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Nigel breathed a sigh of relief as he entered the building. He was sweating from the fast pace he had been walking at, but as he pulled the keys out of the front door, he realized he had finally made it home.

Going out was always a risk with his particular condition. He could remember the last time that a hot girl smiled at him, making him lose a few inches on the spot. Or that time his gaze lingered on the busty cashier’s tits and he lost half a foot, triggering a few comments from the people in line at the store.

Yes, shrinking every time that he was horny could be stressful, not to mention embarrassing. But today none of that had happened. He had managed to buy all the groceries he needed and return home at his full height. And his luck seemed to continue when he found the elevator waiting for him on the ground floor. He dropped his bags on the ground and pushed the number of his floor when he heard loud feminine voices, amused giggles, and rushed footsteps in the entrance.

“Quick! Get to it!”

Before the elevator could close he saw a sneaker-clad foot poke from outside to block its doors; and the foot, he soon discovered, belonged to a lovely blonde dressed in quite scant athletic wear, who briefly nodded at him as she walked inside, another friend in yoga pants and a hoodie soon following in her trail.

“Sorry...” the second girl sang as she pushed one of the numbered buttons, allowing the door to finally close.

And as the ride started, Nigel’s eyes were darting everywhere through the walls of the cramped metal box, trying to find a safe spot where to look at, which turned into quite the challenge.

The girls were straight in front of him, the blonde looking at nowhere in particular while the brunette was fiddling with her phone. On his right, the mirror would show the nice bare back of the slim blonde girl, and her juicy ass clad in pink lycra; while on his left, the presence of the pretty brunette in tight yoga pants was hard to avoid.

Nigel was left with no choice but to slightly tilt his head to stare at the ceiling, feeling an awkward tension as he couldn’t help but feel that the girls were glancing at him, although he wouldn’t risk looking back to confirm.

He cursed his luck - of all the people whom he could share the elevator ride with, it had to be the hot students living on the floor below? And he thought his day had been great so far. At least the ride was going to be only a few seconds long, right?

No, that was not what fate had in mind for him that day.

Between the second and third floors, the movement abruptly stopped. Nigel’s eyes darted to the door, which did not open; then he looked at the brunette first and the blonde second, both girls sharing his confusion.

He gestured to the brunette, who turned to press the buttons, but nothing happened. “It’s stuck!” the girl eventually deliberated.

The blonde stepped in to push the buttons herself, ending up just as frustrated as her friend. “Ugh!”

“I told you we should have taken the stairs!” she eventually said. “Weren’t we supposed to switch to a healthier lifestyle?”

“I was tired, okay?” the brunette shot back. “And how was I supposed to know the elevator would shut down?”

The blonde just scoffed. “Well, now we’re stuck! And I’m claustrophobic, too!”

The brunette rolled her eyes. “Since when?”

“Since right now!” the girl said.

At this point, Nigel was tempted to intervene: even with his condition, he did not like to see two young women getting upset.

“Relax, girls,” he said. “I’m sure it will take off any moment now. Have you tried pushing the emergency button?”

“Huh?” the brunette said as she turned to the elevator control panel. “Right...”

Once she pressed the emergency button, the girl turned to address Nigel. “Sorry. My friend can get a bit... emotional.”

“Hey!” the blonde shot back. “Speak for yourself... your hands are trembling and you’re sweating like a pig!”

The brunette fanned herself with her hand. “At least I’m not lashing out like you are,” she said. “Gee, Thea...” she said with a devilish smile. “I know you get nervous when there’s a cute guy around, but this is over the top even for you!”

Now Nigel began sweating, too... Did this girl just call him cute? He could feel himself starting to shrink just from the remark, and he dearly hoped his changes weren’t going to be too obvious to the bickering girls.

“Have you considered that I’m nervous because we’re stuck, and not because of him, Nikks?” the blonde shot back.

Nigel tried to calm the girls down again. “Hey, look,” he said as he eyed a plaque on the side of the elevator mirror. “There’s an emergency number there. We could try calling it.”

The blonde nodded, and Nigel felt like her eyes indulged on him for one second too long, as if she had spotted that something was going on with him. “Yeah...” she said as she promptly picked up her phone and dialed the number. But no one picked up the call, leaving the girl to sigh. “We’re going to be stuck here forever!”

“At least we won’t starve,” the brunette said as she glanced at Nigel’s grocery bags.“You’re the guy who lives upstairs, right? I’m Nicole... and my friend here is Heather.”

“I’m Nigel, nice to meet you,” he said, glancing at both girls in sequence. If he had obviously been returning from a trip to the nearby supermarket, the girls, with their super-tight outfits, seemed half an hour removed from a sweaty workout at the gym. "Um..." he added, trying to overcome the nervousness. "Well, if you'd like a snack...”

“You look like you eat healthy,” Nicole said, eyeing the green leaves coming out of the plastic bags.

“I try,” Nigel said. “Well, I have some protein bars in here, too...”

“Oooh, I love these,” Heather said, snagging the package that was being offered to her.

Nicole picked up a bar herself. “Thanks,” she said.

Heather appeared satisfied as she chewed the snack. “I’m already feeling much better,” she sang. “I just can’t function when I’m hungry!”

“Not like you’re much better when you’re full,” Nicole jested.

“Ah, shut up, Nikks!” her friend said, jokingly poking her in her ribs. “But really, Nigel you’re a lifesaver,” the blonde said with a huge smile.

Seeing the pretty girl smiling at him so openly, Nigel saw himself losing a couple more inches, and he had to look away momentarily. “I-It’s no big deal...”

Then he heard Heather whispering something to Nicole – “he’s a bit shy, how cute!” which further increased his awkwardness... and loss of size.

He became red in the face as he realized the girls were now staring at him. Nicole stepped forward with a concerned look on her face. “Are you okay?” she asked. “You seem... in pain?”

Nigel backed down from the brunette. The elevator ride had started with him towering over the girls by a good four or five inches, and now he didn’t even know if he was still taller than either of them.

“Just a little headache,” he said. He was praying the elevator would start soon so that the girls would not notice his lost size, but as he looked up at Nicole, normally a quite short girl, he realized that she was taller than him already.

“Nigel?” Nicole said. “Are you... getting smaller?”

Heather’s eyes opened up with surprise. “He’s definitely smaller, Nikks,” she sang. “Look! His clothes are so baggy... He was taller than us back when we entered the elevator!”

“He must be one of those people who shrink!” Nicole reasoned. “Oof... Nigel, are you okay?”

“Yeah,” he said. “It happens sometimes, it’s... no big deal.”

“You look like you already lost, like, six inches in a few minutes,” Heather said. “Looks like a big deal to me!”

Nigel reasoned that it wasn’t much at all – in worst case scenarios, he could even become as small as a bug. But Heather was right: he was becoming smaller by the minute, and seeing as he was stuck in that elevator with two hot girls, that was only going to get worse.

“I bet it’s because of the elevator,” Nicole hypothesized. “He’s panicking and that’s triggering his shrinking!”

“Aww, poor guy,” Heather said. “Relax, I’m sure help will come soon,” she sang as, in an ironic reversal of roles, she had become the one comforting Nigel. “Here, let me play some meditative music for you...”

Some chillout music began playing on Heather’s phone as Nigel did his best to stop focusing on the features of the girls, although that was almost impossible, especially considering how tiny the space around him was.

It felt like everywhere he looked, his eyes would land on some alluring particular – from Heather's kissable pink lips to Nicole's rich thighs, from the blonde's tight, skinny body to the brunette's mouthwatering curves...

Nigel really felt like he was doomed to shrink, but on the good side, the girls seemed to believe the reason for his shrinking was stress rather than his horniness.

And looking again at the two of them with an insincere smile, he took a deep breath, bracing himself for an awkward afternoon...
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Nicole rolled her eyes – “Geez this music is depressing,” she said. “Can’t you put on something more... fun?”

“Hmm...” Heather said. “Sure...”

A dance track started playing from her phone prompting the brunette to shake her hips. Soon Heather joined her in an improvised dance, and watching the two girls enjoying themselves and frantically moving their nice bodies, Nigel couldn’t help but lose more size.

“C’mon,” Heather said, taking his hand. “Join us!”

She really meant to put Nigel’s mind off the current situation, but all she achieved by touching him with her soft hand was making him shrink further.

The girl gasped as she saw him becoming smaller. “Dancing’s no good
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