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Isaac knew that he probably wasn’t the first person to feel this way; after all, Miss Mohl was, far and away, the most popular and most gorgeous teacher to ever grace the halls of the Dilford Preparatory School for Boys. He realized that some of the students that had been lucky enough to take her course in years past had probably held their own unrequited crushes for the kind, intelligent, beautiful woman that’d somehow managed to make concepts like atomic weights and stoichiometry utterly fascinating. But knowing that didn’t make it hurt any less. It didn’t stop him from wallowing in his depression, from slouching at his desk and doodling idly in his notebook as the rest of his classmates celebrated the last day of school all around him, as they sipped at the homemade punch Miss Mohl had brought in and gushed to each other about how awesome college would be. He could only dwell on the fact that he’d never see her again; that the connection he thought he felt between the two of them was purely the result of his dumb schoolboy crush, that he’d been such an idiot to think – 


“Isaac?”

 
The boy looked up. Miss Mohl was standing in front of her desk with a smile on her lips and two cups of punch in her hands.


“Could you join me at the front of the class for a minute?”


 Isaac merely gawked at her for a moment before practically leaping from his chair, blushing and smiling sheepishly when his unbridled enthusiasm drew a playful giggle from his heart’s desire.

“I was hoping we’d get a chance to speak before the day ended,” Miss Mohl said as she sat on the corner of her desk and handed Isaac one of the cups. The boy took a quick moment to determine the appropriateness of doing so before taking a seat next to her, sipping at his punch and taking what he prayed was a cool and affectless posture. “I was dreading the possibility that you’d be off to college without knowing how much I loved teaching you.”


Though Isaac’s heart soared he allowed himself only the smallest of grins.


“I really loved having you as a teacher,” he managed. I love you. I LOVE YOU! “Maybe…maybe we could stay in contact? Y’know, if I need help with any of my science classes or anything like that.”

“I’m glad you said that,” she beamed. “But the sort of contact I had in mind wasn’t exactly…in an academic context, if you get my meaning.”


Miss Mohl laid a palm on Isaac’s leg. The boy nearly crushed his Solo cup in his hand the instant she did so – he could swear he felt the warmth of her skin radiating right through his slacks – but instead merely brought it to his lips and took a long swig, needing the drink as much to drench his suddenly-dry throat as he did for the time it gave him to think of what his response to the realization of a thousand masturbatory fantasies should be. When the cup was empty he slowly brought his eyes to his teacher’s – shivering all over when he saw the flecks of gold in her auburn eyes – and took a deep breath.

“Miss Mohl, I – ” 


URRRRRRRRRRRRP!

Isaac had not even begun to bare his soul before he was interrupted by a reverberating burp that resonated crudely from the center of the classroom. He turned and shot daggers at the boy from whom the expulsion had come from, a tall, solidly-built young man who playfully defended himself while his friends laughed and cracked jokes at his expense.

“…dude, I didn’t even mean to! It just sorta popped outta – ” 


URRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRP!


The boy suddenly let loose with another belch, one even louder and cruder than the last. But nobody laughed this time. Nobody was even smiling. Their mouths were too busy gaping in slack-jawed shock at what they had just seen, at the sight of their classmate having burped out what looked to be six inches of height and a good thirty pounds of muscle. The senior-turned-freshman stood stock-still in khakis that clung tenaciously to his shrunken waist and a dress shirt whose cuffs had all but swallowed his small, boyish hands. Tears brimmed in his eyes as he parted his lips, only to have whatever cry for help he might have uttered swallowed up by the long, ragged groan that accompanied him doubling over and pressing his palms against his gut. The fart that bellowed out a moment later practically shook the windows and lasted long enough for the audience to clearly see the years melt away during its duration, to watch their classmate shrink from a teenager celebrating his first year of high school into a fresh-faced youngster who would look more at home memorizing multiplication tables, a panting, whimpering little boy dressed only in the sail of a shirt he had filled out not a minute prior.


The horror of the situation barely had time to sink in before another expulsion rippled through the classroom. And then another. And another. And another. The captain of the soccer team burped himself back into the wobbly childhood pudge he had spent the entirety of his adolescence eradicating. The Casanova of the classroom let loose with a long, high squeaker that left him a skinny little sprout whose adorable pee-pee was put fully on display when the boy’s tiny feet got lost in his shoes and he stumbled clean out of his clothes. The Berkeley-bound valedictorian expelled from both ends until he was a blubbering squirt curled up on the classroom floor, clutching his uniform to his silly little body like a security blanket. Screams of all pitches rang out in concert with the cacophony of rude noises as chaos seized the scene, the boys thrashing about in their increasingly-ridiculous uniforms as they uncontrollably discharged the size and strength and status that had brought them to the precipice of adulthood. The only student that had gone unaffected leapt from the desk and whirled his eyes around the room as his classmates squalled and howled, unable to do anything but watch as his friends and colleagues were dragged kicking and screaming back into childhoods they were so close to having left behind.


“The process isn’t exactly elegant, I admit.” Isaac turned to Miss Mohl to see his teacher sigh as she coolly looked over the anarchy playing out before her. “Still, it’s a remarkable achievement, wouldn’t you say?”


“What the fuck are you talking about?” The boy cried. “You did this?!”


“Couldn’t quite work put the gas-inducing side effects in time,” the woman mused, turning her eyes back to the chaos as though she hadn’t even heard him. “And then, of course, there was the issue of it functioning as a diuretic. No idea what might’ve caused that.”

Before Isaac could spit out any of the million questions buzzing through his brain, both his and his teacher’s eyes were caught by the sight of the first boy affected by the phenomenon dashing for the door, bare feet skittering across the linoleum, pants hiked up around his waist with one hand while the other fumbled with the locked knob. The boy wailed as he let go of his belt to yank at the brass with both hands, seemingly oblivious to the fact that he had begun pissing all over the floor and the hem of his shirt right after dropping trou. What he did notice, however, is the way the knob started to pull away from him as the years streamed out of him in a golden tinkle, as he softened and shrank and piled on the baby fat until he looked ready for his first day of preschool. His horror and frustration bubbled over and dragged him into a full-on temper tantrum, the boy falling onto his bottom and drumming his heels in the puddle he’d made for himself, carrying on like any other toddler that didn’t get his way. 

This disconsolate little tyke, as before, proved to be something of a trendsetter, as his classmates soon joined him in helplessly emptying their bladders and surrendering what was left of their maturity. Those that had huddled their shrinking bodies in their uniforms sobbed and pulled the fabric tighter around themselves as they soaked their big-boy clothing, while those that had abandoned their grown-up garments tried to press their little hands against their littler dinkies as though that would stop the flood, succeeding in doing nothing more than getting it all over themselves and the floor and the other wet, wailing little boys that surrounded them. An entire class of able-bodied, college-bound young men reduced to a gaggle of pants-pissing preschoolers in a matter of minutes. 


“You might find it hard to believe, Isaac, but for a long time I resented being stuck here,” Miss Mohl said over the symphony of sobs. “I always thought I’d teach at some great university, contribute to my field, that sort of thing. I put on a brave face, but I didn’t really start enjoying myself until I got this class. And I’m not ready to leave them just yet. You’d be surprised how easy it was to convince their parents and the staff into doing this; even though it’s outside of my area of expertise, they were all too happy to let me come on next year as the facility’s first preschool teacher. Finger-painting and nursery rhymes might not be their cup of tea right now, admittedly, but I’m sure they’ll grow to love it.”


She drew herself up and stood face-to-face with Isaac, who, at that moment, felt the two of them an island in the turmoil. 


“You’re the best student I’ve ever had, Isaac, and that’s why I wanted to spare you all of this. I want to see those inquisitive eyes and that bright smile of yours every day for the rest of my life.”

His classmates and the rest of the world could have disappeared for all he cared. He had Miss Mohl. His future was standing right in front of him, smiling at him, inviting him forward…and the moment would’ve been perfect had he not been hit just then with a sharp cramp that made him double over and clamp his hands over his gut.

“No, I had to cook up something a little more potent for my favorite student,” the woman giggled as her fingers traced the boy’s chin. “Something to ensure that he’ll be under my tutelage for a long, long time.”


Isaac didn’t even get the chance to ask what his teacher meant before he got the answer for himself, before he groaned, doubled over, and started shitting his pants. The boy’s body racked with sobs not only because of what he was doing in front of his crush, but because he could see, through tear-blurred vision, that the bigger his load got the further she pulled away from him.   

“Muh – Miss Mohl, please,” he whined in a high, cracking voice, the last five years of his life now nothing but warm muck in the seat of his underwear. “I don’t…I don’t wanna…”


His pleas were cut off when he cried out and started loading up his boxer-briefs anew, shrinking hands gripped around his belt in a desperate attempt to keep them up even as his waist grew too small to support them and the growing weight dragged them towards the ground. When the latest storm subsided he was nothing more than a Kindergartener – a first-grader, at best –trembling from the exertion necessary to keep his slacks up, hiccup-sobbing as his empty little balls and tiny baby dick smushed about in the last dozen years of his life.


“Hush now, sweetheart,” she cooed as she stroked the boy’s soft, flaxen hair. “I’ll be there to teach you everything you need to know. How to walk…how to talk…how to use the potty…don’t you worry, little one. I’m going to make sure that my favorite student is every bit as smart as he is adorable.”

Isaac could do nothing but howl as the third tremor rippled through him, as his body plumped and softened and became impossibly small, as the weight finally grew too great for his stubby little hands to keep up. His pants plopped into a heap around his tiny feet and a moment later his adipose-packed legs wobbled and gave way, the baby landing bottom-first in his mess, bawling and waving his fat little fists in the air as he pushed out all but the first twelve months of his life. His cries only grew louder and more pitiful when she plucked his naked little self from his clothing and held him aloft in the air, having to finally – as he felt the cool breeze on his poop-smeared tushie and his bouncy little tinker – come to terms with the fact that he probably wasn’t going to score with Miss Mohl after all.
THE END
