Maxine slammed her tools onto the workbench and groaned in frustration when the heap of metal that was her latest project collapsed before her in ruin. The mouse glared, adjusted her glasses and watched as the parts from her work-in-progress rattled along the table in time with the quaking bass emanating from the living room, each piece shuddering and falling from the workbench to the hardwood floor below. She cursed and bent down to retrieve the parts from off the ground, only for more to clatter and drop off the edges, some hitting the back of her head as they fell, causing her to shoot back up again in pain. She winced and covered her large, sensitive ears with her small hands, gritting her teeth angrily as her head throbbed with the deafening, garbled beat that bled through her skull and the trembling walls of her cramped room. The rodent took a breath, closed her eyes, then reached for her tools again, fingers painfully clenched around them as she picked them up and resumed her work, toiling through the clamor just outside her door. But the drunk and rowdy laughter of her irritating housemates and their incessant partying made it all the harder for her as the hour drew closer to midnight; by then, their merrymaking had all but destroyed her focus. Eroded and increasingly murderous thoughts churned through her aching head, fantasizing all the delightful and morbid ways she could shut them up for good. But in the end, Maxine just closed her eyes and bottled her simmering ire, while she struggled to regain her composure.
She knew the routine: they insisted that they had to do this every weekend, “To relieve stress,” Gina the skink had once told her. “You should get that stick out of your ass and party with us, Max,” added Cora the cat, the second member of the terrible two, grinning that dopey, lopsided grin of hers. “Stop wasting time with that stupid nerd junk.”

It’s not stupid nerd junk! Maxine wanted to scream into their faces, if only to show them the barest shred of defiance in their meek little doormat. The urge welled up in her chest, raw and aching like the pain in her trembling hands. But as the desire grew, she felt her cheeks burning, and then her tools slipped from her fingers as she buried her head in her arms, her watery green eyes on the verge of tears. She couldn’t do it. Even if she could, she was powerless to stop what would have happened next, and her will to tough it out was long gone.

Why do I let them stay here? Maxine wondered, drying her damp nose with the caramel brown fur of her arm. Why did I even let them live with me?

She could not remember why. Maybe they were down on their luck and she was feeling charitable at the time, hoping they would get back on their feet and out of her life. And why not? she thought at the time: she had a massive home and a spare bedroom going to waste; she honestly did not need all of that space for herself, even if she got a great deal on the property. Or maybe they just barged in and were belligerent assholes from day one. That sounded right in her head. She remembered when the pair arrived, how quickly they bullied her into submission and usurped her as the new joint heads of the house, ruling their sole, deposed subject through intimidation, crushing any hope of rebellion under their iron heels. In a desperate bid to appease them, she agreed to give them free reign of her home, on the sole condition that they left her room and its contents alone.
Such a damned fool, she chided herself, banging her head against the desk.

They agreed.
Now she scrounges for the scraps of her own food from off of her own floors; she scurries to and from the bathroom, and hurries from home to work and back again, never leaving the safety of her sanctuary for fear of more bullying, or worse, them going back on their deal. Only when the pair were away, did she dare to enter the kitchen, grabbing as many crumbs as her little hands could carry back to her room before their inevitable return. Maxine was a prisoner of her own home – her own room – and she couldn’t even bring herself to care. The less she saw of those repulsive skanks, the better.
Their revelry ripped her away from her thoughts and dragged her eyes to the clock – it was two thirty in the morning, and the pair were louder than ever. Their shrill voices rose over the throbbing tempo and only grew stronger, pounding at the brittle walls of her helpless room. The stamping of their feet rocked her shelves like earthquakes, whose tremors kept time with the booming rhythm, threatening to dislodge her belongings from their lofty perch with every heavy shudder. Her strained hearing couldn’t distinguish the harsh, grating scrape of metal against wood from the earsplitting screech scraping her ears. Before she could take notice, it was too late.
A loud crack hit the ground and caught Maxine off guard. The mouse whipped around, shocked, then her eyes welled up anew when she saw what had fallen: it was a circuit board, her first creation, now broken into pieces. Bits of crude and frayed red wire everywhere, torn loose from their connections; the cracked little lights that would have flashed in bright and dazzling colors, now just dull glass slivers on the ground. Beneath it all the snapped switch that would have lit the whole thing up. She rushed to its side, scooping metal, wire, and glass into her hands, clutching it to her chest, cradling it as if it were her child. She laid the fragments out carefully on her desk, choking back tears, her mind and hands in a frenzy trying to reassemble it, trying to will it back into one piece, fighting back the cruel reality that it was beyond repair. Maxine would not accept it. She could not. Memories began flooding back against her will. She remembered back in third grade, how she saved up all of her money back, then bought all the parts herself with her own allowance. It was the first thing she ever made with her own hands, the first thing that won her the recognition and acceptance of her peers, validation that her budding geekdom was an admirable trait. She went still, then trembled all over, feeling drained, tools slipping through her fingers as tears streamed down her matted cheeks. Her long days of labor felt hollow now, her years of sleepless nights worthless, without her valued treasure, her sacred relic. She looked down, and through her blurry, wet eyes, she saw that her source of pride and inspiration was truly destroyed, smashed to bits by her drunken, idiot housemates. Maxine slammed her fists into the desk, red in the face with rage as she stormed out of her bedroom. She gave them too much power over her, and they walked all over her and threatened to crush the rest her dreams. They took over her life and her home like the pair of bloated, freeloading parasites they were, and they had to go. This had to end. Now.
Booming music and stale alcohol assaulted her senses the moment she entered the hallway. Her view of the world shook with the tremors of their feet and the ear-splitting beat that rattled her to her core, knocking her to the floor with the claps of their thunderous footfalls slamming into the earth. Maxine hunched down and kept her body low, covering her ears as she made her way through the wide corridor, though it did little to mitigate the harsh sounds or the seismic quakes. As she crept closer to the source, the smell of free flowing liquor grew stronger; she had to sidestep a growing number of crumbs, then chunks of food as big as her, then crushed beer cans far larger than her, along the way to the living room. She put a hand to the crumpled aluminum, her nose wrinkling at the stench of cheap beer spilling onto the darkened carpet from the open can, her bare feet making a wet squelch, squelch, when she stepped in it that made her shiver with revulsion. When she entered the living room, Maxine’s stunned expression was glued to the crude pizza box towers strewn about the room, lazily piled high atop one another. Some had toppled over, collapsed under their own greasy weight; the more unfortunate ones were flattened and bent inward, trampled under the clumsy feet of their gluttonous architects. There were more overturned bottles and crushed cans on her couch and tables, liquor trickling from them like foamy amber waterfalls, mingling with the grease stained carpet and the stomped on pizza slices below. The panicking mouse ran her hands through her brown hair and tugged hard, infuriated by the sheer amount of garbage the two had created in just one night. Wherever she looked, she was horrified to find even more filth littering her carpets and the tabletops and in the kitchen and beyond. All the painstaking work she put into cleaning every inch of the house was gone in an evening, her home now a veritable pigpen.
And there, in the center of the madness, dominating her view, were the terrible two themselves, towering above the wreckage and dancing away, their bare feet carelessly stomping everything beneath them flat into the ground. Their bodies flew and their arms and legs pumped to the rapid rhythm of the tune. Fiery red and jet black hair whipped and twirled and hid their thrashing faces; large breasts clad in too-small tops defied gravity, slapping against each other or mashing into their partner’s equally perky tits while their butts bumped and swayed, tails whipping about and smacking bottles from off the tables, the pair laughing up a storm all the while. They weren’t aware of the irate rodent that approached the shadows of their dancing feet, heedless of the obvious danger, screaming obscenities at them from the top of her lungs while trying to dodge their footfalls. But her words were drowned out by their stomping and the blaring lyrics and their incoherent yelling to them. It was only when the song had ended that Gina bothered to look down, finally taking notice of the annoying pest beating against the side of her scaly foot.
“Look who bothered to show up,” Gina growled, slurring her words with a toothy grin. She bent forward to get a better look at the much smaller Maxine, who backed away from the much larger reptile’s looming shadow. Maxine’s head bent upward, looking past the miles of the smooth, black, iridescent scales of the skink’s bare thighs that shimmered shades of pale blue in the light, to the large, pendulous breasts that hung from her chest, held back by her little black tank top that jiggled with her drunken giggling. She tore her eyes from them, and her wary gaze crept to the sharp fangs of her upturned mouth before meeting with a pair of large, dark red eyes that seemed to glow like dim embers.
The lizard hissed, “Little Max crawled out of her hole.”

Gina exhaled; Maxine bristled and wrinkled her nose and stood her ground, trying to get the smell of Gina’s liquor breath out of her nostrils. She hated that nickname ‘Little Max’ – that stupid pet name of theirs was humiliating enough whenever they used it in that patronizing tone – but there was truth to it, sadly: there was not much a flat-chested, five inch mouse could do to stop a busty, six foot tall skink from calling her little. The huge lizard suddenly dropped down on all fours before the mouse, staggering, baring her teeth and growling like the inebriated predator she was. Her thick hips and long blue tail swayed eagerly in the air behind her, her ample breasts sagging into the crumb and beer stained carpet as she crept forward, her rounded snout and red hair pressed against the floor. Those dark red eyes of hers locked on to Maxine, eyeing the rodent hungrily, like a wolf ready to pounce upon sheep.
It was then that the fury in Maxine died, and the fear lurking within her crept back up. Gina’s slavering maw filled her view and sent the wide-eyed mouse stumbling backwards and scampering away on her back, only to shiver and gasp when something sharp prodded her back. Whipping her head around, then upwards, the color in her brown furred face drained as she stared into the massive black paw of Cora. The rest of the feline’s scrumptious form towered above Maxine like the tallest mountain, her ample breasts twin peaks that obscured the look of amusement on her face. Her fluffy tail swayed behind her casually as she bent forward ever so slightly, her dull green eyes staring down at the little mouse caught on the tip of her claw.
“So it is Little Max,” Cora said, grinning that dopey, lopsided grin. She leaned back to her full height, letting her shadow and sizeable chest hide the smile on her lips again. She folded her arms under her breasts, further accentuating her already generous features, another thing Maxine hated. It was bad enough that they were bigger than her in every way possible – making fun of her plain appearance while constantly flaunting their goods and lording them over hers was just rubbing salt in the wound.

The cat narrowed her eyes. “Have you come to join our fun?”

Maxine gulped. Her confidence was undone. Gone was the rage that sent her out her door and to their feet, only to leave her dumbstruck and stammering in her moment of need. All that remained was the coward they knew and abused so well. Cora rose high above her; Gina closed in from the front, snarling and giggling, rancid beer breath pouring from her lips and all over the frightened mouse. Where’s that outrage? the back of her mind cried out, hoping to rekindle her lost courage. Stand up for yourself! It was to no avail. 
For the first time in that long, long night, the house was deathly silent. Four huge eyes and two towering housemates stared at the whimpering rodent, their immense bodies still, waiting for her response.

Maxine opened her mouth, and nothing came out. She gulped and lowered her eyes. “N-No,” was all she could quietly stutter, her voice quivering as much as her own body. Her heart sank, knowing she wasted the only chance she had to show them that she was serious. It sank even lower when she tried to take a step forward, only to be tugged backwards and sent to the floor again, the sound of tearing fiber filling her ears. She reached for her back and felt a large hole in her shirt, still caught on the tip of Cora’s claw.
She shuddered, adding, “I-I just want you to turn your music down a little, th-that’s all. I’m trying to do some work and…”

Gina’s blue tongue shot out and wrapped around Maxine’s tiny frame, dragging the screaming mouse closer to the grinning, fang filled maw of the skink. The slimy appendage tugged once and ripped her shirt from Cora’s toe and the rodent’s body. The lizard’s tongue slithered, soaking the creamy white fur of the mouse’s bare chest, ropes of saliva smearing her horrified face, crushing her glasses and squeezing the air from her lungs before smothering her lips. Gina stood back up on her back legs, carrying Maxine with her as she stood upright. The skink exhaled and her tongue stretched even longer, bending and flexing around the terrified rodent while Cora watched, delighted.


“And what?” the feline asked, staring at the blue tongue slathering Maxine’s face in beer tainted drool. “You should try and live a little, Max. Get out of your shell and join us for once.”

The lizard’s tongue drew inward, dragging her helpless prey closer to her salivating jaws. Her eyes met Cora’s, and the feline’s lips split into a wide grin when she caught on to her housemate’s scheme. Gina paused and left the mouse hanging, mere inches away from her lips.
“Maybe she should just eat you and be done with it,” Cora sneered. “You’d make such a delightful little morsel for her.”
Maxine teared up. She did not want to die. Not by their hands, and not in Gina’s gut, digesting away in a booze and pizza filled pit of acid. She fought against the slippery tongue, pleading for her life, her mouth filling with lizard spit despite the pain it brought her lungs. She could feel her chest being crushed by that tongue of hers every time she tried to breathe in, squeezing the air out of her like a serpent. It hurt her so much to scream. Her eyes shut when she felt the heat of Gina’s breath hit her face, rancid and flecked with spittle, its warmth growing hot in her mind as she imagined herself being swallowed by that maw and sliding down her throat, the last light she’d ever see locked away behind by a toothy grin. Cora took hold of the skink’s hand and squeezed hard, forcing her housemate to release her prey. Gina’s tongue shot out and stuck to the chest of the feline, freeing Maxine and granting her a generous view of bulging cat tits.
“If you gave that nerd junk a rest, we’d be having some real fun by now.” The cat shot a glance to her partner, offering her an apologetic look. Her voice grew thick with mockery. “But I guess we were a bit too loud, wouldn’t you say?”

Gina tongue slid back into her mouth. She licked her lips and wrapped a hand around Cora’s waist, her scaly breasts pressing up against the feline’s rack, pinning Maxine between their soft chests. “I guess we could turn it down.”

With a twist of her blue tail, Gina turned the volume dial all the way to the right, cranking the speakers to their absolute loudest. Then, as if on cue, the next song blasted through the room. Had her ears not been smothered by the fur and scale of their thick chests, Maxine’s eardrums would have been ruptured in an instant. But her reprieve was not to last. The pair pulled their breasts away from one another and the mouse plummeted through the air. Her fall was broken by the timely sway of Cora’s hips before resuming her fall and crashing into the ground on her back. Her body burned all over, her world spinning as she tried to rise, only to stumble and fall again, too hurt to drag herself off the floor.
Gina’s shadow loomed over her, the wide and scaly toes of her foot wiggling with anticipation, ready to finish her off. “But if you want it off that badly, get up and turn it off yourself!”
Her black sole struck the earth and Maxine’s chest, flattening the mouse with the ease of her step. Maxine sank through the thick carpet until she hit the hard floor, crushed and smothered underfoot. Her body was pinned, every muscle on fire, every bone and fiber of her being seared trying to move the skink’s foot from off of her, just enough to try and slip away, but her sole was too heavy, too dense, too massive. Her breath was coming in pained gasps, lungs filling with the odor of her foot and the filth stuck to it, her sweat and the skink’s mixing and soaking her damp fur. The wild-eyed mouse clawed at her sole, growing weaker, wasting precious air that came in short pants as Gina bent down and forced more of her tremendous girth the rodent’s small body, giggling with delight at Maxine’s torment.
Cora circled the reptile, eyeing the skink’s foot and the annoying little pest beneath it. Two of Gina’s toes splayed wide and Maxine’s head shot out from between them, struggling against the two meaty digits crushing her skull. Gasping and staring straight at the feline and the skink, she pleaded and begged with Cora to call Gina off. Cora just shook her head and raised her own black paw, sliding her big toe into the gap between Gina’s toes and on top of Maxine’s face.
“What was that?” the black cat asked, cupping a hand to her ear and leaning down over the trampled mouse. “I couldn’t hear your bitching over the sound of my paw in your face.”

The pad of Cora’s toe slid across Gina’s scales, forcing itself against Maxine’s mouth. Her enormous digit prodded and wedged itself past the mouse’s lips and incisors, thrusting into her drooling hole as best as it could fit. Maxine gagged, her body using the last of its energy thrashing beneath Gina’s sole, begging to be released as a rancid mix of beer, sweat and dirt slid down her tongue and burning throat. Hot tears poured out the sides of her eyes in pain and humiliation, staining her dirty cheeks as her jaws were stretched and widened to their limits and beyond, to the point of white agony as her mouth took in more of the feline’s massive toe tip, retching at the taste of the grime that stained it. Her teeth sunk into Cora’s flesh as hard as they could, hoping to dissuade her from pressing on – she hoped that, in her rage, the feline would crush her and end her suffering. But the harder she bit down, the more she felt her cheeks and throat filling as the huge cat above her purred and murmured her approval.
“I didn’t know you were so good at this, Little Max,” said Cora, letting the rest of her plump toes come to a rest on top of Gina’s foot. “Keep this up and I might turn it down for you myself.”

Gina’s arm slid around Cora and pulled her closer. The bottom of her heavy foot pressed against Maxine’s body, thrusting eagerly into her motionless frame, as if humping the tiny mouse with the strokes of her wide sole. “Hell, if she does the same for me, we’ll keep it off for the rest of the night.”
The pair laughed. Maxine went limp, overwhelmed by the sheer agony their feet had caused. Their feet pushed down on her, squeezed her so hard the air in her lungs was crushed out of her. The pressure was pain, pain that made all of her body scream and flare and twist in agony. Her face grew brighter, burning all the harder with the pain and anger and embarrassment of being underfoot and the lack of air in her chest. Her head began to swim, growing dimmer, senses blurring into one and then drowning into nothing as she offered them no further resistance, hoping the pair would simply grow bored with having their way with their unconscious victim. With a final thrust, Cora pulled her saliva coated toe from out of Maxine’s gaping mouth, then unceremoniously smeared the rodent’s face and Gina’s toes with the little one’s spit, before giving her head a final press with her big toe. Maxine’s body twitched, her face frozen, wrenched into a look of pure fear, drenched in dirt, sweat and tears.
Gina’s foot nudged Maxine’s unresponsive body, then kicked the mouse aside, her scaly toes rubbing up against Cora’s paw as a look of disappointment crossed her features. “Already?” The skink watched as the mouse lay there, gagging for air, sputtering and chocking on her own spit. “I haven’t had my fun yet.”

The mouse didn’t budge. The lizard heaved a sigh and squeezed Cora’s side, offering her a cruel smile. Her scaly thighs wrapped around the cat’s leg, the bulge in her shorts throbbing when it brushed against Cora’s black fur. “Oh well. Until she feels like worshipping me, I guess I’ll have to settle for you.”

Their thunderous, mocking laughter was burned away by the loud music and the pair’s footfalls as Gina took hold of Cora and led her away to the bedroom.
Maxine lay there on the dirty carpet, half naked, huddled in a fetal ball, trembling and beyond despair. Tears stained her brown cheeks, shaky little fingers clutched her thin legs, pulling them close to her chest. She could not let herself cry. Not here. Not where they could see her, or hear her. But it was too much. The world spun, going in and out of the light and the dark of unconsciousness, her body shaking with the tremors of the music and her haggard breath, her body stewing in the filth of their odors and her own. This went beyond their usual bullying. It was full on abuse. Too much.

Why do they do this to me? she cried, fighting back the tears, what did I do to deserve this?

She crawled on all fours back to her sanctuary, biting down hard on her lip to keep herself from whimpering. Even if she did, her housemate’s drunken wails of ecstasy and the slamming and creaking of the mattress against the bedframe and walls from the room over would have drowned her out. When she reached her room, she hurled herself to the ground and cried. Her fingers dug into the wooden floor as hard as they could, and she cried as hard as she could, not caring whether they heard her or not.
How could they do this to me? she wanted to yell out loud. She could only bury her head deeper into her arms. I took them in and gave them a home, and they defiled it – they trashed it like they trashed me! The mouse tugged at her hair, clutching it tightly, groaning at the pounding in her skull and the damned racket outside her door. How could I have been so stupid? She banged her head against the floor. Stupid! Stupid!

She stopped when she felt her head stinging and herself getting dizzy; then she lay on her side, aching, her hazy, watery view of the dimly lit room and her broken creations growing dimmer. I… I couldn’t say no to them. I’m worthless. No wonder nobody took them in. They’re cruel, drunk assholes, and… I want them gone. I need them gone!
But she needed more than that. She craved vengeance, retribution for the cruelties she had suffered under them. But how? She was a coward. They would never listen to a mewling doormat like her, and she could never stand a chance against the two of them physically, let alone one on one. Forcing them out of her life was out of the question. She would need something else to drive them off. Out of the corner of her wet eyes, she noticed something else had fallen to the floor. She stared at it for a moment, then recognized it: it was one of her gloves, the very same gloves she showed off at a science convention at her university, some years back. A simple thing, really, built purely for show, but a hit with the crowd and the judges nonetheless. Pretty lights and photovoltaics had a way of swaying the masses.
Maxine froze, then her green eyes lit up with an epiphany. And then the abject dismay on her face twisted into an unsettling, tear stained grin that broke into a wide smile as manic laughter filled her room. Her wide, bloodshot eyes stung with elation and free flowing tears. Yes! This was it, she declared, my instrument, my salvation! The mouse scrambled to her knees, ignoring the pain screaming in her head as she grabbed the glove and its partner from off the ground, then tossed them onto the workbench and cleared away the debris of her other projects with wide sweeps of her arms. She stopped suddenly, then looked around. She needed parts. Panting hard, she looked beneath her, then behind her, then dove for the floor and knocked the shelves and her devices from off the walls, scrambling to gather as much of her work into her arms as she could carry back to her workbench. Her hands dug into their metal guts, tearing out their innards with a fervor she had never felt before. Such irreverence for own work unsettled her and frightened her, but she did not stop. She could not stop – she gave in entirely, butchering her projects with distressing speed and glee, cannibalizing useful parts from the old to give life to her newest tool.
Where did this viciousness come from? she wondered, briefly, and where did it go when she needed it most? Where was it when the doormat came back? She discarded the thought, not allowing it to distract her further. “She was a failure and a spineless coward,” she muttered under her breath, breathing harder, her face red with welling anger, claws tearing through metal and plastic all the harder. “I’m here now. I’ll get them out.”
That night dragged on into the morning, and that day blurred into the next, and then another into another. The mouse barely ate or drank and never slept then. Delusions sustained her in their place, cruel scenarios replaying again and again in her head, each reiteration more wicked than the last; her laughter over the noise outside grew louder and more unhinged by the day as she gave in wholly to her anger and her violent fantasies. And there she stayed, assembling her creation and plotting her vengeance against the housemates from hell. Her work would take time, but she would have quite the surprise in store for them. And the day she is ready, they will pay dearly for what they have done to her.
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

For two weeks, Maxine built her device in secret, working through Cora and Gina’s now daily partying and lovemaking sessions, and against her own mounting fatigue, lost to her madness and the outside world. Her manager from her IT job had called the house repeatedly during that time, demanding to know where she was. Then one day, she received a message from him in which he threatened to let her go. Maxine finally responded to it yesterday, and very calmly told him to take that threat and her job and instructed him to shove it up his fat ass. She let the phone drop from her hand with a smile on her lips, cut the cord and tossed the it into the pile of scrap metal, then went back to work on her project. The loss of her job didn’t faze her. It was just another distraction removed from her life – useless baggage from her old life.
It’ll all be worth it, she had whispered to herself over and over during that time, as if it were her mantra. It’ll all be over soon. I’ll get my house back. They’ll see what happens when they piss me off. Then I’ll have all the peace and quiet I deserve and more.

She wondered about Maxine, briefly – the old Maxine – and how, if she had shown more backbone, she would have been living a very different life right now. She would have been happier with herself, satisfied with her life for once; satisfied with that cushy tech job that she turned down, because she thought she was not good enough; satisfied with the man of her dreams that was taken from her, because she was too shy to ask him out on a date; satisfied with a clean and quiet home that was now a filthy dump, because she was too much of a fucking coward that just could not say ‘no’ for once in her goddamned life. She shut her eyes, stopped herself and took in a ragged breath before putting a trembling hand to her head. Her train of thought had made her seethe under that haggard face of hers, making her temples throb painfully. But her eyes, ringed with dark circles and red with fatigue and tears, burned as bright as ever.
“She wasn’t good enough,” she told herself quietly at first, before her voice grew loud. “She’s gone. I’m here, I’m brilliant, and I’m no coward!”
When morning shone through the dark curtains of her room, she set her tools aside and looked upon her finished creation with a smile. A twisted grin stared back at her from the gloves’ reflective surface. The mouse laughed and told herself how good of a job she had done, rubbing her gleeful hands together while marveling at her own genius. Then she donned the inner gloves, the material taken from an unfortunate pair of spandex pants. They fit snugly on her little hands. The cold, intricate lining of circuitry and the warm black fiber rubbed against the fur on her fingers, following their every delicate movement with ease. She looked at the palms of her hands, eyeing the tiny green nodes on each of her fingers and in the center of each palm, seventy two in all staring back at her, gleaming like gems in the dim light. She reached for a metal casing and held it in her hands for a moment before touching it to her forehead. The soothing cold radiated outward, calming her a little. This was all she could rely on, she told herself. Nothing else would save her. She was weak, but she was not powerless – with this, she would become stronger. She was small, but with science, she would more make up for her shortcomings.
Maxine crawled into bed and lay there, waiting, until the sun came down.
At eight on the dot, the music started up again, blaring as loudly as ever, shaking her room just as fierce. Maxine tensed up and bit down hard on her lip, forcing herself to calm down. You’re not that old weakling – you don’t need to be scared of them. Not anymore. She sat upright and stared at the casings for her gloves lying in her lap. Then she took a breath and placed her hand inside of one, and then the other, listening to the whirr of metal locking in place around her hands, fingers and wrists like pieces of armor. The metal moved with her, bending with the careful, hesitant motion of her digits. This was it – the first run for what was essentially a prototype. Questions whirled through her head. Would this even work? Would her crude materials even hold together? There was no time for a test trial, nor data collection, nor analysis; now or never. If this didn’t work…

She clenched her fists and stood. No. It will work.
She left her room and marched through the hall. The deep, rattling boom of music rang in her ears just as strongly as before, a terribly powerful, throbbing beat that threatened to rupture her sensitive eardrums, should the noise somehow get even louder. But the mouse kept on walking, past the piles of trash lining her halls and the nasty stench of food and alcohol wafting from them; past the stray cans and the sticky carpet that went squelch, squelch under her little feet. The mess had only grown worse with time and her absence, the pair too drunk and lazy to bother throwing any of it out. The pristine home she remembered was just a memory – this was a filthy hovel, filled with garbage and a smell that made her face twist with anger. All the more reason to fix this, she reminded herself. All the more reason to get them out of my life. Her fists tightened, metal grinding against metal, when she entered the living room and locked eyes with Cora and Gina.
The drunken fools were staggering over themselves and the trash under their feet, shoving their bodies into each other, stumbling to the beat. They could not keep their hands off of one another whenever their bodies touched: Cora grabbed a hand, Gina groped her ass; the cat licked her scaly neck, the lizard went in for a sloppy kiss, pinning her amorous housemate against the wall. It infuriated Maxine to see the two of them making out in her home amidst the filth surrounding them, the sounds of their wet and clumsy tongues and their giggling more offensive to her than the harsh music screaming in her ears. How they could tolerate drinking themselves silly and fucking each other on her couch and everywhere else was beyond her. The house reeked of them, their stench prickling her nose like rotten eggs. Maxine approached them, her small shadow swallowed up by their dark and tangled mass. She had to duck at times to dodge the low, wide sweeps of Gina’s tail as it thumped against the carpet or wrapped itself along the Cora’s thigh while the skink grinded her furry black leg. In the back of her mind, she could not help but think that, despite her rage, it was awkward to eavesdrop on their love making, watching the two of them licking and kissing and dry humping each other, like she was some kind of perverted stalker snooping about their bedroom. Except this was her living room, and they were about to screw each other in the open. Anger was welling up in her lungs, herself beyond enraged, rather than scared like before. She opened her mouth.
She screamed. Gina’s head was on fire, writhing in passion as her lips kissed Cora’s body wherever they could. The taste of the black cat was on her mouth, on her tongue, sliding down her throat; she tasted of so much cheap booze and pizza and her own self, she could have sworn she was kissing herself. Her snout touched Cora’s neck, moving lower until it grazed her supple breasts. Her serpentine tongue slithered into her fuzzy cleavage, dipping its tip deep, licking every inch of her lover’s soft mounds with that flexible muscle. She could feel the feline’s heart beating faster. It made her own pound harder. It made her feel alive, dominant, knowing that she was the source of Cora’s lust; she was what drove the cat wild, and she was what Cora craved most. It made her growl. She gazed into her lover’s half-lidded eyes, dark red staring into dull green. Her crotch was throbbing now, raging in her shorts and against the feline’s. Gina smiled and slid her hands onto Cora’s hips, tugging down on her housemate’s shorts, her body pressed up against the cat’s. Pinned to the wall, her cornered prey did the same. The skink moved in, then felt Cora’s hands pause. When she noticed her lover was looking away from her, Gina looked with Cora, in the direction of the annoyance at their feet.
Gina lolled her head to one side, looking rather cross. “It’s not polite to stare. Unless you’re gonna join in.”

Maxine said nothing.

The skink narrowed her red eyes. Her smile drooped into a frown. “Not going to say hello to us after all this time, Little Max? I thought we scared you off for good after our last meeting.”


The mouse breathed hard, visibly shaking, but remained silent. 
Cora’s finger stroked the skink’s neck. She purred. “Don’t worry about her. She’s not worth messing with anymore. She’ll just cry on the floor and then scurry off to her hole again. Isn’t that right, Little Max?”
Maxine clenched her fists. “I want you two to clean my home.” Her voice was seething, boiling and on the brink. “And then I want the both of you to leave.”

Gina looked to Cora. Her smile returned. “Oh. I think she’s mad. Maybe we should do as she says.”

The cat grinned her dopey grin, then kissed Gina’s neck. Her face grew apologetic. “You think so?”

Gina turned to face Maxine, the little rodent now at her feet. “You still owe me a foot massage, Little Max; do that, and I’ll ignore this little intrusion.” She grinned and tugged at her shorts, the tips of her fingers rubbing the visible bulge in her crotch. “You do a little more than that for me, and I’ll give your threat an idle thought or two.”
Maxine glared at them, her intense eyes fixing on one and then the other, seeing right through their obvious façade. They had no intention of ever listening to her. They never did. She knew that much was obvious – the fools lacked genuine sincerity, so why would she be stupid enough to believe them now? She went quiet, trembling in anger, waiting for them to respond.
Cora’s head came to a rest on Gina’s shoulder. The skink’s free hand pet the cat’s snout, herself pleased when she heard her lover purring softly in her ear. “What do you say, runt? Or are you going to let Cora pleasure me for the umpteenth time?”

“I won’t ask you again,” Maxine growled. “Do as I say. Then get out.”

Her warning was met with silence, then a snicker from the feline. “I don’t think she’s gonna do what you want, babe,” said Cora to Gina, her face crestfallen to the point of exaggeration.

The skink shook her head and sighed. “Guess not.”

The lizard raised her foot high above the mouse. The filth of the carpet fell from her sole, like loose debris from rubble. Maxine looked up at the dark outline of that wide sole looming above her, blotting out the light of the room just like before. It made her shiver out of revulsion, out of fear that the Maxine of old would emerge and take control from her at the last second and cause her to fail yet again. She grit her teeth painfully. No. She was tired of running, tired of being humiliated, sick of the pain and the tears and her own weakness. This had to end. She raised her hands above her head, as if ready to bear the overwhelming load of Gina’s foot, as it came crashing down on top of her. The instant hand and foot came into contact, Maxine crumped into the ground. Gina’s leg twitched, but she took no notice of the shuddering, thinking it to be no more than the mouse’s pained spasms. It spurred her on, and she shoved her foot deeper into the carpet, feeling a small, rodent sized indent squirming beneath her sole, trembling all the harder. A smile came to her lips as she twisted her ankle from side to side, only to stop for a moment as a brief tingle shop up her leg. She went numb for a moment, as if the cold air from outside were blowing against her scales. She pushed through the chill and pressed down harder on Maxine, focusing all of her weight on that frail little body of hers.

Cora pulled herself closer, purring and nuzzling her lover’s neck, her arms wrapped around the lizard’s lithe waist. Her breasts pressed into Gina’s back when she embraced the skink. She loved it when her Gina was in a dominant mood, even if the object of her attention was that pest of a mouse and not her. It made little difference – she’ll lavish her favorite skink with plenty of affection soon enough. She moved in for another kiss on the neck, only for her lips to meet the lizard’s cheek. She paid it no mind, thinking Gina to be hunched over Maxine instead of standing at her full height. She felt her fingers sliding upwards along the brown scales of her belly, as if her grip were slipping. But she was sure her hands were still clutching her love’s sides. With a nudge of her nose, she coaxed Gina to stand up straight, then her feline eyes widened with shock.
Gina was shorter. The six foot lizard was now five foot eight – four inches gone, just like that. Cora bit her lip, not wanting to cause a panic, even as her lover continued to dwindle, another three inches vanishing before her eyes. She nudged Gina with an elbow, urging her attention. The skink ignored her, focused on tormenting the squirming mouse, whose little feet now stuck out from beneath her wide foot. Those little feet were getting bigger.

“Babe?” cat whispered to the skink.

“Hm?” Gina murmured, paying little attention to her, intent on crushing the rodent beneath her foot instead.
“Something’s wrong. Get away from Max.” Cora pulled Gina away from the mouse, an easy feat for the feline, now that ten inches had been stripped from her love. Gina looked up at Cora, then down at herself, blinking in astonishment.

“Wh-What happened to me!?” She touched her body, fingers rifling about her smaller frame, searching for the inches that had been stolen from her. Everything felt intact, but it all felt smaller. A hand brushed against her curves – they were less womanly and more girlish now, pilfered from just her like her height. The formerly generous heft of her cleavage was well hidden within her once too-small top, her full breasts shrunken down a few cup sizes. Cora’s finger prodded her shoulder, and they looked down at Maxine, who slowly rose from the ground.
She was laughing. The rodent tugged at her ripped clothing, tearing pieces it from her body with her metal clad hands. It was at that moment the pair realized where Gina’s height and proportions went, and they saw the culprit staring at them: Maxine stood at a foot and three inches, three times the height of her puny, five inch self. She put a hand to her chest and breathed in. Her breasts were larger, fuller than before, easily filling her palm. She licked her lips, and stared at them with a hungry look in her eyes.

“You should have listened to me.” She took a step forward; they stumbled backwards, their backs driven up against the wall. “You should have done what I told you to do.”

Cora stepped forward. Her words tripped from her lips. “W-We were just messing with you, Max. We didn’t mean any of it. Honest!”

The rodent shook her head, her mad grin growing wider. “I’m sure you were just messing with me whenever you crushed me beneath your heels. You didn’t mean to blast loud music every night; you didn’t mean to trample me, or humiliate me whenever you two saw me. I’m sure you thought it was just funny to wreck my house and ruin my life. I thought it was hilarious.” She stretched her arms out wide. “Can’t you see my smile?”
Cora hunched over the mouse, raising her hands defensively. A look of genuine concern shone in her eyes for the first time. It made Maxine chuckle. “W-We’re sorry. Really. We were just having fun, that’s all. I-I mean, yeah, we got a little carried away, got too drunk and trashed your house, but it was all in good fun, right?”

Maxine laughed at her, and the black cat gulped. “Just – look, we’ll do what you want, just let us go!”

The mouse said nothing and stared at Gina, drinking in the skink’s look of utter dismay. She frightened the lizard, who was still far larger than her, who treated her as little more than an annoying pest until now. And the first raw emotion she instilled in her was fear. It felt so good to see it in her face, to see something other than that stupid, drunken grin. “But we’re having so much fun now,” Maxine finally said before turning her attention back to Cora. “And I think it’s time you joined in.”

She lunged for the cat and caught her by the paw. Her fingertips sunk into the black fur of her toe and gripped the flesh hard, the two shuddering the instant they touched. The numbness that Gina had suffered now passed through her lover in waves – that bone chilling numbness washed through her, as if she were dipped ice cold water over and over. Then her view of the world began dwindling, too; Gina, who was once her equal in height, became her equal again for only a moment, before rising over her head as precious inches were siphoned from her and trickling into Maxine. The cat looked down in horror, watching herself edge closer and closer to the ground, too scared to kick off the growing mouse that now gripped her ankle. Her shorts and underwear were loose and awkwardly sliding down her withering legs, the once sensual curves of her hips and ass unable to hold them up any longer. Her top went lopsided and fell from her shoulders as her breasts shrank – the two deflating mounds that once hid little Max from her eyes revealed the rodent’s impish grin as she rose before her and threatening to overtake her.
Three feet had been stripped from her love by the time Gina worked up the courage to lash out at Maxine, whipping the overgrown mouse in the face with her long tail with a harsh smack, sending her sprawling to the floor. She scooped Cora up into her arms and held her tight, the feline’s clothes draping her scaly arms and the cat’s body, like a child wearing her parent’s garments. She pulled the ill-fitting clothing from Cora, whose three foot height and near pre-pubescent proportions made them impossible to wear. But Maxine’s laughter rang in their ears, and the pair’s heads shot up before they could finish, forced to look upon the rodent again in horror.
“You shouldn’t have done that,” Maxine growled as she staggered and got up off the ground, wobbling a bit before rising to her four foot three inch height. A hand covered her cheek; the other took hold of a bloated breast, kneading it in her palm as she sucked her bloody lip and smiled coldly at them. The mouse looked more like a shortstack, with full breasts that rose and fell with her ragged breaths, jiggling with the exaggerated bob of her walk that proudly displayed the generous curves of her wide hips and thick rump, flaunting their goods in their shocked faces.
“I was going to let you keep some of this. I know how much you two value your looks.” The hand nursing her cheek lowered, a red welt showing beneath her brown fur. Her cold glare shot at Gina. “But after that, I won’t feel bad about taking everything you two have. It’s only fair that I get what I want.”

Gina held Cora in her arms, sidling along the wall as Maxine approached, raising her metal gloves in the air before her, ready to pounce. The skink shivered. She could feel her love trembling in her arms as they stared at the mouse. Their fearful little toy was gone now, in her place a deranged and furious being born from her suffering, themselves their creators. It had finally dawned upon Gina that they were the ones that caused her to snap – they were the ones who pushed her over the edge by tormenting her whenever the opportunity presented itself. Why did they care? She never complained – she just bit her lip and accepted it. Except for that one day. For all those months, her hatred for them had festered and finally boiled over on that day, and now they were cornered by a giant, insane and naked rodent, hellbent on getting rid of them in any way possible.
Maxine neared; her unsettling grin went impossibly wide as she leapt for the skink. Gina kicked the table next to her over, knocking it in the mouse’s path and tripping her legs with it, sending their surprised housemate to the ground. The skink made a mad dash for the front door. Maxine snarled and kicked the table away from her, then thrust a finger to her metal gauntlet.

Gina gripped the handle and sparks flew. A jolt of electricity, short, sudden and painful, shot through her arm and through Cora, the pair shrieking and falling to the ground, dazed and twitching. Maxine picked herself up and approached them, slowing her pursuit to a casual stride.

“It’s not that simple, I’m afraid,” she said to them, wagging an index finger from side to side. “You’re not leaving. Ever.” She looked down at Cora and cracked a smile, pleased to see that the feline was smaller than her, if only by a few inches. Before the cat could get to her feet, the mouse stepped on her head, shoving it back into the dirty floor with all of her weight. Then she turned her attention to Gina, who tried to stare in her direction, still disoriented from the shock. “I gave you two a chance to end this peacefully, but you pissed it away like all that beer you guzzle.” She leaned in closer, her mad eyes widening. “You’re both mine now. And you’re going to get what you deserve.”
The mouse bent down and tugged on Cora’s tail, forcing a shriek out of the feline’s quivering lips as her size began to diminish yet again. Maxine held on tight, sapping the height and what little tits and ass the cat had left to give her. The more Cora shrank, the more Maxine grew and grew, her whole body swelling upward, her spandex gloves stretching and the metal warping and groaning, her breasts and rump pumping outwards more slowly, now that the cat was flat as a board. Her widening foot grew heavy upon the cat’s throbbing head, which straining under the mounting pressure as the mouse above surpassed the five foot mark, Cora herself a mere foot tall and shrinking. Maxine removed her foot, bent down, and gripped the feline by her torso, squeezing the last few inches from out of her painfully, twisting her cold metal fingers tight around her prey’s squirming flesh. Her victim spent, the rodent opened her hand and let a three inch Cora drop from her fingers to the ground, before casually stepping on her, twisting her foot and ankle, then letting her sole rest on top of the tiny black cat. Not too small now, Maxine reminded herself, they still have a job to do. Then her glare turned to Gina, her green eyes glaring dangerously. Gina could only stare as her lover’s proportions hugged the mouse’s body as if they were hers all along. That tiny stick of a housemate grew to be a tall and gorgeous beauty. All she had to do was suck her lover dry. And she was next.
Maxine thrust her hands into the wall on both sides of Gina’s head, pinning the skink between the door and the six foot three rodent. The mouse breathed hard. Her large chest rose and fell, her soft nipples grazing the lizard’s trembling cheeks with her every slow, drawn out breath. She leaned in closer, smothering her housemate’s muzzle with a face full of fuzzy brown mouse tits, her own chin resting on the smaller lizard’s red head. Maxine looked down and sighed happily, her fingers crawling closer to her victim like huge metallic spiders.

“This is what you like, isn’t it?” the mouse cooed, taunting Gina with her lover’s former assets as she knelt down and straddled the skink, kneading her large breasts with the lizard’s face while pinning her to the door with her much larger frame. “This is the body your little fuck buddy had. It’s mine now.
“Do you like it?” she whispered in Gina’s ear. “I do.” A finger touched the skink’s head and two inches vanished, reappearing on Maxine. She breathed harder, moaning, shoving more of herself against Gina’s shrunken body. “And I want yours, too.” She touched her again, and the mouse swelled up even more, her engorged breasts spilling over Gina’s mouth, rising around it, muffling her frightened screams. Maxine pulled her hand away and put a finger to her own lips, hushing Gina as she would a child, before her fingers perched on the wall again. “When we’re through, I’ll wring every last inch from you two. After you’ve slaved away and cleaned my house, I want the both of you to look up at me, and thank me for the privilege of being crushed beneath my feet.” Her voice softened, each word trickling into Gina’s ear. “But if you’re good girls, I’ll make you even smaller. I’ll let you crawl all over me, and let you get lost in my fur and on my flesh like the insects you are, lost on your own little world: me. Wouldn’t you like that?”

Her nose came to a rest on the skink’s head and she breathed in, taking a deep whiff the lizard’s scent. The mouse exhaled and lolled her head to the side and laughed, intoxicated by the rush of power flowing through her. After all these months of torture – after the long, sleepless nights and the smell of stale beer and rotting garbage in the air; the dirt and the filth and that damned music and their drunken antics – she finally got what she wanted in the end. And a little more than that, now that she possessed the body she had always coveted. She had absolute power over them now, and they were her helpless toys to be used and abused as she pleased. The mouse crouched lower, pulling her breasts away from Gina’s mouth to look the skink in the eye.
Gina looked away, whimpering when the back of Maxine’s fingers touched her cheek and forced her green eyes back into view. “I’m glad you two were stupid enough to stick around. You could have done what I asked, then left – you’d be out of my life, but I’d still be a tiny weakling. I think this more than takes care of my problem, don’t you think?”

The skink nodded vigorously. The rodent’s mouth split into a toothy grin. “I want more of you now. More is always better, yes?”


“P-Please,” Gina pleaded, trembling and on the verge of tears. “Let us go. Just let us go.”


Maxine shook her head and stroked the quivering lizard’s cheek with the back of her finger, wiping a tear away from her red eye. “I don’t want to. I’ve grown to like you two.”

The rodent’s foot pressed down hard on Cora, squeezing a pained, muffled shriek from the feline as Maxine shifted her bulk and came to a rest on her thick haunches. She prodded Gina; the skink screamed and dwindled, spurring the mouse to take another few inches with every poke. Down and down the skink went, kicking, shrieking and crying, her clothing falling around her and onto the floor, her proportions and size appearing on the swollen rodent, whose voluptuous curves now seemed built for two, as ‘Little’ Max grew up and around and over the skink. When all was said and done, Gina had four measly inches left to her name. The enormous mouse rose, the muscles in her plump thighs tightening as she tried to stand, only to stop when she hit her head on the ten foot high ceiling. Annoyed, she dropped the full weight of her eleven and a half foot body down on the ground, her thick buttocks ripping a tremor through the floor. The shockwaves knocked Gina flat on her back, forced to look upon the towering, naked rodent in all of her curvaceous glory.
Maxine touched a finger to the side of one warped glove and then the other, the hum dissipating as they finally shut down. They grew hot on her hands, the tiny slivers of metal bending from the strain her immense body had put on them. She quickly removed the burnt out gloves and tossed them aside, thankful for the simple fact that they held up as long as they did. A pity they died on her. No matter. She had no intention of reversing this anytime soon, if ever. She reached for little Gina, plucking the lizard from her clothing wither her bare thumb and index finger, rolling her tiny body between her long digits. Her bully had seemed so small then, so frail and insignificant, that she could bury her entire body with the flesh of her fingertips. She could snuff the life out of her tormenter once and for all, whenever she wanted. Her fingers squeezed harder on Gina, the little squirming thing between her digits squealing in agony. It would be one less worry in her life. And no one would mourn the loss of a drunkard. A twitching beneath her foot drew the mouse out of her daze. Maxine loosened her grip and leaned forward, her heaving breasts sagging into the ground as she stretched for her foot. She rest an ankle on her knee and her fingers combed through her brown furred sole, pulling pieces of flattened garbage that got tangled in her fur, before pulling the small, quivering cat loose from her foot.
“Disgusting,” hissed the mouse as she pulled the pair closer to her huge green eyes, glaring at her three inch captives as they stood on her vast palm. “You’ve ruined my home. Every inch of it is soiled.” She squeezed her fist in anger, their high pitched squeaks of terror falling on deaf ears. “I’m beginning to think you two may be Ill-suited for your punishment. You probably couldn’t even lift a can, even if I left you a couple more inches. Pathetic.”

Hot breath spilled over the shivering pair when the mouse sighed and opened her drooling maw wide. Ropes of saliva hung and fell from her teeth and incisors, gleaming white, sharp as daggers. “Maybe I should just eat you two and be done with it. You’d make such delightful little morsels for me.”
Their squealing grew to a feverish pitch as Maxine tilted her head upward, themselves pinched between her fingers and rising above the enormous rodent’s waiting mouth, dangling inches away from her jaws and certain death. Her tongue extended itself, stretching from her mouth as the tip wrapped around her fingers, coating the pair in buckets of warm spit. Then, without warning or further ceremony, the tongue drew back and the mouse’s fingers spread apart. The doomed pair plummeted toward her open mouth and waggling tongue, the edges of her lips curling to a sadistic grin as she waited for that satisfying plop to hit her tongue. The moment she felt them land upon that slimy muscle, it contracted and slid into the darkness of her mouth, taking them with it. It thrashed the pair about in the humid cavern that was her mouth, slamming them against her hard teeth and the fleshy walls with its movements, drowning them in her saliva as the strands of light from above filtered in through her clenched teeth. They raised their heads above the waves of saliva, coughing up her spit as their battered bodies strained to stay afloat amidst the churning sea of drool. They heard a deep gurgling bellowing in their ears, the back of the rodent’s throat twitching, quivering with anticipation as her ducts poured even more of her drool into her maw, ready to swallow her pitiful snack. Then light poured into her mouth as the rodent sucked in air and spat the pair out, back into her waiting palm. Her chuckle rose over their gagging and wheezing, drowning them out as she spoke to them.

“Let that be your first and only warning: unlike you, I carry out my threats. But don’t think I’d let you escape your punishment that easily.” The mouse glared the both of them harshly, the soaked pair withering under her stern gaze. “You’re going to clean my house now. And I want it spotless. Every. Last. Inch.”

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Gina breathed hard in the darkness, her exhausted body on the verge of collapse. She pushed on, groping blindly through the pitch around her, chain rattling behind her as she gasped for air and limped in the direction she hoped was forward. She swallowed cold air; the bobbing of her throat stung her neck where her tight collar bound her, and made her gag and sputter and fall to the ground in a coughing fit. The skink grasped her leather-bound leash and rolled onto her back, staring blankly up into the black sky, wheezing and shivering in the dark. Blue and white flashed in her eyes, fierce hammering and intermittent clicking from above pounding in her head, ceaseless in their rapid and arrhythmic clamor. She shut her eyes and covered her ears, huddling up into a ball, small and vulnerable, exposed to the cold and the ever-present darkness. A sound, clinking chains, rattled faintly in the air, tugging at her neck, growing fainter still as the hammering and clicking from on high swelled in her head. Then the noises stopped, and the only sounds Gina could hear were her own hammering heart and her ragged, panicked breath. Then the rattling came back, fierce in her ears. She breathed harder, sucking down air despite the pain it brought her as she tried to scramble to her feet, only for her chain to yank her from off her feet instead, hurling her though the air. She hit the ground with a sickening thud, every part of her burning, too hurt to move. And then another sound, the one she feared the most, rumbled from above.

“Is that the sound of a skink slacking off?” Maxine’s voice boomed. Too terrified to look away, the lizard whimpered as the mouse’s huge face looked down at her. The harsh blue and white glare from her monitor shone in her round glasses like twin moons in the dark sky. They hid her eyes, but Gina knew she could see right through them, she knew Maxine was scowling at her.

“I wanted you to clean your room,” the rodent said, lowering her voice to a harsh rumble. “Or should I say my room? It’s been two days and it’s still filthy.” In the darkness, her lips twisted into a wicked grin. “Perhaps you want to be punished again?”
A portion of her immense body rose from the ground behind her, taking the chain, and Gina, with it into the darkness. The skink flew through the air, eyes bulging, throat chocking on her own spit, strangled by her leash as the pull of gravity tightened the noose around her little neck, until she crashed hard into the soft, brown furred sole of Maxine’s foot. Dazed and reeling, Gina looked up and around her. It was so broad, so vast in its length. She could not see the whole of it well in the dark or with the brown sea of fur surrounding her eyes, it all seemed to go on forever, herself so small, little more than a bug or a mote of dust in comparison. She dangled there for a moment, gripping her fur for leverage as best as her weak arms could. The long chain leading up to Maxine’s middle toe shook as the rodent undid the leash, freeing the skink from captivity. But her freedom did not last. The outline of an enormous outstretched hand materialized in the void, filling the skink’s eyes with its sheer size as it quickly approached her and took her in its grasp.
“Useless, the both of you,” the mouse hissed, pulling Gina higher still, until the harsh light of the monitor filled her red eyes. Maxine held her there in her fingers, demanding her captive to look at the screen, where an order was about to be completed. It was a list, and a lengthy one at that. A huge assortment trash bags, mops, brooms, soaps, sponges and rags and other cleaning materials were present; two wardrobe’s worth of new tops, pants, bras, underwear and accessories from the Big and Bigger Shop, each article of clothing less conservative, more revealing and risqué than the last; and finally, what seemed to be an endless supply of mechanical materials and tools and implements, along with the necessary equipment to build them. This section of the list scrolled on for what seemed like a minute, before it finally reached the bottom, where the exorbitant price and the “PAY NOW” button lurked. The address and payment information had already been filled out, the latter courtesy of Cora and Gina’s credit cards.
Click.
Gina screamed an annoying squeak in Maxine’s ears as the mouse reached for the beer bottle sitting on the table next to her. She tilted it to its side and popped the skink inside. Gina’s world turned amber and foamy as she tumbled and fell down the slick walls of the bottle, her fall broken by Cora and the stale, chest high beer still inside. She peered inside the bottle from above, her green eye looking through that small hole to the two unfortunate occupants trapped within. Their obscenities were lost to her as she pulled the bottle away and focused on the computer screen in front of her. It would have to do for their home, until she could assemble a proper method of confinement. For now, the bottle was a suitable prison. At least they won’t go thirsty. The mouse shook the bottle in gentle circles and set it on the table, watching the golden liquid and her housemates swirling about inside, herself grinning wide as her mouth split into a fit of laughter. So much for the terrible two and their reign of terror.
The house was hers once again. And it felt good to take charge of her own life for once. No, better than that. It felt great. Why didn’t she do this sooner? she had wondered then. Maxine had come to realize that she had the power to get rid of them at any time. She had the skills, the knowledge, the drive to remove that obstacle from her life. All she needed was just that one little push. But why stop now? Why stop with just them? It would be a waste of her time and talent to sit at home, tinkering with baubles all day, when she was capable of making a device that made her enormous using nothing but the spare parts she had in her bedroom. She could do so much more than that with the proper tools at her disposal. She could be so much more than this. Maxine looked online for the tech job she had declined, and saw on their website that the position was still available. Maxine grinned. All she needed was something to impress them, and she would be in. It would have to wait until her new equipment arrived. Until then, her slaves had a house to clean.
