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“And now – LIVE!! – from A Man No More Studios in beautiful Fond du Lac, Wisconsin—it’s ‘How Far Would You Go?’ The twist on Russian Roulette where the top prize is not just your life, but a whole lot more of it!

“Our scientists have worked for years to perfect the technology required to make a fantastical game show such as this, well, a reality. Instead of using bullets, these specialized guns are filled with syringes attached to ampoules into which the very key to eternal youth has been painstakingly funneled. Each ampoule has enough of the drug inside to peel a solid decade away from your life… the catch is that you have to buy the ampoules yourself using the money you make answering a series of questions that escalate in difficulty!

“That’s it for me, your intrepid game show announcer and favorite source of exposition, Jasper… now it’s time to take on down to you in the studio, Janice!”

“Thank you, Jasper; thank you also to our stunning co-hosts, the Precious Gems! Diamond, Amethyst, Opal, and Jade… stunning as always. Just stunning.”


The tetrad of girls waved from their perches around the stage.

Janice turned to the camera. “Well, yesterday, we certainly had a heart-wrenching season premiere, and one that, fortunately, had a happy ending. Roll the tape.”


“My name is Ruth Vito. I am 73 years old and suffering from dementia and Alzheimer’s. It gets such that I can’t even make new memories anymore. You’ll fix me lunch and I’ll spend the rest of the day asking what it was, or about the kids—I’ve outlived my beautiful baby girl. It’s just tragic. Really tragic.”

“Well,” continued Janice, “if you didn’t see the premiere, you missed out on medical history. Using the vast stores of knowledge she still retains from earlier in her life, she was able to bank enough bucks to buy five out of a possible six ampoules. The purchase price? Ten million dollars. She chose to use all five—that’s how far she was willing to go. And let’s see what ol’ Ruth Vito looks like today!”

From a purple sequin curtain offstage there emerged a staggeringly beautiful, healthy, and – much more importantly – alert 23-year-old young woman… one whose name was Ruth Vito, and one whom could back that up with paperwork.


The crowd cheered. Spotlights swung left and tight, to and fro, in beat to a dubstep tune that accentuated Ruth’s raw sexual energy. She reveled in it. She deserved it.


She won!


“Now, inquiring minds want to know, Ruth—just how is the ol’ noggin these days?”


“Sharp as a tack. I remember all of my life, and I’m ready to set the world on fire all over again.”


More cheers from the audience.

“And you, too,” Janice said to the camera, “can win. You just have to ask yourself ‘How Far Would You Go?’


“And what better time to meet today’s contestant than after these messages?”
-=-=-=-

“Preston Tompkins is a 32-year-old ‘between-jobs’ computer programmer from White Plains, New Jersey. Having been born and raised in a kind, loving, and intellectually-oriented household, Preston’s confident that his intellectual acumen can be enough to, quote, ‘get [him] out of the Sartrian miasma that is [his] life.’ Well, whatever this ‘Sartrian miasma’ is, it sure sounds sticky! Let’s get him out of his sticky situation as we introduce our contestant for the day, Preston!!”

Preston sauntered onstage and mugged for the audience. He stood six feet tall, was moderately heavy-set, and wore a fine suit that was probably a lot less expensive than it looked. He took a minute to soak in the adoration of hundreds of people who’d never met him until that moment before taking a seat in the players’ circle.

Janice sat across from him. “Now, Preston, you know the rules. Six questions of increasing difficulty, each one rewarding you with your choice of an ampoule or a dollar amount. Miss one question, you lose it all. Are you ready?”


“I’m ready, baby! YEAH!!”


“Then let’s play ‘How Far Would You Go?’”


A bunch of spotlights and music cues did some hideously overwrought bullshit, and the first question was displayed on Preston’s computer.


“Preston. For one thousand dollars, or one ampoule: Beginning from Hydrogen, what is the fourth element on the periodic table?”

“Ha!” shot Preston, letting a small amount of spittle fly. “What a snap. Beryllium.”


“Beryllium is correct,” began Janice, “and you now have your choice of walking away with $1,000 or one ampoule, or to continue.”


“Let’s go! Let’s go!” Preston was bouncing in his chair and clapping his hands, as though the show wasn’t quite moving fast enough for him. For any of us.


“For ten thousand dollars, or two ampoules: Who invaded Spain in the 8th century?”

“That’s a joke. The Moors!”


“Right you are again and with that answer you are one step closer to the biggest payoff in quiz show history: One hundred million dollars!”


Preston cheered, and so did the crowd.


“Should you stay or should you go now?” asked Janice.


“Gotta go for one more, Janice! Yeah!”


“Very well. For one hundred thousand dollars, or three ampoules: Name the killer in Friday the 13th.”

“Mrs. Voorhees!” yelled Preston, pumping one arm. “Mrs. Voorhees was the original killer in that series! Yeah! Yeah!”


“‘Yeah’ is right and right you are,” conceded an amused and exhausted-looking Janice. The crowd loved the spectacle of the lighting and music, but it was all beginning to blur for Preston. All Preston wanted to see was the ticker tape… and to have access to his prize, the prize for which he had come all along. “And, when we get back from a commercial break, we’ll be asking Preston just exactly what he wants—stay tuned.”
-=-=-=-

“Preston.”

“Yes?”


“You have now banked one hundred thousand dollars,” Janice gushed. “That could be converted into three ampoules, which would take off 30 years of your life. Or, you could continue playing for more money, all the way up to that ever-so-tantalizing lighted sign you see up there that reads…?”

“One hundred million dollars,” smiled Preston.


“Indeed. So! You have a choice to make. Shall we continue, or…?”


“I’m taking the ampoules! Final answer. I’m taking the ampoules first, then the money. Take one ampoule to get me down to 22 years of age, and forfeit that hundred thousand dollars, but take home the $10,000 and my sleek younger body,”


There was a hush in the studio, as though neither the crowd nor the sound guys nor even the swinging lights knew what to do.


“I’m sorry, Preston,” said Janice, “but I’m afraid that’s not how it works. You can’t split up your prize into some youth and some money. It has to be one or the other.”


“Bullshit!” Preston howled. Gasps could be heard from the audience in reaction to what was building into quite the tantrum. “I won it, I earned it, and I’m spending it my way – 10 years off my life and ten thousand dollars!”


“I’m afraid not. It’s all or nothing.”


“Then just give me my money. Jesus.”


“No.”


“Say what?”


“No. You already made your choice as to what prize you’ll be receiving.”


Preston looked faux-shocked. “Oh, did I?”


Janice smiled. “Roll the tape.”


“I’m taking the ampoules! Final answer.”

“N-no—” Preston stammered.

“That did look and sound an awful lot like you, did it not?” Janice had a wry smile carved on her face. She loved this kind of moment. She loved this kind of thing.

“But I don’t wanna—”


Before Preston could finish his sentence, Diamond had simply walked up behind him and put the gun against Preston’s neck, pulling the trigger. Instantly, three syringes plunged into the man’s carotid artery and began delivering their payloads of youth. Three syringes; one for each decade. The liquid drained away in the blink of an eye.


And then Diamond stepped back, smiled, and returned the gun to a crew technician.


“We’ll be right back,” said Janice,” after these commercial messages.”

-

“NO!” Preston howled as he stumbled, fumbled, groggily out of his chair. Humbled, on his hands and knees, he looked at the crowd, the mandatorily-clapping crowd, and he wanted out. He didn’t want them to see what was about to happen. Didn’t want Janice or Jasper or any of the Precious Gems to see him get way, way younger than he wanted. Preston Tompkins didn’t want to see anyone in the studio, or anyone out there in TV land, or – god fucking dammit – anyone on the internet to see.

“Close your eyes!” he screamed, standing up and practically tripping over his now too-long suit, as the drug had already begun to take effect. “Close your eyes, dammit!”


Everybody clapped and howled, hooted and cheered.


Preston no longer bothered trying to hold up his pants. He was a boy of fifteen already, then fourteen, struggling to keep up a massive pair of boxer shorts as his button-down shirt threatened to swallow him whole.


His tie fell from his neck, down around his body, and he tripped on it at the ankles, sending Preston crashing to the floor.


“Stop it! Stop this! Cut the lights! Cut!” cried the twelve-year-old tangled up in the prone position.


“Still rolling!” assured the men behind the cameras.


Ten-year-old Preston finally managed to climb his way out of his suit to find himself in another one; his birthday suit, white and hairless and glinting beneath the lights of the studio.


“STOOOOOOOOP IIIIIIIIT!!” he screamed, his palms clasped firmly over his undersized, prepubescent genitals. That did nothing to obscure the view from behind—and plenty of audience members were loving it.


“Look at that cute little tushie!”


“The boy could stand a few walks around the block, if you ask me.”


“And a bath afterwards.”


Preston was openly crying now, permitting the water to flow down his eight-year-old cheeks as he concomitantly shrunk and puffed out with adiposity. The terror of the moment wracked him to his very core. It made him feel so naked, so helpless, so little. Not helping was the fact that he was all those things, and getting littler.

The first droplets of yellow didn’t appear until Preston was six years old; but, when they did, there was no hope of masking their source. Preston was wetting himself, through his fingers, down his legs, onto the translucent plastic stage floor. A big yellow puddle, getting bigger, as the audience howled, and the boy cried, and the humiliation burned within him. He felt his pudgy little bare feet make suctioning noises as he toddled through his urination.

“Little Preston Potty-Pants! Little Preston Potty-Pants!!” jeered the crowed, though irony could be found in the 32-year-old now-child’s nudity. How their hoots and hollers roared over the sound cues and the whooshing cameras swirling around for a closer look at the one contestant who had bitten off a little more than he could chew.


“Waaaiiiaaahhhhhhhhh…!!” Now evincing a four-year-old, Preston Tompkins knelt in his puddle of pee, the final few droplets dribbling out of his little pinky finger of a penis as he screwed up his face and bawled. Lines of drool dribbled from his fattened baby lips as his teeth receded one by one and his hair grew fine and more wispy, his face more red and more plump.

And all the while did the audience clap and cheer and cry along.


Finally, defeated, pudgy and exhausted two-year-old Preston fell back on his chubby little bottom and gathered up his sobs. Technicians rushed out with diapers and powders to attend to the somber little rascal, but Janice, as expected, had the honor of diapering her contestant and tucking in the little leg bands that sealed the wetness into Preston’s precious and perfect little prison.


The precious little prison he pooped quite presently.

“Well!” said Janice. “Turns out our brainiac is quite the little stinker, as well!” She picked up the wailing toddler and bounced his squishy bottom on her arm. “Wouldn’t you say so, Jasper?”


“Iii’d say so, Janice—and I’d also say something else to anyone deigning to debut as a contestant on our show… it’s not just about being careful what you wish for, but watching what you say! So mind those Ps and Qs the next time YOU’RE asked ‘How Far Would You Go?’”
THE END
