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“Let me guess. You want me to sit on your face.” No amount of Evie rolling her eyes could wipe the smile off Lance, but by the gods, she tried.

“Yup! I won the bet, I get the spoils.” Lance gave her a cheeky grin. He was tempting fate, being so flagrantly gleeful at getting to tease the bottom-heavy sorceress and cop a feel of that most hallowed backside, the fattest and most attractive ass in the adventuring business. You didn’t get nicknamed ‘Lucky’ for being timid. “I’m ready for it!”

She gave him a scathing look. “Fine. Lay down.” It wasn’t a request. 

Lance didn’t need any convincing. He complied before Evie finished talking, laying down on the couch with stars in his eyes as he admired his curvaceous comrade and her scandalously revealing bodysuit from below. When she swung her thick, luscious thigh over his head, he made a sound like a man glimpsing heaven as he drew his final breath.

“You decide where I sit,” she said, her ass hovering over his face. “But I decide how.”

“Any way you want, baby.”

“Big words. I’m inclined to make you regret them.” 

“Front, back, it’s all good to me.” Lance laughed. “How many other ways are there? Sideways? Bare? If you’re aching to strip, I won’t stop you.”

“I might, later. Depends how good of a toy you’ll be.”

Lance bit his lip. Evie could be a mean tease when she wanted to be. She didn’t, as a rule, play into the dommy goth girlfriend persona that stuck to the seedier side of her public image—like the nipple cover on a burlesque dancer’s tits—but when she did? Lance would have done anything she asked.

But Evie did not have to ask. The power was already hers. She only had to exercise it.

“Shrink,” she said, and planted her ass upon Lance’s face. Shapely, soft, warm—it was everything he had hoped for and more. So much that his brain could hardly process her monosyllabic command. It didn’t have to.

“Mmh?” Lance mumbled, his voice muffled by prodigious booty. His arms were locked in place underneath her bare thighs, and despite the standoffish demeanor, with which Evie kept the world at arm’s length, the girl showed no hesitation about working his face deep into the crack between her legs, with only a flimsy strip of fabric separating him from the touch of her plump pussy. Hell, was she doing him a favor, or was it the other way around?

“Shrink,” Evie repeated, and this time Lance heard her. Perhaps because the effects of her edict became too obvious to miss; he had fantasized about drowning in her ass, yes, but by all accounts that should not literally be happening. Nor should his limbs be struggling so beneath her bulk; his arms were locked in place, and he couldn’t as much as budge any part of Evie from her seat on his face. And neither could he stretch his legs to reach the far end of the couch any more...

“R-Evie?” he called, pulling back a bit for a breath of air. “What’s happening? Are you—”

Evie slammed her ass back down, devouring Lance’s face anew. “This is what you wanted. Right? For me to ride you, smother you. Are you having second thoughts?”

“You’re just so...”

“Big?” Even from behind, Evie’s smirk was palpable. “No. I’m not. You’re just a little... small.” She snapped her fingers. “Shrink.”

Lance did, gasping loudly as Evie’s dark magic swept over him. Now the vertigo of his dwindling perspective became inescapable, asserting itself as the befuddled adventurer shrunk to half his original size. And then a little more, just for good measure.

“Wha—what’s the big idea?!” he demanded, a wave of panic briefly overpowering the pink haze of sexual gratification; the latter of which, though he might deny it, only grew in tune with the relative size of Evie’s ass, her curves and her heat and her scent all mixing together in an irresistibly overpowering cocktail that made his cock throb between his legs like nothing else.

“I thought that was obvious.” Evie’s voice was as sardonic as ever—even now, as she towered over him like an Amazon awaiting her snu-snu. “You wanted to get acquainted with my ass. You got your wish.” She snapped her fingers again. “I didn’t make any promises that you’d get to leave it again.”

“Wait, what? Evie, what’re saying?” Lance’s eyes went wide, squirming and kicking as he diminished by half again. Her thick thighs swelled thicker atop him, her fat, shapely cheeks looming menacingly above his head... 

“You’d prefer I demonstrate?” Snap. Her thighs encompassed the complete length of his body now, her toned softness pressing down on him from all sides, and the light afforded to him grew scarce as her ass descended and eclipsed him completely. And there, as all other noise but the beat of his heart and the creaking of Evie’s stretching underwear was blocked out, he heard something that he’d never heard before—something he’d never even dared wish to hear: Evie, moaning. Softly, lustily. As she gyrated her hips, grinding her cunt onto her tiny toy.

“Evie...”

“Shrink,” she boomed, her voice magnified by their increasing size disparity. It made Lance shiver and blush, squirming all the more to worm his way out until he realized how much she was enjoying it—he was pressed right up against her prominent camel toe, after all—and halted in his tracks, abruptly and awkwardly. How small was he? Small enough to count in inches. Less than a foot and shrinking rapidly with Evie’s every whim. Her luscious booty was becoming big enough to swallow him on its own...

“I’m sorry!” Lance cried plaintively. “You could just have told me you didn’t want to do it! It was just a bit of fun!”

“Who says I didn’t want to?” Evie laughed, a dark, sultry storm. She slapped her ass and made Lance’s world shake. “You’ve become far too big for your britches, lately—and I can put that size to much better use.”

“Better use? What for?”

“You’re looking at it. How did you think my butt got so big in the first place? It wasn’t all genetics...”

She grabbed her backside, squeezing both cheeks together around Lance in an overwhelming display of voluptuousness. And Lance, understandably, could see little more; with his face wedged against Evie’s underside so tightly that her cunt and asshole might mark him completely for her own should her thin strip of underwear disappear, he was only truly cognizant of the perfect moons around his face, hardly privy to the full picture. But zooming out, anyone would have noticed Evie’s spoils from his pilfered mass: She was taller, for one; taller than Lance had ever been. She was stronger, her limbs visibly toned with feminine power. And she was far, far curvier: While her breasts had never been small, they had languished in the shadow of her infamous backside. Now, they tested the limits of her tight-fitting top, swelling past the size of her own head, huge and perky and wonderful. And her ass, obviously, had taken its part of the spoils; thicker, rounder, wider; hips and thighs swelling to match. She was, in a word, fantastic—and a specifically erotic fantasy at that.

Lance was utterly under her spell.

“Evie,” he pleaded, squirming as he shrunk to the size of her little finger. “I said I was sorry...”

“No. Not sorry enough yet.” The mountain smirked at him. “But let’s see if making you smaller will teach you a lesson.”

* * *
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The night stretched out endlessly above Lance’s head. He felt sluggish and confused, his mind wandering and never settling for long enough to get a grasp on himself. Where was he? What had happened? All he knew for certain was that he had managed to royally piss off Evie and this—whatever this meant—was the result. Some strange dream? A nightmare, meant to punish him? It wouldn’t be the worst that the sinister sorceress could do...

Everything was dark—including the sky, or what formless void made up for it. Sometimes, shadows would move above him, so far up that they might as well have been cosmic clouds. In the distance, he could just about make out more shapes: vast, rounded hills rising out of the endless plateau upon which he found himself—not flat, but gently curving, as if he was traversing a featureless planet—and further beyond still... No, he couldn’t make it out; it was too distant and too dark. 

Even the ground beneath his feet was black. And not quite... ground, as it were. It was too smooth. He thought that he could make out some kind of repeating pattern, as if whatever god that had created this world had taken an engraved steam roller to pave the tenebrous landscape with their favorite motif. At least it was comfortably soft—and warm, all around him. Almost oppressively so...

It would not be long now, before Lance’s half-lucid brain picked up on the signals. He kept walking, steadily traversing the Olympus Mons-sized elevation that had become his whole world. Once, briefly, a ray of pale light shot across the sky, illuminating a landscape that took his breath away with the magnificence of its scale, even if it was too brief—and Lance too stricken—to make sense of it, beyond confirming the pair of vast, curving pillars that rose up behind him and the horizon-spanning mountains that lay ahead, half a world away. It wasn’t until he had crested the top of the sloping hill and he heard the planet mumble in her sleep that it clicked.

It was Evie. It was all Evie. 

Her voice alone was a force of nature; a booming rumble that rolled through Lance and shook him to his core, even with her softly spoken somniloquy. She was everything: the ground he trod on, the air he breathed. Every little twitch of her body was an earthquake, and he had to consider himself fortunate that she was not a restless sleeper, or she surely would have flattened him by turning at an inopportune time.

The realization was like dunking his face in cold water, washing the haze of bewilderment away—only to plunge him deep into that icy pool, struggling for dear life as panic, awe—and more than a little arousal—flooded his veins. He froze on the spot, hardly daring to breathe. Especially as he worked out where he was:

On Evie’s panties. A tiny, infinitesimal speck of a boy, standing atop her pubic mound, gazing down in utter shock at the contour of her pussy, that great, colossal cleft that had all but eaten him up and which it had taken him all night to traverse. It was a monument to feminine sexuality and to Evie’s incredible, irresistible power. And now that he was realizing the situation, the heat and the heady scent of her body impressed itself all the more strongly on him; as he looked up at her thighs—thick as the very pillars of creation themselves—and her endlessly long legs, he broke out in a cold sweat, oppressed by the sweltering temperature of her loins and the alluring aroma of her cunt, which dominated the air around him—and had been oh so thoroughly worked into his clothes and hair as she had ground down upon him and marked him as hers.

He almost didn’t dare turn around to face her. Being stared down by the unfathomably titanic sorceress was more than he could bear in his present state. But he was compelled—and the sight that greeted him in the dawning light from a distant shuttered window did not let him down.

The landscape that was Evie’s body rose proudly before him, a lush garden of earthly delights. He stood close to the edge of her panties, staring up at the long road to her navel and beyond. Her skin was flawless, its soft contours highlighted by the shadows playing across her front. And beyond, so very far beyond, a sign that—despite his fall—Lance was not wholly without the blessing of a higher power: Evie slept topless, and she lay bared for Lance to see. He had to be careful, lest he drown in the sight of her huge, shapely breasts, rising and falling gently with her every breath, big as mountains—no, larger!—and capped with the thickest, most suckable nipples that he ever did see. Not that he could ever hope to unhinge his jaw far enough to give them the attention that they deserved at his current size, mind...

The titaness shifted in her sleep, shaking her tiny admirer once again with voice and motion. Her continental hips moved beneath him, threatening to throw him back into the cleft from which he had only narrowly escaped, and there could be no clearer reminder that he wasn’t simply here to take in the sights.

“Evie! Wake up! You have to unshrink me!” He shouted with all the might he could muster, starting to run towards the face of his friend and—at the moment—personal deity. “Wake up, damnit!”

Even sprinting brought him nowhere fast—and it was harder to locomote now that he was acutely aware that he wasn’t walking on some inanimate plain, but on her; and such a hot, private part, too. He could make out the hint of her curly pubic hairs—more a forest than a mere bush to his current stature—underneath the cotton fabric...

“Evie, this isn’t funny. You went too far! I get that you wanted to teach me a lesson and make your boobs real big, but this is way too much. I mean, you can keep a few inches for the boobs, but—”

A tectonic quake sent him tumbling. On the other side of the world, Evie yawned.

The sight of her face appearing, rising above her chest, and the sharp purple of her eyes coming into focus was nothing short of divine; in that moment, Lance knew the exultation and the terror of religious ecstasy. Every part of her was magnified and every part was beautiful. All the better to steal his breath away when the living goddess trained her eyes on him.

“Evie—” he called, his gift of speech vanishing as abruptly as the air in his lungs.

“What’s with all this buzzing? It’s too early to be mucking about.” The goddess did not deign to hide her displeasure.

“You made me too small. You have to grow me back!”

“Have to?” She raised an eyebrow. “I don’t have to do anything. Least of all for you, speck.”

Lance blanched. “Evie, please...”

“It’s too early,” she decided, shaking her head. Her hand appeared, moving with impossible swiftness for its size, and plucked Lance up between her thumb and index. “Ask me in a few hours.”

“Raveeen!”

But the audience was over. Evie pulled the waistband of her panties aside and stuffed Lance down into the vast, sweltering jungle beneath. Then she blocked the sunlight with a magical flick of her hand, turned on her side, and went back to sleep.

* * *
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“Alright, you win. You wanted to put me in my place, and you did it. I’ve learned my lesson. Is that what you want to hear? I’m ready to be unshrunk, now, thank you! I won’t bother you or your butt again!”

Evie raised an eyebrow. She was lying on her front, reading a leather-bound tome, with her teeny passenger perched atop her colossal caboose. “That sounds improbable. I’d be surprised if you could think of anything but ass after a night between my cheeks.”

“I’m serious! C’mon, you’re not gonna keep me like this forever. So what’s the big deal? What’s your game, here?” Lance gestured furiously, trying very hard to restrain himself from pointing at the mountainous booty he was stranded on as he spoke. “You made your point. You made it very, very clear. We all had a great time and discovered something about ourselves. Now let me get back to normal already and I’ll leave you be!”

“An impassioned speech. But have you truly changed from your bottom-lusting ways, or are you simply trying to get out of trouble?”

“I did change! I’ll be good, Evie. I promise.”

“Hmm. I’m not convinced.” She shifted in place, sending Lance clinging for dear life to her voluminous backside. “But I’ll give you a chance.”

A single sorcerous snap of her fingers and Lance surged back to his regular size, the world rushing at him from everywhere at all at once. It left him disoriented from the abruptness of the change, but not so disoriented that he couldn’t jump and cheer with relief.

“Oh, wow, wow-ow-ow, what a trip! Finally. Gods, Evie, you really made me sweat for a second, there, I almost thought you wouldn’t let me go!”

Evie snapped her fingers again. 

A flash of pain seared the skin above Lance’s heart, brief and sharp. It hissed menacingly for a moment; then it was over. The boy tore off his shirt as fast as he could, wincing, and his fears only deepened when he discovered Evie’s handiwork: An occult symbol drawn on his chest, a bramble of twisting tendrils wrapped around his heart; black, and smooth, and so complex that it made his eyes hurt.

“Ouch! What the heck is that?”

“Your brand. To mark you, until you’ve proven to me that you’ve learned not to be so infuriatingly horny all the time.”

“A brand!? It’s not permanent or anything, right? Aren’t you taking this a little too far?”

“You have no idea.” Evie’s subdued smirk widened almost imperceptibly. She rose from her seat in a smooth, graceful movement, carrying herself with the gravitas of the gargantuan goddess that she had still been to him mere minutes prior. “But that’s not a problem, is it? Because you’ve learned your lesson. You’ve changed.”

“Y-yeah.” It wasn’t particularly hot in the room, but Lance was breaking out in a sweat. “I have. So why do I feel that I’ve been marked like some poor pig? And why are you still taller than me?” he asked, only now realizing that he had was looking up at the smug sorceress.

“Because that’s how I hold you to your word. And because you have a strong soul. Enough for me to skim off some extra size when I restored you. Don’t worry, it’s not harmful—and I’ve put some of those extra inches to far better use on my booty.”

“That won’t make it any easier keeping my eyes off you.”

“Sounds like a you problem.” Evie ran her hands down her hips, making a show of tracing the curves of her ass. “You shouldn’t be staring, anyway. What does it matter to you if my big, beautiful butt grows bigger still? You still can’t touch it, and you certainly can’t handle it.”

Lance bit his lip. “Doesn’t mean you have to lord it over me like that. Especially if you don’t want me to—”

A dizzying sense of vertigo took hold of Lance. The world spun, whirling around him for but a second, as the symbol on his chest pulsed with dark delight. Then it stopped, as quickly as it had begun, and left the room conspicuously larger than before.

“What was that? What did you do?” Lance exclaimed, reflexively stepping back to lean against a wall for support. “You... you shrank me again, didn’t you.”

Evie merely smirked. It was but a small change to her resting ‘gloomy bitch’ face, but for once she didn’t bother to hide her amusement. Nor did she need to: The couple of inches she’d had on Lance’s height had become a full foot, leaving the man with an excellent, face-height view of her breasts and of how his stolen size filled them up, drawing the fabric of her bodysuit tight around her perky, bra-busting titties.

“I thought you wanted me to stop ogling you! What’s with the show-off?”

“What ever gave you that idea?” Evie’s voice was positively a purr. She put a hand on the wall over Lance’s head and pushed herself forward, trapping him between it and a soft place. And only getting softer as she drained his size into her amazonian curves.

“R-Evie!” His plaintive cry was all but muffled by her warm, feminine masses.

“You have to stop being horny. My spell will punish you until you do.”

“I have to—but you’re the one doing this!” He was beside himself with indignation, almost too flustered to speak.

“I’m not doing anything.” Evie breathed, scarcely disguising a moan as her growing body tore open a tear in her top. As Lance scaled down, she scaled up—albeit at a slower pace—giving him the strange sensation of moving past her in an elevator. “This is all you, boy. Stop thinking lewd thoughts and you’re free to go.”

“You’re smothering me with your boobs, how couldn’t I?” But it was obviously useless to argue. She wanted this; and as Lance squirmed, he shrunk too low to even benefit from the touch of her tits. Down he went, past her gorgeous, toned middle. Down to where her hips flared out from her waist, curvy and commanding in every sense. For all that her breasts had grown to overwhelm him, her ass remained her biggest asset—and it would remain so, swelling by the second to maintain its sexy supremacy. He wanted to reach up and touch it so badly—but then, that thought only made him dwindle even faster, past where he could even reach around her massive thighs to do so. And as he diminished, even her pussy rose to loom over him, the subtle bulge between her legs only reminding him of the night spent traversing her sex.

“Giving up already?” Evie clicked her tongue. “As I expected. You talked such a big game. Unfortunately, that was the only thing big about you.” She pushed her hips to the wall, enveloping Lance with the soft heaven of her thighs.

“I’m not a monk! What do you expect me to do when you touch me all over? Escape into the astral realm?”

Even from below, the predatory smile on Evie’s lips were obvious. “I don’t need to touch you to make you dance to my tune.” She released him from her hold and took a step back, squatting down low to hold the garden gnome-sized Lance in her gaze. “Look at me.”

“I don’t have to,” Lance babbled. “I can resist. I can push the horny away.”

“Look at me,” she repeated. Already, the godlike gravity that she had held over him as a giga-sized goddess was returning; a role that she slid into with suspicious ease. “And shrink.”

“Stop saying that! Of course I get squirmy when you pour sexy words into my ears!” He lost even more of himself, little more than an action figure to the towering seductress.

The edge of her lips curled upwards into a wicked smile. “I don’t need words to dominate you.” She spread her legs, letting her dwindling toy feast his eyes on her tremendous body. He could see every contour, every little detail with exquisite clarity, as if the very light and space contorted themselves to serve her. She traced a finger sensually along her figure, starting at her mouth, and down, down, down; past voluptuous breasts and the hint of their fat, eager nipples, past her slim waist and dramatic hips, down to tease around her plump, dripping cunt...

Down, down, down. Down Lance went, shrinking by degrees. His foot of height became inches; then fractions of an inch and even less. And as he shrank, the magnificent goddess above him grew more lush and towering, utterly dominating the whole of his vision with her provocatively spread thighs...

“This isn’t fair,” he said.

Evie smirked. “Who said it would be?”

* * *
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Being tiny had its advantages. The incredible durability. The sight of pretty girls from below. And the food!

“You know,” Lance said, munching on a shortbread biscuit the size of a dinner plate. “I could get used to this.” He was sitting on Evie’s worktable, cross-legged, watching her tinker with an expensive-looking amulet while occasionally making notes and consulting her spellbook. Gems featured heavily in the sorceress’ array of magical trinkets, and this one was no exception; the amethyst that sat in the center of a golden rhombus seemed to draw him physically towards it every time he looked, as if the purple stone was trying to devour him whole.

Evie gave the barest “mhm” of acknowledgment. But it was an acknowledgment, at least. Not a mean feat, given his current size. He’d been shrunk many times during the last week, often to far more miniscule scales, so being big enough to be measured in inches was something of a blessing.

Lance shrugged and continued crunching through his treat. He’d gotten to explore her private chambers in far more detail than he’d ever thought possible. Her bedroom, her workspace... And, of course, the utterly titanic temple that was her body. Even the thought made him shiver—and lose a sliver of height to the ever-vigilant brand on his chest—but he was getting better at managing himself. At least when it came to the passive threat of shrinking from getting a little too into the sight and the thought of his giantess mistress. When she wanted to shrink him, pinning him under a fingertip and training those big, dark eyes on him, he had no chance. A lick of her tongue across her voluptuous, black-painted lips were enough to reduce him to nothing...

But he was improving. Steering his thoughts, that was the trick. Being a good boy. Perhaps she did have his best interests in mind after all—personal growth, that was the thing. Even if his own personage kept shrinking in the process.

The slam of Evie’s book shutting interrupted Lance’s reverie and sent him tumbling towards the edge of the table from the shock wave. “Ah, crud. I’m late.” She stood up, muttering to herself as she put her things away.

“Need any help?”

“I think I can handle my business on my own, tiny. But since you’re so helpful—I’ll make sure you don’t run out of snacks while I’m gone.” She took the amethyst-embedded amulet by the chain, holding it in one hand and pointing the other at Lance. As its purple energy flared up, he felt the strike of the familiar sense of vertigo.

“Shrink.”

“Well, I enjoyed being ‘tall’ while it lasted,” he said, putting his hands on his hips. He shrank, dwindling beneath her pointed finger. And as he did so, her workbench stretched out before his eyes, tools and books growing distant as the oaken ground beneath his feet became a landscape.

But she wasn’t lying. His half-eaten biscuit grew along with the rest of the world, expanding monstrously, until it rose above him like a crumbly stadium; seeing his teeth marks from this angle was more than a little unnerving.

“Wow. Thanks.”

“Don’t mention it,” Evie said. “Have fun.” And then she left, leaving Lance to gaze longingly at her swaying backside before it disappeared through the door.

The brand on his chest stole another sliver of size.

That should have been the end of it. A feast of shortbread (and maybe a long, well-deserved nap after devouring a biscuit several dozen times his own body weight) before his keeper returned and he could have another attempt at restoration and resisting her charms.

But in Evie’s absence, another gigantic goddess appeared on the scene: Kayla, Evie’s old apprentice and current—if sporadic—assistant, in all her radiant, redheaded glory. She was a tall woman, athletic and sun-kissed, ever an asset during a dungeon-crawl with her upbeat attitude and her sure hand at slinging fireballs. Now, from Lance’s microscopic vantage point, she might as well have been a walking continent; confident, sexy, and feminine in the extreme. Funny how overwhelming size and power imbued even the least assertive woman with those attributes.

Lance had never seen her like that before. In fact, he hadn’t had a chance to so much as talk to her since Evie had first reduced him. Did she even know what had happened? Why he had been nowhere to be found for a whole week?

“Kay!” he cried out, waving his hands. “It’s so good to see you.”

Kayla approached the workbench. But she did not react.

“Kayla!” Lance called again, raising his voice. “Down here!” 

Her gaze swept across the landscape without recognition. She couldn’t hear him, he realized with a sinking feeling, and she couldn’t see him either, not being attuned to the spell that had shrunk him. And was unlikely to gain it at random as she poked at Evie’s scattered arcane implements in a way that made Lance wince in expectation of immediate magical reprisals.

“Such a mess. How does she even keep track of all of this stuff? And leaving her snacks behind, too. Ooh, is that shortbread?” Kayla leaned in over Lance and the biscuit that was his castle, her face taking up the whole sky. He caught a terrifying glimpse of teeth as she seized the half-eaten biscuit and lifted it—and him—rapidly into the air.

“Oh shit—Kayla, you’re not gonna eat that! Kayla, listen to me!” He strained his voice to a heroic degree. The gigantic redhead still didn’t hear.

Her mouth approached, sensual lips parting to reveal a terrifying (yet oddly arousing) view of her teeth and what lay beyond. The heat of her breath was sweltering and her tongue looked soft and enticing—though the darkness behind it was anything but.

Could he run? Could he jump? The piece of biscuit remained gigantic to him—he’d never make it to the edge in time, even sprinting. And yet he had little other choice. Fear drove him, speeding his steps as he cried out in the vain hope that his giant friend would notice.

Kayla bit into the biscuit, her teeth coming down right behind him like a solid wall. The shortbread crumbled and fell, and Lance fell with it, clinging to a buttery boulder for dear life as he tumbled down her past lips, chin, and—after a perilous moment of free fall—into the yawning chasm of her deep, inviting cleavage.

It was a moment that he’d remember for a lifetime. Even if, at that instant, all he could perceive was blind panic.

He kept yelling as went down, tumbling along Kayla’s breast before the incline inevitably drew him into the cleft between them. She was warm, soft, and safe—a shrunken misadventurer could hardly ask for a better welcome. Even so, his heart was in his throat, especially as he was shaken by the steady beat of hers, nothing short of earthshaking at his size. She felt so nice to touch... Too much for the brand on his chest to allow. 

“Oh no,” he cried, shivering bodily. “No-no-no!” But he was already shrinking again—lost in cleavage and squirming for life and sanity as Kayla’s mountainous boobs grew ever more imposing around him.

He wasn’t falling any longer, at least—on account of having dropped deep enough to be wedged bodily into the crevice, stuck between walls of soft, yielding flesh that size of whole countries. Her scent, her heat, her subtle movements and the ever-present rhythm of her heart... He was liable to lose himself entirely to her. And if he didn’t get his horny thoughts under control, he might literally make it happen. But how could he escape from Kayla’s breasts when they grew—from his point of view—faster than he could hope to outrun them?

Up above, the goddess herself remained blissfully ignorant of Lance’s plight. She brushed the crumbs from her chest and went on her merry way. There was the slightest hint of a blush on her cheeks, as if some part of her body recognized Lance and the position that he was in, but it didn’t rise to the level of conscious thought. She carried him into the kitchen and then the living room, leaving Lance with only a faint idea of the outside world from the sounds of her humming and momentary giggling, interposed with the occasional clatter of cutlery or glassware.

He might very well have been stuck forever, if not for the return of a familiar voice:

“Kayla.”

“Oh, hi Evie! Are you well? Do you want some cookies?”

“You have something of mine.”

A sudden sense of swift movement told Lance that Kayla had stood up.

“Of yours? I don’t understand.”

“You will.”

Something shoved against Lance’s mammary prison. The force was hard, but the mass was anything but—and his cheeks only burned all the brighter when he made the connection that Evie was pressing her own prodigious chest to Kayla’s own.

“Oh. Very intimate today, aren’t we?” Kayla paused. “Do... do you have something you want to share with me?” 

“In a manner of speaking.” Lance didn’t have to see to know that she was smirking. And now daylight flooded in from above, as Evie parted Kayla’s tits and released him from their tender embrace.

His brand flared. It was his luck that he hardly had any size left to give as Evie levitated his diminutive body up into the air. He hung there, a speck of a man, between his two friends—now divinities on an almost cosmic scale, the kind of women he might picture as ruling over whole planets...

“Hello, speck. I just can’t leave you alone, can I?”

“I didn’t do anything,” he said, squirming.

“Who’re you talking to?” Kayla frowned. Then Evie touched her brow and her eyes refocused. “Oooh. Lance! You are so puny! How did that happen?”

“Questionable choices,” Evie said, her low, beguiling voice vibrating Lance with its timbre.

“What? No, she did it!” He protested.

“Gosh,” Kayla said, not taking her eyes off the speck-sized boy, “You’re so cute!”

“Right?” Evie replied. “You could just eat him up.” She leaned closer, her vast, voluptuous mouth drawing near.

“I don’t like where this is going,” Lance said. “Both of you, snap out of it! I’m a dashing rogue, not a snack!”

But Kayla was already approaching, her lips parting with scarcely hidden desire. “So tasty-looking...”

Evie got there first, enveloping Lance in a country-sized kiss; warm, wet, and utterly irresistible. He couldn’t muster so much as a complaint, let alone the will to control his own body; it all gave away, arms and legs losing every ounce of strength as she took him into her mouth. And then came Kayla, joining in, sharing Lance and teasing him with her tongue. They kissed for an eternity, with Lance as their willing, moaning toy, left to shiver and gasp for as long as they pleased—completely at the mercy of the goddesses and their mutual lust. And Evie and Kayla had no end of that...

* * *
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The cycle continued. Lance shrank, grew back, and shrank again. And with every round of draining off his size and power, Evie changed: As her body grew, so did her appetite.

She had told him plainly that she was able to extract a little extra juice every time she drained and restored him. After a few weeks, that extra was stacking up. There was no hiding how big and sexy she was growing, rising taller, thicker, and beefier all at once. ‘Amazonian’ didn’t cover it. Evie had always been a back-liner, fighting through her magical prowess, but now her mere presence (and her exquisite muscle tone) cast a shadow across the whole field of battle. There couldn’t be a shred of doubt that she could wrestle a gorilla to the ground without breaking a sweat. And her evolution wasn’t merely in raw strength. She grew faster, smarter, just better all around. Which included her figure, amplifying her already infamous ass into something beyond the reach of mere mortals. A decidedly dangerous prospect given that she was now so tall that, after Lance’s latest unshrinking, he turned himself around only to come face to face with her navel.

No wonder she refused to let him go.

“Can we at least talk about this? Could you leave me at regular size, like, half the time? One week off, one week on?”

“No,” Evie decided, pushing the miniature man back into her cleavage with the tip of a finger that was about the size of his head (and gaining, as he shrank from the ever-erotic closeness to her body). Her other hand was busy between her legs, leaving the giantess breathy and flushed.

“Three days a week? Two? One? C’mon, give me something to work with!”

She pushed him down again. Her heaving breasts went from houses to hills, her nipples hard and sensitive. When Lance resurfaced for the third time, she placed him upon one of them, sighing with satisfaction at the feel of his tiny body on her skin.

“Yes, they’re very pretty and very big, but I’ve only got two hands and a mouth and there’s only so much I can do when you shrink me to the size of a dust particle!” 

“You’ll manage. You always do.” She was smiling, up there past her mountainous tits. Her standoffish exterior had been thawing of late, giving into the pleasure and the excesses of her growing body, and though she still dominated him, she saw little reason to hide her own enjoyment of it. And she was ravenous, insatiable; he hardly spent a moment of his waking hours away from her body, be it as a passenger in her panties, her bra, or the little crystal cage she had fashioned out of a necklace for him. Fitting, really, since he had become an amulet for her; a source of power, like so many others in her repertoire of magical items. One that offered her far more entertainment as it charged her up...

“Fucking hell...” Lance blanched, watching her nipple grow before him. From hill to mountain, from mountain to country. She was his whole world, his whole planet. A part of him wondered if she meant to drain him until she actually became that big and shuddered in fear. Another part of him hoped it would come true.

The brand on his chest flared.

“Evie, please. Let’s talk. I can’t be your shrunken toy forever!”

The giantess squeezed her breast, touching her continent-sized finger to the precious speck on her tit. “Can’t you?” she asked, overloading his senses with her warmth, her softness, and the sweet scent of her skin. “I think you can. Even better, I think you want to. Don’t be shy. Give yourself to your goddess.”

He shrank.

* * *
[image: ]




Lance awoke in the dead of night. 

He bolted upright, heart pounding in his chest from his fast-fading nightmare. He sat there, still, staring into the darkened room. He was in his own bed, in his own body; no mere speck to be dwarfed by the landscape of Evie’s irresistible curves.

It didn’t feel real. And the sense of unreality was only strengthened by the half-light of his room, the pale moon casting an iota of illumination through the blinds and turning even the familiar shapes of his furniture into shadowy, formless creatures; a world of possibility and of danger; a reflection of the world that Evie had spun for him with her erotic magic and her daunting size.

He could hardly remember the last time he had gone to sleep in his own bed. Being able to traverse the Tower on his own two feet, to cook his own meals and handle his own affairs. It was a thing to be savored. Even now, he felt the ambivalence bifurcate his soul; his unspoken desire to be dominated and to be shrunk, to be the willing plaything of his goddess, versus his instinct to struggle, to fight, and to assert his rights as an independent being. It all seemed like a bad dream, as he sat there in the calming stillness of the night, alone with his thoughts. Or a very good one...

His fingers traced across his chest. A sudden doubt seized him: The brand! Was it still there? Was it really just his imagination? He couldn’t feel it tingling over his heart, listening for his horny impulses. Was it gone? Had it ever been there in the first place?

He was fumbling for the lamp when Evie appeared. She arrived like a flash of lightning; one moment he was alone; the next, she stood at the foot of the bed. Towering above him. She wore her revealing bodysuit, her pale skin lit by the moon as her garment melded with the darkness of the shadows; both aspects made Lance shudder with pre-emptive submission. She was exactly as big, as curvy, and as wonderful as he had dreamt her to be; and now she was here, as tangible as the blood rushing through his veins. 

“Lance...” Even her voice made him shiver; rich, dark, and seductive. She could drive him to the heights of carnal pleasure with nothing but her words. And she could bind his will just as easily.

“Y-yes?” He didn’t know what he was supposed to say. Normally, he didn’t get a choice in the matter—Evie took what she wanted (and he liked it that way—even (or especially?) when it meant having his face ridden by an ass big enough to flatten the city)). But now she was looking at him with an unfamiliar intensity. There was a soft, purple glow in her eyes, lighting the darkness.

“It’s time. The reward for your devotion.” She mounted the bed, crawling forward. The sight of her hips swaying from side to side made Lance’s heart skip a beat—and for a moment he thought he might actually drop dead when she flattened her front between his legs and let her fat, gorgeous ass sway enticingly from side to side without ever taking her eyes off him. In the darkness, it seemed to grow thicker and rounder with every motion...

He stiffened, naturally. So did his cock.

Evie didn’t hesitate. “The reward for your loyal worship,” she said, crawling forward, until her warm breath caressed his naked erection and her lips wrapped around it. “The time to help your goddess ascend.”

Lance gasped sharply. Her mouth was warm and wet, and it overwhelmed him in an instant. And his cock was no better at holding back; hard, throbbing, and eager to serve. It pleased Evie, judging by the sultry sounds she made as she sucked him off, the play of her tongue along his length rendering him liable to explode at any moment...

It felt too intense to be a dream. And that thought only made Lance more fearful—and more aroused—at what came next.

It wasn’t a trick of the shadows. Evie’s ass really was growing—as was the rest of her. With every slow, luxurious suck on his cock, every teasing touch and drawn-out moan, she grew bigger by degrees; inching out across his bed, bigger and thicker and bigger again. Her hips raised high, they naturally drew his attention—to their provocative heft, to the heart-shaped curve of her booty, and to the thin strip of black fabric trying so hard to protect her modesty (and only adding to her allure as it disappeared between her cheeks).

“Mmh. Good. You taste good, little speck. Your hopes and fears...” The glow in her eyes grew stronger—but alas, it was perhaps the one part of her evolution that Lance could pay the least attention to. Not when her lips smothered his lap, devouring his manhood in sweltering softness; not when her hands grew to encircle his thighs, holding him tight; and not when her body grew too vast for the bed to handle, creaking and groaning and finally collapsing under the weight. Even that didn’t break the rhythm of her mouth or the wiggling of her hips that kept Lance under her spell. Especially as she kept getting curvier and curvier...

“R-Evie...”

“Give it to me,” she growled. “Make me grow.”

Who was he to refuse?

Evie’s eyes flashed. “Yes,” she moaned, feeding off his orgasm. “That’s it. Good boy.” She swelled in all directions at once, pinning him firmly in place as she imbibed his essence and turned it into more Evie than he had dared imagine. Gone was any semblance of normality—or, indeed, furniture, as Evie turned herself into the centerpiece of the room, the only thing that it could hope to hold—and that not for long. She was on her knees, bent low, and still she touched every wall of the room at once; thick thighs brushing the sides, her soles against the back and her hands against the front; already, the ceiling was collapsing against the pressure of her ass, and the floor made worrying noises as the weight of her knees, elbows, and visibly expanding tits bore down on it. Lance was left pinned against her face—larger than his whole body—with her lips remaining firmly held against his cock.

“H-holy shit.” Lance barely dared breathe. And his uncontrollable shivering only grew worse when the giantess shook his whole body with her sonorous command:

“More.”

More? She couldn’t be serious, could she? They had been playing around, doing some wild stuff, but this was serious—she was going to cause real structural damage if she got any larger, grow right out of the building, cause chaos and—she didn’t really want to do that, did she? Lance swallowed. Did he want her to?

Her huge, purple eyes locked him in their gaze. She wasn’t going to repeat herself. And she didn’t need to. Lance went stiff all over—including where it mattered most.

Evie sighed softly and resumed giving him oral. He didn’t understand how; how her tongue was so deft, how her lips so soft and welcoming, and how she knew right where to lick him to drive him crazy, despite their vast size differences. She was literally several times taller than him—and as the cock-worshipping ritual resumed, her ascension accelerated sharply.

“Evie!” he called again, lost in pleasure and madness as her velvet lips encompassed him. Behind him, there was the sound of destruction, a cacophony of twisting timber and crumbling bricks. But the palm of her hand quickly replaced his bed, holding him in place and shielding him from the danger and indeed, the knowledge of what went on outside. All he could see, hear, and feel was her; rising over him like the goddess that he knew she was always meant to be; growing by dozens of feet in every direction with every little lick and suckle on his cock. Already, he feared what he might make her once he actually came... And with that fear—and expectation—came only more Evie, growing faster, bigger, before she even had the taste of his precum.

“Mmh...” 

Her voice shook not only Lance, but the very earth, as dark and irresistible as night itself. Her face lifted, briefly, and gave him a hint of what he’d helped create. He was held in the air, several hundred feet above the ground. Above, he could see a halo of stars around her head, the pale moon illuminating her half-naked body. And there she sat, kneeling in the ruins of the Tower, her gigantic figure looming over the surrounding city like an idol, a temple to her ruinous feminine power.

She was magnificent.

How could he resist? How could he refuse to pay her tribute, to give her the ultimate compliment that his tiny body could muster?

“Not so fast,” she said, her dark lips twisting in a smirk. “You cum in my mouth, and my mouth only.”

There was only a brief moment of hesitation, of blind panic at what she would become. Then her shadow fell across him once more and he accepted his fate, twitching weakly against the caress of her warm, waiting tongue.

Evie rumbled lustfully... And grew. Bigger than the city. Bigger than the country. Bigger than the planet—straddling it between her long legs, ending civilization as we knew it with the force of her fat ass and heralding the dawn of a new age. The Age of Evie, the undisputed ruler of anything she deigned to lay her eyes (or butt) upon.

She looked down at the beyond miniscule worshipper on the tip of her finger. “For your sake,” she said, licking her lips, “I hope you’re ready for round three...”

* * *
[image: ]




“Well? Don’t leave me hanging, how big did she get?” Kayla leaned forward in earnest interest as the Lance recounted his story.

“I don’t remember. Real fucking big, okay? It gets hard to tell at those sizes.”

“And yet you were dreaming about her getting even bigger. I would never have guessed that you had such a giantess kink.”

“Shush. Evie’s been conditioning me. No wonder I start having dreams about it.” Lance’s cheeks flushed bright red. At least he had the option of turning his face away. It wasn’t often he had a regular face to face conversation these days, even with Kayla. The last time he ran into her, the heel of her shoe had towered above him like a ten-story story building. Now they were even—both shrunk to the size of a doll and stuck in a mason jar on a shelf in Evie’s workshop.

“Why did she decide to take your size, anyhow?” Lance asked. “Did you piss her off or something?” 

“Evie’s appetite is difficult to sate. She needed more than what you can provide.” Kayla shrugged. “I don’t mind helping her out. She’s looking more radiant by the day.”

“You’re telling me...” Lance glanced out through the glass as, at that moment, their mistress entered. She had to stoop low under the doorframe to fit—and the glare she aimed at the offending piece of wall half made Lance believe that, one of the days, it would move itself out of the way rather than inconveniencing the nascent goddess. He realized that Kayla was giving her a dreamy look—and that his own wasn’t miles apart from it.

“This isn’t sustainable, Kay. We have to do something, or she’ll actually turn into the monster from my dream.”

“Is that such a bad thing? To make her so big and so pretty?”

“Yes, it is! The world can’t handle a booty that big! Nobody can!”

“Speak for yourself.” Kayla smiled. “Besides, you’re the one having dreams about her. Aren’t you the one manifesting the whole thing?”

“I’m literally cursed!” He pulled his shirt open, showing the black brand on his chest. “I can’t help it until that damn spell is lifted. I need to get to Evie’s spellbook and remove it. And I need your help to do it. Or do you want to be tiny for the rest of your life?”

“It has its ups and downs. And it’s only temporary. Though I suppose Evie does seem just a little more megalomaniacal these days...”

“Of course she does, she’s literally ten feet tall and built like a brick house. And us being like ants at her feet is only going to strengthen her delusions. We have to stop it!”

“Alright. Say that I agree with you. How do we do that?”

“We have to turn the tables on her somehow.” Lance pressed her face against the glass, watching Evie work on her amulets. “And I have an idea...”

* * *
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Being big felt great. Evie was powerful; in control; better in every way than she had been before. In a sense, her physical aggrandizement was only a manifestation of the changes inside her, of the sense of clarity and superhuman potency that flowed through her very being. And, of course, it made her sexy as fuck; no matter how coldly or casually she played it, she was only too aware of how her mere presence turned on her friends—hell, turned on herself—and she would not have traded it away for anything.

A part of her had always craved this; sensual, erotic power. Another part of her was surprised how well she took to it. And another part still peered into Lance’s fantasies and liked what she found...

But there were, for the moment, still drawbacks to being a giantess. Her home was not built to service a woman of prodigious size; doorways, furniture, even her king-sized bed struggled to accommodate her. And it only grew worse when she considered her spellbooks, her magical tools, and her carefully constructed ritual circles. In that regard, living out her power fantasies through shrinking her playmates was still far more convenient.

So it was Evie resorted to depositing her precious size in the very same amulet that she used to manipulate the stature of others; shrinking herself back to normal the better to continue her work rather than attempting to upscale every one of her occult items. It was nowhere near as satisfying as looming over her surroundings—but being able to work without feeling like her tools were the size of toothpicks far outweighed it.

She had just finished prying an erratically pulsing jewel free from an evil-looking puzzle box when a sound interrupted her research: 

The crash of glass breaking upon her workbench.

* * *
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“We’ve got her now!” Lance said, emerging from the broken jar like a toy soldier from the trenches.

“Lance, stop! We need a plan!” Kayla cried.

“The plan is simple. We grab her size magic amulet and turn it against her. Go!”

At the other end of the table, Evie rose like a tower. Even reduced to normal, she was still close to ten times the size of her 6-inch interlopers, and she couldn’t help but smirk as Lance advanced down the length of the tabletop.

“Found your fighting spirit, have you? Intriguing. Maybe I’ve gone too easy on you so far...”

“You’ve kept me under your thumb for long enough, Evie. It ends now!”

“And here I thought you adored hand-play. Or were you faking all this time?” Evie leaned forward, looming over Lance. “You don’t have to answer. There’s no hiding your lust from my magic.”

“There’s more to life than being horny—I can’t believe that I have to be the one to tell you. And I want the rest of it back.”

“Look at that. Personal growth. Congratulations.” She smiled crookedly. “Too bad that I seem to have learnt from you in the process, hm? And that there’s nothing metaphorical about my personal growth...”

Lance eyed the size-altering gem further down the table. “We’ll see about that!” He broke into a sprint. He was small, but he was fast—and she didn’t have her weapon of choice ready for him.

“I don’t think so.” Evie’s hand crashed down in front of him, a solid wall. But not so insurmountable that he couldn’t jump it.

“I do!” he quipped, vaulting ahead.

Evie cursed, grabbing at him. 

Again, he evaded, flinging himself towards the golden chain of the amulet with both hands stretched out ahead of him... When he stopped mid-air, held aloft by an unyielding telekinetic force, a micron away from seizing the magical item.

“I have been remiss in my duties,” Evie said, as ominous as approaching thunder. “You require more punishment. It was my mistake to let your face have a break from being my ever-dwindling seat cushion. But we can rectify that.”

“Kayla,” Lance cried, “this would be a great moment to spring into action!”

But Kayla was nowhere to be seen. Her only sign of life was the occasional shifting of glass shards from behind the lid of the fallen jar.

Evie smirked. “A far better strategy if you ask me. Unless you want to be punished, of course. Who knows, I might even let you keep that rebellious streak—it does make the game of cat and mouse more amusing. Although there’s no possible animal small enough to describe the kind of size I’m going to drain you down to, little speck. Except maybe a tardigrade...”

She held him in one fist, looking down at her little toy with all the bone-chilling and toe-curling splendor that her position afforded her. But Lance wasn’t submitting. Not this time.

Or at least, not how she was expecting him to.

“Oh yes!” he cried, “Shrink me! Smother me! Get so fucking huge I can’t see or hear or taste anything but you and your fat butt!”

The sorceress frowned. “What’s this about?”

Lance was unperturbed. He rubbed himself against her fingers, encouraging his growing erection as he filled his head with thoughts of Evie’s erotic enormity.

The brand on his chest flashed. And he shrank; right out of her grip.

“Got’cha!” Lance cried, leaping out between Evie’s fingers like a louse, intent on taking down the towering titan. Her face grew to fill his vision, taking up more space by the moment, but that only made him faster and more slippery; like a mosquito, weaving around Evie’s hands as he drove her crazy.

“Stop that!” Evie demanded, her imperious tone faltering as she was reduced to swatting at her own face in surprise. “This is undignified for the both of us!”

“Oh, I don’t know, I could think of more degrading things that you’ve done to me just this week!” Lance perched on her nose, making a rude gesture, before he leapt away just as Evie tried to flatten him.

“I can do worse, I promise you. Since you love my butt so much—let’s see how you feel about being stuck up my asshole for a few days. Just as soon as I catch you...”

Lance jumped from place to place, keeping himself in motion. She couldn’t use her telekinesis on him if she didn’t know where he was—and her magical awareness would be too weak without the amulet, he hoped. But he couldn’t keep to her face forever; not without her getting wise to his tricks. So, he made his leap of faith and dropped into the abyss—aiming for her twin mountains of her prominently outlined breasts. Tumbling, he grabbed at the fabric, just about stopping his fall before he slid across the edge of her nipple. He was almost small enough that he could worm his way into her top, slipping between the threads of the fabric—but as soon as he tried, making contact with the warm, sensitive mound on the other side, there was a booming “Aha!” from high above.

The telekinetic vise returned, and Lance was unceremoniously yanked out from his hiding place.

“There you are,” Evie said as she floated him up in front of eyes. Her expression was as dark and inescapable as a black hole. “Did you really think that was going to work?”

“Wasn’t sure, honestly,” he said, grinning sheepishly. “But I’m glad it did!”

“Hm?” Evie frowned. “What—”

There was a sudden shower of magical energy. Lance shot up to his full size, dropping free of Evie’s grip—courtesy of Kayla, also restored, now sitting on the edge of the workbench with the amulet in her hand.

“Oh, so that’s how it works,” she said. “Interesting!”

* * *
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Evie’s glare could cut through glass. She stood still as stone, arms crossed, as she regarded her restored tinies.

“Yeah, not so fun when the shoe’s on the other foot, is it?” Lance gave her a toothy grin, hamming it up for the occasion. If a man wasn’t allowed to gloat after taking down a goddess, when could he? Even if her gaze remained too sharp and piercing to take his victory lap in complete ease.

“You won’t get any pleading out of me,” Evie said. “I’m not going to give you the satisfaction.”

“That’s fine—I’ll settle for shrinking you. We’ll see if your tune changes once we become gods in your eyes, hm? Maybe I’ll even let you have a trip down my underwear for once, turn the tables.”

“Try me. I bite.”

Lance ignored her. “How small should we make her, Kayla? Cut her down to size—to something really cute, right? You like cute things.”

“I do!” Kayla nodded. “And small things are very cute.”

“Right. Doll-sized? It could be fun to let her run around at knee-height, but that’s not nearly demeaning enough. She’s kept me smaller than a grain of sand; this really needs to taste like payback. Oh, and make sure we can still perceive her—the amulet does that, right? I wouldn’t want to actually lose her somewhere, so let’s try it out and see—”

“I’ve had enough of this,” Evie interrupted. “Kayla. Shrink the little rebel down to something more fitting.”

“Of course, Evie!”

Lance had just enough time to process the feeling of whiplash as his brain teed up a cocky remark to Evie before Kayla pulled the rug beneath his feet. “What?” he mumbled, turning towards the redhead, just as the flash of magic shot out at him from the amulet in her hand. A moment later, when the well-known sense of vertigo settled, he was left no taller than the women’s chests, with all the excuses in the world to stare at their amazing racks and no time in the world to do so. 

“Kayla, what in the blazes are you doing!?” Lance demanded.

Evie clicked her tongue. “Not nearly enough.”

“Sorry, I’m still getting used to this thing. Let me try again,” Kayla said. She pointed, and...

Lance tackled Kayla. But not nearly fast enough. He had lost half his height by the time of impact and seven eights of his mass. All he managed was to cause Kayla to blush fiercely as his face slammed into her crotch. 

“Lance!” she squealed, “That’s very forward of you, don’t you think?”

“Boys are like that.” Evie appeared behind Lance, blocking his egress. “Pussy drives them wild. No self-control.” She drove her hips against him even as she spoke the words, openly grinding her cunt against the back of his head.

“Better make him smaller, then. Keep him under control.” Kayla giggled, her voice betraying an undercurrent of giddiness, like she was doing something naughtier than she was supposed to.

It was almost too much to bear.

“Kayla, you back-stabbing bitch! When did you switch sides? Why’re you helping her?”

“Sorry, Lance. You’re just so much cuter when you’re small.” Kayla gave an almost—but not quite—apologetic smile. It did Lance little good, pinned in pussy as he was.

“And getting smaller still. Especially after a comment like that.” Evie took the amulet and a moment later Lance began dwindling once again. “Smaller. Tinier. Microscopic.” The two women rose above him like mighty trees, their perfect thighs and long, sexy legs stretching tall—but only until her telekinetic grip picked him up again to keep him fixed securely between their cunts, even as he fought and kicked the empty air. Kayla lifted her skirt, allowing Lance to feel the overwhelming heat and heady scent of her sex radiating over him, held back only by her thin, lacy underwear—and as the burgeoning giantesses exchanged knowing glances, not even that. 

“Whatever Evie promised you, you know she’s lying! I can’t believe you’d fall for something like that—you’ve seen how ravenous she is!” Lance kept up his righteous indignation, even as she shrank to the size of a thimble—and Evie and Kayla pulled their underwear aside, sharing him between their naked slits as they relocated to a more comfortable position in a pile of cushions.

“Evie is very pretty. Why wouldn’t I want more of her?” Kayla’s voice was beatific, blissfully content. “And you do feel so very good squirming down there...”

“Even a goddess can want an equal partner,” Evie said. “Even if only for a brief spell. You two both make excellent playmates and worshippers, in the different ends of the spectrum that you occupy. I don’t know why you think I’d need to trick Kayla to agree to that. You’re far better served as a speck beneath the both of us. But I will give you one thing. I am ravenous.”

The force of Evie’s spell drove the air out of Lance’s lungs. He gasped, watching and feeling the world—which increasingly consisted of nothing but Evie and Kayla’s huge, wet pussies—stretch before his eyes, expanding uncontrollably in all directions. And yet they wouldn’t let him escape; always pushing closer, tighter, using him as the tiniest, squirmiest toy as they scissored around him.

The brand on his chest burned, pulsing with such power that he could barely think. This was what he wanted; to drown in his mistresses as they feasted on his soul. Even now, he could sense Evie leaning forward, pulling Kayla into a kiss as she shared the spoils from the amulet, letting them both grow taller and sexier as he disappeared into the cleft between their pussies. 

Evie’s clit rose before him like a temple, big and throbbing. She almost suffocated him by her presence alone, her heat and scent and sweat overpowering his puny body in every where. At Lance’s size, Evie being wet wasn’t just hot—it was an active threat to his survival.

And yet he only wanted more. There was no fight left in him; only whole-hearted acceptance, submission, and an unquenchable desire to see his mistresses ascend. He climbed onto Evie’s clit, worshipping her in earnest. Lust, devotion, it all came out to the same thing: the utter loss of control, the feeling of losing himself completely to Evie’s will and her irresistible body. His thoughts washed away in a sea of arousal and pussy juice; there was no I, only Her, and as he kissed her clit, her cunt grew to become his whole cosmology, with Evie and Kayla’s pleasure buttons the size of entire planets orbiting his pathetic speck of a body, drenched and scorched by the heat of their desire. A whole universe intent on dominating him for their own pleasure and—with his final submission—for his.

“Shrink,” Evie command him, and he obeyed. “Shrink. Shrink. Shrink.”

* * *
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Lance shifted restlessly in his sleep. Evie and Kayla stood beside his bed, watching in silence.

“No... no, you’re too big,” he mumbled, thrashing at a phantom from his dream as he turned over. A dark corona of Evie’s tell-tale magic shone from his head. “Too big. I can’t...”

Kayla frowned. After a few minutes, she broke the silence. “Isn’t this a little bit too mean,  Evie?”

Between them, Lance groaned again. “S-smothering... So much...”

Evie cast her gaze over him: his face, flushed and sweaty, and down the length of his body, half mummified by the duvet from his tossing and turning. And at the tell-tale tent of his twitching erection, harder than diamond.

“No,” she said, smiling slyly. “He likes it.” 

The boy continued tossing and turning, moaning in his sleep. “T-too big...”

“Or not big enough?” Evie lowered herself, whispering directly into Lance’s ear. “Think of me growing as big and sexy as you want. There’s no limits to what I can do and what I can become. Bigger, sweeter, crueler—your perfect, domineering goddess.” Her words were breathy and sensual, pouring over him like honey. The effect on his libido was immediate—and Evie let none of it go unsavored, wrapping her hand around Lance’s cock as he swelled at her urging. “Let your inhibitions go. Lose yourself in me.

“And shrink.”
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The sorceress drew an arcane sigil in the air, its glowing lines as straight and still as if etched on stone. She cast the spell, then, the symbol folding itself into an arrow that shot itself straight into Lance’s heart. He flinched, grasping himself, but the ethereal projectile was already gone, leaving only a trace of fear and a dizzying sensation as the magic took hold inside him.

“Trying to intimidate me? You’re right, I did expect more of you,” he said, shaking off the illusion.

“Good. You ought to. Sit, please.” Evie snapped her finger, and a chair flew across the room, scooping Lance up before he could protest. “Now, let me make this clear. Everything that is about to happen is your own fault. Only the truth—and my good will—will set you free. I’m going to ask you again: What did you take from my tower?”

Lance squinted at her, struggling to read her face. What kind of interrogation was this going to be? She was smiling, now, albeit crookedly, clearly enjoying herself. But studying the sensual sorceress for too long presented the danger of falling prey to her supernaturally attractive looks, and so he forced himself to look away, staring intently at a bubbling cauldron behind her as he answered her question:

“I took an amulet for my collection. I meant to take more, but you interrupted me before I could search through the library.”

Immediately, he was struck by a fit of disorientation. The proportions of the room shifted and bent around him, and for a moment, his chair was the only stationary object in the whole world. Then the feeling passed, leaving him sweaty and shaken.

Evie’s smile widened. “That is not the right answer.” She placed himself directly in front of him, forcing the thief to crane his neck to meet her gaze. It also placed her big, perky breasts straight in his field of vision, providing a fresh angle of distraction. Had she made them bigger than before? Lance wouldn’t put it past her, trying his hardest not to blush as the lilac-skinned lady presented herself so openly for his viewing pleasure.

“It is, alas, the answer I have for you.”

Again, the overwhelming spell of dizziness. Again, the world stretched, moving away from him without any semblance of real motion. And again, he found Evie looking down at him, the amusement plain on her face. She was even bigger now, her barely contained bust hanging over his head, primed to smother him if she leaned forward.

“What kind of game is this? What are you doing to me?” Lance demanded. “I have friends in high places! I swear by Flux, once they find out...”

That’s when Lance realized that his feet were no longer touching the ground. They couldn’t reach all the way down from the seat of his chair. “W-what?” he cried, realization dawning, as Evie straddled the shrinking man’s lap.

“You took something of mine,” she said. “So I’ll take something of yours. Your height. Don’t worry, I’ll put it to far better use.”

Lance made to protest, but her body had already swallowed him up, his face pinned between her enormous breasts while her bare thighs closed around his hips, already twice the width of his own.

“There,” she purred, her voice reverberating through his whole body. “Take a moment to meditate on your actions. The choices that led you here. The choices you have yet to make. If you’re not feeling too distracted.” 

He squirmed in vain, overwhelmed by Evie’s heat, her softness, and her scent. She seemed a whole world of seductive allure, more woman than he could ever hope to handle and yet so desperately wanted. He was entirely at her mercy, stuck beneath the titaness until she deigned to lift her heart-shaped bottom from his lap—and given the way she was gyrating and grinding herself on him, that wouldn’t happen any time soon.

So this was how she intended to get the answers out of him without breaking Haven’s sacred taboos: By vulgar seduction and the threat of leaving him a halfling. Well, she had another thing coming if she thought that she could break ‘Lucky’ Lance Finch, thief of a hundred hearts, so easily.

“Well?” Evie said, offering Lance a breath of air as she grinned down at him. There was just the hint of a flush on her lilac cheeks. “Are you ready to give up your secrets?”

“I’ve given you all that I intend to. Do your worst.” He gave her a defiant look, the kind of steely-eyed gaze that had seen him through many a showdown. The effect was, admittedly, rather diminished from beneath a woman more than twice his size, his head set to drown in heavy curves the moment Evie leaned forward once more. Which, of course, she did immediately.

“I was hoping you’d say that,” she said, smirking like a cat, as she wrapped her arms around the backrest and plunged him into her smothering darkness. Like clockwork, the threads of her spell wrapped around him once more, shrinking Lance smaller and smaller in dizzying pulses.

Oh, fuck. Lance tried his hardest to keep his composure, but it was all he could do to hold on as she made his head spin with her magic and her tantalizing presence, dominating his senses without a shred of effort. As he shrank, he found that he could no longer reach around her waist, his hands grabbing in vain as the size differential forced them apart. The seat of the chair rose behind him, keeping him pinned in place, as his face moved smoothly through the deep embrace of her cleavage and further down, until he was level with her navel. And as he dwindled, her luscious hips and thighs only grew more monumental in comparison, until the tip of his feet only barely peeked out between her big, shapely ass-cheeks.

He was, in other words, in huge trouble.

“Mh... Haven’t had such a reckless plaything for a while. Nobody is stupid enough to mouth off to me like that anymore.” Evie chuckled, pressing herself in tight to make the thief feel her voice and her laughter rumbling through his bones like an earthquake.

“You’re just making my job easier. At this size, I can get in and out anywhere without being seen. I’ll become the most famous thief in history,” Lance said, focusing on his bravado to avoid thinking about how hot and wet the gigantic sorceress’ loins felt against him, the thin, elastic fabric of her leotard pulled tight to outline her juicy pussy in detail.

“Really now? What locks do you plan to penetrate? What cracks might you slip through?” Evie laughed, humping him without a trace of shame. “You might not fit through a keyhole yet, little thief, but you’ll get there if you don’t tell me the truth.”

“None of your damn business,” Lance snapped, trying to squirm out of the way—but, of course, there was nowhere to go; Evie’s thick thighs and fat ass were becoming all he could see and touch. The only way out would be to phase through the back of the chair, and though he was slippery, Lance hadn’t quite graduated to that level of sneaking. Even if he had had such a charm handy, he couldn’t cast it in his present state: he was too distracted, too enthralled, even without the spells of dizziness that accompanied his shrinking. The magical tingling rushed through him once more, punishing his defiance by making him smaller beneath the gorgeous sorceress and spurred on his instinctive reaction to free himself.

Part of his panic, he realized, was due to the simple fact that he wanted her like nothing else. She knew that, and he knew that she knew; but still Lance refused to give her the satisfaction of making it plain. And so he tried to hold on, pretending he wasn’t hard as a rock, pretending his heart was still and expression was plain. Even that was futile: Evie couldn’t actually see him, wedged under her pussy; and yet that impossibility did nothing to assuage the feeling that her eyes were on him at all times, watching his efforts with a raised eyebrow and a maddening smirk as she used him for her pleasure; her toy, effortlessly dominated.

Lance passed below her navel, shrinking further. There was nothing but her hips now, nothing to reach around; only curving walls of warm, delectable thighs and the provocatively clothed triangle between her legs. The heat was unbearable. And as his face neared her pubic mound, the intoxicating scent of her sex filled his nose and made his world—and his cock—tremble.

“What’s that I sense? Are you ready to submit?” Evie laughed, her voice booming in his ears. “Such a strong-willed soul. Uncommonly so for a burglar. Makes this whole matter all the more enjoyable. Perhaps you truly are as good as you claim. Or perhaps...”

She shifted in place, leaning back in order to cast her awesome gaze on him, freezing Lance in place as her dark eyes, shining with amusement, pierced his soul.

“...Perhaps you’re simply too turned on to stop.”

Lance reeled. It was as if his heart had stopped, his body gone numb; he was longer himself, but a spirit, watching himself squirm with denied pleasure under this mountain of a woman. At the sight of her face, he truly realized how small he had shrunk; mere inches tall, small enough to fit in the palm of her hand—or in her underwear, he thought automatically, immediately cursing himself. He had snuck into her tower, but now Evie become like a tower onto herself, nearly 200 feet tall by comparison; overwhelming, erotic, and utterly in control.

“No...” he started to say, before he realized his mistake and grit his teeth. “No, I refuse. I won’t answer that.”

“Too late,” Evie laughed, licking her lips as she rolled her hips onto Lance once more. “Shrink for me, little thief. Have no fear—I treat my guests as well as they deserve.” At that, she reached down and pulled the crotch of her outfit aside, exposing her big, wet cunt to the tiny man between her legs.

“You can’t be serious,” Lance said, his voice wavering between hope and horror. Her sopping sex seemed to him a path to paradise and to his doom, his sense of arousal battling the natural trepidation of staring down something that big, like the awe and fear one might feel at the precipice of a steep cliff. Though in this case, the mountain was threatening to climb him, not the other way around...

“Deadly serious. You’ll give me what I want. The only question is how pathetically small you’ll shrink before that point. It’s your choice, little thiefling. Though, at this rate,” she said, pinning him between her plump pussy lips, “I have to wonder how small you’ll get before I can’t feel you any more. Lucky for you, I’m always eager to experiment.”

# # #
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