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Ellie’s hand, which was now longer than my entire forearm, closed gently but unmistakably around the back of my neck. Not choking. Not even really squeezing. Just... owning the space. Reminding me that the geography of power had permanently changed in the last four minutes.

“Shhh,” she murmured, though I hadn’t made a sound. “You’re thinking too loud.”

She walked me backward, three steps for me, less than one for her, until my calves hit the edge of her wide leather couch. She didn’t push. She simply leaned, and gravity plus several hundred extra pounds of newly-minted goddess did the rest. I sat. Hard.

Ellie stayed standing. 

Of course she did.

From down here the perspective was mind-blowing. Her knees were almost at my chest level. The underside of her breasts hung above me like ripe summer fruit someone had hung way too high. Her nipples, dark and stiff, pointed somewhere over my head like accusation.

“You always liked looking up at me,” she said quietly. Almost tender. “Even before. Now you can look up so much further. Isn’t that exciting?”

I opened my mouth, but nothing came out. What could I say now? I couldn’t deny it. Ellie knew what had happened with Rae and she knew exactly how to seduce me. Now I was in a strange situation. What was going to happen when Rae found out about this? 

Ellie slowly sank down to straddle my lap. The furniture groaned in protest as her weight transferred. My thighs immediately felt like they were going to crack under the pressure.  Ellie rolled her pelvis once. I made an undignified noise.

“Good boy,” she whispered, lips brushing my ear. Her breath was hot. Smelled faintly of the peach iced tea she must have had before meeting me. “See? Your body already knows the new chain of command.”

One enormous hand cradled the back of my skull in a protective manner. She knew she could crush the life out of me but still wanted to be reassuring. The other drifted down between us. Long fingers wrapped around my wrist and guided my palm up until it rested against the lower curve of her left breast.

It overflowed my hand in every direction. 

Warm. 

Heavy. 

Alive with her heartbeat.

“Feel that?” she asked. “That’s what winning feels like.” I couldn’t tell whether she meant the growth, the power, or the simple fact that she could now literally enveloped me in ways I used to only fantasize about.

Probably all three.

“Ellie...” My voice cracked. “Rae—”

The name hung between us like a bad spell. Ellie’s expression was stern. “Rae had her turn,” she said softly. “She got the first taste of being the biggest. She got to feel what it’s like to look down at you and watch your pupils blow wide every time she stood up straighter.” Her thumb traced my bottom lip. “She got to fuck you while she was still growing.” 
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