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“I mean, it made sense the first time we played, ‘cause at least that game was the one with the sorceress trying to control the fountain of youth.”

“But even then you made us all get splashed no matter how high we rolled. I got an 18 and all that did was keep me out of diapers.”


“And what was with that game a couple weeks ago where that wizard showed up out of nowhere and cast a regression spell on us? You didn’t even get a chance to defend ourselves. And then that part about him refusing to turn us back until we act like babies for his amusement? That was fucked up. Not to mention completely unfair.”


“No, fucked up was last week when he gave my cleric the mental age of an infant and went on and on about how the curse made him suck his thumb and play with his toes and piss his tunic. I like that tunic. And now I can’t play with it anymore ‘cause I don’t want my cleric smelling like piss.”


“Seriously, Joel, why is it that every game has to have stuff like this?”


“It’s getting pretty creepy.”


“You can’t keep being the DM if you don’t knock it off.”


“Joel? You in there?”


“Joel?”


“Joel?”


“I just like it, all right?” the young man at the head of the table snapped. His friends fell silent. Joel’s cheeks burned as he shot defiant looks at each of them in turn. “It’s just…it’s just my thing, y’know? I’m sorry if it’s been weirding you out or whatever. I’ll scale it back. But I don’t want to stop entirely. And I don’t want to stop being DM.”


Silence hung heavy over the table as Joel’s friends looked at one another, each waiting for the other to speak up. Lifetimes seemed to go by before Scott cleared his throat and looked at the dungeon master.

“Don’t worry about it, dude,” he said. “We’ve all got stuff like that. Sorry about giving you a hard time.”


“Yeah,” Robin nodded. “You don’t have to stop doing it if you don’t want to. It’s actually kind of fun getting to act like a little kid every once in a while.”


Six expectant eyes turned towards Chris. The young man looked at his friends with disbelief as he stood from the table.


“You guys can do whatever the fuck you want,” he spat as he started gathering his belongings, “but there’s no fucking way I’m going to keep playing with this sicko knowing that he’s jerking off to the thought of turning us into little kids.”


“It’s not like that - !”


“Save it, perv,” Chris snapped, cutting Joel’s objection off at the knees. “This is a stupid game anyway. Shoulda known this was a waste of time when you wouldn’t let my archer have a gun. I’m outta here.”

Robin and Scott tried to call their immature friend back to the table, but their efforts only spurred the young man to throw a middle finger over his shoulder as he headed for the door. 

“Don’t let him get to you,” Scott sighed as he turned to Joel, who was staring blankly after their departing friend. “You know how he gets.”


The dungeon master said nothing. His eyes bored into the back of Chris’ head as he rose from his chair.


The room crackled with energy.


“The sorcerer’s words resonate with dark magic as he aims his staff at the fleeing archer,” the young man murmured as Chris reached for the doorknob. “He aims to make the impetuous bowman pay for attempting to escape the dungeon.”

“Dude, I told you, I’m not playing your sick little game anymore,” Chris said. “Give me a call when you stop being a pervert and feel like doing something fun for once.”


The corners of Joel’s lips curled.


“Swirls of pure darkness spew from the head of the staff and envelop the archer, cocooning him in a powerful shell of magic that renders him beyond the help of his traveling companions. When the black spell dissipates the archer is nothing more than a mere child, swamped in his garb and helpless before the might of the sorcerer.”

“I told you, Joel, I’m not plaaaaaaaaayyyyiiiiiiiiiing – ” 

The young man shrank so rapidly that the word began in a baritone and ended in a chirping tenor, stretched out in the manner normally befitting the cries of roller coaster patrons. Robin and Scott failed to so much as get a word out before the process ran its course, the two of them staring with hanging jaws and moon-wide eyes at the forty inches of baby fat and straw-blonde hair and big blue eyes standing in the spot their friend had occupied just seconds prior. The tyke, for his part, seemed every bit as shocked as the onlookers, staring down at the t-shirt that swamped his tiny form and threatened at any second to slip off his narrow shoulders.


“You…” the boy’s voice started as a peep and grew to a shrill siren when he looked up at Joel, hate burning adorably in his baby blues as he thrust a sleeve-draped finger in the young man’s direction. “How the fuck did you do this to me? I’m…I’m practically a baby, for God’s sake! Turn me back! Turn me back right now!”

Robin and Scott slowly turned to Joel, whose eyes were still squarely focused on the howling little boy and whose lips still played host to the tiniest of smiles.


“Did…did you seriously do that?” Robin asked, as though he were afraid of the answer. “Jesus Christ, Joel. He looks like he could be in preschool.” 


“You can change him back, right?” Scott chimed in with a nervous little laugh. “I mean, I know we all thought that he basically had the maturity of a four-year-old, but you can’t keep him like this.”


Joel didn’t respond. A moment passed before he turned his unblinking gaze on his uneasy friends, his smile widening as they swallowed and shifted in their seats.


“The sorcerer turns his attention to the paladin and the cleric, staff once more shimmering with darkness as he summons the energy to reunite them with the archer in helpless, whimpering childhood.” 

Both Robin and Scott took a second to scan their friend’s face for any sign of jest; and it wasn’t until they found none that that each of the young men took immediate and diverging paths in their fight or flight reactions, Robin bolting for the door while Scott leapt to his feet and aimed a punch directly at the dungeon master’s jaw. 

Joel grinned. He snapped his fingers.


The fist that was mere millimeters away from hitting its target withdrew at an astonishing pace, its fingers shrinking and the entire appendage becoming a soft, silly, powerless little thing as the arm it was attached to receded into its socket, as the young man who had thrown the punch screamed in abject horror at the sight and feeling of his body reconstituting itself into the pudgy, weak, tiny vessel of a very little boy. Robin, meanwhile, had just managed to scoop Chris up in his arms before the sensation overtook him, before he tripped on shoes that instantly became too big for his shrinking feet, before he and the terrified little towheaded preschooler tumbled to the ground in a shouting mass of slimming limbs and oversized clothes. Both thrashed and fought their cloth confines in their attempts to get back to their feet, and when they finally did so Robin was every bit as chubby and tiny and adorable and naked as his sniffling little friend.

“The sorcerer’s laughter echoes throughout the chamber as he looks over his handiwork,” Joel chuckled as Robin and Chris whimpered and clamped their hands over what was left of their pride, as Scott scampered over in his tent-like t-shirt to be close to his friends and away from the dungeon master. “His eyes gleam with dark intention as he raises his staff once more. Our intrepid warriors have one last chance to save themselves.”

He plucked a twenty-sided die from the table and tossed it at Chris. The boy instinctively caught the little red spheroid before realizing that he had sacrificed his modesty to do so, returning his hands to their strategic fig-leaf position as shining little tears dribbled down his burning cheeks, as he trembled under the towering presence of the dungeon master rising from his seat. The erstwhile heroes huddled together and cowered as Joel stepped towards them, as he crossed his arms and looked down at his terrified little friends.


“Roll.”


Chris sniffled and wiped his eyes.


“I don’…I don’t wanna play,” he whined, shimmering eyes searching Joel’s for any sign of mercy. “I told you that I don’t wanna play anymore!”


“Roll.”


“No!” Chris screamed. “I’m not gonna play your stupid game anymore!”


With that he threw the die on the ground, the plastic hitting the hardwood with a resonating crack! and bouncing almost straight up in the air, tumbling about on the glossy floor for a few moments before finally rolling to a halt.


One.


Chris choked on his tears as he backed away from the dungeon master, as he held his little hands up and pled for mercy.


“That – that wasn’t my roll! That wasn’t my roll! You’ve gotta…you’ve gotta let me - !”


“The sorcerer lands a direct hit on the archer, his magic quickly draining the tiny bowman of what little maturity he had left,” Joel murmured with a salamander’s smile. “In a matter of seconds the once-mighty hero is nothing but a pathetic, wailing infant.”

Chris stared at Joel, mouth agape; and then he screamed and bolted for the door. In an instant his sprint was nothing more than a toddle, and the boy who a moment ago seemed ready for his first day of preschool now looked for all the world like a wispy-haired little tyke fresh off his first birthday. But the infant would not be deterred. Unsteady, wobbling steps brought him to the door, where he mashed his fat little hands against the wood to keep his balance, staring up at a knob that now seemed miles away. He reached. He hopped. He squealed and whined and kept trying until his infantile form betrayed him. Until his bouncy little dinky let loose with a tinkling golden stream that pooled on the floor around him and made the baby slip and fall right onto his pudgy little tushie. He tried to keep it together, but the thought of his round little baby bottom planted squarely in a pool of his own piss – in a pool that was still growing due to the complete lack of control he had over his insult of a penis – was too much for him to handle. Chris wailed and waved his fists in the air and splashed his pee about with the drumming of his tiny heels, losing himself fully to the tantrum as Scott and Robin looked on with terror and pity dancing in their big bright eyes.

“Roll.”


They turned to see Joel looking down on the boys with the die laying in his outstretched hand. They looked at each other for a moment; and then Scott snatched the spheroid from the dungeon master’s hands, shooting him an adorably defiant glare as he rolled it in his palms and tossed it on the ground.


Twelve.


“That – what does that mean?” He demanded in his tiny falsetto. “Are you…does that mean I’m going to be twelve again?”


“The armor that hangs from the paladin’s reduced form serves him well,” Joel declared. “The little hero suffers but an ancillary effect of the sorcerer’s spell; the matching of his mind to his new body.”


Scott didn’t so much as have the opportunity to wrap his head around what that meant before decades’ worth of memories and intelligence started seeping out his ears. Robin could do nothing but sob and look on helplessly as his friend fully and truly returned to his childhood, the frightened, confused preschooler jamming his thumb in his mouth and tugging on the hem of his oversized shirt as he looked at the strange man and the nakie boy and little crying pee-pee baby in utter bewilderment. 

“Roll.”


Robin took a deep breath and reached for the die with tiny, trembling little hands. He held it in his palm for but a moment and then let it tumble to the floor. He looked down.


Twenty.


His heart soared. The boy wiped his eyes and looked up at Joel expectantly.


“That – that means I win!” He cried. “That means you have to turn us back!”


Joel looked down at the boy.


“The cleric’s holy protection survives his trip back to childhood, reflecting the sorcerer’s spell and preventing him from coming to any further harm,” said the dungeon master. “The sorcerer, tired of toying with such pitiful opponents, disappears – off to test his magic on mightier heroes and leaving the little priest to find a way to return he and his party to their former maturity.”


The dungeon master smiled. And then – as though he had never been there to begin with – he disappeared. Darkness welled in Robin’s chest as his eyes burned, as Scott cried softly for his mommy and Chris wailed in his own waste. 

“That’s not fair…” the little cleric cried. “That’s not fair! That’s not fair!”
THE END
