Cat Nap
“Another class project?”

Flopping face first onto her desk, Mahiro sat there like dead weight, lacking any motivation to get up and form her group.

“Come on Mahiro, with the five of us working together, it won’t be so hard.”

Momoji grabbed her by the shoulders, shaking her to the point of forcing a reaction out of her.

“Hmm… I guess if all five of us just have to do 20% each, it would be very little effort. It’s better than those groups of two.”

The teacher bent down behind her desk and pulled up a wooden box with a hole in the top, placing it on the desk and grabbing everyone’s attention.

“Alright, we’ll be doing things differently this time so everyone come up here and draw lots.”

There was a murmur from the students as everyone was already trying to group with their usual groups of friends and such before the teacher continued.
“Everyone always works in the same groups and some are larger than others. This is a life lesson that sometimes you have to adapt so come grab a random number. Everyone will be in groups of three at random.”

Momoji took a step towards the front when Mahiro reached out and grabbed her sleeve, stopping her as she looked down at the hand that held her.

“You said we’d be five… You lied to me?”

“Wha- Wait Mahiro, I didn’t know…”

“Mahiron! Grab number 5 and we can work together.”

Mahiro turned her attention to Asahi who held a bright orange ball with a red 5 printed on it. Miyo next to her held one with a 3, as did Nayuta. Mahiro sighed as she got up, following Momoji up the aisle towards the front. Momoji stuck her hand into the box and pulled out another 5 ball, sighing in relief that she was grouped with a friend.

“Get 5 with us Mahiro.”

Momoji whispered, patting her shoulder as she turned back down the aisle to Asahi. Mahiro looked at Momoji and Asahi near the back with their 5 balls and then down to Miyo and Nayuta up the front with their 3 balls.
Her hand entered the box where she could feel only a few balls remaining. Considering the two friend groups were missing their third, odds were high she’d join one, though one was more preferable for her lazier nature.

“Come on number 3…”

She whispered to herself, yanking a ball out from the box over dramatically.

“…5…”

She stood there for a moment, a little disappointed that the teamwork of Mahiro, Momoji and Asahi would surely bring failure when the teacher leaned over and looked at the ball her in hand.

“Mahiro? That’s a 2. You’re holding it upside down.”

“Oh…”

She looked back down at the ball and turned it around, showing a very obvious 2 printed on the orange ball. Her friends looked up towards her direction and she just begrudgingly showed them her 2.

“It’s ok Mahiron; you can just trade with someone.”
“No trading balls. I said this is a life lesson and sometimes you need to adjust to how things are.”

Mahiro, slumped over, wandered the class with her ball in hand, approaching groups and asking them what number they were. She was stopped in her tracks by another student blocking her path, looking down at the ball in her hand.
“Looks like you’re with us.”

Mahiro looked up to see Miyako staring at her. Her eyes drifted to the girl at the desk, the blue haired girl fast asleep at her desk. Miyako and Nemu… somehow she found this a less effective team than Momoji and Asahi.

“So… what should we do our project on?”

Miyako looked down at Nemu and giggled.

“Maybe on the phenomenon that is Nemu’s powers of sleep.”

“Thank you for having us.”

Miyako bowed, holding Nemu up as she bowed with her. The walk to Mahiro’s home was quite difficult as Nemu dozed off constantly along the way. The two of them needed to hold her on either side to prevent her from just falling flat on her face.

“How does Nodoka get her home every day by herself?”

Miyako just gave up on trying to keep Nemu balanced and just slung her arm over her shoulders and led her inside.
“Must be super strong from carrying her every day.”

Mahiro held the door open for the two of them to enter the house. Neither had ever been to her house before. Mahiro popped her head out from the kitchen to see two new students entering the house, one carrying an unconscious one.

“Oh no! What happened?”

“Don’t worry Miha-… Onee-chan. She’s just always sleepy. We’ll be upstairs working on a class project.”
Miyako was already making her way up the stairs when Nemu yawned, falling backwards. Mahiro rushed up the couple of steps, bracing Nemu from behind as the two of them lead her up stairs.

Mihari watched the three disappear up stairs and stopped to think.

‘Mahiro, an unconscious girl and a popular girl in his room alone…’

Mihari rushed up the stairs after them.

“Mahiro! Wait a second.”
Reaching the top of the stairs, Mihari saw one still held the sleepy one up while Mahiro braced from behind. Mahiro stopped and pointed to the last door at the end of the corridor to signal her room as she turned back to Mihari.

Waiting until the two disappeared into the room and out of sight; Mihari grabbed Mahiro’s hands and held them together like she was praying.

“You aren’t planning on doing anything questionable just to get in with the popular girls in your class are you?”

“Huh? What do you mean? We’re working on a class project.”

“Right… and you picked two people who have never even been here to work with you?”

“The teacher made us draw for random groups… Wait, what did you think I would do? Is your thoughts on me so low that I would be such a monster?”

There was an awkward silence before Mahiro collapsed to the floor, distraught at how her sister views her.

“Well… maybe not a monster… but I’d be an idiot not to be worried.”

“Maybe I need to remind you that all of this is only happening cuz you drugged me and put me in this position. Otherwise I’d be alone in my room without any little girls even close to this house.”

Mihari took a step back; surprised Mahiro of anyone could put together a way to blame her for this and actually have a point in saying so. She leaned back a little; looking up at the roof before reaching down and pulling Mahiro back up onto her feet.

“Fine, I’ll let things go but I’ll be checking in every now and then. Regardless of trust, you’re all too young to be unsupervised all night.”

“… I’m older than you though…”

Mihari just spun Mahiro around on her heels and pushed her towards her room. 

“I’ll be back with some snacks and iced tea soon.”

Mahiro groaned and sighed as she came around the door frame, shutting the door behind her. Miyako had already settled Nemu down at the table in the middle of the room on the farthest side, right next to her futon while Miyako was set up in front of the TV.
Taking a seat opposite Nemu, Miyako pulled out her bag, emptying stationary onto the table in preparation.

“I was worried she might fall backwards so set her in front of your bed to catch her.”
“That’s fine but maybe suddenly falling onto the ground might wake her up.”

“Aww, don’t say that. She’d kinda cute when she’s sleeping.”

The two looked at Nemu; head tilted to the side in her arms on the table as her back slowly rose and fell with her breathing.
“So you think she’s just always cute?”

“Well she never stops sleeping so…”

“I wish she’d wake up at least for now. I don’t wanna be a person down this whole project.”

Miyako looked at Nemu, then back up to the door. She got up and started heading out, causing Mahiro to panic. 

“You’re leaving me to do it all alone!?”

“I’m just going to see if you have any energy drinks that might wake her up. I’ll be back in a minute.”

Miyako rushed down the stairs, slipping around the corner into the kitchen where Mihari was gathering ice cubes and dumping them into a large pitcher.
“Onee-sama? I was wondering if you had any energy drinks? I was hoping to wake up Nemu so we can get our project done.”
“Oh, um… Yeah I think there’s a few drinks in the fridge. Feel free to have one yourself if you’re tired from school.”

Peering into the fridge, Miyako noticed large cans of energy drinks but smaller bottles next to them. Grabbing two of the smaller bottles, Miyako thanked Mihari and quickly rushed back up stairs. Entering Mahiro’s bedroom again, she was met with Mahiro flopped over on the table, her arms extended as her index fingers both reached out, taking turns at poking Nemu’s cheeks.

“Stop playing with our partner.”
Sitting back in her spot, she cracked open one of the bottles, taking a swig of a bit more than half the bottle before passing it over to Mahiro. Staring at the bottle, she looked back up to Miyako who was opening the second bottle, tapping Nemu awake and helping her drink from the bottle.

“What’s this?”

Mahiro picked up the bottle, sniffing the open container that oddly had no scent.

“You had those tiny, concentrated energy drinks so I figured they’d wake her up faster. Thought we could share one since I’m only a little tired.”
Shrugging, Mahiro turned her head upwards and finished off the bottle, putting back on the table as Miyako helped Nemu to finish off the second bottle. Discarding it with the other, she immediately began to pull off her jumper, pulling it up, over her head, pulling her shirt with it and exposing her bra to the room.

Mahiro blushed a deep red, turning away.

‘Mihari was right… I can’t ever let her know.’

Pulling her jumper off, her shirt fell back down, covering herself as she tossed her jumper over to her back off to the side.

“It’s getting a bit hot in here isn’t it?”

Mahiro was sweating a little, unable to get the image out of her mind.
“Yeah, just a little bit.”

“So did you figure out what we should do our project on? Or did you wanna do it on the softness of Nemu’s cheeks?”
Mahiro tried to bury her head in her arms on the table, hiding her bright cheeks from Miyako’s teasing.

“Well…”

She looked up from her arms across the table.

“Maybe we should do it on her silky blue hair.”

Miyako started laughing

“Her pillowy arms?”

Mahiro began to laugh too, looking for another idea.

“Her furry ears?”

The two laughed together, slowly coming to a stop when they both realised what Mahiro just said. The two looked over at Nemu where two; blue cat ears had sprouted from her head, flicking casually in front of their faces. The two stared in silence before Miyako turned to Mahiro.
“Did she always have those?”

Mahiro reached across the table, grabbing the empty bottles and looked at the labels. There was a black silhouette of a cat head on it, one of Mihari’s Neko drugs. She looked at the other bottle, seeing a label with a black, down pointing arrow and white silhouette of a person in the middle. She immediately dropped the bottles and tried to get up as quick as she could.

“MIHARI!”

Mihari just finished setting up a tray of cookies and iced tea when there was a scuttle above her on the floor above before she heard her name being shouted throughout the house. She put everything down and quickly ran up the stairs, charging down the corridor and bursting into Mahiro’s room.
“What’s wrong?”

Inside the room, Nemu was still asleep on the table but there were two less people than she expected.

“Mahiro?”

Her eyes wandered down and darkened when she noticed two bugs making a b-line towards her. Mahiro’s scream suddenly made a lot of sense as she raised her foot.

A minute earlier, just as Mahiro got up and screamed for her sister, her view of the door in front of her was suddenly replaced with the large expanse of carpet from her bedroom floor as she shrank to an almost insignificant size. Mahiro collapsed onto the ground, realising she was screwed because of another of Mihari’s drugs.
She turned around and looked across the floor under the table. Apart from quickly turning away from her accidental view up Nemu’s giant skirt, she could see Miyako, just as small as she was, wandering across the floor under the table towards her, looking around in awe and wonder at the size of everything.

“Whoa! What happened? Everything looks so amazing.”

Mahiro rushed over to Miyako, grabbing her by the arm and grabbing her attention.
“Listen, this will wear off in a few hours but we need to hide somewhere safe until then. It’s very dangerous for us like this so let’s just hide somewhere for now.”

The ground started to vibrate as heavy pounding started to grow rapidly as someone approached. The door swung open and Mihari rushed into the bedroom.

“What’s wrong?”

Her loud voice was almost deafening, even from this distance but it was enough for Mahiro to cower, covering her ears. Upon recovering from the ear ringing question, Mahiro noticed Miyako was gone. Her head spun around, seeing her running out from under the table towards the giant, black socked feet of his giant sister.

“Miyako wait!”

She rushed out after her, trying to catch up as quickly as she could but she was never very athletic.

“Mahiro?”

The giantess asked from above, her eyes scanning the room before locking in on both of the tiny girls on the ground. Mahiro could see from the look on her face. As Miyako stopped, jumping up and down, waving her arms around, slowly stopped when she saw Mihari’s foot rise up, hovering over her. 

Mahiro grabbed her wrist, turned and pulled her. Miyako nearly fell over but caught herself and turned to run with Mahiro as Mihari’s foot slammed down, her toes barely missing the tiny girls who were thrown off their feet from the shockwave.

Mihari lifted her heel, grinding her foot into the ground, not noticing the two girls who remained hidden just beyond her toes. Not waiting for a second stomp attempt, Mahiro picked up Miyako onto her feet and pulled her again as they two sprinted back to the table. Mihari suddenly noticed she had missed, lifting her foot for a second attempt.

The shadow of her giant sister’s foot easily overtook Mahiro. There was no way they’d make it deep enough under the table to outrun her so she took a sharp turn, running up against the table leg. Mihari tried to catch the bugs before they got out of reach, turning her foot towards the table leg and smashed her foot against the leg, stubbing her toe just as she was about to stomp out the bugs.

While Mihari tried to withhold a scream as she turned away slowly, limping around the room with a throbbing toe, Mahiro and Miyako rushed over to Nemu’s leg, running along the length of it, going around her foot and hiding in between her legs, covered by her large butt that loomed above, resting on legs.

Mahiro collapsed onto her hands and knees, breathing heavily. She’s never had to run so much in her life. Miyako was also exhausted, sitting on her butt, leaning back on her hands as she breathed heavily. 

“Your sister tried to step on us!”

“I told you we needed to hide. Why did you run out to her?”

“I thought she’d help us, not kill us.”

“Well how many bugs do you see and think, huh? Might be shrunken people, I better see what they want?”

The two stopped arguing for a moment, trying to get their heart rates down.

“Either way, we can’t stay here. I don’t trust Nemu not to move in her sleep and sit on us so we better move.”

Mahiro got up, reaching out and helping Miyako up onto her feet. The two of them looked out from between Nemu’s feet, noticing the path blocked off.

“What is this?”

Miyako stepped closer to the strange thing that blocked their path. A long, blue, fuzzy log. While Miyako examined it, Mahiro’s eyes followed the log as it trailed up over Nemu’s leg, eventually leading up into Nemu’s shirt, just above her skirt on her butt.
“Miyako! Get away from that! It’s her tail.”

Miyako reached out and touched it. The tail immediately curled around her, lifting her up as the tail swung around Nemu, hooking over her arm and stopping in front of her still sleeping face. She struggled from between the coiled tail, unable to break free as Nemu’s maw slightly parted, humid breath washing over Miyako.

“Mahiro! Help!”
Still asleep, Nemu’s tongue extended from her lips, casually running along her tail, flattening the fur down before going for another lick. Miyako struggled to pull herself free but the tail was unyielding. It only gave way, uncoiling around Miyako who fell onto the tip of the tail, landing on her stomach across the fur. 

Darkness overtook Miyako as Nemu’s maw loomed over her. Giant, white teeth eclipsed the roof above her as a drop of saliva fell from her maw onto her head. The tongue quickly rolled over her legs, pinning her down as it continues up her back, pressing her entire body into the tail.

Nemu’s tongue tip curled up off the tip of her tail, pulling some loose fur and a tiny, screaming girl into her maw.
Mahiro had climbed her way up onto Nemu’s thigh, using the fabric of her socks like lattice. She wasn’t able to get any further up and barely had a good view, trying to peek around her giant butt but from below, she could see her tail from a small gap under Nemu’s arm. On the tail, she could make out Miyako’s distinctly pink hair among the solid blue and saw she was still ok. 

Right before Mahiro’s eyes, she watched as Nemu’s tongue rolled over the tongue and in turn, Miyako, pulling away from her tiny window where all that remained with the blue of her tail, sans Miyako.

Inside Nemu’s mouth, Miyako was struggling to get to her feet. The tongue was rough and held her clothes down like Velcro. It looked like it wasn’t just the ears and tail that changed Nemu. She was surrounded by clumps of blue fur, some tangling around her, almost tying her up like a hostage. One of her arms was wrapped up to her side while her legs were pinned together, leaving her with a single arm to try to crawl out of the maw with. 
Nemu sleepily smacked her lips, having an unpleasant taste in her mouth, built up a little saliva and swallowed, feeling a relief from a cleaned maw.

Mahiro was out of range but had she been a little closer, she would have heard as Miyako let out an ear piercing screech as she was pulled backwards and sucked down Nemu’s throat, dragged down by pulsing walls and spat out into a pit slimy flesh, warm fluids and patched of fur. Miyako was still tangled up as she sank a little into the fluids pooled beneath her. Her struggles to break free only tangled her in more fur until she was completely wrapped up in a thick coat, too heavy to struggle in.

She may not have heard the screams but Mahiro heard the sudden swallow from above, sending one of her classmates on a one way trip through Nemu.

“Alright! Where are these bugs?”

Mahiro’s attention was brought back to her sister who wandered the room, scanning the floor. Unfortunately, she had to deal with this before considering how she was going to save Miyako from being digested alive, if she could at all at this point. Mahiro rushed down the leg of the sleeping predator, climbing over her heel and sliding down her sole into her toes.

Mihari was scanning around the floor near her bed so if she jumped out and ran anywhere, she would probably get noticed but sitting on a dark sock like Nemu’s, her hair would easily get her spotted. Her eyes darted around from her spot on Nemu’s toes when she saw it, a tiny hole beside her. Nothing hugely noticeable at normal size, but for her, just small enough to squeeze into.

Figuring it was best to hide until Mihari left, Mahiro dove head first into the hole, crawling inside to find herself wedged between Nemu’s big and second toe. She tried to reposition herself but Nemu’s toes instinctively pinched her, holding her trapped, upside down inside the sock where the scent started to really invade Mahiro’s nose.
Everything started to compact as she felt the toes scrunch on her, threatening to pop her as Nemu stirred awake. Yawning and stretching her arms, Nemu leaned back for a moment to stretch her back. Pushing herself up from the table, she got up onto her feet and grabbed her bag; here eyes still half closed the entire time. Mihari stopped crawling across the floor, noticing the girl as she got up. Nemu turned to her, gave her a half smile and bowed before turning and leaving the room with her tail wagging across the floor behind her.

Mihari stared at the door, trying to work out what she had just seen. Then her eyes noticed two empty bottles under the table. Grabbing them and reading the labels, she immediately realised what had happened. Freezing and scanning the floor much more carefully now.

Nemu wandered down stair, heading to the front door. She noticed Miyako’s shoes were still at the front door but paid it no mind as she absentmindedly pushed her feet into her shoes, tapping the toes on the ground until the heel popped up around her own heels and left the house to head home.

Nemu flopped forward onto her bed, pulling her laptop closer to her face as she jumped onto Imagical Online. The first thing she checked was her friends list, checking to see if Mahiro happened to be online but was disappointed to see her name listed as ‘Offline’.
Her legs kicked slowly behind her, bending them up behind her back before slapping her foot back down on the bed below. The feet hit the bed and stayed there once Nemu got into a boss fight, loosing interest in her casual motions and focusing all her attention on besting her enemy.

Down by her upturned soles, the sock shuffled a little before Mahiro’s head burst through the tiny hole, taking in an exasperated gasp for air. She had been trapped for quite a while. Smell aside, it was hot, humidly hot and sweaty and the cool air of freedom was a much needed breath of fresh air, pun intended.

She could feel Nemu’s toes scrunch below her, catching one of her legs. In a panic, she stuck her fingers in between the threads of the sock and pulled, trying to rip herself free before she got dragged back inside. Nemu was nearing the end of the boss fight, clenching up every part of her body as she cast her last spell, taking down the boss.

A sigh escaped her lips as she relaxed her body, returning to her idle movements as her leg lifted behind her. Mahiro felt the pressure around her legs relax before the force of being lifted to the air flattened her against the sole. The lift suddenly stopped, throwing Mahiro across the air. The room was darkened except for the glow of the laptop, eclipsed by Nemu’s head. She flew through the darkness, bracing her head with her arms as she came to a soft landing, bouncing twice on the soft surface before finally stopping on her back.
Mahiro breathed heavily, trying to catch her breath back from the shock of it all. Above in the darkness of the room, she could make out something moving around but she was just too tired to react. It steadily got closer, close enough to finally make out through the limited light that escaped past Nemu’s head. The blue, hairy worm reminded her that Nemu was currently a Neko Nemu and that tail had taken away their partner to send her down into Nemu’s stomach where she probably still was, at least what remained of her.
The tail began to lower towards her, startling Mahiro as she rolled over, trying to crawl away. She didn’t get far before the tail poked her in the butt, pushing her across the surface.

“Stop! Let me go!”

Mahiro turned around, grabbing onto the tail tip as it lifted her up, giving her a view of her surroundings. She had survived her throw through the air due to her soft landing on Nemu’s butt, her cheeks making a perfect, safe landing for the tiny girl. Nemu had lost the jumper and skirt of her uniform, leaving just her shirt on, just in the bare minimum like a true gamer girl. Mahiro would have been so proud to see it if it wasn’t for the fact that the tail she held onto came back down, worming its way under her underwear wiggle deeper inside.

The friction between the underwear and the tail dragged Mahiro off, losing her grip on the fur as she tumbled down the chasm, landing on her butt. The tail retreated, the underwear snapping shut around her as Mahiro found herself trapped. A pit opened beneath her, pulling her butt inside before tightening around her thighs and back, pinching her in a very uncomfortable position. She spread out her arms, bracing her hands against soft, fleshy walls as it quickly dawned on her what was happening. 
Nemu felt a tickle on her butt, clenching as well as flexing her cheeks, feeling the tickle persist. Mahiro was panicking as she felt herself get sucked in a bit more, now up to her knees and armpits as Nemu’s butt threatened to swallow her whole. The walls of her cheeks kept pressing together, only helping to push her down into the hungry anus. She used her hands with barely any freedom to move to scratch at whatever she could reach. Her fingers ran down wrinkled flesh that seemed to tighten around her, squeezing her even tighter to the point that she couldn’t breathe anymore.

The itch wasn’t going away but Nemu was too engrossed in the game to deal with it. Her tail instead squirmed its way back into her underwear, wiggling its way to deal with the itch. Mahiro watched, unable to do anything as the tail tip returned, pressing into her, pushing her deeper. The anus spread open, swallowing past her head. With only her feet and hands free, she blindly grabbed at whatever she could feel, her fingers wrapping around a tuft of fur. 
The tail pulled back, yanking Mahiro free as she was pulled from Nemu’s butt entirely, pulled out from her underwear. With the itch subsided, Nemu felt relief, her tail swaying happily behind her. Slowly, the tail began lowering; now swaying in front of the laptop screen. Mahiro, partially blinded by the bright light, squinted at the screen, watching the familiar game in front of her. She was slowly turned around by the tail, looking into Nemu’s giant face. Her eyes were focused on her with her eyes even taking a cat’s appearance. Her tongue flicked across her lips as she started to bring the tiny girl to her maw.

Not wanting to be another snack for the giant girl, Mahiro let go, falling onto the bed between Nemu’s arms. Like a cat trying to catch a laser, her hands battered across the bed rapidly, accidentally slapping into Mahiro and knocking her across the room.

The carpet managed to keep her alive from the fall but not without a few painful burns as she tumbled across the fibres. She came to a stop on her stomach, lifting her head slightly to see Nemu’s eyes scanning the room, quickly locking onto her. Mahiro pushed herself up and turned to run, only to find the wall of the room blocking her path. She pressed her back to the skirt across the bottom of the wall, trying to make herself as small as possible as she sat into the corner of the wall and floor.
Nemu sat on the bed on all four, her tail wagging as much as her butt did before she pounced onto the ground. She didn’t even play with Mahiro as she leapt at her with her maw wide open.

Mahiro put her arms up uselessly to protect herself, turning her head and closing her eyes, letting out a scream as she felt the teeth sink in. It felt painful, but oddly narrowed to one area. 

She slowly opened her eyes, lowered her arms and turned to Nemu. Nemu was on her, her maw wrapped around her right breast, biting through her clothes and into her chest. The drug must have worn off in that instant saving her from being food instead of just a chew toy.

With her fangs still dug in, Nemu’s eyes stared into Mahiro’s chest, slowly rising up to look up at Mahiro’s shocked face. Nemu pulled away, looking Mahiro up and down before reaching around and grabbing her tail. It seemed to dawn on her that she wasn’t her normal self. Mahiro noticed the panic welling up in her and quickly reached out, scratching Nemu behind the ear.

“Relax. It’s just a dream and you’ve been such a good kitty.”

Nemu’s eyes relaxed from their wide, shocked stance, eventually closing as she rested her head in Mahiro’s lap. She could hear and feel the vibrations from Nemu beginning to purr as Mahiro continued to scratch behind her ear.

It looked like Nemu had drifted off to sleep, though that wasn’t a shock from such a character. Mahiro tried to lift her head so she could sneak out, only to hear the purring stop. She looked down to see Nemu’s chest violently convulse, pushing out rapidly. Nemu got up onto all four; her eyes still closed as she leaned over and coughed up a fur ball right into Mahiro’s lap. Mahiro sat there, disgusted and unable to move as Nemu turned on her hands and knees and hopped onto the bed, curling up and going to sleep.
Mahiro looked down at the blue ball of hair, disturbed by the sight. Its bad enough seeing a cat cough one of these up but a person is so much worse. She was about to lift and tilt her skirt to let it slide off her lap when she noticed something sticking out of the wet mass.

Hesitant, she reached down and pinched the odd object, picking it up. Clumps of wet fur stuck to it but once she pulled it up high enough, they were pulled off, brought back down the main mass where it remained. Dangling in front of Mahiro’s eyes was Miyako, tiny, naked except a few scraps of clothing wrapped around her arm or foot.

She looked closely, seeing her chest rise and fall. She was just unconscious. Mahiro got up, pocketing the tiny girl and snuck out of the room, not wanting to wake Nemu and risk anything further.

Mahiro returned home, closing the door behind her before turning around, bracing her back against it and sliding down it a bit through exhaustion.

Her clothes were in shambles; she smelt like feet and ass and her own were dirty from having to walk home in just her socks, not to mention in pain. She wandered back up stairs, going to her room and stopped in the doorway. Everything on the floor was pressed to one side of the room and Mihari had rigged a pulley system across her roof and was dangling above the ground, pulling herself across the floor with a strange helmet contraption with giant magnifying glasses on them.

Mihari’s eyes rose to meet Mahiro, her eyes blown up to look like gigantic googly eyes in the glasses.
“You’re ok!”

Mihari swam through the air, the pulley slowly edging her close to the door until she got close enough to grab Mahiro’s skirt and pull herself closer, wrapping her arms around her little sister’s waist and hugging her.

“I thought you drank one of my drugs and that I might have hurt you and then your partner left and I still couldn’t find you so I thought she hurt you and then-”

“Mihari stop!”

Mihari stopped, looking up with giant, teary eyes as Mahiro pulled her up until she was on her feet.

“I’m tired… I wanna go to sleep…”

Mihari nodded, unbuckling her harness and walked past Mahiro.

“I’ll clean up the pulleys tomorrow. You sure you’re ok?”

Mahiro just nodded and closed the door. Her futon was resting on top of her table that was in the corner. She pulled it off, laying it on the ground and fell back into it, relaxing for the first time in hours. Her hand reached into her pocket, pulling out Miyako who was still unconscious. She held her in one hand, rubbing her body with her thumb. Rubbing over her chest and down to her thighs, her thoughts started to wander.

Curiosity started to get the best of her as she stared at the tiny, helpless and unaware girl. She didn’t even notice as her tongue flicked across her lips. Miyako dangled over Mahiro’s thumb as she brought her closer, her lips parting as her tongue extended and ran up Miyako’s face.

She could…

Her thumb was forced down, dropping Miyako as she grew back to normal size in an instant, her bare belly falling onto Mahiro’s face. She panicked, waving her arms around before grabbing Miyako’s hips and rolling her over, getting her off of her. Laid out on her futon, a naked, pink haired girl remained motionless. Mahiro slapped her face, trying to knock the thoughts out of her head. She can’t and she definitely can’t let Mihari know or see this.
Miyako’s eyes slowly opened as she stared at the roof that oddly had an intricate pulley system hanging from it. She turned her head, seeing Mahiro wrapped up in a blanket, sleeping right next to her. Sitting up, she threw the blanket off of herself, finding her in her uniform except for her jumper which she could see in the corner, folded and sitting on top of her bag.

“Mahiro?”

She reached over, shaking her awake. Mahiro stirred for a bit, turning her head to see Miyako and freaked out, unravelling her blanket cacoon and getting up onto her feet. She was in her large, pink hoodie and white sock.

“What happened last night? I remember… we shrank… Ah! And then Nemu, who was a cat for some reason… she ate me! It was so scary, my clothes broke down and I thought I was going to be next.”

“Pfft! That was clearly just a dream. See, your clothes are fine. You just drank one of Mihari’s experimental drugs… umm… Sleeping drug to induce lucid dreams.”

Miyako seemed to accept it. It did seem more reasonable than her dream being reality. She got up to grab her things before she looked down, noticing a wet patch that had dried up on her skirt.

“Umm… you spilt the rest of the drug when you drank some and fell asleep. You might wanna wash your clothes when you get home.”

Miyako nodded and grabbed her jumper. She was about to put it on when she noticed holes in her shirt, specifically around her breast.
“What happened to my shirt?”

She turned to Mahiro who stared for a second before shrugging.

“How should I know? Probably was like that before you came here.”

Miyako looked back down to the holes and tried to recollect when it could have happened. Though she did wear a jumper all the time on top, it would be easy to not have noticed for a while.

“Ok… Does that mean we made no progress on our project?”

“Yeah. After you fell asleep and Nemu was still asleep, she eventually just woke up later and left so… Maybe we should do it at your house next time.”

“Yeah, maybe… Well thanks for having me. Hope I wasn’t an inconvenience.”

Miyako bowed and left, heading home. Mahiro wandered down the stairs afterwards, walking in on Mihari preparing breakfast in the kitchen.

“Was that one of your partners? I didn’t even know she spent the night.”

Mahiro just collapsed her upper half on the table in front of Mihari with her head buried in her arms. She turned her head up towards Mihari.

“So… I’m gonna need a new uniform for school next week.”
