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Who doesn’t love a beach day during the hottest months of the year?

Couldn’t be high schooler Suicine Amenela. The young, energetic Predator woke up early in the morning, ate a hearty breakfast (Her mom, although notoriously sinister to all but her, was a fantastic cook), and then immediately phoned up her friends in request that they come down to South Beach with her to enjoy the sun by the blue ocean waves. Because every girl like her knows that there’s no better way to spend your summer than getting wet. The meetup was planned for about 12:20 PM, so as to give all of them time to pack some supplies and check to see if their swimsuits still fit… But Suicine? She just couldn’t wait to go to their houses or somewhere like that. So she let them know where to meet up with her and left early, passing by the ‘DO NOT ENTER’ sign stuck in the ground just outside her family’s luxury house, funded by her mother’s high-paying job as well as the casino her father owns, as she took off in nothing but her white, skirted two-piece bikini, straw hat and white flip flops, her bag of beach supplies swinging back and forth from the sling around her shoulder as she skipped her way down to the beach only less than a kilometer away. The walk didn’t bother her, however; she could use the exercise.

“Hmmmmhmhmm! Hmmmmhmhmm! Hmmmmhmhmmmhmhmmmm!~” Happily bounding down the sidewalk of her neighborhood at a relatively quick pace whilst humming a cheerful tune, the blistering sun beaming down on her bare skin made her feel ever energized. Today was not the hottest day, but it was still hot to the point where she didn’t feel like waiting until she got there to change. She was perfectly fine with going to and from in her swimwear, which showed off her perfect curves like a rubber glove. The sunlight made her skin shine with recently-applied sunscreen, a necessary layer of protection from the coastline climate. Some passerbies glanced, others stared. Maybe she looked a little underdressed, but it’s not like she cared. They’d understand if they knew how hot it was out here. She traveled like she was having a daydream, but she still avoided bumping into anybody heading in the opposite direction, despite her eyes seeming to be closed. Nothing was going to stop her from getting to the beach today!

In not too long, it was in her sights: the long, endless blue plane that was the open ocean, littered with objects such as people, jet skis and boats. A handful of clouds hung high up in the sky, reminiscent of the whipped cream she had sprayed over her waffles this morning. Flocks of seagulls soared through the air, all seeming to swarm one particular part of the beach: the snack stand. That’s how she could tell where it was. It was always her favored place to grab a bite to eat… and given she was a Predator, she had a larger appetite than most. She was a healthy eater for the most part, but there would always be that once in a while when she’d want to get a bit of grease on her fingers. That’d be the first place they’d go once they met up, and having eaten an early-morning breakfast, she should be nice and hungry by then. Wonder what she should get this time? A bucket of fries? A couple double-patty cheeseburgers? Maybe get a large cola as well?...

Well, it looks like she had a bit of time on her hands, since she had arrived a little under an hour earlier than she was expecting. It was unclear whether they intended to all be there right at 12:20, or if they were going to head off at 12:20. The only thing answering that question at this point was whenever those two turned up… but for now, she was on her own– but not alone. Looking around, she could see countless people left, right and ahead, most of which are down by the water already. She almost felt envious of them, already getting to experience the calm waves against their feet, the soft, supple sand on their skin, the blazing summer heat amplified by the sunlight refracting off the beach and water… Ooh, she couldn’t wait to join them! If only she weren’t forced to wait for her friends to arrive. She had been really itching for some social interaction today after being forced to stay home by her mom for the past couple weeks. It was to keep her friends safe… but two weeks was way too long for her, and that streak was coming to an end here and now!

With almost 30 minutes to wait, just sitting here in the park was not an option. She might as well just get set up and get started… but she didn’t have to do it alone. To Suicine, everyone was her friend (Yes, including her parents). It didn’t matter whether she knew them or if they were a complete stranger. The whole world was hers to pick from… So if it was gonna be a while before those two came by, no harm in seeking out someone else to hang out with for the time being, right? I mean, just look at all these people all on their way to the beach, all carrying their own stuff with them, walking alongside their own friends… Every person or group passing by was an option; the question was which looked the most tempting.

Her eyes fell upon a group of three… well, it was a group of two, with an extra following behind. There was a girl with long, purple hair with a bright yellow front bang, deep blue eyes, and a very modest figure, seemingly copying her strategy in wearing her bathing suit to the beach– hers being a black one-piece. Beside her, whom she was currently chatting with, was a boy with messy, dark-brown hair and slightly lighter brown eyes, wearing fiery red shorts and walking topless with his grey shirt slung over his shoulder. Behind them, a shorter boy followed, with short, reddish orange hair, light brown eyes, a summery outfit consisting of a dark blue tank top, blue jean shorts, and dark brown sandals.

Target acquired~

These people already looked pretty beach-ready, and they were the only ones who passed by her without so much as spotting her… That’s just asking for her attention! A smile appeared on her face as she hastily followed after the group. She already had an idea on how to spend today, that involving the two she had invited. But until they come around, these three will have to do. Maybe those two will arrive at some point and join in? Or maybe… someone will take interest in her activities and ask themselves in?...

Meanwhile…

A so far uneventful trip to Miami, Florida was about to come to a fitting end with a trip to the beach.

Few girls walked with such formation and consistency as these three, with the far-stretching waters of the ocean well in their sights, just past those trees. The one in front strode in a way that accentuated her slim, smooth form and toned midsection, left exposed to the sun by the black short tank top she was wearing, along with a black short skirt and flip flops, leaving a lot of her supple, sunblocked skin to the sun’s rays. Said skin had redder spots on shoulders, elbows and stomach; possibly sunburn, but not really realistic sunburn. Her dark brown hair, cut above the ears at the front and sides, swayed like a cape in the gentle breeze while her bright yellowish eyes remained consistently less than fully open, unbothered by the light pouring onto her at full force. The air was fresh and ripe with the scent of oceanwater, recently-cut grass, and the protective substance that by now had been absorbed by her skin.

Following closely behind were the pair that finished the three-woman girl group. To her left was a warm-skinned gal with auburn, braided hair, green eyes, and a pretty modest rectangular figure. Her outfit consisted of a green & white sports tank top and black nylon shorts with white edges. On the opposite side to her was a slightly shorter girl with fair skin and short, golden blonde hair with wavy side bangs, wearing a black T-shirt and short skirt, and black sandals. She was the bustiest of the three, with a chest worthy of a D-cup.

And she was also the first to speak, even though neither of them were usually permitted to during the trio’s walks. “Hey, Spyder! Tammy! Look over there!” She halted the entire trio, pointing towards a group of four on another walkway. “I know that guy!” Her eyes were fixated on the boy with the short, reddish orange hair and the blue tank top.

“You know who, now?” The group leader turned to look at the group she was pointing at, but the one who caught her attention first was the tallest of the four – and the one who seemed to be the one talking – who stood even taller than the shirtless boy and had a striking lower hair color. “Are you sure you mean girl and not guy?” She didn’t even bother to acknowledge the boy’s existence, because for all she cared, he could be just an uninteresting random. They couldn’t even see his face, so they didn’t even know if he was cute or not! Now, that tall girl… she looked cute.

“Oh, I mean guy when I say guy. Look, see the redhead boy?” She pointed again as well as giving the hint the other two needed to tell who exactly she was referring to.

“Abor, can we just move on and head down to the shore already? We are searing out here! And I haven’t even put on sunscreen yet!” Tammy, known for her characteristic slow, careful way of speaking, expressed her discomfort in standing out here in the sun, not moving like they were seconds ago. She didn’t care about anyone else; those were complete strangers; randoms. What was the big deal with some redhead teenager they don’t even know?

“Shut your mouth, Tammy. If Abor recognizes him, then he’s not a random. And by the sound of things, that’s not a positive.” These three have been friends for as long as they’ve known each other… Although, well, ‘friend’ is a versatile term here. Tammy and Abor are, more specifically, the closest things that Spyder even has to real friends. She’d much more happily gone out alone, without anyone. That way, there’d be a lack of annoying priorities such as making sure everyone is ready and organized, leaving room for her partners, and making sure no one starts acting against her. The thing is, those two have managed to get on a side of her that every boy in town wishes he could be on; and that’s true, because that’s tough to do. And even if they had earned the privilege to travel alongside her, she treats them more as ‘bodyguards’ and has never hesitated to intimidate them if they say or do one wrong thing… So naturally, Tammy shut up the moment she was told to, and kept her mouth closed until she just maybe would be allowed to speak again whilst Spyder sought out information on the one Abor was obviously disgusted to see here. “So? What’s the deal with him? You met him before? Is he cute or something?”

“Oh, I’ve seen him in multiple different places. And yeah, he’s kinda cute…” Abor said it in a way that sounded more dismissive than attracted, as if not wanting her leader to get any ideas before all the information was laid out. “...but he’s also a known pervert!”

“Ah… I see…” Spyder narrowed her eyes, intensifying her gaze on that boy. So far, he appeared more to be paying attention than doing anything repulsive. As someone who’s… had a history with dirty-minded individuals, she was very good at telling the signs. However, most of the time, it’s easy to tell if it’s deliberate. Here, though, she couldn’t find any fault in him at all, so she inquired further, unbothered by the heat and sun. “...What kind of pervert? Are we talking the grabby kind? The staring kind?...”

“Oh, just the kind who peeps on girls in the showers and changing rooms. That’s all…” It almost sounded sarcastic– underexaggerating, even. As far as one could read from that, he’s probably been at it for a while. “...However, as far as I know, he’s gotten away with it every time! Not once had I seen him get punished! He even did it to me, once! I only found out about it because I noticed a hole in the woman’s bathroom that the guys could look in through! I just know it was him!” Whether that hole was there to begin with was left completely out of the conversation as Abor described her experiences with this alleged perv. ‘Alleged’ according to her companions, anyways.

“But did you catch him peeping on you? How many times have you seen him? I’ve certainly never seen him at all.” To Abor, apparently this guy was a total menace, but to Spyder, he was a newbie. She was going to need a lot more information than that to truly believe her… but once she did, what was bound to follow was almost inevitable…

Abor sighed. “Huff! I didn’t catch him in the act, but when I left the bathroom, I overheard him talking with a few other boys about me, so I went back in the next day and saw that hole, and that’s when I knew! Remember when our school and a few others came to Japan for a cross-country event? Whatever school he goes to shared a hotel with us, if you don’t remember.” Ah, yes, the end-of-school special event where North American schools traveled by cruise ship to Japan and spent the week there, going on tours, visiting famous attractions, and playing games against the Japanese students… Spyder had some pretty fun memories from those times, but this boy wasn’t in them. She was more focused on the attractions and the country’s history and culture than the other schools that were attending the event. Given how the three of them were separated for a majority of the week and were paired with different people, maybe it should’ve been expected that they would have different experiences from one another.

There was a pause before something spoken in a spine-chilling tone came from Spyder’s lips. “...So somebody was peeping on one of my friends…” She didn’t even remember what school he went to, but it was safe to assume it was here in Miami. Maybe he even shared a school with those other three, who didn’t look much older… but it didn’t matter. What she heard was more than enough convincing… but before he can receive his punishment, Spyder needed what she hadn’t been shown yet: Proof. Proof that that redhead really was a bad boy. He had a shirtless guy and two girls standing right in front of him, and he could act out on his lewd desires at any moment. All they had to do to know for sure is watch… or maybe there was quicker way? Spyder was here for the beach; she saw no need to be standing in one place, stalking some boy she hardly knew. She was a clever girl with a fine educational record, and she was considering killing two birds with one stone… What if there was a way to make him act? Make him do his dirty deeds. Then the proof will come a lot faster, and Spyder can offer relief for her companion for the bad memories that had suddenly plagued her mind.

But what will it take to make him show his true colors? Because little way was she going to fake a wardrobe malfunction in front of him, or anything like that…

The other two had been silent for quite a while as Spyder pondered for a little. She didn’t know this kid, and yet suddenly, he was her secondary interest, the primary being getting onto those sands. She always gave them a villainous look whenever she’s made up her mind… and surely enough, she soon glared at each of them with a sleazy smirk on her face. Whatever she had in mind… she wasn’t going to waste time acting upon it, and she was bringing her two backup girls with her.

“Girls… I think it’s time you’ve helped me in a little investigation. Come on.”

“With pleasure!”

…

“Sh-Sh-She’s huge!...”

17-year old Littner Aldine thought a sunny, hot day like this was a great chance to see local daredevil Derrick Kitz’s surfboard tricks. You know, just the two of them out on the ocean while the breeze was enjoyable… Then, right as they finally get there, this over-six-foot-tall girl in a two-piece approaches them out of nowhere, stopping them dead in their tracks, asking to hang out. The ironic part was: this turned out to be someone she had heard good things about: her little sister’s friend from school… She just didn’t expect her to, well, be the way she was, both in terms of appearance and mannerisms. And if that weren’t enough of a hole in the window of peace between two, she even pulled over that Jax McMaxwell, who had been trailing behind them presumably on his way to the beach also, to join in on the greetings as well. Just when it seemed like a date between them… Although, it’s not like the boys were complaining all that much. After all, she was still pretty.

“Oh, you’re Nehelena’s big sis! That explains so much!” Suicine reacted with surprise at discovering that who she thought was someone brand new to her was actually related to someone she knew very closely– and at the fact that she and the boy she was walking with were dating. This ought to make what she had planned much more fun! She turned her attention towards Derrick, who stood the closest to her height out of the three she’d rounded up. “I’m pretty sure I remember hearing that she was dating somebody. Would that be you, by chance?”

“Yup! Sure am! We were… actually going on a date just now, mind you. Gonna show off some surfboard tricks! Wanna come?” Knowing him, Littner could only imagine what he planned on showing her; probably some kind of dangerous, or at least difficult stunts, which is still the charm of him. However, there were times where he’d get a little too excited to try something he’d never tried before. He would probably have no complaints about being a test dummy in a science lab; maybe he’d even find it fun?

But more concerning for Littner was that his ego made him sound like he had forgotten what it really means to be on a date. Unless he was interested in a three-way— Ladies were always the guy’s inspiration for doing such ridiculous stunts. “Derrick, you don’t even know her. She just walked up to us out of nowhere and asked to join in. This was supposed to be between us. Far away from the crowd.” She put her hands on her hips, showing a lot of skepticism in the idea. It didn’t look like she was fond of the idea of her sister’s big buddy being around… Well, maybe if Nehelena were there, but she’s nowhere to be found out here, so that’s out of the question.

“I… just asked her if she wanted to see my board tricks. The date can still be between us.” Derrick set aside the want for additional attention when Littner showed her disapproval. Seems a guy worth his girlfriend can’t afford to let another girl enter the line between them. But that didn’t mean he didn’t drop the possibility being an idea. This girl was looking to be social, and she knows Littner’s sister. It’d only be a good idea for them to get acquainted, and if you ask him, his antics were the best way to do that!

“I don’t know… I specifically said ‘just the two of us’, and you’re actually willing to let her in on it? It kinda ruins the whole point, don’t you think?” Littner then turned towards Jax, who had been nothing but a quiet extra this whole time. Granted, he’s always been a little on the quiet side. “And why is he even in on this? What, are you thinking about dragging him into this, too?”

“Well… I noticed he’s been looking a little sad and gloomy lately, and he was around, so… I felt like letting him hear me out on my idea for a little summer fun!” Suicine gave Jax a few back pats, his response being to shake his head like he was snapping out of a trance. This whole time, he had done nothing but look at her, as if paying extra attention to every word that came out of her mouth. “I mean, what could go wrong with having a few supporters? We could spruce up your date a whole lot, wouldn’t we?”

“Uh… Y-Yeah, of course we would! I-I was actually headed for the beach myself, and I wanted to ask Derrick to keep me company… I didn’t know you two were dating, though…” Jax looked over at Derrick, who was looking back like he was expecting what the shorter boy was going to say to him. “Like, how was I supposed to know you had such a cute girlfriend, bro?! Why can’t I have a cute, sexy love interest to call my own?!” He sounded distraught. Maybe he was quiet because of all the things that were in his ears at once. They have been going to school together since long before their high school days, but Jax wasn’t the kind to stay updated on his friends’ personal affairs– especially if they are connected.

While Littner lit up in shock at being called ‘cute’, Derrick pulled Jax aside, letting the girls branch off into a chat of their own. “You couldn’t tell by us walking side by side, holding hands, and looking at each other? I thought, after all the romance movies you’ve watched, you would’ve learned the signs by now!” He did realize that there could’ve been a million different signs that two people were dating, right? He only picked the three most obvious ones. It was never easy to tell from a distance that two people were dating; you had to come up and ask for yourself.

Romance movies… Yeah, definitely, they were romance movies… Like that was any justification. “People walk side-by-side, hold hands and look at each other all the time! You can’t connect fictional scenarios to real life situations! Nobody told me you were dating; you never told me you were dating! Words speak better than sign language, yaknow!” Jax was a hard one to understand, because he keeps his true feelings and motives hidden under a veil of wordplay. Maybe he was jealous? Maybe he was just about to ask Littner on a date when he learned this?

While they bickered, Littner sighed and looked back up at Suicine, still not sure what exactly she wanted— Her request was sorta vague. Did she want to actually join in on the date and make it a three-way? Did she want to help set up the site for the date? Did she want to play wingwoman and make sure the date goes well? What was her plan?... “So, between the two of us, how exactly are you intending on integrating yourself into this? No matter what you do, all I want is for the moment to stay between me and Derrick. Spit it out, what’s your plan?” Maybe she wanted to teach Jax what a romantic scene looks like so he can take notes and maybe find a girlfriend to call his own? Derrick said he has… taste when it comes to girls, but he’s never actually acted out on his desire for a woman yet. If you ask her, that was starting to sound like a concern…

Suicine looked back at the two boys, who were still discussing how to tell a couple apart from a pair of friends, and then back at the girl who was speaking to her. With greetings and introductions out of the way, it sounded like a fine time to express her idea. “Well, I was hoping I could treat someone to a little ‘small fun’ when I came across you. I bet it would really add some flavor to your date! If you’re willing to give it a try, that is. Whaddya say?”

“Sounds like an interesting conversation you’re having.”

“W-Whuh?” Before Littner could even ask what she meant by ‘small fun’, they were suddenly joined by a trio of girls looking to be around their ages: a fair, classy-looking girl with some strangely bright yellow eyes, a brownish-colored girl with braids, and a blonde girl with an odd look in her eye.

Suicine, as per usual, could see no red flags hinting at anything of concern. “Oh, you girls want in on this, too, huh? Sounds fine by me! The more the merrier!” Her behavior was just getting frustrating at this point as far as Littner was concerned. These three showed up as randomly as she did, and she’s already acting like these weren’t total strangers who already seemed to have clear motives behind their approach. “I’m Suicine Amenela, going into Grade 11 next year! I was just about to help these two right here have a fun little date together! Where are you from?”

The two boys cut their own conversation to take notice of the trio who had just approached them, with Derrick having not heard them coming and being quite clearly surprised by how big their group was growing. “Woah, he-he-hey there, you girls headed for the sands as well? Ooh, you wanna watch my sick boarding skills, too?! I came here to show my girlfriend, but I perform better with a bigger audience!” He then went straight to being an attention wanter, saying something that Littner knew full well wasn’t true; he always performed on the same level no matter how many witnesses there were.

“W-W-Woah woah woah, wait, hold up! I…”

“Date, huh? What are you, their wingwoman?” The three strangers all took glances over at Jax, who wasn’t paying much attention at the moment, as the girl in front did all the speaking. “And, well, I’m an expert judge. I’ll give you scores on how well you do. Impress us, and we’ll make sure these folk don’t infest your little private time.” She gave a wink towards Derrick, who couldn’t help but feel weird about the way she looked at him… and the way she spoke…

“A challenge, huh? Now you’re speaking my language!” Nonetheless, it was anything for clout for this guy, and if the reward meant a nice date with Littner, he was taking that risk. “You’ll marvel at the talent and bravery of the Devil of Miami! I’m gonna rip those waves like no one’s done before!” He then looked over at Jax, who had been staring off into space without involving himself in the conversation much. “What about you, Jax? You coming, too?”

“Guh!” He was distracted for a while there, his gaze trapped by the wonder of beauty that was Suicine, with her flowing, dual-color hair, her finely-cut facial features, her immensely pretty eyes… but of course, there was one part in particular that caught the most of his attention. Something he hopefully didn’t get caught staring at just now. “I mean, uh… Y-Yeah, sure, sounds fun! Um… Just don’t hurt yourself like last time.” He recalled a few weeks back, when Derrick attempted his next daredevil move: standing on his big toe on the tip of his vertical-pointing surfboard… Ouch, the impact when he inevitably lost his balance hurt to even watch. How quickly he apparently recovered from that was a cause for concern for both Jax and Littner. The former then finally noticed the newly-arrived three, one of which he felt like he recognized. A sweatdrop rolled down his temple, and not because of the heat…

Suicine appeared not to notice the gaze she was earning from the redheaded boy and instead showed excitement at her new playmates. “Going to play the judge for Derrick’s little show, are we? Oh, just wait until you see all the other activities I could offer!” Given they were headed for the beach, they didn’t have much of a clue as to what she could suggest that wasn’t any of the obvious stuff like sunbathing, swimming, surfing, or maybe even playing volleyball. What could she have in mind to make this date memorable, besides just being there? “Now, since you’re in, what should I call you?”

“You will know me as your street queen, Spyder Caramel. Mchwa~”
“Tammy Whittner.”
“Abor Nelson.”

“Ahhhrrrrrrhhhhggg! Can we just not?!” Littner, having finally snapped now that it was clear she and Derrick clearly weren’t going to be alone, let her frustrations be known by barging into the center of the group. “We both agreed that this will be just between us! We didn’t mean for anybody to join us! So how about you just leave us out of whatever fun you wanna have while we have our peaceful time alone together!” She was on the verge of overheating in this sun, and she was just itching to move on and get on with the date. It was these people who were holding them up and ruining their private time. Could they just move along so that we can all be happy?!

“Yo, yo, Littner! Chill! She said it’ll still be between us! None of ‘em said they’ll actively be involved in the date! As long as they are quiet after I put on my show, it’ll still feel between us! Think about it!” Derrick tried to calm Littner down, thinking she was just jealous or paranoid. He hoped they’d be quiet after the daredevil show is done, anyway. Anything to make sure Littner is happy whilst not leaving others out of the fun he wants to have.

Suicine was understandably saddened by Littner’s attitude, but to be fair, a date is a date, and it was steaming hot today. The sooner they got to the water, the better… She had an idea; one that may fill in just the right amount of time before her own friends got here. “...You know, you could just have your date afterward. You know, if what you want is some quiet time between you and him. I don’t think what he wants to do qualifies as that, and I think if you just postponed your date for later, you’d still have it, and we can all still have some fun together! How does that sound?” She understood why Littner was upset, but she really wanted to do this, and this might be her only chance, given the others’ willingness to participate. Especially Derrick’s.

“Yeah, Littner! Are you seriously about to pass up an offer from your little sister’s best buddy? What do you think she would think if she heard that you rejected her like that? Can’t you see she loves attention?” Jax, showing a little inspiration for once, joined in trying to convince Littner to stick around. That sounded like a good idea…

“And besides, it would be a good use of your time, as dates are best had later into the day, and it’s still almost noon. There could be plenty more things you could spend your day doing than just laying in the sun with your boyfriend, doing nothing but talking and showing affection to one another. Have some spirit!” Abor stepped in, and now, all of them were looking directly at Littner, cornering her. Derrick really seemed interested, and he was Littner’s boyfriend. Littner wanted some alone time with him, and they still had the whole day to kill. Dates would get boring if they drag on for too long without some proper fun activities, and with Suicine being the excitable, friendly individual she seemed to be, whatever she had in mind must’ve been interesting. Pulling him away now would probably hurt Derrick’s feelings as an attention-seeking, fun-loving daredevil; that wouldn’t make Littner a good girlfriend, now would it?

She didn’t think so. There was no argument against delaying the one-on-one time to later in the day, where it will be warmest, and even if she didn’t know more than half the people standing here, she was a nice, pleasant girl and didn’t want to ruin anyone’s day… So after a pause, Littner sighed in defeat. “Huughfff… Fine! Me and him will take part in whatever kinds of shenanigans you wanna get into, but by 1 o’clock, I expect the two of us to be alone, far off in the secluded edge of the beach. Understand?” Maybe she was being greedy about how long she wanted the date to last. It was Derrick’s idea, so in all fairness, he should be the one rightfully calling the shots. If Derrick wanted to show off to more people before the one-on-one lovey-dovey time began, so be it.

And in an unnecessarily loud tone… “Understood!” …Suicine leapt celebratingly into the air with a raised fist, catching everyone else off guard to the point where they backed up before she could smack one of them by accident. Seemed like she was really excited for whatever she wanted to do. They were just heading for the beach, right? What could possibly be so exciting about watching a teenage boy pull dangerous surfboard tricks out in the open waters for 10 straight minutes?... Maybe she had different plans? “Now, I want all of you to go sit on that bench over there!” Once she landed, she pointed over toward a red & black bench alongside the paved walkway.

“Cheer up, Littner. She seems like the kind who knows how to have fun!” Derrick tried to lighten her mood whilst they all headed towards the bench they were asked to sit down upon, all the while she was contemplating whether or not it was safe to trust this girl.

“Nehelena told me she had a close friend who’s similar to her in a lot of ways…” Littner recalled some things she had heard from her sister regarding this friend of hers. “...as in she’s a Predator, like her, although their favored prey sizes are the complete opposites of one another. She did offer to introduce me to her someday…” Suicine did say she was Nehelena’s friend… However, nobody said she was her only friend. Could this really be her?

Spyder, still not 100% sure this was worth setting up a future confrontation about, overheard her recollection and raised a brow, finding some interest in the facts coming out of her mouth. She obviously didn’t know who this ‘Nehelena’ was, but she could already tell it was someone close to her. She wondered if those words traced back to Suicine as well. Suicine was abnormally tall for a girl her age; there was a chance… but the only way to find out was to see what she does.

Meanwhile, Abor walked right beside Jax, but not because she liked him or anything, no… She simply wanted to keep an eye on him; test him, even. He had to have peeped on her before, which was an obvious sign that he finds her attractive, so she wanted to see how he’d react to her being right up in his bubble. Without saying a word, she kept her eyes on his, watching their every move, everywhere they faced. It didn’t seem like he noticed initially… because as soon as he did, he flinched, and they locked eyes. “You better not have any funny ideas, mister.” She spoke in a semi-hushed tone, keeping the talk between them.

“W-Wait, hold on… Do we, like, know each other or something?” He simply asked if they recognized each other’s faces – which was obviously a yes, they did – no complaining about personal space or anything. She even remained all up on him, and he never told her to back up. He was treating this as if it were a normal conversation! An immediate red flag. His eyes may have been meeting hers now, but it wouldn’t stay that way for long.

Abor gave him a serious look, foreshadowing to him that he’s not getting off lightly. “Do you remember the time when you spied on me showering while our schools were on that trip?... Did you think I wouldn’t find out?” Anger seeped into her tone, making it clear how she felt about it. Her hand balled up into a fist, ready to redirect his eyes if they fell any lower than they were right now… but she didn’t want to hit him. No, she had much worse plans to right his morals…

“...I-I-I… Uh…” He was stuttering. Instead of having a response ready, he was trying to find some way to respond. Now she already knew not to trust whatever he eventually came up with. He clearly remembered her face, her hair, her body. He knew she was aware, and that she did not appreciate the breach of her boundaries. Abor might not have been the brightest, known for blaming anyone for anything, but she was good at breaking down people’s speech patterns and exposing their true intentions.

“Don’t you lie to me; you knew what you did. And I plan to get you back for it… after this.” She gave him a sly wink whilst reaching up and pinching the boy’s cheek, already brainstorming her revenge after he was exposed in front of Spyder as they all reached the bench. Maybe something will happen during this at his expense that’ll make it even better?...

There was just barely enough room on the bench for all six of them to sit down on, forcing them to squeeze into the smallest possible spaces, rubbing shoulders against one another. Littner and Derrick sat in the middle together, Spyder and Tammy sat on the left side, and Abor and Jax sat on the right side. Having to sit so closely to others like this was not new to any of them, but it was especially irksome to Spyder, who sat at the very end so as to not feel uncomfortably sandwiched. Boyfriend & girlfriend, however, took advantage of the moment to lean against one another. They were both fairly slim, so they didn’t take up too much room on this relatively short park bench.

Meanwhile, having had her six playmates right where she wanted them, Suicine stood some distance in front of the bench. She could tell none of them knew at all what they were getting into… they’d find out soon enough. “Now, just hold hands and don’t move! This’ll only take a moment!”

Hold hands? That was something Littner and Derrick could easily do. Spyder was hesitant; she was never the type to show affection to anyone. Alas, if it was with Tammy, then it was fine. Abor, on the other hand, absolutely wasn’t taking the hand of the guy that violated her personal boundaries. Heck, the thought of it made her want to hurl… so instead, she grabbed the upper arms of whoever was sitting on either side of her. Understandably, Jax didn’t approve of the idea either. In fact, he wasn’t even paying attention to her or anyone else on the bench right now. All of his focus was on Suicine. She looked drop-dead gorgeous in that bikini, he thought. They way it didn’t hide a single curve of her expertly-sculpted form, letting her shape fill out for all to see… He found himself staring again, his eager eyes dotting at every corner of her body for all that it’s worth; the only place he didn’t look was her head.

Tammy, however, was looking there, and she was the first to notice a sudden glint in Suicine’s light lavender eyes. She knew they were bright, but were they always that shiny? There wasn’t a sound for a few moments… until her trained ears picked up a soft, yet increasingly grating humming sound. She didn’t recall her ringtone sounding like that, or either of her buddies’ ringtones for that matter… And then, before she could point it out, before anyone could predict what was about to happen, the space in front of Suicine’s eyes began to become distorted and wavy and before you knew it, all six of them came under the weirdest feeling…

“Wha?... Woooaaaahhhh!!” …causing Littner to squeak as everything around them suddenly became blurry. A mysterious force felt like it was pushing down on them from every possible direction, every known angle, in every possible place, almost like they were being crushed by the deep ocean depths. 

The feeling lasted for a good second and a half, leaving them all dizzy and disoriented as they went from sitting on a hot bench in the park to sitting in the middle of a vast, hot and red plane which dropped off into a sizable gap on either side of them, much too wide to jump across. From the sides, the plane seemed to extend for miles, eventually ending in giant black structures that resembled the arms of the bench they were just sitting on moments ago. Ahead and behind, however, it didn’t stretch on for nearly as long, eventually reaching a cliff, with only a view of the towering grasses below beyond them. As all six were still in their unprepared, confused state, nobody had a clue where they were anymore.

“Ooouuuurrrrffff… Wh-What happened?” Tammy was the first to stand up, followed swiftly by the rest. Their bodies felt different… lighter, faster, flightier. Abor stumbled, not exactly used to being this lightweight. As the fog and the ringing gradually dissipated, what just happened gradually became clearer and clearer— The ground began to tremor, over and over at a rapid pace like an earthquake, knocking Abor fully on her rump as the source of the rumbling approached with an excited look in her eyes, darkening the immediate world around them. Soon, everyone was looking up at the towering, two-piece-clad giantess that was Suicine, who had bent down to get a closer look at the now shrunken teenagers, around an inch tall each.

She was large enough to block out the sun, although the shine in her eyes remained. “Oh wow… That’s a bit smaller than I meant to make you. I guess my powers are improving! Hehe!”

The six of them plugged their ears when the giantess spoke, her much, much louder voice hitting their eardrums like a truck. “W-Woah! How about you talk a little quieter and tell us what you did to us!” Littner was confused and nervous. She couldn’t have really, possibly, potentially… shrank them? Was this what she meant by ‘small fun’? How was she supposed to know anything?! This girl was (mostly) a complete stranger who asked to spice up her date with Derrick a little bit, and invited these other four to join in; she didn’t say anything about this before! It was such a strange, otherworldly feeling… with a terrifying realization behind it.

“Y-Yeah! Tell us why you’re suddenly… gigantic!” Jax was trying to act shocked, but his mouth fell agape. As if she wasn’t enough of a one-woman show– now there stood enough woman for a whole army! Despite not exactly knowing Suicine’s intentions, he couldn’t help but feel… excited. Really excited.

“Oh, heh, sorry. I’ll talk a little softer. I’ve never shrunk anybody so small before. I was led to believe the smallest I could bring someone was around 4 inches…” Even with her tone… toned down, her voice still overpowered all other sounds. As she finished that sentence, her hand, like a floating platform from nowhere, floated down right in front of the group, the pointer finger undulating as if beckoning them on. “Hop on! I’ll explain everything then.”

While Abor and Littner cowered and hid at the giant hand’s approach, Derrick jumped at the opportunity, running up and going splat in the center of the palm, moving like he was in 3x speed. Seems that while everyone else was hesitant and nervous, he was thrilled and hyped at the idea. “Hey! This is kinda cool! Imagine all the things we could do at this size, guys!” Looking at how much space he took up, there seemed to be more than enough room on there for all six of them… if they were willing to join in.

“Uh… O-O-Okay? I mean, as long as you don’t hurt us…” In a much more cautious manner than Derrick, Tammy approached the side of the hand and climbed on, followed by Jax. Abor soon followed, but only to stay close to Jax, with Derrick helping her on. Now it was just Littner and Spyder left.

“That’s the spirit! You see, girls? This is the best way to have fun! Nobody needs to get hurt; that’d defeat the whole point! Don’t be such worry-warts!” Abor wanted not to believe a word of what this witch was saying, but she could tell an honest voice when she heard one. There was no hesitation, no stuttering, not a hint of sarcasm, hamminess or nervousness… and besides, if she wanted to hurt them, she would’ve been doing it already. And she didn’t detect any lies beforehand… As good of a lie detector as she was, she wasn’t detecting a lie this time. So the part that was worrying her was her saving information until everyone was locked in.

“I… don’t really…” Littner looked over at Spyder, who, ever since this happened, was in a state of prolonged shock and disbelief. Her breathing sounded heavy, and her face gave the impression that she was struggling mentally. She was shuddering, despite the dreadful heat bearing down upon them… To be fair, she was clearly the leader of the group that approached them, acted like she was high & mighty, and even called herself ‘street queen’. Being rendered weak and powerless before someone else must be a hard truth to take for her, Littner thought. She wanted to ask if she was alright, but she expected a slap if she did. Like, she looked like she was going to kill someone…

In Spyder’s mind, however, things ran even deeper than that. Shrinking was nothing new to Spyder; she happened to have a similar power herself… But until now, she’s always been the one doing the shrinking, and she strictly preferred it to be that way, so for her to wind up on the smaller side, met with someone many times her size… It was a scratch on her once-untouchable ego. A coup d'état against an undefeated queen. A stain on her dominant legacy that threatened to never come out… That’s why she looked so on-edge right now, and why she hesitated the most out of all of them about getting on that hand. She understood how her past victims must’ve felt, something she always took advantage of; once she climbed onto that palm, she would be at this girl’s mercy. Her, Spyder Caramel, the self-proclaimed queen of the streets of San Jose, becoming a pet or a plaything for some random girl she didn’t even know (even if only temporary), all by manner of a trick to lower her guard and a trap to catch her while she was vulnerable… it didn’t feel right… No, it felt the exact opposite of right!

All that was in her brain at that point were two things: boiling, infernal anger, and how she could’ve possibly gotten into this situation; how she threw herself into a scenario that could’ve very easily been avoided had she just moved on and forgotten about it, focusing on their original plans… But no, that revenge-driven Abor just had to insist that they investigate a boy whom she didn’t even know was worth the hassle yet. She had all the power in the world to say no, leave them to their own problems and move on… but instead, her curiosity got the better of her, and she was now facing the consequences. Littner was right: someone was going to pay dearly for making her endure this imminent humiliation!

“Guah!” She hadn’t even noticed the two enormous fingers descending towards her until she was sandwiched between them, then lifted off the ground. “Hey! Release me at once! I didn’t once agree to this!” She began doing everything she could to escape Suicine’s grip, pounding and pushing at the twin walls of plush flesh with her hands, knees and feet, but her hold, while gentle enough to not hurt her, was also too firm to break free of. That alone showed the sheer strength difference between the two… Why wasn’t her ability working?! She had touched her multiple times by now!

“Oh, relax, would you? You said before that you agreed to join us on this little hangout sesh, and I figured since you were lagging, I’d help you along.” That said, Suicine did answer Spyder's wish– once she had been situated on her palm next to Tammy. Now, seeing as she was the only one left out, and that her date wasn’t getting off any time soon, Littner, gulping hard, soon came forth, climbing on as well and getting herself seated next to Derrick. “There we go! Everyone comfy? Cuz off we go!~” Then, before Spyder had any chance to drag her buddies off and escape, the fingers curled, and the fleshy platform gently rose off the bench and floated in front of her chest, where it was joined by her other hand, giving them a bit more space as if they didn’t already have enough.

“Wooaaahhhh!!!” None of them were quite ready for the ride as some of them screamed as gravity increased for a moment and wind forces threatened to knock them over (and succeeded at knocking Abor over). Perhaps she should’ve told them not to look down as well, as despite being used to seeing the world from this sort of perspective, from the eyes of someone at a far smaller scale, the view from up here sent shivers down Littner and Jax’s spines, leading them to back as far away from the edges as possible to minimize any risks of falling off. To Suicine, they must’ve looked like little bugs crawling around in her hands.

“This is not what I meant, you idiot!” Spyder was none too pleased, and voiced her displeasure almost immediately. “I asked you to put me back down on the bench and turn me back this instant! I deserve far better than being reduced to the size of a gumdrop!”

“Aww, don’t throw a temper tantrum now! It’s nothing to be ashamed of!” With her little playmates collected, Suicine began walking again, headed towards that sweet, beautiful beach before it fills up too much. “Like I said, I didn’t mean to make you this small; my assumed limit was about 3 centimeters from a 6-foot tall person, but I guess things improve overtime? I dunno.” Unlike before, she didn’t skip like she had a spring in her step; she walked normally. She didn’t want to throw her playmates off, after all. Even though they could most likely survive if they were to fall off in this state, finding them again afterward would be a pain– especially if they land in the grass!

In fact, taking their lightness to mind, Spyder felt tempted to jump off and make a break for it… However, that came with risks, such as being stepped on by another, unwary pedestrian, or found by a bird or a bug or something. This park was far from uninhabited, and there were far too many dangers to make the risk worth it. So she stayed put, instead opting to wait for an opportunity to get away… But wait; there’s one thing she didn’t yet consider.

“How were any of us supposed to know you had powers like that?! How long do you plan on keeping us like this anyway?!” Abor brought it up first. It was important to know the exact nature of Suicine’s shrinking powers so they knew what sorts of plans to make, and one significant factor was how long they were going to be small for.

“Well, the effects of my ability typically last for about 10 minutes– that is, as long as you’re not in physical contact with me. I could undo it instantly with another zap, though!” That distortion effect that appeared in front of her eyes right before they were shrunken, as that entailed, must’ve been a beam of some sort, fired from the eyes like a superhero. Tammy was led to believe it was cast in a select area, which is why she asked them to group up and stand still. A beam was a little more authentic… If only she told them about this before doing it, so that they were all ready and didn’t have a fussy little baby in their party.

“And most importantly, what are you gonna do with us now that we’re, yaknow, tiny?” Derrick had been unusually quiet until now; he must’ve been in his own head, exploring the possibilities of their situation. It would be very much like him. It was important to know what she had in mind, though, in case their plans clashed and/or one defeated the other. It would also make it easier to plan ahead, and maybe set up that date with Littner.

Suicine playfully shut her eyes. “We’re gonna have some fun together! You get to unleash your inner kids and play around on my body while I enjoy the sun! Me and my friends plan to meet up at around 12:20, so I’ll make sure to turn you guys back by 12 o’clock or around that!” By now, they were leaving the watchful eyes of the sun and passing under the shadow-casting trees forming a barrier separating the park from the beach, giving all of them a chance to cool off a little bit before they emerged into the blazing heat again.

Littner took a moment to break that down— So her plan, and reason for shrinking them, was to just let them play on her body for roughly 30 minutes until her friends arrived? No crazy activities or shenanigans or whatnot? Would Derrick even be able to carry out his talent show? Did she really not have any other plans?... Did she even take awareness of the dangers of them being left to their own devices at such a small size? What if one of them got hurt? They knew nothing of how to maneuver through the world at this size! “Um… Okay? As long as you’re not gonna eat us or anything like that.” Being siblings with a known Predator meant she was well used to the occurrence of being in a belly, but that was only because the Predator in question always ensured she was safe the whole time. Considering how new Suicine was to her, she couldn’t really trust that she could do the same… whether it happened by accident or intention.

Suicine gave a soft chuckle. “Hehehe! Aw, don’t worry. I wouldn’t scare ya like that! You’re free to remain outside my body if you really want.” The fact that she didn’t take offense to what Littner said and just reassured her about it told them that she was definitely one of those people… and it wasn’t helping matters. However, now that their lives were quite literally in her hands and they had no way of getting away even if they wanted to, they could only hope that she would keep her word… and make an escape plan in case she didn’t. “Now, who’s ready to have some small fun?! Sandy shores are dead ahead!”

‘Ugh… This really stinks…’

…

*Caaaawwwa! Caw caw caw caw caw caw!*

The noisy birds in the distance, the gently sloshing waves splashing against the soft shore, the endless background noise that was the numerous crowds of people, the invigorating smell of seawater… The environment of South Beach, one would say, was pretty lively today. Countless people were out and enjoying the sun and the waves, whether they were laying on chairs and towels under a parasol, soaking up the sun, building sandcastles or digging pits in the sand, or splashing about in the comparatively cool waters. Flocks of seagulls swarmed the snack stands in search of scraps, meaning they shouldn’t be too much of a concern for Suicine and her group of dubious playmates as they picked a spot somewhat far from the end of the crowd, where nobody would be likely to interrupt their ‘small fun’ session.

But just to be sure, Suicine brought something to make sure everyone would be safe.

Having been carrying the six shrinkies in her hands up to this point, she would run into a situation where she’d have to put them somewhere: so that she can set her bag down and get some stuff out. That was a big bag she was lugging around there, but with her strength, it wasn’t that much of a hindrance. After finding the perfect spot – complete with a wonderful view of the ocean –  Suicine looked down at her guests. “Okay! I’m gonna have to put you guys somewhere so I can set up; somewhere where you won’t fall away, preferably. You all could sit on my shoulders; just make sure you hold onto my hair so that you don’t slip off…”

“That’d be preferable, thank you!” Both Littner and Abor stopped her going any further, considering they happened to be right in front of her chest. Littner was a dignified young woman, and Abor… she was just plain envious that Suicine, in a different way than normal, had such a humungous bosom compared to her. Neither of them fancied imagining them… being breastheld.

Unfortunately, the big blonde wasn’t done stating their options. “Mmh… You could also ride in my chest! It’s much comfier and more secure than my shoulder; plus, it doesn’t sacrifice your view!” Her nonchalant willingness to do that… so carefree– too carefree. Did she not realize that she had a suspected naughty boy in that group who has been staring at those hills this entire time? “If any of you would fancy it, I could also carry you—”

Abor looked back over at Jax… Yup, his eyes were exactly where she thought they’d be. Quick thinking was going to benefit everyone here, so before anyone had a chance to say anything, she slapped her hand over Jax’s mouth and cut Suicine off before she could mention their third option. “No thanks! We’ve discussed in advance, your shoulder will do!” She decided to keep Jax gagged, even as the latter began to squirm and shout in her grip. The last thing she wanted was for his dirty thoughts to influence their experience… Nobody else seemed to have noticed him staring, though, and just looked at her with concern in their eyes, a bit disturbed by her resentment towards that one guy. What did he even do to her for her to be so strict to him, anyway?

Their host, however, was none the wiser, and wasn’t smart enough to question how she never heard them discussing it beforehand. “...Alright, then. Shoulders it is! I’ll even let you choose which one to sit on!”

And so, the shrunken group was divided into groups of three, one on each shoulder, both of which sat fairly close to her neck, where their chances of falling were lowest. Think of it as an amusement park ride of sorts. The trio on her left shoulder was, of course, made up of Littner, Derrick and Tammy, whilst the trio on her right shoulder consisted of Spyder, Abor and Jax. Their rumps sank slightly into the softer, less bony pit within the boundaries of her collar bone, holding onto both strings of hair and each other’s hands. Admittedly, the view from here was pretty nice… They got to watch Suicine set up her station and whatnot.

Littner still wasn’t all that sure about this; she was worried something was going to go wrong at some point. In the meantime, sitting in the middle of her group, she decided to find something to talk about with Tammy. “So, uh, what’s the deal with you three? You seem like the most reasonable out of your little trio.”

“Oh, that cannot possibly be me, ma’am! You’re thinking of Abor; she’s the one who suggested we join in on this. I don’t make any of the decisions we make.” Tammy threw her hands up, seeming a little surprised that she was called the reasonable one, when she was usually the one to point out the problems. “Um… Abor has a history with that ‘Jax’ guy; she says he’s a pervert, and she dragged us along to get him to prove it to Spyder, who’s kinda the head girl of our group.”

“A pervert?” Littner raised a brow whilst Derrick stuck an ear into the conversation. “I know he can be a little hard-to-understand sometimes and has some odd… tastes, but I’ve never heard him be called that before.”

“According to Abor, she found out about him peeping on her in the shower one time during the multi-school trip to Japan… So far, I think she’s either confused him with someone else, or had just misunderstood the situation. It was enough to convince Spyder to do a little investigating though— Spyder gets pretty, uh… scary when someone pushes her buttons.”

“Ooh, I take it she’s a spicy one, eh? Don’t worry, I won’t annoy her too much!” Derrick entered the conversation.

“Oh, I’ll make sure you don’t…” Littner, however, responded by giving him a look. Given his reputation as an attention-seeking daredevil, how could he resist dragging as many people as he can into his stunts no matter how willing they are?

“You better not…”

Eventually, Suicine was finished with her setup, and before her stood, to their surprise, a… tent? Well, it sure wasn’t an ordinary tent— It was blue and dome-shaped, and the entire roof was transparent, letting the sunlight through. It was a little intriguing at first… but then it came to realization that at their current size, any seaside animals that passed by, like a seagull or a crab, could make a quick meal out of them at a moment’s notice; it would also make it far less likely that somebody else could happen across them. Thus, they understood the measures taken to keep them as safe as possible. Being careful with her movements to not throw anybody off, Suicine crawled into the tent, zipped the door shut behind her, set her bag on the floor inside, and opened it up, pulling out her two towels – one rainbow-patterned and one white – and setting the former on the floor beside her. “Now, I’m gonna need to set you guys down so I can get the towel set up, and then… the fun begins!” She then raised her hands up to either shoulder, having all six of them hop on before lowering them down next to her bag. “You might wanna take your footwear off as well, so you don’t get footprints all over me. Just wait right here; don’t move until I say so. Kay?”

They nodded… or, well, Littner, Derrick and Tammy nodded, but that’s all the blonde needed. She picked up her towel and turned around to roll it out right underneath the sunroof, where the sunlight would still be beaming down on her. After they all took their various footwear off, both boys had their eyes covered up by the girls so they wouldn’t get to experience the… rather nice view she was giving them. Littner pouted, wishing God could’ve been kind enough to bestow her with curves of her own; this felt like an outright tease!

It wasn’t too much longer later when, at last, everything was set, and so, Suicine turned back around and sat right in the middle of the towel, looking down at where she left her little playmates. “Alright, approach as you will! If you need help getting on, I’m more than willing to give you a hand!” Then she laid down, shifting to make sure she was entirely on top of the towel whilst resting the back of her head on the white towel still rolled up at the end. The lotions recently rubbed into her skin made it seem to shine in the light flowing in through the transparent roof. Her hands laid flat at her sides, ready to act as lifts should they need them.

“Welp, looks like that’s our cue! C’mon, Littner! Let’s enjoy the sun, too!” Derrick, grasping Littner by the wrist, led the way as the group made their way over towards their hostess’ titanic body, leaving their bags and footwear where they stood. To them, she was like an odd landmass, or a gigantic whale. Even her feet were like towering rocks. While this meant he wouldn’t get to have his surfing show until later, Derrick saw a lot of opportunities here. Abor had been coerced into judging him, so she left Tammy to keep an eye on Jax, but Tammy was interested and wanted in on it as well. Jax was foaming in the mouth, sparkles in his eyes as he took in the scenery in front of him, Spyder was looking as ticked and irritated as ever… and Littner? Having never anticipated the possibility of this happening to her in her life, she wasn’t quite sure where to start. Littner was never an especially active type; she was more the type who enjoyed beaches simply by soaking up the sun…

In that case, while they went and horsed around, she may as well find a spot to relax, and maybe watch their antics from as well, so she took her book bag with her. Once all of them (except for Spyder) were on her hand, they were given the lift they needed onto the vast expanse of their hostess’ stomach, and Derrick again led the way, pulling Littner with her in a way that made her lose her footing, and go splat.

“Heheheh… Guess we all oughta be more careful, huh?” Derrick scratched the side of his head, realizing this probably wasn’t the place to be literally dragging her around. “You okay, Littner?”

“I think you just gave her whiplash.” Abor snarked out of how much she could relate to seeing Littner in her current position.

Soft… That was the first thought that ate its way into Littner’s mind (well, after how much she wished Derrick wouldn’t be so insistent in this way) as she felt her tiny body bounce a little bit on the belly surface– not just in texture, but in consistency as well. Her body sank into it like a giant foam pillow, bathing her in bodily warmth, the smooth, somewhat clammy surface of the skin further enhancing the feeling. She felt the full force of Suicine’s breathing, pushing against her, and then falling back, over and over in an endless loop. In any regular case, Littner would’ve stood up by now, but here… she almost didn’t want to~

Except, she didn’t exactly choose this spot. She’ll pick somewhere more desirable, and then she’ll make the most out of this. Her hands pushed deep into the warm flesh, and then stiffened, propelling her body upwards so she could turn herself into a sitting position. “Now, look; how many times have I told you that I’m not a ragdoll?!” She checked around herself to see if anything had fallen out of her bag, and fortunately, there were no books to be found lying around. Derrick was known for being pushy and insistent, but the least he could do was not literally pull people around.

The rest of the people with her laughed– including Suicine, whose giggling made the surface tremble beneath their feet. “Hehehehe! Now, y'all are free to do whatever you like while I sunbathe. I’ll let’cha know when I wanna flip over.” And she puts on a pair of sunglasses nobody noticed she had grabbed from her bag. From that point onward, it seems they were left on their own, so they began to scatter while Suicine took her mind off of them for now.

“Whatever we like, huh?...” Abor narrowed an eye and raised a brow, expecting her to lay down a few ground rules for them, although they got none. Did she not know what ‘too much freedom’ means? Well, this girl wasn’t important to her; it’s her embarrassment, and Abor sure as heck wasn’t gonna be the source if her words went up in flames. As a well-meaning individual, though, she at least made an effort to prevent that. “Yo, Tammy. Are you keeping an eye on that lech for me, or are you also tagging along for this guy’s probably-dumb-&-lame talent show?”

“I’m not dumb or lame!”

“Abor! You don’t know how cool he is until you see his moves! C’mon, live for once! The boys who live in these big cities are insane!” Tammy, disregarding the important assignment she was given in favor of observing Derrick’s talent, went up beside him, causing him to sweatdrop, but he kept his smile knowing someone was interested.

Finally, Littner stood up. “I better not catch you touching him anywhere funny! Got that?!” After getting defensive of her boyfriend, Littner grasped the wrist of Jax, who had done nothing but stand there and stare at the world behind them, seemingly not even paying attention to the conversation. “I’ll be up here with Jax. None of you interrupt me while I’m getting some relaxation!”

While Derrick and his two judges made their way down Suicine’s leg, Littner began walking to find an ideal spot and almost stepped into their hostess’ navel, which, to them, was like a huge pothole. Peering inside, Littner noticed that it was pretty darn clean; a surprise given how nasty some peoples’ can be. It didn’t look too deep, either… Was this her spot? Biting her lip, Littner sat down and carefully lowered herself feet-first into the peach-colored crevice until she touched the bottom, and then gradually let her rump slide in, raising her legs back out and having them rest on the other side of it, until she was sitting inside of it, reclining against the skin behind her back.

*Uuuuuuwwwwwwrrrrrrrrrwwwwp–uuuuuuuwwwwwwrrrrrrllllll~*

A slight chill went down her spine as her ears picked up the array of deep rumbles and flowing fluids underneath the surface that carried her tiny form. She was used to hearing such noises, thanks to her little sister, but to hear them at such a volume gave a different feeling than she was familiar with. It served to remind her that directly beneath her was an immense, breathing, living lifeform– one she was not familiar with. She didn’t want to imagine how loud they’d be from the inside… Living with a Predator might be starting to rub off on her a bit.

Feeling quite comfortable in her current position, Littner reached into her book bag and pulled out two things: a magazine she was keen on reading, and her earbuds, connected to a jam pod. The music should drown out all other sounds, so she could focus solely on her reading… Now, having said that she’d be up there with Jax, you would think that meant that she’d be taking over Tammy’s assigned job of watching over the guy and making sure he doesn’t do anything troublesome… but that’s not what she said. She only planned on getting the most out of this situation, and none of those other teenagers were going to get in her way, so they could go on some grand adventure for all she cared… as long as nobody got hurt, anyway.

…

Spyder could barely tell what was going on up there, but she was not about to taint her own image by joining them. It just wasn’t her idea of fun… Now, being the big one and toying with the tiny one was her idea of fun, but that was unavailable right now… or was it? For the past half-hour, she had been standing here, bored, embarrassed and angry. She could run away and escape while Suicine wasn’t paying attention, but that’d be too dangerous. No, she wasn’t leaving until she was back to normal. It didn’t matter if she had to stand here for the next… how much time did she say they were gonna be here for?

“Haaaahfffff… Thank the gods we go back home tomorrow sharp…” Until now, not much happened during this trip; it’s been relatively easy and relaxing. Spyder had heard rumors of Miami having one of the highest Predator populations of any location in the world, and was prepared in advance for encounters… Of course, the one time it eventually happens, not only is it on the final day of their vacation, but the Pred actually manages to get the jump on her, landing her in this humiliating situation. There was no other logical explanation as for how she could do this. Being shrunk was just one thing that ticked Spyder off, though— The other was that unlike her, her two groupmates sounded like they were having fun with it. Was it seriously fun being tiny? So miniscule and easily manipulable, susceptible to being locked in a stomach with a single, effortless bite… Did that sound like a fun time to you? Because it sure didn’t sound like one to her.

Another reason for her irritation? She couldn’t help but take in the fine details of Suicine’s body, and pout. She was just gonna forget about it as soon as they parted ways, but now that they were gonna be staying here a little while, the feeling stayed longer and was going to get worse: Suicine was, all things considered, attractive. She had a figure, a complexion and everything. That’s not to say Spyder wasn’t pretty or anything, but for the longest time, though kept undisclosed, she had a bit of an inferiority complex concerning her small chest and generally slim figure– she just didn’t think she looked fit to be ‘Street Queen’. It was always the bustier girls that drew all the stares; nobody ever looked at her as she passed by. It wasn’t just the fact that she was reduced to this size for mere fun that bothered her, but because the one who organized this event had her well beat in physical attractiveness. The longer she stared at that house-sized boob on her side of the body, the worse her mood got…

…No! What was she thinking?! She was the almighty Street Queen, the prettiest woman on planet Earth! There was no one out there that could match her beauty! It didn’t matter if she was flatter and less curvy; she had a face you could never say no to! No part of the body is as universally appreciated as the facial features! Suicine was pretty, but she could never rival Spyder in beauty! It just wasn’t possible! She wasn’t jealous! She couldn’t possibly be jealous! And she would never be jealous! Get your mind together, Spyder! She has nothing on you!

Eventually, she stared long enough at that big, spherical mass to catch it starting to jiggle, and clearly not because Suicine was moving. No… Moving a bit backwards, Spyder spotted somebody moving around on top of it, someone with reddish orange hair…

~ ‘Now, y'all are free to do whatever you like while I sunbathe.’ ~

“Just as I figured…” Despite not joining the rest, Spyder still heard the words that came out of Suicine’s mouth– each and every one of them. Not only did she know exactly who that was up there, she also knew full well what sorts of ideas were brewing in his head. She caught him staring. He was about the size of a gummy bear, she had her chest orbs in the open and there for the touching… Of course he would do this. What kind of male human would pass up this opportunity? In fact, what kind of general person would pass up this opportunity? Regardless of the reason, though, it disgusted her that anyone would exceed the female intimacy restriction barrier, especially as their first thought, knowing that the female in question wouldn’t be aware enough to keep them from getting away with it.

Therefore, someone else must deliver justice where it’s needed. For once, Spyder would be doing what she was infamous for doing in favor of another. “Little perv, just wait until I get up there!” Now, there was a bit of a problem: how was she to get up on top of Suicine? She laid her hand out earlier for a reason, which was to help everybody on, and Spyder missed that bus. Spyder excelled in gym classes and was an experienced climber, so her best chances lied on that skill. She could probably use Suicine’s hair to get on top of her head, but then she’d have to walk across her face, where she’d risk waking the giantess (or worse yet, falling into her mouth). That was a risk she wasn’t willing to take. Therefore, using the strap of her bikini top seemed like the fastest and most reliable option… even if that meant having to touch those giant boobs herself.

But unlike that kid who’s having the time of his life bouncing around up there, Spyder was doing it with no dirty thoughts in mind; only out of necessity.

First, she did a practice jump— Thanks to her tiny body weighing virtually nothing, she found she could jump very high, and then fall and land without a broken leg or ankle. She then ran over to Suicine’s shoulder, eyeing the white strap intensely as she stood at a reasonable distance, and then accelerated towards it, careful not to slip on any strands of hair along the way, before performing her highest possible jump… not expecting to land perfectly atop the edge of the shoulder with a single bound, no climbing needed.

That saved some effort. Now, onto the ugly part: climbing the round, squishy hill before her to catch the alleged peeper, who currently was unaware of her approach from behind and, more than anything, was focused on trying to squeeze inside of Suicine’s top. By then, the stealth act dropped like a brick. The anger born of his actions swelled up like an overboiling pot as she made a mad dash straight up towards the cup, reaching for Jax’s ankle before he could get far into his next move…

“Hmm… Hmm?” Suicine opened one eye, tilting her head forwards to see the little Grumpy Gus having climbed atop her breast, a restricted area in girls… and smiled. “Mm, knew you’d come around! I thought I felt somebody having a blast up there~” Her head tilted to the side, her sheer lack of fury or even discomfort proving to be a source of confusion and exasperation for Spyder…

..whose face went bright red, realizing who she must’ve mistaken her for. “Sh-Sh-Shush! I-I didn’t come up here because I wanted to!” She planted her right hand against her side, feeling squirming and a muffled voice against her own flesh. “Have you no regards to your own privacy and personal boundaries?! The one you felt climbing and bouncing up here was Jax! And I’m sparing you his lewdness!”

“Oh, well, it’s fine here. As long as you’re tiny, I have no issue with it. Do as you will!” Suicine flashed her back a warm smile, playing this off as if she wasn’t about to be assaulted by a tiny creep. She was almost a legal adult, but that still wasn’t old enough to be subjected to that! “I get it if you guys don’t know each other all that much, but please try to get along. I want all of us to be friends by the end of this!”

Friends… With that loser, bleh. Spyder already has enough friends to call her own, she doesn’t need any more. And she certainly wasn’t going to babysit with Suicine’s submissiveness. “Ugh… Listen, you’re being way too forgiving and carefree right now. At least put some rules in place so that nobody goes too far. I don’t want to be the one moderating for you like you got me doing right now.”

“What’s wrong with giving others as much freedom as can be given? That’s the whole point of making friends!”

“It’s a fatal flaw.” No matter how positively Suicine was talking, Spyder was buying none of it, and shot her a serious glare. “One of these days, you’re gonna regret being so generous…” She repositioned her feet, despite her footing being rather unsteady, as she prepared to turn around and hop off. “...especially with someone you barely even know.”

Finally, she had managed to break Suicine’s smile, forcing her to frown in the face of Spyder’s total lack of positivity and spirit. “Jeez. Nothing but doom and gloom from you, huh? I mean, I could tell you’re the serious, no-nonsense type, but you didn’t have to lecture me about interaction. I’m only trying to be a cool person by giving others a time to remember. I just want people to connect and remember each other. I want everyone to have fun, including you! I’m giving you the opportunity to do whatever you please. If you don’t want to be on my chest, then you don’t have to.”

Tired, seeing no way to make Suicine understand the caveats of providing strangers with so much freedom, Spyder just sighed hard. If nothing was going to get through to her, then she saw no need to continue standing here talking to her. She had more important matters to tend to, taking the form of a wriggling, noisy entity pinned against her under her hand. “...If that’s what you wanna be like, all responsibility is on you. Consider this the only time I’m saving you.” And so, she turned around, facing away from Suicine’s face as she made her way lower down the hostess’ body. It’s like everything she did, every little thing she said, dealt a hit to Spyder’s patience, which was already at a critical low as it is.

“Where is Jax, anyway? If he was just here, where’d he run off to?” She could feel three of them on top of her lower leg and was pretty sure that someone was in her belly button, but besides them, Spyder was the only one she knew the location of. Jax didn’t jump down and run off somewhere, did he?

“He’s just down here. I’m about to give him a good lecture– about showing respect towards females.” And then, right when she was at the edge, she turned her head back with a rather intimidating glare. “I expect my turn when I’m normal again.”

As she hopped off, Suicine kinda felt bad for her. It wasn’t pity, it’s just that she clearly wasn’t very bright, and as Suicine knew, such low spirits was a sign of a not-so-kind past. She didn’t appear to care for being shrunken; if anything, she was unfond of it. The worst part to her, however, was that she was going as far as to interrupt others’ fun simply because she didn’t like what they were doing. ‘What has she gone through to be like this?’ Her head tilted as she made out Spyder talking down somebody behind her chest. ‘...Hmph, what a grouch. There’s gotta be some way to lighten her up…’ She’d wander on it a little more, but that could wait, so she just leaned her head back onto the towel, going back to relaxing. Poor Jax, she thought; no matter what happens, misfortune always seems to find him somehow…

…if only she knew just how unfortunate he was right now.

Finally done with the humiliating ordeal of having to touch another girl’s bosom and just wanting to forget about it, Spyder finally addressed what she held underhand against her side, lifting her hand up to her face to view the scared, confused and even tinier redhead bound in her fingers. His face was red, he was panting, and the look in his eyes made her smirk in amusement. She didn’t think it would work, but it looks like her shrinking powers stacked with Suicine’s. It must be disorienting for him, being only a millimeter tall.

Jax’s panicked squirms died down once he realized he was no longer being sandwiched, although he felt no better about his situation as he found himself looking back into the eyes of a suddenly massive Spyder. “O-Oh, uh… H-H-Hey there, whatever your name was again! Uh… D-Did she change you back to normal already?” What a foolish assumption. Did he not realize that her hand wasn’t nearly as spacious as Suicine’s, and that she was very obviously standing in front of Suicine’s chest right now?

“What… do you think? Surely you can put the pieces together, you naughty little boy.” Spyder lifted him closer, practically feeding off of his confusion and worry as she shifted her grip to pinching his shoulders between two fingers. “What did you think you were getting out of infringing upon her privacy like that, hmm?”

Jax didn’t respond verbally, nor did he move a muscle. Rather, his eyes just went wide as they darted in random directions, his face went a bright red. The most he could utter was an unsure laugh and a quiet whimper. He knew something was coming; he knew having these dirty obsessions was going to have consequences no matter how long it took for them to come… and yet it still caught him off guard. He thought it’d take some different, more predictable form, like him getting beat down upon or at the very least slapped across the face– maybe get charged for it as well… He didn’t realize this was it until she uttered those words to him, and now that she had his life literally in her hands, she had the freedom to do whatever she pleased with him.

“Mmm, yeah, that’s what I thought. Too embarrassed to tell the truth when you know you’re in the wrong… You were probably hoping nobody would notice, weren’t you?” Unlike Suicine, Spyder didn’t make any attempt at all to keep her volume down, giving him an earful of her real, barely restrained voice. Her breath was starting to brush against his legs with how close he was to her face.

Still no response from the boy, who was now shuddering at the thought of what she might have in store for him. Saying anything back at this point would only worsen things.

Might as well tell him the facts so that he understood just how much he’d goofed up. “You know, Abor, a friend of mine, told me you were a real perv, and that you peeped on her during that multi-school trip to Japan. So when she saw you, she insisted we stick around in hopes that it becomes proven that that’s exactly what you are...” She cast an aside glance, wondering what Abor and Tammy might be up to over there with Daredevil Derrick, and then returned her gaze to her little captive with an even more devious look. “...and would you look at that? Congrats, little man; you’ve passed my test!”

“W-W-W-Wait!...” Okay, forget staying quiet– it was probably best to start talking so that he could maybe clear some things up. “I-I-It’s never my choice! I-I-It’s my friends! They’re the ones always daring me to do these things! They don’t care whether it’s sooner or later! If I don’t do what they tell me to do, then they’ll—” But he didn’t get to finish.

Spyder swiftly raised a finger to his muzzle, muffling him. “...So, you’ve taken up performing such unsanitary acts for the sake of your little friend group?” There was a bit of silence after that as Spyder looked around some, then looked down at the giant stomach pulsating and groaning beneath her feet... When she looked back at Jax, she suddenly had the perfect idea on how to make him regret everything. “From the sounds of things, you used to be a good, non-pervy kid who was simply influenced by a bunch of dirty hallway grunts… Unless you’re making this up in an attempt to get forgiveness from me. Am I close to the mark?” She then lowered her finger away from Jax’s mouth, letting him squeak once again.

“I’m not lying! Joshua challenged me this morning to get a photo of a topless woman to add to his collection, and I figured, since Littner was going on a date with Derrick on the beach today, um… why not use that as my opportunity?” Little did he realize how much that last part only further incriminated him. It’s almost as if he truly had zero clue how to talk to women.

“Hmm… Now, imagine if they heard that. What do you think they’d think of you?” Spyder tilted her head, looking ahead at Derrick and her gals, then down at Littner chilling nearby with her earbuds in, and then back at Jax. “Certainly not the friend they think you are, I don’t think. Regardless of whether it was your idea, inside, you know you enjoyed that. Didn’t you?”

“W-Well… u-um…” Jax twiddled his fingers as he looked from side to side, a few drops of sweat rolling down the sides of his head. It sounded like no matter what he said, she wasn’t going to let him off the hook for what he did. What he did wasn’t really lewd… even if what he tried to do next was probably crossing the line. And what was that about him and the others being friends? Sure, they know each other, but aren’t close enough to be considered buddies. Like, they have never invited him anywhere or specifically chose him as a partner for anything, if that’s what being friends means… Jax gave a nervous chuckle, not sure how else to keep things in a straight line than to choose his words carefully; things could only get worse for him at this point. “...i-i-intimacy aside, it’s a lot of fun! A-And I’m pretty sure I outdid Derrick by not falling off! I’m surprised he hasn’t tried the same thing!—”

“Hnnff!” Spyder huffed, muffling him once again whilst raising him up to her fiery eyes, faintly glowing like a flickering candlelight. “You think trespassing on a woman’s boundaries is fun. You’re proud of yourself for it, and now here you go thinking about spreading your dirt onto others. Given time, this behavior will only worsen.” They haven’t even gotten into the good part yet and Spyder was able to squeeze out some of the boy’s true feelings. No matter how good at wordplay and cutting around the mold Jax was, Spyder’s uniquely effective method of interrogation could turn any word he uttered against him. Once she has made up her mind, making her change it was borderline impossible. “I think I owe Abor an apology… after I put you firmly in your place.”

“W-W-Wait, wait! It’s not like that at all! Just don’t think about— Wooaaahhh!” Jax was permitted to speak again before he was lifted even higher into the air until he was dangled directly above her face, becoming briefly dizzy from how fast it happened. “Okay, okay, fine! I won’t do it again, just please put me down and change me back! I don’t know how small I am now, but being the size of a gumdrop is already scary enough! Just please, put me down! Surely, we can work something out, right?!” Even though he wasn’t technically that far from the ground, being held from up here at this size still made his heart sink; he never liked heights. Regardless of whether or not he was in the wrong, he still thought what she was doing was a little excessive for the wrong committed (or almost committed). Sadly for him, he wasn’t a very persuasive guy.

“Oh, relax, your landing will be soft. You’ll live. I’m putting you somewhere private to reflect on your actions.” Instead of putting him down like he asked, she threatened to drop him– while he was still above her rather hungry-looking face. It was possible that she meant to drop him onto the belly surface below, but… “If I taste a liar, you’re staying until I find these ‘friends’ you were talking about.” …she didn’t bother to move her hand before she ultimately released her grip.

“No no nonononononon—NOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO!!!—”
“Aaaaaaaaaahhhhh–mmph!~”

The poor little redhead could only scream as he went into a freefall, one that came to an abrupt end on Spyder’s rolled-out tongue, down which he slid swiftly…

*Gll-wuullp!~*

…straight into the tight, squishy abyss that was his captor’s gullet.

“Ahh, shucks. I meant to mess with him a little bit first…” Spyder’s head tilted back down, feeling the squirming sensation sink smoothly down to her waiting belly, which should be nice and empty by now– the perfect reflection room for bad boys like him. Once she felt his presence settle there, she gave a few audible pats to that very region to make sure he knew where he was. “Oh, well. That can happen later. At least now, I have something to do.”

*Uuuurrrrrbwwrrrrbwwrrrrrrbwwrrrrllllll~*
“Mmhhph! Mmhhmhhmhhrrrhrrph! Mm—”

*Huuaarrp!~*
“Oohoho, squirming already? As they always do. They never know when to learn their place.” Looking around, Spyder came to the conclusion that not a soul had noticed what she had just done. Suicine was still sleeping and not paying attention, Littner was still doing her own thing, and Derrick was pulling break dancing moves on his surfboard on Suicine’s kneecap in an attempt not to fall off in front of Tammy and Abor. Good, the couple were free of suspicion. She kept rubbing and patting her tummy as she began to walk across the unsteady surface towards her friends. “How about instead of whining, be grateful that you’re gonna live… unless you incur my real wrath. So shut up and repent! I want to make the most out of this situation.”
