking she had the wrong one--it was huge, the dark wooden desk as wide as a dining table and as tall as her breasts, the high-backed leather chair behind it looking like a massive throne. It took her several seconds to realize that it was her own office, and whatever problem she was having today merely made it look enormous. Breathing a relieved sigh, she let go of the death grip she had on her outfit, and the gray skirt immediately rushed down her legs to the floor. She noticed her panties had fallen with it, and even though she was alone, her face flushed with embarrassment. Scooping up the underwear, she slid them up her legs and under her curiously long shirt, but try as she might, she couldn't get them to stay on her hips. 

   

Finally, she held them against her waist with one hand, picked up her skirt and heels with the other, and crossed the room to the giant desk, her baggy pantyhose flapping emptily around her feet with each step. She dropped the heels and skirt on the floor, deciding that she wasn't leaving the office again until everyone else had gone home. I'll be damned if I'm sitting here with no underwear on, though. Even in the privacy of her office, the thought of being half-naked at work was extremely embarrassing. The only reason she wasn't bothering with her skirt was that the black shirt hung well down her thighs and preserved her modesty. She reasoned that even if her inexplicably loose panties wouldn't stay in place, if she sat down in the chair, at least they couldn't fall to the floor. 

   

Of course, getting into the seat proved to be another problem. Someone had apparently been in her office while she was out, and the chair was up too high again. Maybe the guy from maintenance came by. But why would he screw with my chair? Annoyed, she fiddled with the lever under the chair, lowering it further and further down until it was comfortable for her to sit in again. She didn't notice that it was nearly as low as it would go, or that the distance between the seat and the floor was around half of what it should be; she was just relieved to sit down and stop holding up her underwear. 

   

Karlie flopped wearily into the chair, enjoying the feel of the soft cushion and trying to ignore the way the back of the black leather chair rose far above her head like a dark tower. Forcing herself to sit up straight after a few minutes--after all, she still had work to do--she frowned at her desk, wondering why all of her things seemed so far away. She dragged her computer monitor and keyboard closer to her, along with her inbox and her phone. Her pen cup was a bit of a challenge, though, and she ultimately had to stand up in the chair to reach across the vast desk for it. Her panties dropped to her feet as she stood, but she ignored it, knowing she was alone and she could fix them as soon as she sat down. She stretched over the wooden desktop, her fingers grazing the lip of the cup. Almost got it... 

   

Just then, the door to her office swung open and a man in a dark green jumpsuit entered. 

"Maintenance!" he said loudly. 

 

"Ack!" Karlie shrieked, jerking backwards and sending pens flying everywhere. She quickly dropped into her seat, her face burning red and her heart pounding. "What the fuck are you doing?" she snapped. Another weird tingle shot through her. 

   

"Um... you called earlier about your AC, right? I'm Dave, from maintenance. I'm here to check it," he replied. 

   

"Knock before you just barge into someone's office! Don't be so fucking rude!" Karlie barked, feeling another chill. "And hurry up and get my air fixed! I'm sick of feeling chilly in here when it says 76!" She shivered again. 

   

"Okay, okay," Dave said, holding his hands up defensively. "Sorry for the problem. I'll get right on it." 

   

He spent the next several minutes at the thermostat, tinkering with it and checking some settings. Meanwhile, Karlie got some work done in silence, essentially ignoring the man's presence and hoping he hadn't seen that she wasn't wearing pants. 

   

Dave eventually closed the panel. He turned to her and spoke. "Well, Miss Wendell, I can't find anything wrong. I have a thermometer right here, says it's 76 in this room." 

   

"That's impossible," Karlie replied brusquely. "I've been feeling chills all afternoon." 

   

   

The maintenance man shrugged. "Well, I don't know what to tell you, ma'am. It feels comfy in here to me." 

   

"Well, how nice for you!" Karlie said with exaggerated false cheer. "Oh, wait, I forgot, this isn't your office, it's mine! Your office is a dingy room in the basement with exposed ducts and mop buckets in the corner!" She shivered again. "Meanwhile, in my office, I'm telling you that it's fucking chilly, and I demand that you fix it!" She twitched again as another tingle shot down her spine, but she barely noticed it in her anger. 

   

Dave sighed and frowned. "Miss Wendell, I'm afraid I can't find any issues here to fix. I don't see how I can help you." 

   

"Why am I not surprised? I bet you couldn't fix a sandwich." Another tingle. 

   

Dave scowled and stepped over to the desk. He seemed to get bigger and bigger as he approached, and Karlie's ire waned rapidly in the face of his imposing presence. He put his hands on the desk and leaned forward, staring her down, his eyes narrowed. "Look, lady, I don't know what your problem is. Maybe you're compensating for your stature or something. But you don't need to be so nasty. I've been patient with you, but I'm not going to stand here and take this abuse. Now, I've checked your thermostat, and nothing is wrong. Whatever is going on with you is your problem. One of several, no doubt." 

   

A small spark of defiance flashed in Karlie at the insult. "I...I can report you to the maintenance supervisor," she said haltingly. 

   

"Be my guest. I am the supervisor, so I look forward to hearing it," he replied. "Now, I'm closing the ticket on this. If you have any further issues, let us know, but if you treat anyone from my department like this again, you won't have to worry about being cold, because I'll make sure you roast in here all summer. You have a nice day, Miss Wendell."

 

Karlie sat speechless as Dave gathered his tools and headed for the door. He stopped at the threshold and looked over his shoulder. "Bit of advice for you, lady. Someone your size might want to rein in that attitude. You might piss off the wrong person one day, and they could seriously hurt you without meaning to." 

   

Someone my size? What the fuck does that mean? Dave was gone before she could say anything else. Shaken by the encounter, and by having someone who was one step above a janitor stand up to her, Karlie tried to force herself to get back to work. She settled back in the chair, but the stiff shoulders of her bulky jacket dragged uncomfortably against the leather. It was terribly distracting and prevented her from being even slightly comfy in the chair. I could take it off, but then I'd just be wearing my shirt and underwear… 

   

Karlie chewed her lower lip for a minute as she pondered the situation. The shirt was hanging nearly to her knees, so she might be able to make something work. In any case, the jacket looked ridiculous and felt obstructive, so she had to do something. She hopped down from her chair (letting her panties flutter to the floor) and shuffled across the carpet, barely noticing that several inches of stocking trailed behind her feet now. She locked the door, trying to ignore the absurd illusion that the knob was nearly level with her chin. Alone and ensured of her privacy, she took off the jacket with amazingly little effort--all she really had to do was pull her arms upward and inward, and the cumbersome suit jacket slipped off of her shoulders and dropped to the floor. 

   

On its way down, it dragged her shirt and a bra strap off of one shoulder, exposing one of her breasts to the air. Even though she was alone, Karlie blushed again, unable to suppress her embarrassment. She tugged the shirt and the strap back up, but found she had another problem. Like the rest of her outfit, the bra must have gotten stretched out; its straps were far too long to keep it in place. Even the cups seemed huge, nearly twice the size of her normally prodigious boobs. Nothing she did could get any of her clothes to sit right on her body. She felt like she was trying to wear several sheets. 

   

After several minutes of effort, she rolled her eyes and sighed in exasperation. Fuck it. I'll start from scratch. Nobody's here to see me. She easily slipped the loose shirt over her shoulders, pushing the bra straps with it, and let the top slide down off of her body. She was left standing in her office totally nude except for some very ill-fitting tan pantyhose. She could have sworn the hosiery fit fine this morning, but like everything else it seemed huge now, long flat ribbons of stocking flapping from her toes and fabric bunched around her legs and ankles. The elastic waistband was sagging; even though it had retracted nearly all the way, it still barely held on to her hips. 

   

Out of curiosity, Karlie gathered all the trailing fabric up and put her toes in the very ends of the stockings, and then pulled up on the waistband. She was able to lift the top of her hose past her belly button…then her nipples…then her collarbone. The elastic waistband stopped at her neck, and she suspected that if she stretched them enough, she could probably get them over her head. 

   

Not that I'd try it--I'd give myself one hell of a wedgie. But this is so fucking weird… Lowering them back down, another thought struck her, and she couldn't resist the urge to try it. While the fit was snug, she found that she could get both legs into one leg of the stockings, at least part of the way down. It was as if her hosiery had doubled in size, or… 

   

Another sharp pain shot through her head, and she winced. Whatever was going on, the stockings wouldn't work for her in this condition. Irritably, she pulled them off and balled them up, tossing them atop the suit jacket she couldn't wear. She was now completely nude in her own office, and she had never been more grateful for door locks. 

   

Karlie stared at her clothing, trying to think of a solution that wouldn't damage her expensive clothes; after all, she would need them whenever her…problem sorted itself out. Inspiration struck as her eyes roamed over the black shirt. She scooped it up and held it against her body, pressing its collar to her chest with her chin. As she had noticed before, the top hung nearly to her knees, so with a little clever twisting and tying, she felt she could bring something together. She fished a small mirror out of her purse and went to work. 

   

She inverted the short sleeves, pulling them inside the top as far as they would go. Next, she gathered up the gigantic collar, tying the excess into a small knot on either side and drawing the shoulders in closer to the collar with another knot. She slipped it on over her head and whipped the belt out of her skirt, drawing it tightly around her waist over the fabric. When she was done, she felt she had a reasonable facsimile of a little black dress; thanks to the belt, it even showed off her curves a little bit. Karlie felt a little bit of her missing confidence coming back to her as she admired her handiwork. 

   

"You might be having some kind of weird hallucination, but you've still got it goin' on," she told her reflection with a smile. Karlie was pretty embarrassed about not having a bra or panties on, and especially about the fact that a close enough examination would let someone see her nipples through her shirt. Then again, she didn't plan to have anyone else in her office for the rest of the day anyway, so she hoped it wouldn't be a problem. 

 

 

* * * * * 

 

 

Lauren had enjoyed her afternoon with Taylor immensely. The shrunken blonde had returned from the bathroom with her clothes fitting better, although Lauren noticed that her hair was down and assumed her hairpins were holding the outfit up. Taylor's vicious, condescending attitude had evaporated along with her height advantage, and she meekly obeyed anything Lauren told her to do, much to the now-taller woman's amusement. 

   

While she was satisfied that Taylor was doing her share of the work now, eventually Lauren was curious to see just how much size Taylor had lost. Leaning back from her computer, Lauren stretched in her chair, and then she stood up. "I think we need a short break," she said to Taylor, lightly emphasizing the word short as she met Taylor's eyes. "Let's go get a little more coffee." 

   

Taylor looked nervous. "Uhh…that's okay, Miss Tyner, I don't think I need--" 

   

"Nonsense!" Lauren interrupted. "You've been working pretty hard this afternoon, and I appreciate it, but it'll do you some good to stretch your legs!" She was barely able to keep from laughing as she finished her statement. 

   

"Really, I'm fine staying here and doing some more work," Taylor protested. 

   

"I insist." Lauren stepped closer to Taylor's desk. "Now, get up and come with me." 

   

Taylor frowned, but she complied, rising from her much-lower seat. "Yes, Miss Tyner." She shuffled past, deliberately avoiding looking at Lauren. 

Lauren was looking at her, though. The top of Taylor's head was even with Lauren's nipples, which meant the blonde was slightly shorter than Rachel. The thought positively thrilled Lauren, and a brief sexual fantasy flitted across her mind involving both petite women. Mmm. Can't wait to see Rachel tonight. 

   

As if Lauren's thoughts had sent out a beacon, her little redheaded lover appeared in the doorway, smiling at Taylor, who froze with indecision as she again found herself looking up at Rachel's five-foot-nothing frame. 

   

"Hey there, Little!" Rachel said brightly. 

   

"It's Lidell," Taylor grumbled. 

   

"Whatever," Rachel replied, waving a hand dismissively. "I don't know where you were going, but I need to talk to you two. Got a minute?" 

   

Lauren shrugged. "Sure. Come on back, Little." 

   

"Lidell!" Taylor whined, although both of them ignored her. 

   

Rachel stepped into the room, shutting and locking the door behind her. "Anyway, what I needed to tell you… Well, you may have noticed you're feeling a bit off today? Things don't seem quite right, maybe?" 

   

"Yes…?" Taylor said warily. "What about it?" 

   

"And I'm guessing that you just can't seem to pin down what's going on?" Rachel continued, her grin widening. 

   

Taylor frowned at her. "Why are you asking? Did you have something to do with…" she squinted and clutched her forehead 

   

for a moment. "…with whatever is happening to me? I can't…can't…" she faltered, rubbing her head as if in pain. 

   

Instead of answering, Rachel reached into her shirt and pulled out the necklace. She held it up in front of her and closed her eyes, appearing to concentrate on something. The blue stone in the middle of the necklace flashed briefly. "Think harder. Really concentrate. See if you can get it." 

   

Taylor's eyes flew open. She looked up in shock, her head turning rapidly back and forth between Lauren and Rachel. She scanned around the office and glanced down at the state of her clothing. "Oh my God! I fucking shrank!" she screamed. "What the fuck, what the fuck! People don't shrink! This is impossible!" She turned again to glare daggers at Rachel, and she quickly stomped across the floor toward the redhead. "You! What did you do to me, you halfpint lesbo?! Fix this, right fucking now, or I'll…I'll…" 

   

She trailed off as tingles crawled up her spine and her perspective slowly moved slightly downward. She could feel her clothes shifting and settling on her body as she shrank again. Rachel seemed to get even taller and more imposing before her eyes, and her anger became tinged with fear. 

Rachel smirked down at her. "Now, Little, I think it's time we had a talk about your attitude…"

 

* * * * * 

 

 

Karlie sat behind her desk, distracting herself with a game on her phone. She knew she should be working, but her mouse and keyboard felt utterly foreign to her for some reason, and the discomfort this caused made working nearly impossible. Occasionally, she glanced anxiously at the clock. It was already a few minutes past five, but she wanted to be totally sure everyone had cleared out before she left for the day. 

   

Which was why it was so jarring when she heard someone rattling her doorknob. Karlie was torn between telling them to go away or keeping silent and letting them think she'd already left. Whoever it was rattled the knob again and knocked loudly, but Karlie kept quiet. This decision ultimately backfired when she heard a key going into the lock. Who besides me has a key to my office? A brief twinge of fear shot through her at the thought that maybe the maintenance man was back--she really didn't ever want to see him again. When the door opened to reveal Rachel, Karlie felt a surge of relief…which almost immediately turned to anger. 

   

"Smalls! What the hell are you doing breaking into my office?" she snapped, ignoring another brief tingle as she rose from her chair automatically. She tried to lean over the desk before remembering that it seemed almost as tall as her shoulders and only her head was really visible above it, which would rather spoil the effect. Instead, she stomped around the desk, striding purposefully toward her subordinate. Her steps didn't pound the way they should, and Rachel seemed to loom larger and larger as she approached, causing her to falter and slow down. Eventually, she stopped short, trying to figure out why she felt like she was looking up at the petite redhead. "Who do you think you are? This is my private office, and my door was locked for a reason!" she barked, feeling another tingle. 

   

Rachel grinned at her, seeming abnormally unfazed by Karlie's attitude. "Well, I'm good friends with one of the guys in maintenance, and I told him I had something that I really needed to put in your office before Monday, so I begged him to let me in, and he did." She leaned back out into the hallway and waved to someone Karlie couldn't see. "Thanks, Dave!" she called down the corridor. 

   

   

   

Karlie scowled, not wanting to be reminded of the maintenance man. "So, what did you screw up that was so urgent you had to bust in here?" Karlie snapped. Another shiver shot down her spine, and she suddenly had the worrying sensation that her makeshift little black dress was looser than it should be. 

   

Rachel shut the office door and locked it, turning around to smile mischievously at Karlie. "Oh, no, there isn't anything. That was just an excuse I made up so he'd let me in. I mean, he probably would've done it if he'd known that I was just coming in here to mess with you, but I didn't want to chance it." 

   

Karlie's jaw dropped at Rachel's blatant disrespect. "What?! You're just 'messing with me'? What the hell has gotten into you?" 

   

Rachel ignored Karlie, strolling past her towards the desk. "Man, you have some really nice furnishings in here, boss! I've always been jealous of this great big desk. Is it mahogany?" She turned around and hopped into the chair, a blissful smile crossing her face as she sank into the leather. "Oh my God, this is comfy." 

   

Karlie had stood in shock, too stunned by Rachel's actions to do anything for several seconds. She finally snapped out of it and practically ran across her giant office. "Smalls! Get out of my chair, and get the fuck out of my office!" she roared, inwardly cringing at the bizarrely high pitch of her voice. More shi vers shot down her spine, and the shirt/dress settled and shifted on her body, but she tried to ignore it. Standing beside the chair and glaring at Rachel, Karlie pointed to the door. "Now!" she shrieked. 

   

"I don't think so," Rachel replied with a smirk. She kicked off her shoes and put her feet up on Karlie's desk. "Mmm. I think I'm just gonna relax here for a while. Got any good games on your computer? You took all of them off of ours…" 

   

   

Karlie was completely dumbstruck. Her mouth moved, but nothing came out for several seconds as her mind tried to process why the world had turned upside down. "Do I need to remind you that I'm your boss? If you don't do as I say right now I'll be taking disciplinary action against you!" 

   

Rachel chuckled. "You're not the boss of me now," she said, slowly rising from the chair. Karlie gulped nervously as she craned her neck up to follow Rachel's ascent. "And you're not so big," Rachel added, grinning down at Karlie. 

   

"What…what the fuck is going on?" Karlie asked, hating the weakness and uncertainty she heard in her voice. Rachel is shorter than me. Rachel has always been shorter than me. I'm going crazy. 

   

Rachel held up a shining silver necklace in her hand. She closed her eyes as if concentrating, and she opened them again after a few seconds. "Why don't you tell me what's going on, 'boss'?" 

   

Karlie felt as if a fog had lifted from her mind. All the troubles she'd been having all day suddenly clicked together, painting a very obvious picture. Her eyes widened. "I'm fucking shrinking! How is this even possible?" 

   

Rachel wiggled the pendant on her necklace, making it sparkle as it caught the light. "Just a little magic, Karlie." 

   

"Magic? That's…" She started to say impossible, but she couldn't deny the evidence. Following on the heels of that thought, she realized something else. "So that means you did this. You shrank me!" Karlie pointed accusingly upward at Rachel. "You little bitch! Undo this! Make me normal size, now, or else I'll…" She felt another shiver and watched as Rachel seemed to grow taller before her eyes. The petite redhead's breasts were at Karlie's eye level now, which meant… 

   

"Just a little over three and a half feet," Rachel said, as if reading Karlie's mind. "Wanna see if you can make it under that? Although, I gotta warn you, if you get much smaller even that shirt isn't gonna fit you anymore." 

   

A wave of fear and embarrassment passed through Karlie's brain as she considered the thought. The makeshift dress was definitely feeling looser, one of its shoulders threatening to slip off, and her belt wouldn't get any tighter. She didn't want to lose this last little vestige of her dignity, so she forced herself to calm down. Looking up past Rachel's suddenly impressive bust to meet her eyes, she spoke through gritted teeth. "What do I need to do to get you to stop shrinking me, Sma--Stall?" 

   

"Nice save, Miss Wendell. Or should I say Miss Dwindle?" Rachel replied with a sly grin. "Yeah, I think that fits. Anyway, I'm not shrinking you. At least, not directly." Rachel's grin widened. "It's connected to that nasty, bitchy attitude you and your little pet have. Every time you figuratively belittle someone else, you literally belittle yourself. So curb that natural tendency you have to be a self-important cunt, and you'll stop shrinking." 

   

I'll get you for this, you fucking dyke, Karlie thought. She was careful not to say any of it out loud, so she was shocked when she tingled again and watched Rachel creep upward while the shoulder of her shirt slipped down onto her upper arm. "Aah!" she shrieked, pulling the shirt back into place. "What the hell?" 

   

"Oh, I forgot to mention, if you think it and mean it but just don't let the words come out, I'm pretty sure it counts as far as the magic is concerned." Rachel beamed down at Karlie. "You might actually have to try to change your attitude and stop seeing everyone else as beneath you! Not that anyone really is, at this point," she added with a chuckle. 

   

Karlie bit down on an automatic reply to that and concentrated really hard on not thinking anything nasty about Rachel. After several seconds, she was able to speak calmly. "So what happens now?" 

   

Rachel walked past her and around the desk, heading for the office door. "Well, I don't know about you, but I'm going home. I have dinner plans tonight," she said. 

   

"B-but…but…" Karlie sputtered. "But you can't just leave me like this!" she wailed. Rachel grinned over her shoulder. "Watch me." 

   

Karlie closed her eyes and swallowed her pride. "Please." 

   

Rachel stopped in her tracks. "What did you say?" 

   

"I said please. Please don't leave me like this," Karlie said, still with her eyes closed. She heard Rachel's footsteps coming back across the office, and she made herself open her eyes to look up at the now-imposing redhead. 

   

"Well. I guess a little humility isn't completely beyond you," Rachel said. "I'll tell you what. You can stay this size all weekend--we both know you deserve that and more--and if I feel like your attitude has improved by Monday, we'll talk about putting you back to normal." 

   

"But that's not fair!" Karlie protested. "I can't even live a normal life at this size!" 

   

   

"Hey, it hasn't stopped people with dwarfism," Rachel replied with a shrug. "And they don't have the chance to get big again in a couple of days. You'll be fine." 

   

"But I can't drive! I can't go out and do anything all weekend! How am I even gonna get home?" Karlie whined. 

 

Rachel laughed. "Oh my God. That high voice…if you knew how much you sounded like a little kid having a tantrum right now…" She shook her head. "I'll tell you what. I'll call you a cab, my treat. I was already going to for Taylor anyway." 

   

Karlie frowned. "Taylor?" 

   

"Yeah. I told you that I had a problem with both of your attitudes, so she got an adjustment as well." Rachel smirked. "Although she's still a lot taller than you are. I guess she didn't quite have your capacity for nastiness." 

   

Karlie sighed dejectedly, already dreading the weekend.

 

 

* * * * * 

 

 

SIX MONTHS LATER 

   

"...papers everywhere. That whole folder, all over the floor. I was so embarrassed." 

   

"And Karlie didn't get mad?" 

   

"Nope. I said I was sorry, and she just said 'accidents happen' and started helping me pick them up." 

   

   

"She didn't even do that thing where her face looks all pinched and you can tell she's trying not to say something?" Rachel asked incredulously. 

   

Lauren shook her head, swallowing a bite of cheesecake before she spoke. "No. I haven't seen her do that in a while. She really is like a different person now." 

   

Rachel took a sip from her wine, smiling. "You can say that again. I offered her the rest of her height back last week, and she turned me down." 

   

Lauren was so surprised that she nearly choked on her cheesecake. She coughed a few times and took a sip of her wine. After assuring Rachel she was okay, Lauren eagerly asked, "She did what?!" 

   

"Yeah, l was pretty shocked, too," Rachel replied. 

   

Following their weekend of being shrunken, Taylor and Karlie had returned to work on Monday the very picture of contrition. However, Rachel had doubted their sincerity, since both of them were smaller than they had been when they had left on Friday. 

   

While this had left both of them with wardrobe problems, since Karlie was down to around three feet tall, she'd had to resort to wearing children's clothing, which Rachel couldn't help but laugh at. Karlie had clenched her jaw and her face had become pinched, an expression they would get used to seeing when she was repressing her inclination to be rude. Rachel had agreed to a deal: she would give them part of their height back - enough so that they could function normally. They would still be cursed to shrink if they were nasty to people so that Rachel could keep tabs on them even when they weren't around her. They would be restored to completely normal only if and when Rachel was convinced they had made a lasting change in their demeanor. 

   

   

Rachel had been utterly unsurprised when both little women had protested the arrangement, but when she had made a second offer ("Stay that small forever and go fuck yourself") they had grudgingly accepted. She had brought Karlie up to 4'10" and made Taylor one inch taller; this had the double effect of making them both have to look up at Rachel and leaving Karlie shorter than everyone else in the office. 

   

Of course, Rachel had done so immediately, so the ladies' outfits had instantly tightened, stretched, and strained over their expanding bodies. Most notably, Karlie's bust and hips had bulged indecently out of the little girl's dress she had worn. She had started swearing at Rachel, but a warning tingle and a slight relaxing of the taut fabric had quickly curtailed her rant. 

   

Life around the office had changed for the better over the next few months. Nobody appeared to notice that Karlie and Taylor were now pint-sized; Rachel had assumed that whatever about the magic had kept the two women from realizing they had shrunk until she let them was keeping everyone else oblivious as well. Taylor had quickly adapted to being pleasant to people, possibly due to the absence of Karlie's powerfully negative influence (Lauren had compared her to a Sith Lord). It had taken her much longer to develop a good work ethic, but now she was practically a model employee. Rachel hoped that would continue when Taylor got her height back in the near future. 

   

Meanwhile, Karlie saying nice things as if she was having trouble with a foreign language and muttering hissed forgiveness through gritted teeth had become familiar sights around the office for a while. She had definitely seemed to be coming to terms with not being a bitch lately, though, and Rachel got the impression that Karlie was finally learning that just because she was the boss didn't mean she had to be, well, bossy. Still, it had been quite unexpected for her to decline Rachel's offer to restore her size. 

   

"She said she might want it back eventually, but she's got her confidence back and doesn't need to intimidate people any more. She apparently considers it a point of pride that she can command respect and attention even without her impressive physical presence. Her words," Rachel added hastily, seeing the look Lauren was giving her. 

   

"Yeah, that sounds like something she would say," Lauren laughed. 

   

"She also said there were a lot of advantages to being petite. More clothes fit her, more legroom, chairs are more comfy, her food and drink money goes further...I told her, you know, welcome to my world," Rachel said, sipping her wine again. 

   

"Well. Those do sound like good reasons," Lauren replied, a cryptic smile on her face. "What?" Rachel asked. "What's with that look?" 

   

"Oh, nothing. I just think I know the real reason she likes being small." 

   

Rachel leaned forward in her chair, intrigued. "Oh? Do tell."

 

"Just a few days ago, I had to drop off some paperwork to Karlie. Her office door was open a crack, but before I could knock I heard voices coming from inside. I thought she might be having a meeting, but then I heard a man's voice, and I heard Karlie giggling like a schoolgirl." 

   

   

"She sounds like that all the time now," Rachel said in a mocking imitation of Karlie's higher voice. 

   

Lauren rolled her eyes. "More so than usual. Anyway, I snuck up close to the door and listened, and she was talking about how big and powerful this guy was, how safe he made her feel, how good his strong hands felt on her, stuff like that. I peeked through the crack and saw her in there making out with Dave from maintenance. He had her lifted up off the floor with her legs around his waist." 

   

Rachel's jaw fell open. "Dave? Really? Wow." She smiled. "Well, I guess now we know why she lifted the ban on workplace relationships! Not that I'm complaining." 

   

Lauren nodded. "So I'm thinking that's got a lot to do with why she doesn't want to go back to normal - she likes having a lover who's a lot bigger and stronger than her. It's probably a pretty novel experience!" 

   

Rachel heard what she thought might be a note of longing in Lauren's voice. Or maybe I'm just hearing what I want to hear. Of course, she'd been planning tonight all week, even before she'd heard this story, so there was no backing out now... She downed the last of her wine and stood up from the chair, walking to the doorway that led out of Lauren's dining room, fiddling with the buttons on her blouse. "Enough about Karlie. Finish your dessert..." She turned around, smiling at Lauren as she pulled her shirt open for a teasing flash of her red satin bra. "...And then we'll go have dessert," she finished, turning back toward the hallway and chuckling when she heard the distinctive clink of a fork being dropped onto a plate. 

   

"Coming!" Lauren said, quickly following behind Rachel. 

   

   

"Not yet, but give me time," Rachel replied as Lauren caught up, the brunette's long arms wrapping around her from behind and pulling her in close against Lauren's breasts. "Mmm," she purred, feeling the soft orbs pressing against the back of her head. Since Lauren wasn't wearing heels this time, her breasts were even with the base of Rachel's skull rather than her eyes, but the height difference was still appreciable. If there's one thing I'll miss... 

   

"Can't get away from me that easily, babe," Lauren said softly, bending down to kiss Rachel's neck. 

   

"Who says I want to?" Rachel replied, turning her head to meet Lauren's lips. The two women made their way down the hall to the bedroom, kissing and fondling each other, stoking the fires of their desire. When they reached the room, Rachel led Lauren over to the bed and gently pushed her down so she was sitting, savoring the momentary illusion of being taller than her lover. Rachel stepped backwards, moving away from the bed. 

   

"Where are you going?" Lauren asked. 

   

"Be patient, sweetie. Just sit back, relax, and enjoy the show." She turned away and moved over to the stereo, turning it on and starting some music she'd set up earlier. When the beat kicked in, Rachel started to dance, her hips swaying sensually, her hands roaming her body, her eyes flicking smoldering glances at Lauren (who was clearly enjoying the performance). Rachel turned completely around and slipped one hand into her blouse, finding the clasp of her bra and releasing it. She took the opportunity to surreptitiously touch her necklace for a few moments, concentrating on what she wanted to happen, and she was pleased to see the blue stone light up. She had been practicing with it over the last several months, and she could get it to work without touching it now, but she found she could focus more easily and get better results when she held it. 

   

   

She smiled slyly over her shoulder at Lauren, and then tugged her unhooked bra out of her shirt with a flourish. She tossed it to her lover, who caught it gleefully. Rolling her hips to the beat, Rachel turned sideways, displaying her profile to Lauren. Rachel bent over and put her hands on her ankles, letting her fingers trace slowly up her limbs as she stood up. When her hand reached the zipper on the side of her skirt, she inched it down at a teasingly slow pace, enjoying Lauren's enthralled stare. She slid the unzipped skirt down her thighs and let it fall to her ankles. She lifted one foot free, and then kicked her other foot up, flinging the skirt at Lauren. Again, the brunette caught the flying clothing. 

   

"You're so sexy, Rachel," Lauren said, her eyes roaming the half-dressed redhead's body. 

   

You ain't seen nothing yet, babe, Rachel thought. Aloud, she said, "Thanks, lover. You're pretty hot yourself." Smiling seductively, she stepped slowly across the room toward the bed, putting as much roll and sway into her hips as possible with each movement of her toned legs. She could feel the changes she had willed subtly beginning; her panties were tightening, and the smooth fabric of her unbuttoned shirt was slowly climbing her torso. By the time she reached the still-seated Lauren, Rachel could tell she was at least two inches taller than she had been. It wasn't much--yet--but the difference was there. 

   

Rachel leaned down to plant a kiss on Lauren's lips, cupping one hand under Lauren's chin and tilting her face upward so Rachel could continue feeling like she was the taller one. She felt one of Lauren's hands slip into her open shirt and make its way up to her breast, and she gasped with pleasure when Lauren's agile fingers found her nipple. Lauren's other arm snaked around behind her, first squeezing her ass and then pulling her in closer. Their kiss deepened, lips parting and tongues twining. 

   

   

Rachel moaned in pleasure, both at her intimate contact with Lauren and at the faint but continuous sensation of growing. She was fairly sure she would no longer be able to button her shirt closed, and her panties were feeling more like a thong and pulling taut against her womanhood. She found herself having to slowly adjust her angle to maintain her kiss with Lauren, and she felt a delicious tingle of anticipation, dying to see how tall she was getting and how Lauren would react. 

   

Finally, Rachel could wait no longer. She broke the kiss, giving Lauren one more quick peck on the lips before leaning back. Both of them were breathing heavily, and Rachel knew that Lauren was just as eager as she was to take things to the next level, but she wanted to show off first. She took Lauren's hand. "Stand up for a second." 

   

"I'd much rather you lay down for a second. Or an hour," Lauren replied, patting the bed next to her. 

 

"Trust me," Rachel said with a grin. She pulled on Lauren's hand again and finally convinced her to rise from the bed, though not without protest. 

   

"So why did you need me to--" Lauren stopped immediately when she realized that Rachel's eyes were nearly level with her own. "Oh my God!" She quickly glanced down at herself. "Wait, it doesn't look like you shrank me, so what happened?" 

   

Rachel's eyes flashed with amusement. "I grew!" 

   

"What…how…huh?" Lauren stammered. 

   

"I've been playing around with the necklace and trying stuff out," Rachel said. "I found out that I could take the height I 'borrowed' 

   

from Taylor and Karlie and give it to myself. I can't give it to anyone else--I tried, and it didn't work, so maybe it only works for whoever is wearing the necklace. And I know it's coming from what they're missing, because I tried to see how big I could make myself and I could only get to 7'6"…" 

   

"…and they're down exactly two and a half feet," Lauren finished. "Wow, this is…incredible." She stared in amazement at Rachel. "I didn't think it was possible for you to look even sexier, but now that you're almost my size…" 

   

"Almost?" Rachel asked with an impish grin. The blue stone shone, and she suddenly rose another few inches, putting herself eye-level with Lauren. Rachel looked expectantly at her girlfriend, one eyebrow raised. 

   

"…Wow," Lauren finally said. "This is pretty hot." She moved forward, pressing her lips to Rachel's, neither of them having to bend or lean for the first time in their history together. Their kiss quickly became fierce and passionate, and they wrapped their arms around each other, pressing as close together as they could. Lauren's hands roamed over Rachel's body, taking in her new size. 

   

"Mmm…you're bigger here," Lauren said, giving Rachel's ass a quick squeeze. "I like it." 

   

"I'm bigger here, too," Rachel replied, grabbing Lauren's left hand and moving it inside her shirt to cup one of her breasts. 

   

"Oooh…yeah, you are!" Lauren said enthusiastically. Her right hand quickly joined her left inside the shirt, and she happily hefted Rachel's boobs, clearly enjoying their new size. "It's such a strange sensation…I mean, proportionately, they still look the same, but they feel so much bigger! You're more than a handful now!" 

   

   

Her words gave Rachel an idea that sounded too fun to resist. She focused her will and the blue stone sparkled again; in an instant, her breasts were expanding in Lauren's hands as she grew bigger still. The surprised expression on Lauren's face was priceless, and only got better when she looked up to see Rachel was now taller than she was. That thought sent a shudder of delight through Rachel's nerves--she had literally never experienced anything like it before. 

 

"You…you grew again! You're bigger than me!" Lauren said, staring slightly up in awe at her Amazonian lover. 

   

"Mmhmm." Rachel moved her shoulders around--the sleeves of her blouse were starting to constrict her arms. "And I think I'm way too damn big for this shirt." She twisted around, pulling the too-small shirt off of her torso. She sighed in satisfaction. "Aaaah…much better." 

   

"I'll say," Lauren replied, staring lustfully at Rachel's only remaining piece of clothing, a pair of panties that had become a tiny thong and were so snug that they left nothing to the imagination. "I feel overdressed now. I should take this dress off," she said with a smile. 

   

"Oooh…let me take it off for you," Rachel replied. She leaned in and gave Lauren another kiss while her hands traced up and down Lauren's body. Even though Lauren was only a few inches shorter than Rachel, the entire dynamic had shifted. She seems so much smaller now! That thought reminded Rachel that her plan had a second phase, and she concentrated again, focusing her mind on what she wanted to happen… 

   

Her bigger hands rose up Lauren's form, caressing her girlfriend's body through the dress. She roamed over Lauren's ass, cupping it and amazed at how much of it her hands could cover now. She squeezed Lauren's breasts, easily able to get most of them in her palms. Rachel lingered on her lover's tits, waiting patiently…and she was rewarded when she felt them contract in her grasp. The change was minor, but she was sure she'd felt it, and a warm thrill pulsed through her system. 

   

Rachel's hands finally left Lauren's chest and climbed to her shoulders, pleased when she discovered the shoulder straps of the dress were already slightly loose. She nudged them gently, and they moved most of the way to Lauren's shoulders easily. As the brunette's slow shrinking continued, the straps slipped down off of her shoulders entirely. Rachel bent down, kissing along Lauren's neck and drawing contented sounds from her as Rachel grasped the top of the loosening dress and pushed it down Lauren's chest. The garment fell to her waist; her hips hadn't yet shrunk enough to let it drop entirely. Rachel was feeling a bit impatient, so she willed Lauren's shrinking to speed up a little bit, and in moments the dress slipped down her legs with a whoosh. 

   

"Mmm…that was…a little weird…" Lauren said in between moans. "How did you do that?" 

   

"Do what?" Rachel murmured, her lips lingering on Lauren's skin. She kissed her way down Lauren's collarbone, heading for her breasts. As the brunette kept dwindling, her strapless bra was getting looser and looser. As Rachel's mouth approached Lauren's shrinking breasts, she reached one hand around behind Lauren's back and tugged the bra down. It slipped easily off, exposing her tits to the air…and Rachel's lips, which immediately wrapped around one stiff nipple. 

   

"Oooh, God, that feels good…" Lauren threw back her head, panting and moaning. Rachel could feel the breast gradually getting smaller beneath her lips, and she finally decided she wanted to compare their sizes again. She pulled away from Lauren's chest and stood up, grinning down at her little lover. 

   

Lauren smiled up at Rachel. "Aaah. Much better. Now we're both…" She trailed off as she realized she had to look much further up at Rachel's face, and her eyes went wide. "Whoa…you got even bigger!" She gulped nervously. "You're…kinda intimidating at this size, Rach," she said. 

 

Rachel chuckled. "Well, I'm sure I am. But I didn't make myself any bigger." 

   

"Huh? What do you mean?" Lauren said. "Of course you did! Your tits are almost level with my head!" 

   

"Hmm, so they are!" Rachel replied. "Guess that means that we get to do this the other way around!" She wrapped her arms around Lauren and pulled her in close, tilting her head down and pressing her face into Rachel's cleavage. 

   

"Mmmph! Mmmph!" Lauren protested. However, her tune quickly changed. "Mmm…" She reached her relatively small hands up to toy with Rachel's nipples, sighing contentedly from between the huge boobs surrounding her head. 

   

Rachel returned the favor by reaching down Lauren's back to cup her shrunken ass, noting with amusement how loose her panties were getting. Lauren kept shrinking, her head sinking lower and lower between Rachel's tits and her ass getting smaller under Rachel's touch. Eventually, she had to come up for air, and Rachel reluctantly released her. 

   

Lauren stepped back, looking up at Rachel with a blissful expression. "Wow. Did you get even bigger?" She looked down, seeing that Rachel's nipples now met her eyes. "You did! Babe, how much bigger are you going to get?" 

   

Rachel adopted a mock pout. "Aww. Don't tell me you don't like my new look?" 

   

"Like it? I love it!" Lauren said. "You're practically a goddess! It's just…you said seven and a half feet was your limit right now, and you've gotta be close to that…" 

   

Rachel's face split in a grin. "Heh. Nope. I'm Karlie's old height, 6'3"." 

   

"But that's impossible," Lauren protested. "Because I'm…so much…" She faltered, belatedly taking in details of the room beyond her towering girlfriend. 

   

"Ah. There it is," Rachel said with amusement. 

   

"You…you shrank me?" Lauren said. She looked down at herself, seeing how loose her panties were. Curious, she wiggled her hips, and she watched them slide off of her body and drop to the floor to join her discarded dress and bra. 

   

"Correction. I'm still shrinking you." 

   

"Oh, come on, Rach!" Lauren whined. "You could've at least asked me first!" 

   

"Relax, will you? It's only temporary," Rachel replied. 

   

"That's really not the point!" Lauren said. "You can't just--whoa! Hey!" she cried as Rachel put her hands under Lauren's ass and lifted her up off the floor. 

   

   

Rachel gripped Lauren tightly and held the smaller woman close to her body, pressing Lauren's shrinking tits against her own. "I'll tell you what," she said. "If you can tell me you're not enjoying this, I'll put you back to your normal size, okay?" Without waiting for a response, Rachel lifted Lauren up high enough that they could kiss, and she slipped her tongue into Lauren's mouth to twirl around the brunette's own (noticeably much smaller now). Lauren resisted for a moment, but then she let out a happy sigh and returned Rachel's kiss. Her legs curled around Rachel's waist, helping her hold on and drawing the two women even closer together. 

   

After an endless moment that still felt too brief, Rachel drew her head back. "Well?" 

   

Lauren had a dreamy look in her eyes. "Mmm…I think I understand what Karlie sees in this," 

she said softly. "Now take me to bed, before I change my mind." 

   

"Whatever you say, honey." Rachel kissed Lauren again, and then carried her petite girlfriend across the room, dropping the giggling girl onto the bed. Rachel started to lie down beside Lauren, but the shrinking woman held up a hand. 

   

"Whoa! Ma'am, I have to ask you to step back!" Lauren said sternly. "This bed is for naked people only! You're in violation of the dress code!" 

   

Rachel laughed softly. "Oh, I'm so sorry, Officer Halfpint. Can I take off my panties and avoid getting a ticket?" 

   

"I'm afraid it's not that simple, ma'am," Lauren replied. "I'm going to have to frisk you and confiscate any contraband, including your underwear." She grinned up at Rachel. "Now, this will go a lot easier if you cooperate…" 

   

   

"Certainly, officer." Rachel let herself be pushed back slightly, and then Lauren stood up off the bed. She was still shrinking, and Rachel was amused to see that the top of Lauren's head was below Rachel's breasts now. 

   

"Something funny up there, Stretch?" Lauren said firmly. 

   

"Just a little inside joke, officer," Rachel answered. 

   

"I see." Lauren leaned down, bringing her face close to Rachel's groin. Rachel could feel her lover's hot breath against her skin through the straining fabric of her overstressed panties, which were soaked with her arousal and drawn tight enough that they were starting to slip between her nether lips. It was all she could do to keep from reaching down and pressing Lauren's mouth against her sex, but she resisted, knowing Lauren wouldn't leave her hanging. 

   

"It looks like a thorough search is in order here," Lauren said. Her fingers, though much smaller than Rachel was used to, were very agile, and their touch against her thigh was electric. Lauren's hand climbed up along Rachel's skin, the towering redhead's inner thighs slick with her arousal. "Hmm…suspicious substance here, ma'am," 

   

Lauren said. "I'll have to check it out." Her fingers parted Rachel's labia and slipped inside; simultaneously, Lauren's tongue danced along Rachel's slit. 

   

"Ooooh fuck!" Rachel cried. Lauren's skilled touch and her knowledge of just what Rachel liked hadn't been at all diminished by her loss of size, and she expertly worked Rachel into a frenzy in no time. Her fingers probed Rachel's pussy, pressing and stroking her G-spot. I think…mmm she has three fingers in there… Never felt that before! Rachel put one hand on the back of Lauren's head, entwining her fingers with the shrinking woman's thick brown hair. Lauren's smaller lips and tongue felt both familiar and new at the same time as they licked and sucked Rachel's clit. The tight underwear was proving to be little to no obstacle to Lauren's ministrations, but it was slightly detracting from Rachel's enjoyment. Wish she had taken them off of me… 

   

Rachel was so absorbed in pleasure that it took her several moments to register that Lauren was stopping for a few seconds at a time and saying something. She tried to focus through the haze of lust and was finally able to make out the words: Grow for me. Rachel was more than happy to oblige, though she found herself having trouble concentrating with what Lauren was doing to her. She finally clutched the necklace tightly with her free hand and focused to the best of her ability; a warm tingle shot up her spine as more of the borrowed height flowed into her. She was dimly aware of the room getting gradually smaller around her. Lauren was getting smaller too, although since Rachel's redirection of the magic had stopped Lauren's shrinking, it was merely an illusion caused by the redhead's growth. Rachel felt a brief pang of disappointment when Lauren's fingers didn't feel as filling as they had moments ago, but it was dispelled when Lauren was able to fit her whole hand inside. 

   

Rachel's underwear drew even tighter, the fabric making small tearing and straining sounds. It was starting to become painful, but just as Rachel worried that it might take her out of the moment, she felt Lauren's other hand, seemingly impossibly small, sliding up her ass cheek. The agile fingers gripped the waistband of Rachel's panties and gave a sharp tug; a momentary spike of pressure on her clit gave Rachel a not-entirely-unpleasant jolt, and then the too-tight panties snapped, ripping off of her and relieving the constricting feeling. 

   

"Oh my God, this feels soooo fucking good," Rachel moaned, feeling her crescendo approaching. In response, Lauren's fingers and tongue sped up, overwhelming Rachel's mind with powerful waves of sexual ecstasy. 

   

   

"Don't stop--don't stoooop--oh God, I'm gonna cum!" Rachel cried. Lauren's motions reached a feverish pace and Rachel threw back her head, letting out a wail that rattled the windows. "Yes, yes, YES!" she screamed, belting out one orgasmic shout after another in rapid succession. 

   

Lauren kept at her task, not subsiding until the last twitches of Rachel's climax left the Amazon nearly unable to stand. 

   

Rachel bent over, removing her hand from Lauren's hair and bracing herself against the bed. It creaked under her increased weight. She was gasping for breath, but she felt immensely satisfied. 'Immense' being an operative word, she thought. Taking a quick look at her surroundings, she estimated her height at almost seven feet tall. She let her head hang down, looking upside-down along her torso at her comparatively tiny lover. Lauren turned around to meet her gaze. "Fuck me. That was incredible," Rachel gasped. 

   

Lauren smirked. She held up her fingers and seductively licked some of Rachel's juices off of them. "Pretty sure I just did that, Rach." Her eyes lifted upward, following the line of Rachel's body as it arched up and over her head. "Wow…you look huge." Lauren was still bent down in front of Rachel's groin, but she found she was nearly able to stand up straight under Rachel's belly. "Correction. You are huge. Or I'm really small." 

   

"I think it's both," Rachel replied with a laugh. "Pretty sure I'm damn near seven feet. And you…" Rachel stood up, rising higher and higher in Lauren's view. When she was at her full height, she found that Lauren's forehead was even with her navel. "You're probably right around half my height. So about three and a half feet." 

 

"Wow. Everything looks so big," Lauren said, staring around the room in awe. "I mean, definitely you, but everything else, too." She walked over to Rachel's discarded blouse and scooped it up, putting her arms into the sleeves. The shirt fell nearly to her knees, and the sleeves gaped emptily around her arms. She pulled it closed and Rachel had the distinct impression that it looked like Lauren was wearing a kimono. "Look! Your shirt doesn't even come close to fitting me. It's way too big!" 

   

Rachel chuckled. "Heh. Normally, you'd have the opposite problem." 

   

Still holding the shirt around her body, Lauren returned to her spot in front of Rachel, shooting a sultry look up at her giantess girlfriend. "So…what happens next?" 

   

"Well," Rachel said, pretending to think about it. "You did give me a pretty good orgasm just now. Maybe I should return the favor." 

   

Lauren feigned indignation. "Just 'pretty good,' huh? I'm not sure how to take that," she huffed. 

   

"Oh, don't worry. I'll show you how to take it," Rachel said, reaching down and scooping Lauren up. 

   

"Hey! Put me down, you big bully!" Lauren said playfully, flailing her arms and legs. 

   

"If you insist." Rachel smirked as she dropped Lauren onto the mattress for the second time. "Now this time, I'm sure I meet the dress code. But I see that you don't!" She waggled a finger disapprovingly at Lauren. 

   

"And what are you going to do about it?" the shrunken brunette asked, sticking her tongue out at Rachel. 

   

   

"I'm going to rectify the situation. If the bed is only for naked people, you have to be naked!" She rolled Lauren effortlessly onto her stomach and slid one huge hand beneath the oversized shirt. Rachel found it extremely arousing that she was able to pin Lauren down effectively with just one hand on the small of her back. 

   

"Mmm…you're so big and strong. It's kinda hot," Lauren said, as if reading Rachel's mind. 

   

"Couldn't agree more," Rachel replied. She reached her free hand up to the collar of the blouse--enormous on Lauren, but seemingly very small in Rachel's hand--and tugged it forcefully downward, drawing Lauren's arms up and back until they were free of the giant sleeves. She licked her lips at the sight before her: her gorgeous girlfriend, shrunken to half Rachel's size, totally naked and at her mercy. If the glistening wetness between Lauren's legs was any indication, she was harboring similar thoughts. 

   

"Well. Now that you've taken care of my wardrobe problem, what do you intend to do with me?" Lauren twisted her head to the side and met Rachel's eyes. "Ravage me?" she said, biting her lip. Her facial expression clearly said please ravage me. 

   

"You took the words right out of my mouth," Rachel said. She flipped Lauren over, again amused by how easy it was, and held her shrunken lover down on the bed with one hand on her belly. She moved her hand up to Lauren's reduced tits and placed her other on the little woman's leg. Rachel wasted no time in caressing Lauren's leg with her big fingers, tracing the contours of her girlfriend's calves and thighs, all the way up to the cleft in the center. Her other hand started massaging Lauren's breasts and playing with the stiff little points at their tips. Rachel was delighted to see that she could effectively play with both tits simultaneously with one hand, and she could tell Lauren was enjoying it too. 

   

   

"Mmm…Rachel…please…I want to feel your big fingers…inside me…" Lauren said between heavy breaths. 

   

"What was that, little lady?" Rachel asked coyly, rubbing one finger along Lauren's slit for emphasis. 

   

"Ohhhh God. Please, please fuck me, Rachel!" Lauren cried. 

   

"Your wish is my command!" Rachel parted Lauren's folds and automatically tried to slip two fingers inside out of habit. She immediately realized that wouldn't work, and switched to just one, although even that was a snug fit. Her index finger was able to fill Lauren's tiny pussy, and she was struck by how tight it felt. 

   

"Oh fuck!" Lauren screamed. "So big! Feels sooooo good!" Her body began to buck and thrash under Rachel's hands, and she moaned loudly. 

   

Rachel stroked her finger in and out of Lauren's miniature snatch, enjoying the spectacle of her half-sized girlfriend twitching and panting on the bed, unable to resist Rachel's powerful hands. Lauren's high-pitched moans began coming faster and faster, and Rachel could tell that the shrunken woman was nearing her climax. 

   

"Ooooooh…this is…amazing," Lauren said. "Can--oooooh--can you…" 

   

Rachel wasn't sure she heard Lauren's next words correctly, so she leaned down. "What did you say? " 

   

"I asked if…mmm…you could--ah!--shrink me a little more," Lauren pleaded. 

   

Rachel grinned, her eyes sparkling with amusement. "Well! If that's what you want…" She kept up the work of her hands, but she briefly closed her eyes and focused her will, directing the magic at Lauren. She was rewarded with the feeling of her lover contracting ever so slightly under her hands, Lauren's tiny pussy squeezing Rachel's finger more tightly. 

   

"Oh my GAWD!" Lauren wailed. "Your fingers…so fucking big…getting bigger! Aaaah!" She rocked her hips, trying to press herself against Rachel's hand. "Mmm…again!" 

   

Rachel felt a moment of uncertainty. "Are you sure?" 

   

"Ohhhh fuck, I'm so sure!" Lauren said. "Shrink me--aaah!--again! Please!" 

   

Rachel concentrated one more time, feeling Lauren once again get just a little smaller beneath her. Her tiny vagina constricted yet again around Rachel's digit, and she was sure she had to be stretching her lover out at least a little bit. 

   

"Oh, oh fuck, fuck, fuck fuck fuuuuuuuuuuuuck!" Lauren's eyes closed and her mouth opened in a wide O as she let out a scream of pleasure at a volume Rachel wouldn't have thought her capable of in her reduced state. "Ooooooh, oooh, aaaaaah!" she cried, her back arched, her legs kicking, and her shrunken sex clenching tightly around Rachel's index finger. 

   

The little woman's climax seemed to go on and on, but finally she came down from her peak, and her body went limp. Lauren's head lolled to one side, her eyes crossed and her mouth hanging open. 

   

Her breath came in ragged gasps, and her heart was pounding so hard that Rachel could feel it through the tiny breast under her palm. Lauren's miniature pussy relaxed its hold on Rachel's finger, and she carefully pulled it out. She was almost positive she heard a faint pop as it exited, and Lauren yelped and twitched as it left her. 

   

The diminutive brunette laid there for some time doing nothing but breathing. Rachel finally leaned in close to Lauren. "Are you okay?" she asked. 

   

"Uh huh," Lauren said weakly. "Just…give me…a minute…" She held up an index finger, waving it around drunkenly for a moment before her arm flopped back onto the bed. Rachel smiled down at her, waiting for her to recover. Lauren finally managed to turn her head to meet the Amazon's gaze. "That…was…" She paused for a moment, trying to think. "I don't have…the right words," she said at last. 

   

"'Pretty good'?" Rachel offered with a smirk. 

   

Lauren nodded woozily. "Yeah…that," she replied with a faint smile. "Cuddle?" she managed to say, clearly on the verge of passing out. 

   

"Sure, honey." Rachel gingerly climbed over her shrunken lover and nestled closely up against her, putting one huge arm around Lauren's reduced body. She pulled Lauren against her chest, resting the little woman's head against her boobs as Rachel embraced her. "Hey, guess what? I get to be the big spoon for once." 

   

Lauren chuckled softly. "Enjoy it…but don't get used to it." She drifted off to sleep almost immediately afterward. 

   

Rachel lay awake for a short time, enjoying the feeling of little Lauren snuggled up to her. She knew it couldn't last--while the size-changing was certainly a lot of fun in the bedroom and might be amusing on other occasions, they couldn't really live this way. 

   

No, she'd return Lauren to normal in the morning and shrink herself down…although she'd keep herself at 5'10", at least for a while. It would be nice to be on equal footing with her girlfriend and to be taller than most people for a change. 

   

Who knows? she thought as consciousness started to leave her. 

   

Maybe Karlie will never want her height back, and I can stay at least a little taller permanently… She soon fell asleep, one arm around her shrunken girlfriend, her other hand clutching the magic necklace, and a dreamy smile on her face. 

   

THE END

cover_image.jpg
Cezar Nix





