Onimai: School Trip
‘Doot-doot-doot-doot, doot-doot-doot-doot…’

The alarm by the futon started going off, repeating rapid ‘doots’ one right after the other.

“Ok! I’m getting up…”

A slender hand swung from bed, slapping the floor beside the alarm. It reached out against, tapping the alarm before the fingers slid across it until they felt a large button and pressed down on it.

Sitting upright, the young girl scratched her chest as the covers fell onto her lap. Eyes still closed, she got up and ran on autopilot, getting herself ready for another day.

Downstairs, her sister Mihari was setting out plates of prepared breakfast on the table as she heard the foot steps of another coming down the stairs.

“Morning Onii-chan!”

“Do you have to be so loud in the morning?”
“I’d have thought you’d be used to waking up for school by now.”

Mahiro stepped off the stairs in her school uniform, bag dangling loosely from her shoulder as she dropped it by the table and flopped backwards into a chair, absentmindedly reaching for some toast and chewing on the corner.

“Just cuz I gotta get up early multiple times a week doesn’t equate to wanting to and going with the flow.”

“Well it’s just a miracle you get up at all instead of sleeping til the afternoon like you used to.”

As Mahiro munched on breakfast, Mihari sat opposite her and watched. As she watched, her eyes drifted downwards and she looked under the table.

“It’s gonna be cold out. Did you put on your fleece leggings?”

Mahiro sighed, putting down the toast and got up, wandering back up stairs. A quick trip back to her room to swap out her regular socks for warm leggings and she was back downstairs to continue breakfast. As she re-entered the room, she found Mihari gone.
“Asks me to do something for her and doesn’t even stick around to check it out.”

Grabbing the toast, she stuck another corner into her mouth before grabbing her bag and heading out. She called out with her mouth full of bread as she put her shoes on by the front door but to no response.

Outside, Kaede and Momoji were already outside waiting to walk her to school. As Mahiro stumbled down to the street, Kaede tilted her head to look past her.

“Mihari not seeing you off?”

“Nah, just made me change and then disappeared.”

“That’s a little unusual for her. Shouldn’t you be a little worried?”

“She’s probably just stuck in some experiment of hers, I’ll see her later.”

A quick shiver ran up Mahiro’s legs as a light breeze ran up her skirt. It was pretty cold and she was glad she listened to Mihari, not that she’d ever admit that to her.

The school bell rung to signal the start of classes as everyone returned to their seats. Mahiro hung her bag on the hook on the side of her desk and sat down. As the teacher began the lesson, the classroom was relatively quiet except for the sounds of graphite on paper and the random squeak of a chair as someone moved in theirs.
While Mahiro wrote down notes from the lesson, there was light, barely noticeable ‘click’. She stopped for a second but heard nothing. Going back to her notes, she heard it again. This time when she stopped, she heard it again and again and again. Faint little clicks that she was sure only she was hearing due to her quiet it was. Her eyes wandered a little, trying to see where it was coming from, but the low volume made it hard to pinpoint the correct direction.

After a dozen or so, it stopped again. She waited a moment but heard no more. Shrugging it off, she went back to her notes. 

A few minutes further and she felt strange, like a weird tickle. Her leg involuntarily jolted as she felt the tickle up her leg. Reaching under the desk, she scratched at her leg, pinching the leggings and moving it around. The tickle stopped and she went back to work. Something was feeling off but she couldn’t put her finger on it, not that she had the time to figure it out.
Midway through class, Mahiro accidentally let a high pitched squeal that caused the teacher to swing the chalk off to the side while writing on the black board. Everyone turned to Mahiro who was sitting upright, her hands clenching at her dress on her thighs. She could feel something pressing on her waist where her leggings stopped. Something was moving and she could feel it. Worse than that, it was pulling her leggings open and she couldn’t move to stop it now with everyone’s eyes on her. Then she felt it fall inside and down to her crotch.
“Teacher! May I use the bathroom!”

Everyone was just staring but the teacher let out a sigh with her hand on her head.

“Ok but… work on that outburst next time.”

Mahiro got up, rushing out of the class and down the corridor. Rushing into the bathroom, Mahiro quickly spun on her feet, running back out of the men’s bathroom and rushing into the women’s. She could feel something tugging at her underwear so rushed into a stall, lifted her skirt and yanked her leggings down.

As she did, the invader fell from her crotch, landing on the stretched out fabric of her leggings between her legs, bouncing on it before coming to a halt in the middle. Mahiro sat back, looking over between her legs to see a tiny Mihari sitting up, rubbing her back. 
“MIHARI!”

Her scream caused her tiny sister to cup her ears with her hands, trying to dim the volume.

“What are you doin-… I thought you said you’d stop messing with those kinds of drugs? Why are you doing this again and during school of all times?”

Mahiro reached down, scooping up Mihari in her hand and lifting her up closer. She was about as tall as her distal phalanx. (Finger tip segment of her finger)
“I had to do my regular check up to ensure everything was going well with you. I didn’t expect you to be in school during such a time so I figured it would be best to give you a check up during class.”

Footsteps started to echo through the bathroom and Mahiro instinctively covered Mihari with her other hand as she heard the new person enter the stall next to her. She looked up at the top of the stall to see a hand grab the top before a blue haired head poked over the top.

“Did you wet yourself again? I got a spare pair with me.”

“I didn’t wet myself!”

From above, the blue haired girl’s eyes moved to Mahiro’s hands that were clearly hiding something.

“Was there another experiment?”

Mahiro sighed, throwing her head back before opening her hands to show Mihari to the girl.

“Oh, it’s just Nayuta. Thank you for always keeping an eye on Mahiro.”
Mihari bowed to Nayuta who climbed back down from the top of the stall, stepping out into the bathroom again. With one hand, Mahiro pulled her leggings back up and also stepped out, still holding Mihari.
“She said she was trying to do a check up on me.”

“… During class?”

There was just silence as Nayuta’s eyes moved down to Mihari.

“Why didn’t you just ask Onee-chan to pose as a doctor for to check up on Mahiro again?”

There was more silence before Mihari’s eyes widened.

“Chitose did what?”

“Don’t you two communicate? That feels like a very important thing you’d need when testing with so many different drugs.”

Mahiro smirked, lifting the pocket in her jacket and moving Mihari towards it.

“Wait! What are you doing?”

“Well I’m not putting you down my skirt again and you can’t be trusted on your own so I’m pocketing you until I get home.”
“Uh… Mahiro?”

Mahiro turned her attention to Nayuta who hesitantly stuck her hand out.

“Maybe I should hold onto her for you. If she got into your leggings at such a tiny size, getting out of your pocket doesn’t seem too unlikely.”

Mahiro turned back to Mihari who had her arms wrapped around the base of her thumb, stopping herself from sliding into the pocket.

“Well if there was anyone else I could trust with this, it could only be you. Just make sure she doesn’t get hurt. I’ll teach her a lesson when we get home.”

She moved her hand towards Nayuta’s open palm but Mihari still refused to let go. Giving her a pinch around the waist made her weaken her grip for a second and pulled her off, dropping her into the girl’s palm.

“I’ll keep her safe, but we should hurry back to class. We’ve been gone for a while.”

Keeping a firm grip on Mihari, Nayuta held her in her pocket as the two rushed back to class and returned to their seats. By the looks of what the teacher was writing on the board, they had moved onto another subject. Mahiro reached for the zipper on her bag, finding it partially open.

‘So that’s what that noise was earlier, Mihari must have snuck in from my bag.’

She reached into the bag to find her book, only to feel her finger crush something at the bottom of her bag.

‘Sand?’

She withdrew her hand, finding a sprinkle of grains and droplet of liquid mixed among it all. Wiping it off on her skirt, she reached in and grabbed the book she was after, opening it up and skimming through to where the teacher was.
The bell rung to indicate lunch and the students all gathered their things and started filing out. Nayuta turned to Mahiro’s desk but was surprised to find it empty. She turned to Momoji who sat closer to the back than the others.
“Did you see Mahiro leave?”

Momoji turned her head to see the desk empty too.

“Her bag is still there. Did she just step away for a second?”

She started looking around the room but didn’t notice her among the other students. Asahi and Miyo noticed the two of them looking around and walked over to see what was happening.

“Is something wrong?”

“We can’t find Mahiro. Did either of you see her leave?”

Being near the front of the class, neither noticed her at all so shook there heads to confirm what was most likely.

“Then let's go hunt her down!”
Asahi wrapped her arms around Miyo’s and Momoji’s and started dragging them out of the classroom. Momoji reached out, grabbing Nayuta’s elbow with her free hand.

“You coming?”

“Um… Yeah I’ll catch up, I just wanna check something out.”

Momoji didn’t get a chance to respond as Asahi dragged the two out and down the corridor. The rest of the students filed out in their friend groups. Nodoka approached the blue haired girl sleeping at her desk with her head on the desk and hands curled around and grabbed her shoulder, shaking her gently. She stirred but didn’t wake up.
She turned to leave but caught Nayuta’s gaze.

“Nemu is always sleeping during class. If she’s in a deep enough it’s just better for her to sleep through lunch.”

With her leaving, it was just Nayuta and Nemu. Nayuta approached Nemu and gently shook her as well. She didn’t even stir.

“Ok, looks like its safe.”

She reached into her pocket, pulling out Mihari, holding her out in her palm.

“Do you know what could have happened to Mahiro? She wouldn’t have left for lunch on her own and no one even noticed her leave.”

Mihari placed her finger on her chin, closing her eyes to think before her gaze turned to the bag still hanging on the desk. Her 

“Let me into the bag, I need to check something.”

Nayuta leaned down and unzipped the bag, lowering her hand inside to the base where Mihari jumped off. While Nayuta held the bag open so Mihari could see clearly, Mihari scanned the floor, coming to a pile of shattered glass. Among the glass shards was a shredded label. As she lifted it up, she sighed and bonked her head with her other fist.

“Did you find something?”

Nayuta lowered her hand, allowing Mihari to jump back on before bringing her back up to her level.

“I had brought an antidote to the shrinking drug to use when I was done but I left it behind in the bag to avoid it accidentally getting broken while examining Onii-chan. Turns out I grabbed another vial of the shrinking drug and it broke. It works on skin contact so…”
“…so if Mahiro touched it, she’d have…”

Nayuta lowered Mihari onto the desk before stepping to the side by the chair, sliding it out from under the desk. Right in the centre was a tiny Mahiro, jumping up and down, waving her arms at the blue haired giantess that loomed over her.

“There you went.”

Pinching the tiny girl by the back of her uniform, Nayuta lifted her up, lowering her onto the desk by Mihari who rushed over, wrapping her arms around her.

“Is this your way of apologizing again for shrinking me?”

Mihari pulled away, wiping away a tear from her eye.

“Yes and no. Somewhat yes but also, just to tie this around you.”

Mahiro looked down to see what looked like rope, tied around her waist, stretching out towards Mihari where she coiled the other end around her own waist, tying it off.”

“What are you doing?”

“I accidentally brought a shrinking drug and not the antidote which means we need to get home so I can undo this. That’s gonna be a while and its best we don’t get separated during that time.”
A giant hand lowered onto the desk for Mihari to climb on top. 

“So we just gotta act like pets for the time being? No thanks.”

Mahiro grabbed the rope and pulled, trying to pull Mihari down to the desk but the rope just stretched.

“Elastic cord. It would be dangerous if we were limited by a short distance but good to keep a connection.”

Nayuta pinched Mahiro again from behind, dropping her onto her hand with Mihari who grabbed her in a hug, preventing her escape.

“Nayuta?”

Nayuta stood up straight, turning around to the person who called out to her, swinging her hands behind her back with the two of them hidden in her fist. Miyo had returned, walking towards Nayuta with her arm reached out.

“You’re still here? Come on, we need help finding Mahiro.”

She grabbed Nayuta’s right arm, making her try to get free by stepping to the left. Miyo reached again but Nayuta took another step away.

“We don’t have time for this. I’m starting to get worried for Mahiro.”

Miyo wrapped her arm around Nayuta and pulled. In her panic, Nayuta’s fist loosened and she felt the two tiny girls slip from her hand. Miyo had dragged her away and she barely was able to turn her head, seeing the two girls had landed safely on the desk of the sleeping girl.

“Wait… Uh… I just gotta do something real quick first.”

“Sorry but we need your help. If Asahi can’t sniff out Mahiro, there might be something wrong.”

Nayuta tried to break free but short of getting physical with Miyo, she was dragged from the classroom and away from the person they were looking for.

“Great… the only person who can know about this and she’s gone.”
Mahiro kicked her shoe across the surface of the desk and turned towards Nemu and started walking towards the wall of her arm.

“Where are you going?”

“You wanna stand out in the open until after lunch where anyone can see us? I’m hiding in Nemu’s arms until Nayuta returns.”

“What if she wakes up?”

“I know you only had second hand information from Nayuta but I’ve been watching this girl sleep for months. She won’t wake up, trust me.”

Mahiro grabbed onto the sleeve of her uniform, using the threads like a ladder to easily climb over. Mihari was hesitant, but surprisingly the plan did make a lot of sense. She grinned and started making her way towards the arm too, something Mahiro noticed when she looked back.

“What are you grinning about?”

“Oh me? I’m just not used to relying on Onii-chan.”

“I can be reliable.”

“Name one time ever and I’ll drop this.”

Mahiro stopped, tilting her head as her eyes looked up, pondering a past situation. After a moment to think, Mahiro turned to the arm and continued climbing.

“Won’t even admit you can’t?”

By the time Mihari pulled herself up onto the arm, Mahiro was already down on the desk again, standing by the giant, sleeping face of Nemu who’s partially parted lips breathed in and out against the desk surface. Mihari was starting her climb down when she noticed Mahiro walking towards the giant face with her hands out.
“Onii-chan? What are you doing?”

“It’s freaking cold. Her breath is nice and warm.”

Mihari made a face and Mahiro noticed.

“It’s not perverted!”

“Well regardless, don’t get too close, what if she sucks you in?”

“Relax, I can feel it. Her breathing is pretty light, not enough to move me.”

“Well stand back anyway, you have no idea what could happen.”

It might have just been Mahiro going through a rebellious phase but she turned and kept her eyes directly on Mihari as she walked backwards to wards the giant lips and leaned back against the soft flesh as warm breath washed over her as she breathed.

“Onii-chan! Get back a bit!”

“What’s the worst that can happen?”

Above her, Nemu’s nose twitch and she breathed it a bit sharply, Mahiro braced herself against the lips as she felt herself move, but still not enough to be in danger. Then from the side of the lips, a large mass extended, swinging across the parted lips, smacking into Mahiro’s shoulder along the way.
“Wha? Mihari!” 

The mass pulled her backwards in between the lips which closed behind her, sealing her inside.

“Onii-chan!”

Mihari rushed over to the giant girl’s cheek, having just watched her tongue scoop up Mahiro and trap her in her mouth. She started pressing her hands to the cheek, screaming near it.

“Onii-chan! Can you hear me?”

From the other side, the cheek stretched out towards her, muffled screams could be heard but Mihari couldn’t make out what she was saying.

“Mihari! Help me!”

Inside the dark maw, Mahiro was pressing her hands against the soaked cheek of her captor, barely making out the muffled screams of her sister from the outside world. Inside, saliva dripping and the casual movements of the tongue make slick and disturbing noises, making it harder to hear Mihari than it already was. 

She pressed against the cheek and felt Mihari pressing back on the other side but her hand slipped. The tongue she stood on kept flexing, causing her to slip and slide around. Her hand was slide further across the inside of the cheek where she would try to remain still until Mihari’s hand returned to press against hers.

“No! Go the other way! The other way!”

Every time Mihari found Mahrio’s hand pressed out from the cheek, it would suddenly slide away, closer and closer towards the neck. 

“You’re going too deep! Follow the rope!”

Mahiro felt the tongue fling her again, this time off her feet as she began to slide on a slippery slope into a patch of flesh. She turned to push her hands against the cheek again, but, while it still gave way, it was much thicker than the before. There was a moment of silence where Mahiro could finally hear something.
“Sh- -ing to swal- you!”

It was already too late as she felt the flesh around her suddenly open and her tiny body was dragged downwards into a tight, crushing embrace of wet flesh as she body was forced downwards.

Mihari pressed her hands against the wiggling lump on Nemu’s neck, trying to warn Mahiro over and over again.

“She’d going to swallow you!”

As if toying with her, the lump in the neck flexed and it shot down the neck rapidly, disappearing behind the collar of her uniform, out of sight of Mihari. She was about to break down and cry again when she was yanked off her feet, onto her butt as she started sliding backwards towards the lips.

Her body was lifted off the ground and her back collided into the soft lips, finally coming to stop with warm breath blasting out from around her. Mihari braced her hands on the lips and spun herself around so her front was pressed into the lips. With her hands on the upper lips and her feet against the chin, Mihari pushed back, steadily pushing herself away from the sleeping giantess.

The rapid descent down Nemu’s throat scared Mahiro to the point of no longer able to scream. She hugged the rope as she slipped further and further down into the darkness. The tight grip of the oesophagus finally let up and Mahiro fell, awaiting to land in a pool of digestive enzymes and end there, but instead bounced around, eventually coming to a stop, dangling in the air.
Her eyes slowly opened, not that she could see anything but the intense heat and acidic smell made her eyes water. Around her, the stomach growled and grumbled, like it wanted her tiny body to make its meal. Still curled up with her grip on the rope, Mahiro extended a leg downwards, feeling her foot immediately submerge into a slurry of thick slop. 

She retracted her leg, curling up in the air again upon realising, she was dangling just above a Nemu’s stomach acids that would break her down.

“Mihari! If you can hear me! Please save me!”

Mihari was making some progress, one step at a time as she pulled herself away from Nemu’s lips, pulling the rope with her. Every now and then, Nemu would swallow in her sleep and Mihari would get dragged back a little bit. Two steps forward and one step back it would seem.
Eventually, Mihari backed up into the wall of arms that surrounded her with the only thing standing out being Nemu’s hand. She shuffled over towards it, keeping her pull on the rope as she reached the fingers, climbing over them until she got to the furthest finger. From there she climbed underneath and pulled herself out, grabbing the rope that went over the fingers. 
With their life line now secured, Mihari grabbed the rope, following it towards the lips, us it to pull herself closer. The closer she pulled herself towards the lips, the more the rope pulled out from between them. Mihari had made it back to the source of heat, feeling the blast of breath. She peeked inside, barely able to make anything out from what little light filtered inside.
“Onii-chan! Are you there?”

There was just the slushing of saliva inside the maw before a quiet response.

“Mihari? Please get me out.”

Mihari grabbed the rope, bracing her foot on the lower lip and pulled. The giantess snorted and swallowed, pulling Mihari’s face into the lips. Refusing to give in, she yanked the rope back. She snorted again but instead of swallowing, coughed. Spittle splashed over Mihari who fell backwards from the force of the cough.
She stood back up, peering inside to see Mahiro, curled up on the tongue, hugging the rope. Mihari didn’t hesitate, pulling on the rope until Mahiro was at the giant lips. She quickly reached in, wrapping her arms around her chest and dragged her out, falling backwards with her in her arms.

Mahiro dropped the rope and held Mahiro tight. Mahiro buried her head in her sister’s chest, trying to stifle her sobbing.

“I can’t confirm since I’ve never seen more than one… But I bet your stomach was way cuter than hers.”

Mahiro sniffled before looking up at Mihari and poked her in the cheek.

“Not the best time for a joke.”

Mihari got up, pulling Mahiro to her feet and started leading her back to the hand to untangle the rope while Mahiro squeezed out droplets of saliva from her uniform. As Mihari untangled the rope, having it shrink back to a reasonable size, she turned to Mahiro who stood quietly, staring at the ground.

“Still wanna hang here where it’s warm?”

“No… I’d rather take my chances with someone actually noticing us. I never thought someone who slept so much could be so dangerous.”

The climb back over the arms was a little more difficult with both of them being exhausted from being eaten alive and having to pull one out from being eaten alive. At least the climb down was a simple slide down the fabric of the sleeve.


“While I agree being found by a random student is better than being lunch to one, it’s still ideal we’re not caught as that would be very hard to explain.”
Mihari pointed to the bag that dangled from the hook on the side of the desk.

“I’ll lower you to the bag and climb down to you, then lower you to the floor and climb down again.”

“Are you sure that’s safe? That’s a long way to get down on your own and wouldn’t we be in danger on the floor?”

“Considering you didn’t listen to me last time, do you really think you should be questioning me?”

Mahiro hung her head and started to slide off the edge of the table as Mihari held the rope, slowly lowering her towards the bag. Once secured on the bag, Mihari hopped down onto the hook, landing on the bag strap before climbing down it like a ladder to the bag where Mahiro waited.

After lowering Mahiro to the ground, she stared up at Mihari who leapt from the bag, grabbing onto Nemu’s socked leg before begging the climb down, hopping off her shoe and onto the ground by Mahiro.

“Is that how you got onto me this morning?”

“Well I needed you to be wearing something that covered your full leg. It would have been hard to get past your thigh in your regular socks.”

Her sister grabbed her hand and held it as she turned and headed towards the door, dragging Mahiro along with her. The pair stuck to the tables, going from beneath one to the next until they were under the last desk at the back before the door. The door was slightly ajar, enough for the two to sneak out and hug the wall.
“Ok, once we get out, just hug th-”

Mihari was cut off by the school bell, ringing out to signal the end of lunch followed by the clatter of many students walking back to their classes.
“We better hurry before everyone gets back.”

She dragged Mahiro into a sprint as they rushed across the floor. As they neared the door, it slides open, revealing a giant, red Uwabaki right before them. Instinctively, they two ran to the side to avoid it, unfortunately, they ended up going the opposite direction of the other sister.

The shoe swung forward, kicking into the stretched out rope, yanking the two tiny girls off their feet and threw them across the floor along with the shoe’s stride. The rope snapped upwards as the two were flung along with it, catching onto the top of the shoe. Mahiro sat up, rubbing her butt as she looked up behind her as the rope attached to her rose up over the horizon of the shoe where Mihari was hidden behind, out of her view. The other shoe swung past her, taking another step forward before the first one lifted again, lifting Mahiro from the ground again.

With the rope hanging over the top of the foot, the swing of the leg had it slide back, getting caught on the ankle when it yanked Mahiro and Mihari from the floor. The two swung toward the heel, both coming into view of the other as they got closer.
“Watch out!”

Mahiro tried to brace for impact but she swung past Mihari. Their ropes connected and the two then swung back from where they came, barely missing again before returning for another swing, this time colliding with each other with a resounding ‘bonk’ on the head.

“Ow!”

Both screamed in unison, rubbing their heads as they dangled. Mihari was the first to take in their surroundings, finding their rope wrapped around the ankle of one of the girl’s whose sock was never pulled past the ankle.

“Oh no…”

Mahiro sighed, noticing the sock below them.

“Are we stuck to Asahi? This could be bad since she never stops moving.”

Mihari looked up, having a hard time seeing past anything but up a girl’s skirt, but did catch glimpses of identifying features.

“Unless Asahi changed her hair colour to pink, I think this is someone else.”

“Pink… Oh great, we’re an ankle accessory to one of the trendy girls.”

Miyako, also known as one of the trendy girls, stood by her friend’s desk, having a chat before the teacher returned to continue class. Down below, Mahiro was fidgeting with the rope around her waist.

“Wait Onii-chan, what are you doing?”

“Isn’t it obvious? I undo this, we get down and then we can get out of here before we end up in a worse situation.”

“No, I mean don’t do that right now!”
Mahiro looked up at Mihari, unsure what she meant just as she pulled on the rope, releasing its grip on her waist, letting her fall. The expectation was she would fall to the ground that was relatively close. What she didn’t realise was the loose sock below her was open right below her, catching her tiny form from falling to the ground.

While Mihari fell outside the sock, landing on the floor, Mahiro fell inside, tumbling down into the darkness, into the heel of the shoe. Mihari was about to leap onto the shoe but Miyako stepped away from her, returning to her desk, taking her tiny sibling away with her. More foot steps forced Mihari to take her attention away from her sister’s captor and towards rushing to the safety of the wall as more students filtered inside.

Nayuta quickly rushed inside, rushing over to Nemu and checked her desk. She saw no sign of either sister so she grabbed the arm and pulled it a bit to peek between them. By her face, she saw a tiny pool of saliva and a bit of splatter spread out across the desk. Nemu stirred as her eyes fluttered open as she sat up, looking at Nayuta whose hand was on her arm.

They just stared at each other until Nemu’s stomach growled. She just licked some saliva from her lips and rubbed her belly as Nayuta let her go.

“S-Sorry for disturbing you.”

She quickly bowed and stepped away

‘What do I do? Do I tell Onee-chan Mahiro and her student got eaten by another student?’

“Alright girls, you can head on out.”
The teacher started to gather her books while the girls all headed down the corridor. Mahiro was lost in the darkness once again, having slipped into Miyako’s sock and tumbled to the sole, the idle kicking of the trendy girl’s feet had sent Mahiro sliding back and forth, eventually coming to a stop, wedged under her toes.

While not ideal, it was survivable, until Miyako started to walk. Each step threatened to crush her where the tiniest bend of her toes was all that stopped her from becoming a stain without anyone even noticing. Sweat from the humidity inside the not only the sock but the shoe had adhered Mahiro to the girl’s toes, lifting her from the damp fabric as she took a step before smothering her face first into a sweat soaked sock.

‘Where is she going? Did she ask to go to the bathroom? I don’t wanna be in there with her.’

Mahiro was finding it hard to concentrate as the constant rising and falling was giving her a headache, let alone the difficulty of breathing anything that could be considered breathable air. She could only take in lungful after lungful of a humid, steamy scent when she craved fresh air. 
Her body lifted with the rise of Miyako’s foot, but instead of the usual crashing down to the ground again, her world tilted to the side. The sock around her shuffled as dim light could barely be seen through the fibres of the fabric and the humidity let up a little. Light was next to wash over Mahiro as the sock that imprisoned her was removed, exposing her to the view of the locker room where the girls were undressing.

‘Oh… We had gym next class… Oh crap! I don’t wanna be in someone’s shoe during gym!’

Mahiro started looking around, seeing that Miyako had her leg up on her other knee, keeping Mahiro levitated while her attention was on her friend as the pair chatted. Among their chatter, Mahiro could see Miyako leaning over her, bringing a white sock towards Mahiro. If she puts it on, Mahiro wasn’t sure she’d survive the class. 

She began to struggle, intensely squirming to remove her body from this girl’s toe. The sock above was stretched open as it began to envelope the foot. Mahiro gave a sharp yank of her arm, freeing it from the skin before grabbing her other arm and pulled on it, freeing it too. With less of her body stuck, the rest came undone as her body weight pulled the rest of her free, falling from the foot just as the sock slide over the length of the foot.

As she fell, relieved while watching the sock being put on without her trapped inside, it quickly occurred she was falling. Mahiro spun around in the air, finding she was falling directly to the open sole of the discarded Uwabaki. It wasn’t a far fall but enough that the landing shot pain through her body. The sole was soft compared to her size and with a good soaking of sweat over the months, it managed to absorb most of the fall but Mahiro was still in pain as she rolled onto her back, breathing in the musky air again.
She was too exhausted to get up, not that she was sure she’d be able to climb out of the shoe. Miyako slid her foot out towards her runners, hooking them with her foot and sliding them towards herself. She then put her feet down on either side of them, one foot accidentally stepping on the side of Uwabaki, tilting it sideways. She quickly reached down, grabbing the pair by the heel and stood up, storing them away in the locker before sitting back down to put on her runners.

Mahiro was tossed to the side as the giantess’ heel stepped on the edge of shoe that entrapped her, sending her rolling across the sole into the white socked heel. She still didn’t have much energy, just enough to grab the fabric of the sock as it lifted a bit from the shoe. A giant hand came down, grabbing the shoes and lifting them away, leaving Mahiro behind near the ground to let go of the sock and make a break for it closer to the leg of the bench she hid under.

She collapsed by the leg, finally getting to breathe in some fresh air and let her body rest from the constant stomping she took and being battered around so casually by a little girl’s foot. It started to make her wonder if she was actually pathetic because of that or not so much since she was a girl too now.

She needed Nayuta but as she peeked around the room, there was no sign of her. Was it possible she already changed? She kept looking around, noticing blue hair by the corner. She focused her sights on the blue, seeing Nayuta with Asahi and Momoji. She looked worried. Maybe she was still on the look out for her.
Still not at her best, but Mahiro couldn’t stick around forever and needed to get to Nayuta as quick as she could. She huddled close to the lockers, running along the floor while keeping her eyes on Nayuta. Bare feet, socked feet and running shoes kept stomping all around her, some nearly crushing her, even so close to the wall. Nayuta was just across from her, there was just a pair of shoe from a girl between the two of them.

Mahiro took a deep breath, stretched her legs and made a run between the shoes. As she neared them, one of the shoes lifted and came back down in front of Mahiro, making her jump back to avoid running into it. She tripped over her own feet, falling backwards onto her butt as she stared up at the shoes owner. The girl who towered over her was wrapping a jacket around her back when it slipped from her shoulder, falling around her, on top of Mahiro.
“Oops.”

Miyo reached down, grabbing her jacket again and threw it around her shoulders again, pushing her arms through the sleeves and zipping it up tight over her breasts.

“Come on Miyo, we gotta get started.”

Asahi wrapped her arm around Miyo, dragging her out of the locker with Momoji and Nayuta following. 

Gym was the usual drills, starting with stretches. Nayuta and Miyo pressed their backs to each other, hooking their arms around each other as Nayuta bent forward, lifting Miyo onto her back, stretching her back. 

“Nayuta? You haven’t seen Mahiro either have you?”

They swapping positions as Miyo leaned forward, stretching Nayuta on her back.

“Uh… sorry, I haven’t”

She was still thinking about how to explain things to her onee-chan. Nayuta then sat on the ground as Miyo pushed on her back, helping her reach out toward her feet.

“I’m a little worried for her. It’s not like her to just up and disappear. It would be one thing if she felt sick and went home but she didn’t take her bag or tell a teacher.”

Nayuta couldn’t respond as the truth seemed too dark and unbelievable for her to say. They swapped positions but Miyo stopped Nayuta for a second.

“Sorry, it’s a bit hotter than I expected.”

Miyo unzipped her jacket a little, letting her chest breathe. While not fully exposing herself, just enough for some cool air flow. Nayuta then helped her stretch, pushing her toward her feet to help her stretch. Once finished, Miyo leaned back on her hands, looking upwards at Nayuta who still stood behind her.

“It helps to at least talk about what’s bothering you sometimes, doesn’t it?”

Nayuta looked down at her and nodded. She was about to help Miyo back up when her eyes darted towards Miyo’s cleavage. Wedged between her chest, Mahiro waved her arm up at her.

“Oh, uh… Umm… Miyo?”

Miyo’s head tilted quizzically as Nayuta helped her up to her feet.

“Uh its just… its hard to focus with Mahiro just disappearing like that. Could I feel your heartbeat? Uh… to help calm myself?”
“You… want to feel my heartbeat?”

“Uh… yeah. Didn’t you know? Feeling someone else’s heartbeat reminds people of their time in the womb and it’s quite calming for stressful situations.”

Miyo blushed, her hips swaying as she considered. She’s always been sensitive about her size, let alone someone touching her when she’s much more comfortable as an observer than anything.

“Ok…”

Nayuta started reaching out, her hands nearly in reach of Mahiro who reached out for her fingers.

“Alright students, gather around and we’ll go over the drills.”

The two were startled as the teacher called everyone over. Nayuta turned back to Miyo who was zipping her jacket back up.

“Sorry Nayuta, maybe another time.”

The lesson consisted of many track and field activities, starting with laps around the field. Asahi and Momoji got into their competitive mood, racing each other around the field while many others jogged in their friend groups. Miyo was usually always the last one in the back of the pack, but Nayuta stayed back with her, trying to stay close.

“Why… are you… back here… with me? You’re… usually… further ahead…”

Miyo was having trouble getting the words out between breaths but Nayuta.

“Just keeping you company since it’s a hard day for you.”

Nayuta just wanted to tell Miyo the truth as she realised it must be hell for Mahiro. Inside the zipped up jacket, Mahiro was knocked left and right with the sway of Miyo’s giant breasts. It was a miracle she managed to keep herself from being swallowed by them but that was probably just because the bra kept them too tight for her to slip in but it didn’t stop her from being showered in droplets of sweat.

With the jacket zipped up, cool air couldn’t get in and all Mahiro could breathe in was musky, sweaty air once again.

“Nayuta! Get me out of here!”

The two finally reached the goal where Miyo collapsed onto her butt, breathing heavily. Momoji and Asahi were already cooled down having finished a while ago, bringing the two a bottle of water each.

“Do you think Mahiro is just hiding from gym class?”

Momoji bonked Asahi on the head.

“Not the time.”

Nayuta couldn’t get a chance again, especially with the others around. They had to do other activities. Long jump, shot put, triple jump, Nayuta kept her eyes on Miyo the entire time, seeing her work up a sweat, just getting more and more worried for Mahiro.

“Alright, that’s enough for today. Head on to the lockers and get changed.”

All the students started heading back to the lockers with Nayuta keeping close to Miyo. Miyo was tired and exhausted, giving Nayuta the option to help her, keeping her close. Once Miyo got to her locker, she quickly unzipped her jacket, letting it fall to the ground. Nayuta’s eyes focused on Mahiro who was still trapped. It looked like she was ok but clearly exhausted.

Miyo turned her head, seeing Nayuta looking at her chest and yelped, covering herself with her arms.

“Sorry, sorry! I was… just thinking about that heartbeat thing since we didn’t get to do it before.”

Miyo blushed, looking around at all the others in the locker.
“Sorry, I don’t feel comfortable with so many around.”

Nayuta needed an excuse as the more this dragged on, the worse for Mahiro. She looked down at the floor, seeing Miyo’s jacket still on the ground.

“Oh, no that’s fair. Maybe another time.”

Nayuta took one step forward, purposely stepping on the jacket and swinging her foot to the side.

“Oh no! I’ve slipped.”

Nayuta turned towards Miyo, planting her face directly into Miyo’s chest.

“Ah-… N-N-Nayuta!”

Nayuta pulled her head out of Miyo’s chest, quickly bowing her head as an apology and rushed over to her locker. She took a quick glance around the lockers, seeing most of the girls had already changed and left except for half a dozen or so. 

She reached her hand up to her face and spat out the tiny girl into her palm. Mahiro gasped, breathing heavily as she lay flat out on her back, finally safe.

“Give me a moment to get changed.”

Nayuta let her down on the locker shelf as she got changed, doing it quickly, she packed up her things and grabbed Mahiro, rushing to the bathroom. Luckily, it was empty in there, giving Nayuta brought Mahiro under the tap of a little bit of running water, washing away the sweat and grime she had accumulated from her encounters.
Dabbing away most of the water with her towel, she got her as dry as she possibly could. It felt a little weird being covered in wet clothes but they were already pretty soaked to begin with.

Nayuta was a little proud of her work cleaning up such a small person but Mahiro seemed to not really notice. Her head hung low as she pulled her legs up into her chest and just hugged them with her face buried in her knees.
“Mahiro? Are you ok?”

It had been a trying day and whilst she was safe now, she was in a similar position not too long ago.

“Is there something I can do to cheer you up?”

Mahiro spun around to show her back to Nayuta. Nayuta frowned before an idea came to mind. Leaning in, she gently blew on the tiny girl.

“Nayuta… What are you doing?”

Mahiro turned her head to see Nayuta looming over her with a sadistic grin on her face.

“You’re such a tiny and insignificant wimp. Small fry, smaller than small fries and such a weak gamer, probably couldn’t even push down a button.”
Mahiro’s head rose, her face contorting as a shiver ran up her back. She leaned back on Nayuta’s palm, propping herself up on her arms as she tilted her head backwards to look at Nayuta.

“Ok… That was nice.”

“Onii-chan! Why doesn’t he ever listen to me!?”
Mihari watched as Miyako’s foot swung past her, carrying her sibling away with it as she and many other students filed out of the class. She had to act quickly or else it would be a long trek to save Mahiro, again.
With the rope released from Mahiro, Mihari quickly rolled it up and tucked it away in her coat as she looked around for someone who wasn’t moving much for her to climb onto.

“Come on Nemu. We gotta go get changed.”

Mihari’s attention was drawn to the sleeping girl who nearly made both her and Mahiro lunch. While it would be in beneficial if she avoided getting close to such an unaware disaster, she wasn’t moving at all and it gave Mihari the best chance of following. 

Ideally, Mihari would have preferred to climb the girl’s friend but she kept shuffling around Nemu as she tried to wake her friend. It took her quite a while just to stir the sleeping girl, enough time for Mihari to pull herself up onto her shoe and secure herself with a tight grip on her sock.

Sleepily, Nemu stood from her desk, eyes still closed as she stumbled out of the class, led by her friend Nodoka. Unfortunately for Mihari, she didn’t take into account the sleepy stride she had committed to riding.

One step would be pretty normal, lifting and zooming ahead at a reasonable speed; the next step would fly through the air like she was stumbling to catch herself, which seemed to be the case most of the time.

Nodoka, after much frustration, finally managed to get Nemu into the locker room where most had finished changing. As Nodoka set Nemu down on the benches in the middle of the locker room so she could start changing, Nemu immediately fell to her side, rolling onto the bench like a bed.

“Nemu no…”

This was very fortunate for Mihari as this lifted her up onto the bench, letting her jump off and get into an optimal position to save Mahiro. Quickly scanning the room, she noticed the pink haired girl who kidnapped her sibling down at the far end of the bench. Mihari was quite big and noticeable up on the bench should anyone pay her any attention but luckily most were already leaving.

A quick glance at any possible eyes watching her, she broke into a sprint across the seat, heading towards Miyako who sat on the end of the bench, lifting her foot up onto her knee, pulling off her shoe.

Sprinting was easy for Mihari, being the fastest in her school, even breaking records. Obstacles weren’t new to her; hurdles and the like were a regular occurrence. What she never trained for were giant butts as a shadow grew over her. Above her, a student was bending over to take a seat, forcing Mihari to speed up and barely avoiding being sat on.
Another shadow formed as Miyako’s friend turned to sit down beside her. Mihari leapt forward, landing just before Miyako as her friend sat down beside her. Mihari rolled onto her back, breathing heavily. While still in shape and fit to run fast, she was not exactly dressed for the occasion as her uniform was a bit more constricting for physical activity.

She tilted her head to watch as Miyako peeled her sock off, depositing it on the bench right beside her. She grunted as she forced herself up onto her feet, quickly jumping into the discarded sock. The scent hit her first as she approached but the heat hit her hard as she entered. 

“Onii-chan! Are you in here?”

Mihari needed to traverse in deeper as she kept calling out for a response. Whilst it was possible to see through the light that seeped through the threads, it was still quite dim and the soft flooring soon began to squish as pools formed under each step.

It was to be expected sweat would stain the sole of the sock. While not so bad under normal circumstance, her size made it hugely more noticeable. She reached her hand out, feeling a wall of wet fabric, quickly realizing she had reached the end of the line.

“Onii-chan? Where are you?”

There was no response, dawning on Mihari that Mahiro was no longer here. She quickly turned to escape but the sock walls quickly crumbled in on itself. Mihari stumbled backwards as the sock lifted and her end dangled, dropping her to the tip where wet, spongy fabric broke her fall.
Miyako grabbed her sock, crumbling it up in her hand as she tucked it away in her shoe. After tucking away the second one, she stood up, sliding her shoes into her locker and sealing it shut as she followed her friend out to their class.

The trip into the sock was just a long, dim tunnel with very little issues other than an assault to a couple of her senses. Tucked away inside a shoe that was locked away in the locker, the dim light had become pitch black darkness and the invading scent had only increased in conjunction with the shoe.

The sock itself had become a crumbled maze that didn’t just go randomly left or right but also up and down. Mihari was left reaching around in the darkness, running her hands along a wall of fabric, mapping out the maze from memory. Climbing up her, sliding down here, backtracking here, it was nearly an hour before she finally felt a change in texture as her hands felt a bend in fabric that then lead to a more solid floor.

She had finally escaped the sock and reached the shoe itself. Above, faint light could finally be seen from the slits in the locker. Whilst it was good to finally be free, the large walls of the shoe would prove difficult to climb. Luckily for her, there was a mound of a climbable sock she could easy use to get over and out.
Mihari grabbed the sock with both hands, pulling herself up onto the first lump when the locker suddenly swung open, blinding Mihari to the invasion of light. In front her, Miyako stood above her, her face turned to the side to talk with someone outside of Mihari’s view as she reached in, her fingers pinching the heels of her shoes as she lifted them out of the locker, dropping them to the floor.
Mihari braced against the sock as the impact from the fall was absorbed into the sock. Mihari’s head ached from the landing as not all the force was negated from her own body. Her grip loosened as she slipped and fell back onto the shoe insole. Flat out on her back, she could only watch as the giant, pink haired girl’s hand came down towards her, grabbing the sock and pulling it up beside her. Mihari lay motionless as she watched this giant girl pull her foot up onto her knee, sliding the sock back on before her foot started to descend towards her. Mihari rolled over, rolling into the side of the shoe as the foot came down on the insole, sliding deeper inside until it blocked out the light and sealed Mihari inside.

The walk back to class was quite intense as Mihari was too exhausted to brace herself and stop herself from being tossed around. But as things were, she was jostled around inside the shoe as she slid back and forth along the insole, constantly stepped on under Miyako’s foot. It was always painful, but her soft sole always gave enough way for Mihari’s tiny form to stay in tact.
Returning to class wasn’t even the end of it all as she felt her prison swaying back and forth, constantly sending her tumbling this way and that against her will.

“Hmm…”

“What is it Miyako?”

“I… I think there’s something in my shoe?”

Her foot dangled from knee, flicking back and forth as she felt something tickling her sole. She reached forward and pulled her shoe off, tipping it upside down.

The hot air blasted out of the shoe as Mihari was finally freed from the torturous tumble of a school girl’s insole, only to free fall to her death. Mihari’s body plummeted, landing on the open patch of sock on the top of Miyako’s other foot. The fabric bounced her a little, dropping her onto the Uwabaki’s red toe section. Her body from there slid across the slick surface, slipping off the side and onto the floor.

“Eww! It was a bug!”

Nayuta’s head perked up at the screams of a student finding a bug. She turned to see Miyako and her friend Mai in the corner, looking down at the floor as Miyako put her shoe back on. Mahiro was on Nayuta’s shoulder, Nayuta’s blue hair was tied around her waist as a safety precaution as well as working to hide herself.

“It might be Mihari. Quickly, go check.”

Nayuta got up and rushed over, looking past Mai towards there floor where Mihari laid flat out on the ground. Miyako on the other hand was raising her foot, bringing it over the bug she found playing around in her shoe.

Plans raced through Nayuta’s mind, trying to figure out how to stop Miyako from crushing a tiny person without word getting on. In the end, she went with the most reliable plan.
“Oh no! I’ve slipped.”

Nayuta then flopped forward; her head hitting the floor right beside Mihari as Miyako’s foot came down, stomping on Nayuta’s head.

“Ah! Nayuta! I’m so sorry!”

Miyako quickly stepped back, bending over to help Nayuta back up. Nayuta used the stepping to her advantage, bringing her hand up and grabbing Mihari in her fist before pressing her fist to her head. Her other hand reached up and took Miyako’s as she helped her back up.

“Are you ok?”

“Oh don’t worry about it. It’s nothing unusual for me.”

That elicited some strange looks from the two girls as Nayuta just turned and wandered off, returning to her seat. The other girls had seen what happened, rushing around Nayuta to check on her. This left her no chance to truly check on Mihari as she slipped her hand into her pocket and dropped her inside.

“You just got stepped on… Doesn’t it hurt?”

“Hmm… not really. Its nothing like what Mahiro has shown me in her manga collection.”

Mahiro had to cover her mouth to avoid screaming in shock and possibly being noticed. Instead, she grabbed a fistful of Nayuta’s hair and tugged on it.
“Ow!”

Nayuta’s head titled with the sudden pain, confusing the other girls as they just watched Nayuta squirm from some unseen pain that seemed to inflict her.

“Maybe it’s just a delayed response from the head injury…”

Exhausted, Nayuta reached out with her arm shakily as she grabbed the handle and pulled it open, getting inside the Oyama residence before dropping both bags onto the floor. She had to carry Mahiro’s bag back as well as her own after convincing the others that Mahiro had told Mihari who had told her Onee-chan who had told her that she had gone home for an emergency that she had to leave without her bag.
Asahi was the only one to believe it right off the bat but it seemed it was enough to then convince the others. Furthermore, she had to put up with Mahiro and Mihari on either side of her shoulders, secured by her hair, arguing with each other over whose fault all of this was.

“Can you two give it a rest? Just show me where the anti-drug is so this can end…”

Mihari led Nayuta upstairs towards her room where by her computer screen was a stand with three vials, one of which had an arrow pointing upwards.

“That’s the one. We just need a drop from it you can use the dropper over there to administer it.”

Nayuta looked over to the other side of the desk where many scientific tools were organised and prepared, a simple dropped with a black rubber tip sat on the corner. As she picked it up, her other hand reached for the anti-drug but stopped midway. The tiny duo turned their heads towards her, unable to see her face past her cheek so they couldn’t see her grinning.
“So… what’s to stop me from just keeping you two as pets?”

Mihari almost gasped before she tugged on Nayuta’s hair, getting her head to tilt a bit in her direction.

“You know that would be wrong. You shouldn’t say things like that.”

A tug on her other side got Nayuta’s attention to turn towards Mahiro.

“He… he he… Do it… Be a mistress and let me watch.”

“Onii-chan! Why would you say that?”

“I don’t know! It was just a fun thought for a second there.”

Nayuta kept turning her head, getting confused by the conversation.

“Wait… do I keep you as pets or regrow you?”

“Pets!” “Regrow!”

“Don’t listen to Onii-chan. Just think about what Chitose would say about it.”

“She doesn’t ever need to know. It would be easy to hide us.”

“Onii-chan! Stop giving her ideas. Just apply the anti-drug. In this small size, his dirty thoughts are overtaking him.”

“Argh!”

Mahiro started bonking herself on the head multiple times.

“This is messing with me. Cure me first before I do something stupid.”

Nayuta reached up and held her hand out for Mahiro as she untied the hair from her waist and hopped on the giant palm before her. Once Mahiro was safely on the desk, Nayuta pulled off the stopper in the anti-drug and dipped the dropper inside, giving it a light squeeze, pulling in a tiny bit of fluid.

“Do I make her drink it or…?”

“Just put a drop in his hands and it should absorb through the skin rapidly.”

Mahiro cupped her hands together as Nayuta leaned over her with the dropper, expelling a single drop into her palms. Like Mihari said, the drop quickly shrank as it absorbed into her skin. Nayuta had to kick back, sending the chair sliding backwards as Mahiro suddenly grew back in front of her, sitting on the edge of the desk.

She looked down to see her bare knees. It seemed that her skirt had ridden up her legs as she regrew and Nayuta had an unobstructed view. A high pitched squeal was the first thing to break the awkward silence as Mahiro quickly forced her skirt back down.

“Why did you keep staring?”
“I just wanted to make sure you didn’t need a spare pair after all this.”

Nayuta raised her hand to her other shoulder, receiving Mihari who stepped onto her hand after untying herself from her hair.

“Now now… let’s just think this through…”
“Think what thr- Ah!”

Almost jumping out of her seat, Nayuta was startled when Mahiro quickly snatched Mihari from her hand, holding her between her fingers as her other hand poked at the tiny sister.

“Onii-chan… Don’t you think we’ve been through enough?”

“I know I have, as an unwilling participant in your experiments and since I told you to stop messing with this kinda thing. I think we should have a little fun first… Don’t you agree Nayuta?”

Thoughts of the kind of think Mahiro would be into flooded Nayuta’s mind. None of it was decent. She began blushing just thinking of what Mahiro would do to Mihari, more so when Mahiro grabbed her hand as she hopped off the desk, pulling her to her feet and leading her out of Mihari’s room and down to her own.

“Wait! Onii-chan, Nayuta, don’t do anything we’ll regret here.”

“The only one who will regret this is you. Maybe you’ll think twice if you decide to toy with sizes again.”

“Wait, wait, wait! Nayuta, do something! Onii-cha~n!”

Nayuta just breathed heavily with a bright face as Mahiro pulled her into her room and shut the door.

“Aww! Look at how cute she looks!”

Mihari’s face was bright red as she stood in a tiny, pink dress with her hair done up in a ponytail, swaying side to side on her feet as Mahiro took photos with her phone as Nayuta stared down at the interaction from above.

Mahiro took notice of Nayuta’s staring and lack of getting into the fun of dressing up Mihari in dolls clothes. 
“Aren’t you having fun Nayuta? Come on, what do you think we should make her wear next?”

Her face must have contorted in a way to confuse Mahiro because she asked.

“What’s wrong? Did you want to do something else with her?”

“Um… no, not that I wanted to do something else… I just thought you wanted to do something else.”

“Me? What did you think I wanted to do with her?”

Nayuta leaned in, whispering into Mahiro’s ear as Mihari took notice of their lack of focus on her and did a little twirl, kind of enjoying it a bit.

“Wha- N-N-Nayuta! That’s my sister!”
