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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
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