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Rick McTavish was 21 years old man, yeah, and he wasn’t about to let anyone forget it. Not this night. Not on his birthday, the cool beansingist night in town, with the Tenk Metro Bowl the hippest place to be. The beer was flowing, the girls were glowing, and Rick was showing off his moves for his assembled guests and more than a few distracted and rueful professional practitioners.

“Hey, guys!” he called over the thumpa-thumpa of the Skrillex. “Check this out!” And he took his steps forward, pulled back, swung forward, and let his 12-pound ball fly, streaking down the lane and taking down all but two of the pins, to leave a 7-10 split.


“Ooh, rough luck,” said Charna, Rick’s girlfriend of three months, as she nestled up against him. “Too bad you can’t get two more balls instead of one.”


“Hey, baby, the only two balls you need are right here.”


This went on for some time, until the waitress – a well-kempt, athletic lady not a day younger than 60 – came down to the lanes with a shot for the birthday boy… and a wager.


“The poorer you play,” she intoned, “the farther away from today you will stay.”


Rick raised one eyebrow. “The more you talk and slow up the drink-serving, the less I tip… okay?” he spat. He was already a couple sheets to the wind, and, as time went on, his gift for wit was less in evidence and more for something you’d just have to take his word.


The college student downed the snakebite shot the server had left for him in one gulp. Ultimately, he would come to regret doing so. But, for the time being, he merely let the booze wash down his gullet and warm his insides as his compatriots bowled another frame… another frame to which no one should’ve been paying attention, because it wasn’t he who was at the center of it.


On his next turn, Rick again bowled a 7-10 split. Only this time, something was different about the time he spent regrouping post-frame. Rick felt more agile, swifter of foot, and the drinks he had imbibed up to that point caught up with him anew, washing him downward in a fresh wave of inebriation.

It was because Rick McTavish had not been himself. In fact, he was as he had been at 19 years of age—and no one but he disagreed.


“Hey, man!” said his best friend, Rollo. “You drinkin’ tonight? How’d you get them to serve you… fake ID or somethin’?”


Rick looked at his pal oddly. “It’s my 21st birthday, you idiot.”


“Hey, hey,” Rollo replied, “mum’s the word, man. If you say so, I ain’t sayin’.”


While Rick thought that had been a bit of an odd exchange, it hadn’t stopped him from proceeding with the game. And it didn’t stop the waitress from serving him more of the bitter gin and tonics that kept Rick’s blood pumping with youth and verve.


Next, the boy hit all but one pin, causing him to nod and smile knowingly at his good luck.


“You’re really lighting up the scoreboard, sweetie,” cooed Charna. “Leave some scraps for the other teenagers, huh?”


“What?” Rick said. “Okay, okay, guys. What’s going on?”


His friends looked at him as though he’d grown an extra head. “Nothin’, man,” said one. “We just wanted to make sure you had a good time before you headed off to college.”


Rick lived a beat of silence, then chuckled good-naturedly. “Right, fellas. Right.”


The waitress came back down and refreshed Rick’s drink. When he glanced at her, a twinkle lit up her smirk and caused the boy no small amount of unease.


“Is there something in these drinks you’re giving me?” he asked.


“Nothing but the usual,” she replied with a shrug. “The usual for big, tough show-offs like yourself.”


Rick thought about saying something, about making a stink, but again thought better of it. It would’ve only distracted from the real attraction of that evening’s round of cosmic bowling… the real reason friends, family, and neighbor alike gathered around to watch the McTavish kid come of age.


Then, something terrible happened. The pros call it a gutter ball. So does everybody else.


Rick doubled over, clutching his groin. At the very pressure of his palms, his pubic hair sucked back up into his scrotum and left him with a pair of round, smooth, little-boy testicles. His bones braced and compacted and his musculature shrunk along with everything else. His voice box rendered his speech a sharp soprano and his shoulders slumped to belie his new station. When the fanfare had passed, Rick was an eight-year-old boy again… and wearing the exact same clothes he had been wearing on his first eighth birthday, no less.

But that wasn’t all. The glasses and pitchers of booze on the table snapped into sparkles and, left in their place, were paper and plastic cups filled with water and soda and juices to beat the band. A tablecloth appeared from the aether, polka-dotted with colored circles, and gathered the condensation from the new potables resting upon it. Nobody else around Rick shifted in age—nor did they notice anything was the least bit amiss. Not even when a garish, blue-and-yellow party hat manifested from nothing and nestled itself into Rick’s bushy crown of childishly fine hair.

“Hey!” shouted Rick. “HEY!!” His voice pierced the air as only a kid’s could; and it came out in such a cacophonous whine that everybody in his party turned to face him.


“What?” asked one.


“What is it?” asked another.


“Is everything alright?”


“Are the balloons OK?”


“Do you need more soda, hon?”


“Need to go to the bathroom, slugger?”


Still, nobody – nobody – commented on the one thing that had rocked Rick to his core and scared the shit from his stead.


He was a little kid, dressed up in little-kid clothes, doing little-kid things, and everything was perfectly alright… because it was a little kid’s birthday party, and all eyes were on him.

“I want to leave!” Rick sobbed, tears beginning to form in his eyes. “Right now!”


“Hush. Don’t make a scene.” The voice was familiar.


“Mom!? What are you doing here?”


“Oh, that’s a very nice thing to say, after all the trouble your father and I went to to round up all your friends here.” Rick glanced around again; his friends were still his friends, and they were still in their late teens and early 20s. “Now you hush up and bowl or I’ll give your fanny something to really whine about when we get home.”


“Okay! Okay!” gasped Rick, waving his arms. He willed his tears back into his lachrymal ducts. “I’m sorry!”


Rick made moves to bowl again but, to his chagrin, he found that the 12-pound ball he had been using up to that point had become far, far too heavy for him to lift, let alone direct down the lane with any sense of accuracy. He sniffled back fresh tears and resigned himself to a blue, sparkly little number – six whole pounds – designed especially for the kids in attendance.

He moved. He bowled. And, when the pin struck the pins, only four of them fell.

“NO!!” Rick screamed, falling to his knees and clutching his hands into tiny fists. They had already shrunken to the size they had been when Rick was two years of age—pudgy, sausagelike, and utterly weak. The knees upon which he had fallen collapsed into tiny, cartilage-like little numbers, and his torso bubbled outwards with baby fat while his hair faded and contracted into impossibly fine blonde locks.

Rick’s shirt became an infant’s baby-blue onesie, stretching downward between his thighs and clasping together at a trio of buttons that covered his new underwear: a pair of thick, disposable Sesame Street Pampers. Perhaps most distressing was the bowling alley itself. It disappeared entirely—along with any hope Rick had of returning to normal. In its place appeared the boy’s own backyard, with his house, now enormous to his point of view, standing where the rows of pins had once been. The table that held the drinks and party favors was now the family picnic table. And all of Rick’s friends, retaining their age but gaining a newfound appreciation for who Rick actually was (and what he had behaved as all this time), stood around to gawk at him. To watch him.

Screaming, bawling, Rick McTavish began pooping his diapers. It came out fast and furious as Rick pounded his tiny fists into the grass and felt himself lose absolute control. He fall onto his side and sobbed anew as he felt squirt after squirt of moist, runny baby poop fart out into the seat of his diaper and press it outwards, rounding out the seat of Rick’s freshly-laundered baby blue onesie.

Then, in front of everybody, the poor child suffered a blowout, flecks and spatters of his excretion bursting forth from the legbands and waistband of his diaper and staining—ruining—his clothes.


“Richard Baines McTavish!” his mother cooed, running up to him. “My word! You’re two years old—you’re supposed to tell Mommy when you’re about to make stinky-winkies in your dipees!”


Everybody laughed. Laughed and pointed.


“Mommy can’t keep her eye on you every second of every day!” she cooed, lifting up her toddler son. “Now she’s gonna have to clean you up… Charna!”


“Yes, Mrs. McTavish?”


“The diaper bag, please?”


And so it was that the freshly-minted 21-year-old Ricky McTavish had his poopy diapers changed in front of everyone, in front of all his friends, all of whom made sure to keep their undivided attention on the guest of the party, the center of attention—the most babyish baby in the room, as it were.

Ricky squirmed and swatted and slapped away invading hands as his mother, his girlfriend, and best friend undid his onesie and commented on the terrible mess the boy had made. He cried and struggled and wrenched his little heart out when he felt his diaper untape and unfold. Every stroke of the baby wipe, every movement of the cold, alien cloth as it wiped away the grotesque brown curds that had clumped around his tiny nubbin of a penis and smooth little baby bottom, was utter torture.

After what seemed to be an eternity, Ricky was powdered and rediapered, fit in a new, yellow onesie, and strapped into his high chair at the head of the picnic table around which all his friends and family had gathered.


The bowling alley waitress, now naught but a passing neighbor, looked in over the white picket fence with a knowing smile.


Ricky screamed, wailing, open-mouthed, as they all sang “Happy Birthday” to him—but it didn’t matter. Not to them. For they were all where they ought to have been, in attendance at the coming-of-age party of the most popular little boy in the neighborhood. And, every year, they would return for yet another 2nd birthday party. All there for Ricky, all there indeed.

All eyes on him… forever.
THE END
