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“I’m not too sure about this, girls,” Connie said as she stepped on the Welcome home doormat.

Lori, straight behind her, shot her friend a mean look. “You can’t chicken out at the last second, Conn... Not after we came all the way here!”

“Exactly,” Brooke said. “We have to know what he’s hiding from us.”

“I thought this was about helping him?” Connie asked. “Or is it just that you girls want to pry into his private stuff?”

“Umm... How about both?” said Brooke.

The girls all winced as the elevator stopped at their floor, and a middle-aged lady shot a wary look at the three strangers. When the woman eventually entered her house, Connie sighed.

“Have you seen the way she looked at us?” she said. “What if she calls the police?”

“All the more reason to get a move on,” Brooke said. “Just do it. Cedric could be in trouble!”

Connie rolled her eyes and started fiddling with the lock. “Easy for you to say when I’m the one doing the illegal part...”

“We’re all in this together,” Lori said. “Right?”

“Right...” Brooke said. The blonde girl then widened her eyes in shock as the door opened. “Sheesh, Conni. Already? You’re a menace!”

“Shhh...” Connie said. She stepped in cautiously, peering into the dim light of the apartment. “Come on, get in before someone sees us!”

The three girls stealthily entered the hall, closing the door behind themselves and giggling with the guilty amusement of someone who knew they were doing something sketchy.

“Riiiick...” they sang. “It’s us!”

“What if he comes at us with a gun or a knife?” Lori suggested.

“Gee, Lori, he’s not the violent type... at least I hope he’s not,” Brooke said. “Besides, is he even home?”

“The house seems quiet,” Connie whispered. “Girls, I don’t think he’s here after all.”

“Unlike whatever that is,” Brooke said as she stepped one inch to the side of a scurrying little bug. She had to deliberately adjust her trajectory to avoid it, almost losing her balance in the process. As her boot loudly crashed on the floor, hitting the bug with strong recoil before it could run away from the towering foot, the girl took on a disgusted face. “Ewww, I almost crushed that icky thing!”

The girls all watched the strange bug running towards the desk and hiding from their dangerous footsteps.

“Worried it’ll leave a stain under your swanky boots?” Connie jested.

“Hey, they are new...” Brooke said.

Lori seemed perplexed, if a little disgusted. “What kind of bug was that? I’ve never seen anything like it!”

Brooke was equally grossed out by the sight, her skin crawling. “Sheesh, Rick really ought to clean up...”

As the bug ran out of the girls’ sight, reaching to the skirting board, Lori was glancing around the dusty one-room apartment. “Let’s just have a look. Maybe we’ll find some clue.”

Cedric’s house was compact and messy, the kind of tiny but cheap apartment that is suited for students living on their own.

“Like some shed wolf hair, maybe?” Connie asked.

Lori trembled with fear. “Again with this bullcrap?” she asked. “Conni, werewolves aren’t real...”

Brooke couldn’t help but chuckle at her friend’s uneasiness. “If they’re not, why are you so scared? And, it would explain why Cedric goes missing once a month...”

Lori winced. “I’m sure there is a rational explanation,” she said. “Like maybe he‘s just visiting his mum or something.”

“Why not tell us if that’s the case?” Brooke asked.

Connie nodded in agreement. “He doesn’t even answer his phone when he disappears!”

“Yeah,” Brooke said. “Something is definitely up. And we’re here to discover what.”

Connie sighed. “Find something yet, Miss Sherlock Holmes?”

“No, Miss Arséne Lupin,” Brooke shot back.

And then the girls tensed up as they heard a sudden noise – the insistent, catchy melody of a ringtone. Lori was the first to spot the device it came from. “Hey, look!” she said. “His phone!”

She grabbed the glowing device, showing it to her friends in excitement. “There are lots of missed calls... He hasn’t touched it in hours, maybe days!”

Brooke furrowed her brow. “Weird,” she said. “Where could he have gone without even taking his phone?”

Connie appeared concerned. “Maybe something happened, girls. He’s got to be ill,” she said.

“Yeah, I’m starting to feel bad here,” Lori said. “Maybe we should leave.”

“You’re just worried Wolf Rick will burst out of the closet and claw at you, Lori,” Brooke said.

“Eeek!” the girl cried. “Yeah, now I definitely want to leave...”

“If we’re leaving, I’m going to pee first...” Connie said. “Rick won’t mind if I use the bathroom, right?”

“Huh?” Brooke said. “I don’t think so...”

As Connie walked to the bathroom, Lori nonchalantly sat at the desk, casually opening one of the books. “Weird. Why is Rick reading a book about medicine? He’s in the same art school as us!”

“Maybe he’s thinking of switching majors?” Brooke suggested. “This man is a walking mystery!”

“Hmm... maybe,” Lori said as she looked at the page the bookmark was left on. “Shrinking syndrome, huh? It seems like Cedric was reading about this. Weird!”

Brooke gasped as she heard that. “Lori...” she said. “You don’t think that bug we’ve seen before...”

Lori gasped too. It felt impossible, and yet it all made sense. “N-No way!”
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To Rick, it had been a tumultuous morning. His life was hard enough already – what about his monthly shrinking problem.

Now, the three friends he had made at university had broken into his house, almost crushed him, called him a bug, and now he was cowering before Lori's humongous naked sole.

In another, not as terrifying situation, he would have noticed the irony in seeing his smallest friend now so imposing. Lori, after all, was barely five feet tall. Now, though, her foot was as big as a downtown building to him, its shadow covering him completely, and its mildly sweaty stench filling up the air.

Lori had casually removed her sandals, the mammoth shoes landing on the floor with shockwaves that had made his insides churn, but had not, at least not yet, landed upon his helpless frame.

It hadn’t even been the most dangerous situation of the day. Mere minutes before, he had barely been able to avoid Brooke’s footfall, the girl’s black sole descending upon him and then sparing his puny form at the last second.

As he looked up in shock (Brooke was wearing white lace, a detail that would have been quite suggestive if he weren’t worried about his life), he heard the girls mistaking him for a bug, and, putting his hurt feelings aside for the time being, he decided to hurry to the nearest hiding spot.

For a little while, the girls ignored him, but once Lori sat at his desk, he found himself dwarfed by her giant feet. The towering soles taunted him with their sheer size, her toes casually twirling at the top.

“Hnngggggg...” the girl said, stretching her legs, her feet reaching the end of the space under the desk. She enjoyed the coolness of the wall underfoot on what was otherwise a sweltering June day.

She had no idea her friend was cowering right in the middle of her feet, finding himself sandwiched between the girl’s enormous soles.

From his awkward spot, he could hear the giant girls’ conversation. And with some relief, he realized that they were starting to figure out the truth.

Brooke was so shocked she found it hard to speak. “I almost crushed him...” she said. “Lori, I had no idea...”

Lori, too, found herself unnerved. “We need to be careful of where we're stepping,” she said, unaware of the irony as Cedric was currently struggling next to her feet.

Then Connie returned to the room, her casual footsteps betraying her blissful ignorance.

“W-Wait!” the girls said in unison. “Conni, careful where you’re stepping!”

“Huh?” the girl said, looking at her friends with a puzzled face.

“Rick is small! He... He has the shrinking syndrome!”

Connie looked at them with a deadpan face. “You can’t be serious...”

“The bug we’ve seen before,” Brooke said. “It could be him.”

Connie opened her mouth in shock, covering her face with the palm of her hand. “Wait,” she said as she pointed at the desk where Lori was sitting. “I think I saw it... him... running under that desk before!”

Brooke bent down, getting on her knees to look at the surface, followed by Connie, while Lori pulled up her feet to get them out of the way.

“Do you see him, girls?”

From the skirting board, Cedric was waving at the two giants. Brooke’s luscious locks of sun-kissed hair cascaded toward the floor, only partially hiding the sight of her rich cleavage, her boobs spilling out of her tank top.

Cedric couldn't help but indulge in the majestic sight, as to her left, Connie joined her search, unfortunately wearing a plain t-shirt that didn’t show as much of her assets.

Brooke turned red, adjusting the cup of her bra and shirt as Connie’s eyes opened wide with shock. “The bug... I mean, Rick! I see him!” she said as she stretched her arm in his direction.

Cedric watched the hand coming for him and passively waited for the giant to pick him up, like a wild animal that has surrendered to its predator and has made peace with its untimely end.

But hopefully, his fate would not be as gruesome. Connie’s grip was tight, the pressure was unforgiving on his weak body, yet soon, as the girl was able to lift him up to her eyes, it eased up slightly, allowing him to breathe as he tried to adapt to the fingers of the giant.

But then a loud scream almost shattered his eardrums.

“Girls!” Connie said. “It’s really him!”

The three faces all got closer, inspecting him with morbid curiosity as he squirmed between Connie’s fingers. What at a first, distant look appeared as an unusual bug, upon closer inspection was unmistakably a miniaturized man.

Brooke’s mouth was agape, marveling at his minuscule shape – only his head
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