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ALICIA HAD BEEN IN a lot of bad spots in a short amount of time since arriving at St Fiacre’s College for Women of Unreliable Size. She had almost been captured by a furious, vengeful giantess; had actually been captured by another, and smothered in an enormous cleavage and roughly handled; had been trapped in the toe on her principal’s shoe and had to travel the halls hanging off a trouser leg. But none of that came close to the prospect of being eaten alive by her hateful roommate, Bayley.

Bayley, of course, had to return from a hiatus of being shrunken at exactly the time that Alicia found herself hiding in their shared room at a tiny size. Bayley, who had taken an instant, irrational dislike to Alicia, and promised to eat her. Bayley, who Alicia had grabbed and tossed about like a doll herself.

Alicia was exhausted and barely able to put up a fight, but it made no difference considering she was less than three inches tall and Bayley was comparatively huge, a blonde, athletic giant in a loose tank top and short gym shorts. Her roommate’s hand closed over her with a snatch and Alicia was hauled up into the air. Bayley didn’t waste time gloating, and merely threw Alicia straight between her lips. There, Alicia found a new reserve of energy to start kicking about as she landed on the massive tongue and was plunged into darkness, Bayley’s teeth clamping shut behind her. She scrambled to one side then another, hands slipping on the wet, pulsing surface, as she flinched away from big, dangerous teeth. She clawed about as though there might be a mystery door handle that could get her out of this muggy death space.

Bayley’s tongue rose under her, pushing her into the roof of the girl’s mouth, then rolled her, sliding her onto massive molars and pressing her face into the inside of Bayley’s cheek. Alicia spat on Bayley’s flooding saliva – totally gross, to gag in the spit of her enemy. She writhed out just as the teeth closed, and felt a foot slip over the end of Bayley’s tongue, into the tunnel of her throat, and Alicia crawled quickly back towards the front teeth. The tip of Bayley’s tongue curled back, into her face, and as quickly as it all began, the mouth suddenly opened and Alicia was thrown forcibly out.

She slammed into a warm, fleshy surface, and slid down onto her face, gasping for air. Pushing up, she saw she was in the palm of Bayley’s hand, still in peril but at least no longer seconds away from being swallowed.

“That’s disgusting,” Bayley spat, viciously. “You taste like filth.”

She turned her head, hacking, and Alicia checked herself defensively.

“Why the fuck do you taste so bad, don’t you ever shower!”

“I spent half the day in Principal Muir’s shoe,” Alicia replied, cagily, and Bayley gave her a piercing look. It was a detail just absurd enough to break her concentration from evil murder.

“What’s wrong with you?” Bayley demanded, as though spending a day in someone’s shoe was exactly the sort of thing she expected someone as weird as Alicia to do.

“I didn’t want to hide in there,” Alicia said. “She’s evil, and she killed –”

Bayley rolled her eyes and cut her off. “Forget it. I’m going to rinse you off, you little shit.” Her fingers curled over Alicia, blocking out the world, before she could protest, and Alicia was carried through the room. The tap squeaked as Bayley turned it, and Alicia found herself thrust under a stream of water. She spluttered and turned and tried to get free again but her roommate's fingers held her tight as her other hand roughly scrubbed Alicia. A giant finger rubbed the splashing water into Alicia’s hair, slid down her face and kneaded her top as Alicia pushed feebly against it, gasping for pockets of air. Then Bayley shifted down, squeezing her legs as she rinsed them too, and Alicia’s shoes were knocked off to fall down the drain.

Finally satisfied, Bayley lifted Alicia up to inspect, thumb and forefinger on her waist. Alicia hung limply, sodden and dripping into the sink. She’d barely had a moment to recover when Bayley opened her mouth wide again and carried her towards it. Alicia shrieked and put her hands up ahead of her, but stopped just before Bayley’s lips, looking terrified into the massive cave. Bayley slowly closed her mouth again, smirking, and shook her head.

“You really are pathetic,” she decided. “It’d be a waste to finish you that quickly.” She narrowed her eyes and tapped her chin. “No, you deserve a more comprehensive lesson.”

“Why?” Alicia whimpered, drooping in her roommate’s grip. The girl’s face was terrifying before her, and the fall to the floor incredibly high, but her energy was quickly fading again. There was only so much terror she could take in one day, and it broke through in general despair, “I never did anything – why do you have me –”

“You grabbed me!” Bayley exclaimed, disgusted. “Put your filthy hands all over me. You would’ve eaten me!”

“No I wouldn’t!” Alicia cried. “I was only trying to defend myself! You wouldn’t –”

“Shut up,” Bayley interrupted. “I don’t want to hear a word from you unless I say so, got it? Here’s what’s going to happen. You belong to me now, and you have to do exactly what I say. You’re my pet. My bitch.”

As the massive girl’s face grew less angry and more wicked, Alicia fought the urge to protest. What could she possibly even do, at this size, to make her worthy of such slavery?

“To start with” – Bayley said, looking around her messy side of the room for inspiration – “I know. You can do my nails.”

“Nails?” Alicia echoed, thrown by the strangeness of the suggestion. Bayley ignored her now, and walked to her wardrobe, swinging Alicia down to her side as she did.

“Small Wing was a drag,” Bayley shared, as she rifled through her hanging clothes. “Absolutely rubbish clothes and a bunch of bloody dweebs down there at the moment. I’m going to have a proper shower, get back in some proper clothes, then you’ll do your bit.” She pulled out a top, and some shorts, and then grabbed a robe and towel draped over the end of her bed. Shoving all that under one arm, Bayley went to the door then stopped to hold up Alicia and reconsider her.

Alicia held on, a hand each on Bayley’s finger and thumb, watching her roommate’s expression worriedly. She would have to take her out to the communal shower down the hall, if she wanted to freshen up. Alicia prayed she’d put her down, leave her here for safekeeping. It might be her only chance to escape. But Bayley smiled nastily.

“I’m not letting you out of my sight,” she said, guessing Alicia’s hopes, and suddenly dropped her arm to shove her head-first into a pocket of her shorts. Alicia twisted about in the dark, slipping and bumping against Bayley’s thigh as her captor left the room and marched down the hall. Bayley’s steps tossed Alicia about, making her roll over in the dark hammock of the pocket, and she had to brace herself against the material, and Bayley’s leg, just to stop moving. Her stomach was churning, the movement making her head spin – much more of this and Alicia was going to throw up. But she tried to hold herself still, to breathe deeply, realising however bad this was, it could get worse.

The Hiccups came when girls were especially stressed. No one quite understood them, still, but Principal Muir’s Size Lessons encouraged calmness as a remedy. And there was some belief that fear and shame and such emotions were liable to make people shrink, whereas anger and frustration might cause growth. The last thing Alicia needed was to get even smaller.

A door opened and closed and the thumps of Bayley’s footsteps went from soft carpet to tile, putting them in the bathroom. She locked the door and hung up her things, humming to herself, as Alicia tried to keep steady in the pocket, tense for what was to come next. When Bayley undressed, she might leave her outside.

Alicia was roughly jostled about as Bayley took off her shorts, pulling them down her legs without a care for the tiny woman in the pocket. Alicia braced, expecting to be thrown down, a drop to the floor, but she was lifted up instead, higher, with a gasp, then came to a swaying stop. The material slackened, released from Bayley’s grip, and Alicia heard her walking away, the door of a shower cubicle opening and closing. A moment later, the shower came on, loudly, and Bayley whistled as she showered. She had left Alicia alone! There was a chance. Alicia crawled to the lip of the pocket and carefully pulled herself out, squinting against the fluorescent light of the bathroom.

She almost jumped back inside, startled by her height. She gawked at a drop that seemed to be a hundred feet down, the tiles a deadly distance beneath her. To the right, steam was rising from the glass cubicle, where giant Bayley was partially obscured by its fog and the gushing water, obliviously cleaning herself. But Alicia couldn’t get down. The shorts had been hung on a towel hook, at head height, far too high.

Alicia shuddered, despairing again and on the verge of tears. This was so unfair. She’d been through so much and didn’t deserve to be this small, let alone at the mercy of Bayley, of all people. Bayley was the terrible one, not her!

Her giant roommate soon finished showering and came out, wrapping a towel around her chest, to squint up at Alicia with satisfaction. She said, “I’m surprised you didn’t jump, you little loser.”

Alicia gaped back, trying to think of a response, how to reason with this monster. She’d managed to reason with Vera, Bayley’s friend, in a manner – Vera had proved almost normal, nice even, if you discounted the fact that she’d also eaten a girl alive. Maybe Bayley would soften, Alicia hoped. She opened her mouth to speak, but Bayley got there first, reaching up to take the shorts. Alicia yelped as her roommate grabbed her in the midst of the material and bundled her under an arm along with her other discarded clothes. Struggling just to push through the material and breathe, Alicia had no chance to speak, and Bayley wasn’t saying anything either as she left the bathroom and carried her back down the hall.

Light fell on Alicia again as she came tumbling out of Bayley’s grip, flying free from the shorts with another shriek, and saw the vast plain of a bed quickly coming towards her. She fell a terrible drop but plunged into the soft depths of the duvet, knocking the breath from her but nothing more. Alicia quickly tried to get to her hands and knees to flee, tossed aside along with Bayley’s used clothes, but no sooner had she steadied herself did Bayley land on the mattress next to her, the bounce sending Alicia back into the air.

Alicia lay on her back, trying to calm herself again, as Bayley loomed massively over her. But her roommate was ignoring her, continuing to dry herself off and starting to smear moisturiser over her long, long legs. As she rubbed it into her feet, Alicia recalled her roommate’s plan, to have her do her nails, and cringed.

“If you try and run,” Bayley said, not even looking, “I’ll snap your legs.”

Alicia shook silently, not daring to move now.

“If you make any noises, try to get me in trouble,” Bayley went on, “I’ll squash you.” Finished with one leg, she paused in her beauty treatment and looked down at Alicia with a casual expression. “In fact, you’ll have to work quite hard to make sure I don’t hurt you. But I do appreciate that Hiccups don’t last forever, so get our fun in quickly. I’ll just finish getting ready and we can find my friends. I haven’t seen them in ages thanks to you.”

Alicia started shaking her head, but it only made Bayley grin.

“Try to enjoy it,” Bayley told her. “And if you’re a good little pet maybe I won’t have you for dinner. Maybe I’ll save you for breakfast instead.”

“You’re crazy,” Alicia said, the only response that made sense.

“That’s not a good start,” Bayley said, leaning in close, a waft of her peach body wash rolling over Alicia. “Now, you can apologise by doing my nails like you promised.” She sat back suddenly and brought a huge bare foot up over the bed, to land right next to Alicia with a frightening thump. A foot as big as a van, wriggling toes the size of boulders, powerful enough to squish Alicia flat.

Bayley’s hand came down next and set a jar as tall as Alicia on the duvet next to her. Alicia reeled back from the noxious fumes of nail polish. Bayley plucked out the brush and held it before Alicia, like a gladiator’s baton. She said, “Get started, we don’t have all day.”

Alicia gingerly took the brush, needing to hold it with two hands, and hesitated, staring at the task ahead of her. It made no sense, considering how long it’d take her compared to Bayley, but the idea was humiliation, not practicality. Besides, Alicia was starting to feel lightheaded from the exhaustion of the day, and polish fumes not helping. Slowly, unhappily, she crept towards Bayley to start painting her nails. If she could just keep her happy. Be obedient. An opportunity to get away would come at some point, wouldn’t it?

Hopefully before Bayley was reunited with her awful friends.
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NO SOONER HAD ALICIA finished painting Bayley’s nails – very carefully, to be sure she didn’t upset the enormous monster of a girl – she was picked up roughly by the collar. Bayley held her up while inspecting the nails, now a rich crimson, wriggling her toes, then she gave a begrudgingly snort, apparently finding nothing to fault with them and disappointed by that. Alicia supposed that was as good as praise: she had done a good job, priding herself on having at least a little artistic talent, but Bayley wasn’t going to say that. She hadn’t said anything the whole time, instead clicking about on her phone, pointedly ignoring Alicia to heighten her humiliation. And now, she grabbed a small sporty clutch from amongst her messy things and clicked it open to drop Alicia inside.

Alicia fell into the darkness with a brief yelp, dropping between tissues and cosmetics, and was about to protest, beg, whatever, when the clutch snapped shut above. She lay there, staring up into nothingness, realising the chances for escape just got that much slimmer. She could hear Bayley moving about, dressing, getting ready to go, then her stomach dropped as the bag was lifted. Alicia bounced about amongst Bayley’s things, rolling over a mascara, bracing herself against the cold back of a compact mirror. She was jolted about with deliberate rough swings of the bag as Bayley left the room and marched through the school.

As she struggled to keep from falling, Alicia shifted from one side of the bag to the other, listening for the sounds of the halls Bayley passed through. Girls walking around, talking, laughing, all sounding big and intimidating. Could she get someone’s attention if she shouted? Would anyone even notice she was in here, or assume it was some far-off sound? Would they even help?

The journey went too quickly for Alicia to decide – the hubbub outside died with the closing of a door and hushed whispers pressed close to Bayley. Voices Alicia recognised, sending a chill through her.

“Finally, you’re back!” An American accent. One of Bayley’s best friends, Dakota.

“How was it?” The other girl they hung out with, Gill.

“Never mind that, what’ve you got?”

“Shut up and look.” Bayley. Alicia was raised quickly in the clutch. “I found this waiting in my room.”

The clutch was opened, light blaring in on her eyes, and Alicia’s world was turned sideways as Bayley tipped her out of the bag. She tumbled, a short fall amid cosmetics and tissue, onto a hard wooden surface. Alicia landed with a bump, but quickly tried to recover, crawling onto her rear and blinking to get used to the light. Another enormous bedroom loomed around her, mostly blocked out by the vast figures of three giant girls leaning over her. Bayley stood at the centre with a cruel smile, Dakota, slightly shorter but stocky with a bulky hooded sweatshirt on her right, Gill, lanky with a slightly big nose on the left. The Track Girls, Bayley’s clique, were all pretty, athletic and popular. Cool girls of the sort most others would aspire to be noticed by. From Alicia’s position, though, they looked monstrously huge and their attention was terrifying. All three of them had a delighted, hungry look in their eyes as they focused on Alicia. Dakota bit the corner of her lower lip.

“She was just there in the room?” Gill asked.

“Hiding,” Bayley said. “Like the little coward she is.”

“Oh, look at her,” Dakota said, and reached a hand down. Alicia shrieked and scooted back on her bum as the girl’s massive fingers spread towards her, but she wasn’t quick enough, and was scooped into Dakota’s fist. Dakota held her up, hand enveloping all but Alicia’s head in a warm prison. Alicia bucked her head about, crying for her to let go, but Dakota only tightened her grip slightly. Alicia gasped as was constricted, sinking into Dakota’s fingers. “She’s adorable now. Delicious.”

“Now,” Bayley echoed. “She stunk like a fart when I found her.”

“Can I hold her?” Gill asked, putting out a hand, and Dakota scowled, pulling Alicia closer to herself instead. “Ah, come on!”

“You broke the last one before we got a chance to play,” Dakota reminded her, and Gill’s face fell. She took in an uneasy breath, and Alicia steadied herself in realisation that Gill was overly excited
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