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At a first impression, Larry might look like the most average guy in town. Tall, but not imposing; thin, but not gaunt. Well-dressed, but not fashionable. Glasses, a trimmed beard. Moderately friendly.

If you spent some time with him, though, you might learn about his peculiar condition. You might be, for example, sitting in a waiting room on the other side of him. He nods awkwardly – you make some small talk. Inquire about wait times, a comment or two about the weather.

The conversation dies, you both turn to your phones. Then, out of the blue, a young woman enters the room. You both can’t help but glance. Her boots rock the floor, her looks draw attention; her miniskirt shows off her toned, long legs. She nods at you, and then she smiles at Larry. He is a decently handsome guy, so that’s not too surprising.

Now, some men might enjoy the attention. Some may make an attempt to befriend the pretty girl. Others would shy away from the opportunity.

But Larry... He just shrinks.

See, our boy Larry has a condition that is colloquially called Shrinkrousal. Whenever he's in the presence of a beautiful lady, he has to actively make an effort to quell the arousal surging in his body, otherwise he will shrink down. But if that lady starts flirting, then he's in hot water. He might just lose a foot out of the blue, causing concern and curiosity. And it goes without saying that this makes his relationships with women only more awkward.

Larry is trying his best to live a normal life, but it’s not always easy. Sometimes he checks out the Shrinkrousers forums for some support. There, guys with the same condition post to meet their fellows and share useful tips.

In the forums, Larry has befriended a guy called Vincent, who’s a fellow shrinkrouser. Vincent has been doing well lately, even finding himself a girlfriend. He’s been very active on the forums, encouraging his struggling online friends to seek help.

“I’ve been trying to save money to see a therapist,” Larry explained. “Lately I’ve noticed an ad for one working near my place, and the price is very cheap.”

“Sounds good,” said Vincent. “So when are you starting?”

“There is a problem, though. She’s called Brandi.”

“And?”

“And?” Larry typed. “Dude, she’s a chick! I’m definitely going to shrink!”

“That’s not an issue. Since she is a trained doctor, she will be prepared to handle that. And besides, you might not even find her attractive.”

Larry sighed. Since she was the cheapest doctor in the area, it looked like Dr. Brandi Moon was indeed his best choice for receiving therapy. He put aside his worries and picked up the phone – five minutes later, he had set up an appointment. Her voice didn't even make him shrink! He was immensely relieved and looked forward to their first talk. He had accumulated so many worries and frustrations he needed to vent about... a supportive ear could only help him out.
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One week later, we’re back in the waiting room - Larry was sitting down, trying not to shrink from the presence of the cute blonde sitting by his side, when a voice called him.

“Mr. Larry Joyce?”

He turned in the direction of the voice, and then saw her – Dr. Brandi. And he immediately knew he had no chance. Not only was Brandi a very pretty young woman, but she also appeared to be very... undressed.

He nodded at the brunette and quietly raised his hand. “Please, come in!” she said. So he stood up and followed her into her office, cursing his luck.

“So that’s why she was so cheap,” he reasoned. “She must be a new practitioner, fresh out of college! And of course she also had to be stunning...”

“I’m sorry about the wait,” Brandi chirped as she walked inside, bumping a table on her way and making a plastic ashtray fall to the floor. “Oops!” she said as she bent down to retrieve the object, offering Larry a very plain view of her thick legs and butt, nicely outlined by her tight jeans.

Larry knew he shouldn’t have stared – but resisting was hard. His hormones were, after all, very much working as intended. And so, as his eyes indulged in the full, pear-shaped behind of the lovely young woman, he already felt himself losing some of his size.

Worried that he was going to shrink too much, Larry wondered if he shouldn’t have just excused himself and walked away. If he had stayed, the next time he was going to look at that work of art of a butt, it was going to be as big as a town square. But ultimately, he lacked the will to just walk away and make a scene, so he decided to begin his conversation.

Brandi placed the ashtray back on the table and gently smiled at him. “Please, sit down,” she said, pointing at the comfortable chair. At the same time, she slightly furrowed her brow, noticing there seemed to be something different about her patient, but being unable to realize just what it was. Once Larry sat, the young woman then occupied the seat right in front of him.

Doubt kept showing through the young woman’s uncertain smile. She kept thinking that something was off with her patient, and although she was prepared to deal with mental symptoms of all kinds, and very much used to some awkwardness, especially in the early stages of therapy, what was currently happening to Larry seemed to go beyond the usual psychological distress.

“I must also apologize for the lack of air conditioning,” the doctor said to break the ice. “I’m currently waiting for the unit to be fixed!”

So that explained her light clothes – Larry nodded, doing his best not to stare at her cleavage, her big tits dangling and bursting out of her tight top. It was going to be an uphill battle, for sure.

“So!” said the doctor. “Would you like to tell me about the reason you asked for help?”

“Well, you see, Doctor,” Larry explained after a brief pause. “Most of my current worries come from a medical condition I’ve been suffering with.”

“Hm-mmm,” Brandi said as she leaned in to better listen to her patient. The woman took on a serious, concerned expression as she placed her elbow on her thigh and let her chin rest on her closed fist, her majestic cleavage bouncing and tumbling, until her tits stabilized in a dangling position that made the juicy melons look larger than ever.

“Fuck,” Larry thought as his eyes indulged in the alluring view a second too much. “Is she not wearing a bra?”

If the beautiful sight had made him lose a couple of inches on the spot, the following realization only added to the lost size, much to the doctor’s dismay. Brandi had been trained to deal with psychological discomfort, but seeing a man shrink on the spot was a completely new experience to her. She knew she was supposed to act cool and collected in front of the patient, but still, she couldn't help but let out a loud gasp.

“Are you okay?” she asked. She promptly got up from her chair to fetch a cup and a bottle of water. “Drink up!”

“I-it’s nothing,” Larry said as he filled his cup, blushing from the incident. He was already short enough that the doctor, wearing high heels, stood some inches taller than him.

Brandi nodded and calmly smiled. “So you have a shrinking condition,” she said. “I must assume that’s the medical problem you were mentioning earlier.”

“Uh-huh,” Larry said. “Yes, that much should be clear right now.”

The woman nodded understandingly. “I can imagine that makes your day-to-day life quite troubling.”

“You could say that.”

“Please, go on,” Brandi said. “Remember you’re completely free to open up about your issues in this space!”

As Larry hesitated, the woman encouraged him again. “It’s very important that you don’t keep any secrets from me, Larry. I know it might be hard at first, but I want you to be completely honest to me!”

“R-right,” Larry said.

Brandi eyed her patient some more – it was evident that he was having trouble opening up. Again, this was not a rare occurrence for the young doctor. In such cases, Brandi would usually attempt to rekindle the conversation by asking some questions, and since the topic of his shrinking had already come up and seemed of major importance, she decided to inquire about that.

“So, your shrinking,” she asked. “What is it triggered by?”

In her mind, she had asked the most innocent of questions. Most people who had a shrinking syndrome, after all, were not triggered by arousal. There were patients who were triggered by stress, others by hot or cold temperatures, or by some types of allergies. These kinds of people would be quite eager to talk about their troubles and share all the information that they could. Shrinkrousers, on the other hand, were a minority within a minority, and quite an embarrassing group to be a part of. Especially when the person causing their shrinking was sitting right in front of them.

It shouldn’t surprise that Larry’s answer came out quite feebly, the words struggling to come out of his throat.

“Ar... arousal.”

“Huh?” Brandi said. “Could you please repeat that?”

Larry didn’t appreciate having to repeat himself – his voice came out as choked as the first time. “A-arousal...”

The doctor appeared puzzled. “I’m sorry, I didn’t quite get that. Could you, huh, speak a little clearer?”

Larry took a deep breath and tried his best to speak up, loud and clear.

“AROUSAL! I MEAN, LIKE, SEXUAL AROUSAL!”

"Eeek!" Brandi yelled, jolting in her seat, startled by the man's shouting.

As she overcame the fright, the true meaning of what Larry had said became clear to her. She let out an awkward laugh, fanning herself with the palm of her hand. “R-right!” the woman said with an embarrassed smile. D-does that mean it’s my fault? It can’t be my fault... right? Oh my... am I really that good-looking?

Brandi was not sure what she was supposed to make of this situation. If Larry was indeed shrinking from arousal, and
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