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Owen thought he had it all. Good looks, a well-paying job, and, of course, a smoking hot girlfriend. That is, until the day he started getting those weird headaches.

“Huh?” Stephanie said as she saw him holding his head between his hands. “Owen, are you okay?”

He grunted something back and stared at the mostly empty restaurant plate in front of his face. "I'm okay," he stoically said despite the pain thumping in his temples.

Stephanie filled his glass with sparkling water. “Drink up, honey.”

The man shrugged it off and returned to his meal. “It’s nothing...”

“Sure, but you do look a bit pale...” the girl said. “Maybe it was something you ate?”

“But we ate the same dish,” he remarked. “And you’re fine, right?”

Before the girl could even reply, he held up his head in his hands again.

“Sweetie, are you...”

Her eyes widened. “Sweetie, are you... shrinking?”
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The following week was a blur of medical tests, worried online searches, and anguish. The shrinking disease had been spreading lately among the male population (women were immune), not so fast that it could be called widespread, but just common enough to be well-known among the concerned public.

Lately, there seemed to be a surge in cases, and some attention had been brought to it by a celebrity's heartfelt appeal for public investment in medical research. People would be wary of the disease, but contagion was still uncommon enough that everyone thought it would never happen to them.

Of course, Owen too believed the same until that morning at the restaurant. He would never forget how shameful it felt to walk away from the table, all of the other customers staring at him and Stephanie as they hurried out through the tables.

Since then, he underwent more shrinking spurts, and he was getting smaller by the day.

Of that he was reminded – as if there was any need – as soon as he saw his girlfriend’s towering silhouette, anticipated by the loud sound of her footsteps.

He couldn’t help but admire her stunning form enveloped in her tight dress, her curves shaping her body into a lovely hourglass figure, her long legs barely covered and slimmed by the wedged sandals she was proudly rocking.

The brunette giggled as she stepped in front of him. “When I’m wearing these shoes, you look even shorter,” she teased him.

Owen didn’t seem to share her amusement. “I don’t think there’s any need to make me feel shorter than I already am,” the man coyly said.

Stephanie had a smug smile. She clearly was in a good mood. “But you always said you liked tall women,” she pointed out with a wink. “You should be really happy right now... I’m, like, the tallest you’ve ever seen!”

Owen found it hard to contradict her. “Well, you do look gorgeous...” he said. “But, aren’t you a little light on clothes?”

“Huh?” Stephanie said as she looked down at her body – her dress did indeed expose her shoulders, breasts, and legs very much. “What, are you jealous, Owen?”

“I’m not jealous...” he promptly said. “I just don’t think it’s appropriate for you to dress this way while going out on your own.”

The brunette smirked. "Don't worry... it's just an all-girls night!"

He frowned. “Couldn’t you stay at home with me? You always go out with your friends lately... leaving me alone.”

“Oh, come on, Owen...” she pleaded. “Since you caught the disease, I’ve been stressed... I need to unwind and enjoy myself a little, sometimes. And besides, I asked you to come with us, but you refused!”

Owen had been avoiding social gatherings lately – not finding the will to be seen in public in his new, reduced state. “So it’s not an all-girls night, after all... If I was allowed to come.”

Stephanie was caught off guard by his remark. “It has become... since you decided not to tag along!” she explained. “No need to be so fastidious, Owen...”

The man sighed. “Whatever...” he said. He turned to see that the water in the pot was boiling and stretched his arm to reach for the cabinet where the salt was.

Stephanie grinned as she stepped right beside him. “Let me help, babe.”

“No need...” Owen said. “I still can get to it...”

He made one final desperate attempt – it almost felt like he could dislocate his shoulder with how much he was stretching his right arm, and his toes hurt as he stood on the tip of his feet – his legs so stretched out that he ended up losing his balance and falling backwards.

The man was lucky that Stephanie was right there to catch him up and hold him before he could land on the floor, his head landing instead in the soft and comfortable embrace of the woman’s generous breasts.

As he found his feet again and she let him go, her face took on the smuggest “I-told-you-so” expression.

“What’s the harm in letting your girl help out?” she asked. “Your pride is very big for someone so small...”

“I swear I could get there until yesterday,” he promptly shot back as the woman opened the cabinet for him.

Stephanie handed him the salt container. “Did you forget you had another shrinking spurt last night?” she asked.

He just scowled. Even if he didn’t want to admit it, it was true... with each passing day, he wasn’t only losing a portion of his size, but a part of his capabilities. And this was just the beginning: when his shrinking would stop, he would reach the size of a bug, a picture that haunted his thoughts since the first time he shrank.

The man picked up the salt container and added a pinch to the pot, when the gurgling sound of the boiling water was superseded by the front door buzzing.

“These must be Rita and Elsie...” Stephanie said as she hurried to the door, her boyfriend rushing behind her to hide in the bedroom.

She couldn’t help but tease him. “Come on, babe... they’ve been asking about you, they want to see you!”

But Owen wouldn’t listen – he would just shut himself in the room so he could hide from Stephanie’s nosy friends.

He just stood still and quiet, sitting on the oversized bed, until the front door was shut and their voices quieted.

*
[image: ]


His night alone wasn’t exactly a blast – he ate in front of the Tv, unable not to think of the fun Stephanie was having in his absence. He tried to kill off these thoughts by going to sleep straight after dinner, but to make matters worse he had a shrinking spurt as soon as he slipped under the blankets.

The headache was by now a familiar and dreaded sign of what was to come – he would lose a few inches each time. He couldn’t resist the morbid temptation to walk to the living room and pick up the ruler, as he watched how his surroundings had become even bigger and more frightening. “Four feet...”

Unable to sleep, he just laid in bed, staring at the ceiling in his newly reduced form until he dozed off out of boredom.

He woke up to a sight straight out of heaven, or so it seemed – an amazonian Stephanie undressing, tossing her folded dress on the nearby armchair and standing up only in her succinct bra and panties.

The woman pouted as she saw him with his eyes open. "Aww... I had tried not to wake you up," she said.

“Come here, babe...” he told her.

“Let me put something on first,” she said.

“No need to,” he said. “’Cause I’m just going to rip it off.”

Stephanie rolled her eyes. “Babe, it’s late,” she said. “And I have to go to work tomorrow... Unlike someone else, who’s home with the shrinking sickness.”

Owen was extremely disappointed – he saw Stephanie putting on her pajama pants before walking back to bed.

“Come on...” he said, inching closer to her in bed. He put his arm around her shoulder and touched her chest.

“Babe, I said I’m not in the mood...” Stephanie said as she yawned. “Let’s just get to sleep.”

“Did you drink?” he asked as he caught a whiff of her breath.

“Yeah, why not? Just a couple glasses...”

“Was it with a guy?”

The woman smiled ironically. “Still as jealous as ever, I see...” she said, brushing off his insinuation.

“That’s not an answer.”

Stephanie yawned again. “Of course not,” she said, “I told you it was just me and the girls...”

Owen was frowning, his insecurity eating him up from inside. “I sure hope so...” he murmured. “Well, if you didn’t see any other guy, why aren’t you in the mood, then?”

“I told you, I’m tired!” she said. “Have you seen the time?” The brunette turned to her side on the bed and twirled her toes, the bedsheets creasing as she moved. “Owen, why don’t you... give me a little rub, instead?”

“Huh?”

She nodded, her eyes still closed as she spoke quietly. “Walking in those shoes has been a nightmare...” she explained. “Be a good boy and rub my feet a little...”

She pulled the bed sheets away, uncovering her legs, and moved her feet straight into his lap. Owen had no choice but to start massaging the woman’s soles, their stench reaching his nostrils as his hands wiped the slight layer of sweat off her skin.

"Thanks..." she murmured as his hands began digging into the soft, plentiful meat. "You never used to do this before... I'm afraid to say you're becoming a better boyfriend as you're shrinking down..."

Owen shivered. He had picked up Stephanie's large foot in his hands and his fingers were busy stretching out the wrinkles of her sinuous sole.

“Baby, what are you even saying?”

She nodded. “You would just shut me down before, if I asked something like this...” she giggled. “Now look at you. Ready to pamper my feet... I can’t say I mind.”

Owen stopped for a second. Was what Stephanie was saying true? He wanted to deny it, but he couldn’t.

The brunette pouted as she felt him stopping. “Keep going, Owen...” she cried, playfully imposing her foot on his
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