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PROBLEM SOLVED
idea by ONI

Dr. Izumi Kiyoko looked perplexed. To her assistant, Cara Bond, this was a bad sign. Moreover, the accomplished physicist was absentmindedly chewing on the cap of her pen—a tic which signaled almost total surrender.

Cara took another swig of her coffee. She kept it nearby (somewhat counterintuitively) whenever she was nervous. She was on her fourth cup and the sun had not yet reached its apex in the sky.


In front of the two twentysomething women was a massive whiteboard with scant few patches of white remaining. The rest of the real estate had been taken up by blue numbers and black symbols. Red marks struck through failed equations like slit arteries.


The board, the lab, and even the women looked like total disasters. They had spent the night. It hadn’t helped.


“Ninety minutes,” declared Izumi, breaking up a silence that had failed to be productive. “In ninety minutes, the administrator plugs our numbers into the temporal flux device… and if he doesn’t get the results he’s funded—”


“—he pulls the plug on us.” Cara finished the thought. “Do you think we’ll end up with the formula?”


“I’m sure of it,” Dr. Kiyoko replied, her eyes never leaving the scrawl of the whiteboard. “We’ll get the formula. There’s just one ingredient… just one tiny little detail that we’re missing.”


At that moment, a young girl – no more than eight years old, and probably younger – entered the laboratory wearing a white coat and her blonde hair in a ponytail.


“Excuse me, little girl,” said Izumi. “This is a restricted area. Are you lost? Where are your parents?”


“Back at home, if I don’t miss my guess,” replied the girl, with a confidence and eloquence that took the two women by surprise. “My name is Dr. Sean Miranda. I was sent here by the administrator to help speed things along.”

Dr. Kiyoko chuckled and patted the little girl on the head. “That’s a very good joke, short stuff, but we’re terribly busy down here. Cara here can help you find your dolly or whatever and take you back to your mommy, alright?”


Sean paid no heed to the condescension. She was already at the whiteboard, erasing myriad failed attempts—and managing to hold conversation as she threw brand-new numbers and equations onto the board.


“You might say I’m a genius,” she said. “I don’t like the term. It’s theatrical. I just happen to know more than the average adult, and—crucially—I know what to do with that knowledge.”


“Would you get away from the board, already!?” Izumi had raised her voice. “We’re less than 90 minutes from getting shut down and we don’t have time for elementary art class!”


“‘Elementary?’” Dr. Miranda repeated. “Hah! Is that the word you use to describe the mistakes you and – Cara, is it? – have been making en masse? Because your screw-ups are most definitely falling on the elementary end of the spectrum. There are some wonderful programs out there for people like you who are perhaps so dead-set in their ways that they could afford to learn a few things over again.”

Dr. Kiyoko was livid. The constraints of time, combined with her frustration… and now an obnoxious amateur – a child!! – was questioning her credentials?


“What I think you need, ‘Dr.’ Miranda, is a firm spanking and an early bedtime.”


Sean stopped writing her formulas on the board and slammed her marker down in victory. “There’s no need to throw a temper tantrum, Doctor. Everything’s going to be fine.” With one fluid motion, the prepubescent scientist moved to a nearby computer and input all the designs with which she had covered the whiteboard.


She flipped a switch. A pale red glow fell over the laboratory.


“It works,” Dr. Miranda said with a grin.


“…What works?” asked Cara, who had felt it in the best interest of her career to stay out of Sean Miranda’s way.


“The Reality Shifter,” replied the young scientist. “My slightly more colorful name for your temporal flux device.”


“Get real!” said Dr. Kiyoko.


“See for yourself!” Sean smiled. “Everything cast in the pale red glow is susceptible. For example… why don’t I just make a slight adjustment to your mental acuity?”


Dr. Miranda made a few keystrokes, and the pale red glow of the room pulsed noticeably.


“What did you just do?” asked Cara.


“Well,” Sean sniffed, “I did like the sound of ‘elementary.’ I liked it so much that I just gave Dr. Kiyoko the mind of an elementary school student. All that knowledge… all that emotional maturity… all gone with a click of the mouse.”


It was true. Dr. Izumi Kiyoko paced aimlessly in front of the laboratory… suddenly feeling very, very stupid and very, very scared. She shifted her weight from one foot to the other. She scratched her head with her right hand, and the index finger of her left found its way into her mouth.


“What did you do to me?” Izumi whined. A single tear coursed down her cheek. “I dun’… I dun’ know anything!”


“Well, that’s not entirely true,” said Dr. Miranda. “You still know useful scientific facts like water turns to ice when it’s frozen. Knowledge is power, is it not? And, hey, you can still make it to the bathroom.”


Sean turned to Cara. “…But what if you couldn’t?”


A few keystrokes, and it was done.


Cara Bond whined as she felt herself begin to pee in her panties. A centralized but radiating warmth, dampening her ass and her thighs as rivers of hot yellow urine coursed down her trim, shaven legs, creeping onto the tile floor like splayed and pallid fingers.

“You bitch!” Cara managed to hiss, weakly, between sniffles and sobs of humiliation.


“Oh, what language!” said Sean. “My ears are burning. Let me just take care of that.”


More keystrokes, and Cara was babbling like a baby. She could form the words in her head—violent, furious words—but they came out in a mess of “bla”s and “goo”s and drooling raspberries.


“Turn her back!” howled Dr. Kiyoko. “Turn her back right now, you meanie!”


“I hardly think you’re in the position of giving orders. But, then again… you are older, and I’m just a kid. What do you say we shift the balance of power a little bit?”


Dr. Miranda pulled up two numbers on the screen—8 and 26. With each subsequent keystroke, the number on the right decreased by one, and the number on the left increased accordingly.


“8 and 26… 14 and 20… 20 and 14… this is working better than I thought it would.” The latter observation left Dr. Sean Miranda’s lips with the deep timbre of a woman.


Dr. Izumi Kiyoko, meanwhile, was shrinking into her lab coat. She let out a loud, dumb scream as her years were stolen away from her… as her voice rose, as her tits vanished, as she lost her balance in her oversized heels and fell flat on her ass, her childish yells of rebellion muted by the clothes in which she had drowned.

Dr. Sean Miranda grew, and grew, and grew. Her outfit became unimaginably tight around her as she gained inches in height and pounds of bone and muscle. A pair of perfect breasts filled out the front of her lab coat and the once-girl had to pop a few buttons to allow her burgeoning chest to spring free.

“32 and 2,” noted Sean. “Perfect.”


All that could be heard beneath the pile of Dr. Kiyoko’s clothing was the bawling of a frustrated toddler.


“Now for you, Cara. Seeing as you’ve already lost your toilet training and verbal skills, I doubt this will be as much of a heartbreak for you as it was for your bitch of a colleague.”


Cara could do nothing but scream and babble and cry until Dr. Miranda snatched enough time from her to leave her at the age of eighteen months.


“Problem solved.”

-=-=-


Dr. Sean Miranda moved the computer across the lab and pulled up a chair next to the two weeping piles of oversized lab coat.

“This is my very favorite mode,” she said by way of introduction. “It modifies the inanimate belongings of anybody infantilized by the temporal flux to better serve the victims’ needs. Allow me to demonstrate.”


First, Sean targeted the lab coats. A pale red glow washed over the jackets as the toddlers beneath them clawed uselessly against the heavy fabric. It was then that the molecular structure of the outfits reconstituted themselves; portions of the lab coats located nearest the tots’ torsos became lightweight, frilly shirts with the words “BEAUTIFUL BABY” stitched onto them, and what remained of the heavy coats – the bulky fabric draped over the babies’ legs and groins – became comically thick disposable diapers, wrapped securely around the scientists’ hips and spreading their pudgy thighs with protection.

Finally, Dr. Miranda could see the faces of the ex-scientists. Their screwed-up, tear-streaked, despair-stricken faces. Any passer-by would easily mistake them for toddlers too embarrassed to be showing off their thick diapers without the dignity of pants.


Sean then set to work on the details. Thanks to the invasive red glow, the pen upon which Dr. Kiyoko chewed so avidly in times of stress rearranged its particles to become a rattle… which the infantile Izumi grabbed at once and began slobbering all over.

Cara Bond’s ceremonial coffee cup turned into a baby bottle filled with formula. Dr. Miranda didn’t skip a beat; she nestled little Cara in the crook of her arm and tilted the baba upwards as she offered its nipple to the baby’s waiting lips.


“Maybe this formula will be easier on baby’s tum-tum than that other nasty one was on her mind.”


Cara wept. And nursed.


Mere feet away, sitting on her diapered rump with her bare feet splayed out in front of her, was Izumi, her hands outstretched and her fingers wiggling awkwardly. It took Dr. Miranda a few moments to realize that Izumi was trying to do basic arithmetic on her fingers… one last feeble stab at retaining even the most basic level of scientific intelligence.


Izumi held out two fingers on each hand.


Two pwus two… two pwus two…

She thought. She thought hard. Izumi thought harder than she had thought throughout the entirety of her time at the whiteboard.


Two pwus two is… is…

A loud, wet, protracted fart escaped Dr. Kiyoko’s tiny butthole as she proceeded to fill her diaper with a sticky, stinking mess.


Sean, for her part, burst out into laughter, even as Izumi’s face burned beet red and gave in to tears of humiliation.

“Looks like those are the only things you’ll be messing up around here for quite a while,” snickered Sean.


Dr. Miranda set Cara down long enough to tend to Dr. Kiyoko. She bent over and lifted the tiny physicist up into the air, Izumi’s sagging diaper barely hanging on to her hips, and it was on to the counter (now a makeshift changing table) with her.


“I can’t say the administrator didn’t warn me about the dramatic changes coming to this department,” sighed Miranda before getting to work.
THE END
