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Graham's hobbies were as ordinary as they get for a guy. Watching and playing sports, going to the pub with friends, listening to music... but his girlfriend Olga more than made up for his lack of creativity.

He was used to walking on her stitching and sewing clothes, dyeing her hair into every color of the rainbow, and tirelessly looking for cheap props online. At first, he was indifferent to the hobby, but as soon as he saw the girl trying on the admittedly sexy costumes she meticulously crafted, he decided it was not so bad.

Besides, Olga soon started involving him, taking him to conventions and sometimes even making his outfits so they could cosplay as a couple.

That morning, Olga was working on a white lace corset that caught Graham’s indiscreet gaze. He couldn’t help but lick his lips at the thought of the girl trying on the alluring item.

“W-Which character are you working on, this time?” he asked, walking beside her and eyeing her messy desk.

Olga was focused on her stitching and did not look away from her hands. “Laminia the sorceress!” she replied.

“Who?” he asked.

Olga rolled her eyes. “Come on, Ham... We played that game together! Don’t you remember Blade of Flame IV?”

“Blade of Flame?” Graham asked. “Wait, now I remember. But... the sorceress is the villain in that game!”

Olga smiled mischievously. “Exactly...” she said. “But she’s also the most popular character!”

Graham bent down toward the desk, lifting the laptop lid to refresh his memory. And as the image search results popped up, the young man took on a sarcastic smile. From the slit in the skirt that showed a generous amount of legs to the well-developed chest, the evil sorceress Laminia was as sensual as she was wicked.

“I can see why she’s so popular. But the good news is that you have exactly the right proportions for her.”

Olga pouted. “Stupid... She’s not popular because of her body, Ham! She’s beloved because of her personality and sass!”

“Sure, sure,” Graham said. “And that’s also why she wears so few clothes.”

“There are lore reasons for that, Ham... Lore reasons!”

“I guess I must have missed that during our playthrough,” Graham said.

“That’s just because you have the memory and attention span of a goldfish,” Olga shot back.

Graham sighed, once again studying the picture of Laminia. “So you’re already quite ahead with the corset,” he said. “Her skirt looks simple enough to replicate. The hat and the shoes might require some adaptations, but nothing you haven’t done before. That necklace does look quite tricky, though.”

A slight smile appeared on Olga’s lips. “Aren’t you forgetting something?”

“Huh?” the young man said. “Right, the belt... looks easy enough for you.”

The girl shook her head, putting down the thread and needle and snagging the laptop mouse from her boyfriend’s hand. With a slight touch of her fingertips, she zoomed in on the image, focusing on a little detail appearing on the sorceress’s shoulder – a tiny creature seen excitedly jumping over the woman’s bare skin.

Graham appeared confused for a couple of seconds, then he remembered. “Oh, right,” he said. “That’s her dumbass, pint-sized assistant.”

Olga giggled. “Pint size is a bit generous, but yeah... him.”

He nodded. “I’m sure you could get his plastic figure online. Then your costume is really complete.”

Olga seemed unimpressed. “That’s a bit... unambitious, though. I actually have a much better idea, Ham... one involving you.”

“Huh?” he said. “Well, if there’s something I can do...”

Now the girl was grinning. “Of course!” she said. “You know how much I love cosplaying together...”

He raised his eyebrows. “Yeah, but what do you actually want me to do?”

“You still don’t get it?” she asked. “You are going to cosplay as Grake, Ham!”
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Grake, the size-shifting magical elf, served both the role of sidekick and comic relief in the game. Assisting the – to him – gigantic, powerful sorceress in her evil deeds, he also found himself at the receiving end of her rage. Whenever the heroes managed to slow down Laminia’s plans or Grake messed up one of his assignments, the poor tiny guy had to deal with the sexy sorceress’s feisty personality.

His tiny size only made his interactions with other characters more hilarious, so he was understandably popular with the game's fanbase. Just as understandably, Graham was a little hesitant at the thought of cosplaying as him.

“It won’t look good if I’m cosplaying, Olga. I mean, half the point of the character is being super tiny, and I’m taller than you... by a lot!”

The girl rolled her eyes. Today Graham was sure being slow... even more than he usually was! It took a new image search to show her boyfriend what Olga meant – various cosplayers appeared, smiling girls posing as Laminias with their shrunken Grakes standing on their shoulders, hats, or in their hands.

“See?” Olga said. “All it takes is a little size adjusting!”

“W-W-Wait...” Graham winced. “You can’t possibly think of shrinking me, right?”

“Why not?” Olga asked. “You cosplayed with me the last time!”

“T-That didn’t involve turning me into... some kind of bug!”

“But, Ham...” Olga said. “In cosplay, details are everything... Having a live Grake is exactly what would take my costume to the next level!”

He winced as the girl stood up, taking his hands into her own and making her best puppy-eyed expression at him. “Please...” she said. “You know this is important to me... Lami is my favorite character ever!”

“You say this of every character you dress as!” he said.

“But this time is true!” she assured. “And you even said my body is just like hers... That can’t be a coincidence!”

Graham cringed – it seemed like he really dug his own grave this time. He started looking for a way out, one that did not involve directly saying no to Olga and disappointing her. Especially not when she was making that saddened face at him. “But, Ola,” he said. “The convention is this weekend, and we don’t own the shrinking ray. Even if you ordered one now, it will never be delivered in time.”

“Well...” she said as she turned to the desk. “I have some good news. I casually bought one from the internet just last week...”

Graham’s eyes almost popped out of their sockets as Olga picked up a pen-like object from the desk drawer. The girl winked at him. “See?” she said. “I haven’t managed to try it yet, so it’s a good thing you came...”

He gasped. “Is that really...”

She nodded, rolling the device in the palm of her hand. “Come on, Ham...” she pleaded. “Be my Grake. It’s going to be so much fun...”

“I’m not sure, Ola,” he stuttered. “That’s a lot to take in! It could be dangerous... It...”

She took on a mischievous smile, turning to the desk once again. She put the shrinking ray aside and grabbed her corset, which she dangled before Graham’s face.

“Don’t you want to see it on me, Ham?” she cooed. “Just shrink for me and you’ll be the first one to see me trying it on...”

The girl placed the garment in his hands. “Feel how soft it is... It will look and feel amazing on my body. It’s all white lace, and...”

She leaned in to whisper in his ear. "My panties are matching."

She winked at him to finish the blow. “Don’t you want to see me wearing them, Ham...?”

Graham was understandably shaken by the girl’s seduction. In fact, one major organ of his was already fully convinced. And while his lower body was yearning to see Olga in her new costume, even when it meant shrinking down, his brain still tried to bargain.

Don’t do it, man! It’s dangerous! It’s bad! Everyone will take pictures! You need to learn to say no!

And then, the other side of the argument: a giant Olga in sexy panties.

Graham sighed. Was he really so simple minded that all it took to convince him to do something was a cute pouting face and the promise of sex? No... he was probably worse.

“Alright,” he said. “We can give it a try, just to see how it works. But if the shrinking makes me sick, or it seems dangerous, or anything goes wrong... I’m out. Deal?”

Olga’s face lit up with a radiant smile. “Really, Ham?” she squealed, jumping up into his arms. “You’re the best!”

He picked up the girl, realizing how surreal it was that she was soon going to be a skyscraper-sized giant to him. He felt her soft and generous body merging into his own, took advantage of the need to pick her up to fondle her juicy buttocks, and sank his face into her neck to feel her lovely scent.

Only a girl like that could convince him to shrink, he told himself. But now, he was almost looking forward to it...
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In the following hours, Olga worked tirelessly on both costumes. Graham was left watching her with increasing curiosity, only able to imagine how good she‘d look once she’d put on that skimpy corset and revealing skirt.

“Gosh...” the girl said at around lunch time. “I’m so tired...”

“You don’t have to work so hard,” Graham said. “I mean, no one will notice the details on my costume anyway.”

“You say that... but cameras are reaaaally good these days,” Olga said. “People will be able to zoom in and watch every detail...”

Graham winced. “They’re really going to take a lot of pictures, huh?”

She nodded. “Huh-huh... and that’s why I have to make sure everything is just like in the game!”

“You’re such a perfectionist,” he said.

“Well, it’s what I enjoy the most...” Olga said.

“So isn’t there any way that I could help you?” Graham asked. “It feels bad watching you put in all of the work while I’m doing nothing.”

Olga giggled. “You’re providing moral support!” she said. “But I guess if you really wanted to help...”

The young woman pulled her feet away from the
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