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“Sitting in a cabin all by yourself, and you don’t even have cable?” Rudolph snorted. “What a loser.”

Miles’s face turned pale. He had stepped out of the cabin for less than five seconds. When he came back, there was a black dragon standing in the living room.

“What?” the dragon said.

Miles was dumbstruck. You see, it wasn’t a normal black dragon standing in the living room of the rented cabin. That would have been bad enough, but this dragon stood on two legs, had a six-pack, and pecs as hard as steel. Despite walking, talking, and working out like a man, this dragon didn’t wear clothes, so his cock hung lower, stretching more than two feet until it reached down in between his knees.

“You got any food in here? Oh!” Rudolph picked up a sandwich and ate it in one bite. “Nice.”

“H-hey! How did you get in my cabin?”

“Interdimensional portal—your stupid loser aura was so strong that it bled through parallel dimensions. It’s practically begging people to investigate. Good thing your luck sucks this much. Got more food?”

“I...wait!”

Rudolph opened the cabinet. “Cheese puffs? Please...”

“Those are mine—hey!”

Rudolph ripped open the bag and dumped the whole thing into his mouth. He didn’t even stop to chew. He just poured and poured until every single powdered cheese puff had disappeared down his throat. He even poured the last traces of cheese powder into his mouth, and then ate the bag itself.

Belch! Rudolph wiped his face. “Anything else in here?”

“That was a whole...a whole bag full—it was party sized!”

“So? I don’t see no party ‘round here.”

“I was planning one—my friends will be up here any minute!”

Rudolph pulled out a jar of pickles. “Heh, remind you of anyone you know?”

“What?”

“How much does a place like this cost?” Rudolph took a gulp of pickle brine. “I mean, vacation houses are supposed to be fancy. I mean, you got a decent view and some snow, but no TV? No video games?”

“Who the hell are you?”

“No table hockey? No stereo? No wonder your friends aren’t coming.”

“They are coming!” Miles shouted. “And they’re going to be here any minute to kick your ass out for trespassing, now why don’t you go—“

“Go?” Rudolph stepped up to Miles, his massive pecs blotting out his face. The scales on his abdomen were right next to Miles’ eyes, and his cock was so close that Miles could practically hear the blood rushing through it.

“You wanna throw me out, big boy?” Rudolph grinned. “Try it.”

“I...you better go—“

“Make me.” His claws clicked against the scales on his hips. His package bulged briefly. “I love it when little punks like you act all tough. It makes my dick hard.”

“I...I...”

“You know what else makes my dick hard?”

Miles shrank an inch.

“Absorbing people.”

“What? Hey!”

“Yeah...that’s the stuff.” Rudolph’s muscles bulged. “Now we’re talkin’!”

“What’s going on—hey!” Miles shrank again. “What are you doing? My body!” His sleeves were sliding down around his hands. Miles’ university sweatshirt was suddenly a lot roomier. “What...what are you doing?”

“Don’t worry, you’ll figure it out soon, princess.” Rudolph smacked Miles on the ass.

“Ah!”

“Heh, you sound like a girl.”

“I do not!”

“Heh...heh...yeah you do. In fact...” Rudolph snapped his fingers. “Now you do.”

“Listen to me, you—ack!” Miles clutched at his throat. “My voice! What happened to my voice!” He glared at Rudolph. “What are you doing?”

“Just messing around—feeling things out. There’s something kind of pathetic about you.”

“No! I mean, what did you do to my voice!”

“So, you admit that you’re pathetic?”

“I don’t—I mean, I’m not pathetic!”

Rudolph snapped his fingers again. A round, ample pair of breasts bloomed onto Miles’ chest. Miles just stood there, glaring at him.

“You don’t mind being a girl?”

“I mind that you’re tresspassing—“

Snap!

Miles’ hair grew down to his hips. His hips grew wider.

“I can go all the way, if you have more to say.”

Miles gritted his teeth. “Go ahead, do what you want, but this is my house and I don’t want some...some weird-ass monster eating my food—“

“Ugh...”

Snap!

“—and makeing fun of me when I’m supposed to—hey! I’m back to normal.”

“Yes, you’re lame again,” Rudolph nodded. “Very interesting.” Rudolph took another swig of brine from the pickle jar, swallowing several whole dill pickles in the process.

Miles cleared his throat. “Now, you listen to me. I...I rented this cabin myself. I paid for it. I invited my friends up here—“

“They’re not coming.”

Miles seemed to shake briefly, as if a set of chills were running up his spine. “Yes, they are! I am here for a long, restful weekend. Now, I don’t know who you are or how you got here, or why you’re...some kind of dragon man, but that doesn’t give you the right to eat all of my food or change my body, and it certainly doesn’t mean that you get to...absorb,” Miles said. “I want to get back to my original height—“

“Not gonna—“

“I said, I want to get my height back,” Miles declared.

The two stood in the middle of the living room in silence. The fire in the iron stove crackled. Through the window one could hear the caw of a crow in a nearby oak. Rudolph looked Miles in the eye. Miles never blinked.

“Now.”

As soon as he said it, Miles felt something strange in his crotch. He tried to ignore it, instead mentioning his steady gaze at Rudlph’s eyes, but as the feeling grew strong, Miles realizes that he was getting smaller, but it wasn’t his whole body this time.

“You want to check that?” Rudolph smirked.

“What’s...so funny?”

“I’ve got to admit, you’ve got some balls, princess, but you should have known that if I could take away some of your height, I could take away those, too.”

Miles started to sweat, surreptitiously, sweeping his hand across his crotch, only to realize that his cock was shrinking.

“Impressive,” Rudolph said. “You were a little bigger than I expected.”

His cock surged. It grew so large that it pushed Miles back.

“I mean, it’s nothing compared to mine, but still...”

“H-hey...”

“I’m gonna like pushing you around, princess.”

Miles’s penis was getting tiny. “I...I don’t care—“

“Good.” He then picked Miles up with one hand and shoved his face into his armpit. “You like that? You like that smell?”

“Ugh!”

“Yeah, that’s the smell of a pan-dimensional workout. Really works up a sweat. I just love showing you puny little assholes what a real man smells like. You like that? Do ya? I smell better than you fuck, princess.”

“Ugh...shit!”

“Come on, take it! This is gold, princess! All that sweat rubbing into your skin—all that musk soaking into your pores. Take it!”

Gak!

“You know, I could use a new sweat towel. Maybe if you absorb enough of this stuff, you’ll turn into a real man, like me.”

“You’re...not...a man!” Miles gagged.

“Come on, drink it up!”

Miles held his mouth closed, but the stench was incredible. “Don’t you ever shower?”

Rudolph closed his arm over Miles’ head, holding him in his armpit. Miles struggled and thrashed, gagged, and coughed. It was like being trapped inside of a hockey team’s hamper, barely being able to breathe. Miles punched Rudolph’s chest, but it was like punching concrete. Soon he had to stop because he was afraid of breaking his hand.

“Staring to like it yet?” Rudolph asked. “I hope not...”

“Please...please!”

“You want me to let you go?”

“Yes!” Miles choked. “Please! I can’t...I can’t breathe.”

“Yes you can. You know how many times I’ve done this? You know how many times I’ve taken some punk and shoved him under my arm? You should be thanking me.”

“Please...please...”

“You see, after doing this so many times, I’ve come to a few realizations—revelations, you might say. I realized that it’s not that hard to breathe under my arm at all. In fact, you could stay there for a very long time, but there are so many guys like you who keep mucking around, passing out, falling to the floor like some little girl because ‘they can’t take it’, but you know what?”

Miles struggled some more.

“I’m asking you a question.” Rudolph smacked him on the ass.

“Yow!”

“I’m asking you, do you know what I learned from stuffing so many guys into my pits?”

“What?” Miles gagged.

“It’s not the breathing that’s the problem. It’s that they don’t want to breathe. Anyone can breathe under there, but they have to breathe all of that musk—that sweaty air, down there, you know what I mean? That’s got a lot of oxygen. It stinks like Satan’s jockstrap, but that’s not my problem. It won’t kill you. In fact, it’s what’s gonna keep you alive, princess. So,” Rudolph asked. What’s it going to be? Are you gonna suffocate because it stinks in there, or are you gonna suck it up...literally?”

Miles didn’t answer. He just kept on breathing.

“Now, do you wanna stay under there, or are you gonna try and get out.”

“Let me out!” Miles’ lips were wet with Rudolph’s sweat, but he still spoke, trying not to get any rancid sweat on his tongue. “Please!”

Rudolph grinned. “Whatever you say, babe.” He lifted his arm and Miles dropped to the floor, gasping for breath.

“It’s a good thing you friends aren’t coming,” Rudolph said. “That means we can do this all weekend.”

Miles sat on the floor, fuming.

“Get up.”

Miles was quiet.

“Come on, get up.”

“No.”

“Little brat...” He hauled Miles to his feet and held him there. “I want you on your feet. It’s more fun that way.”

Before Miles could respond, he felt his sweatshirt growing around
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