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AEVITERNITY: The midpoint 
between time and eternity.  
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Come away, O human child! 

To the waters and the wild 

With a faery, hand in hand.  

For the world’s more full of weeping than you can 
understand. 

 

The Stolen Child 

—W B Yeats  
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Chapter 1:  Lumos VR 

 
amal Green is dead. Now there will be a war.  

Daryn Dixon repeated these words over and over in his head.  

Jamal Green is dead.  

Jamal Green is dead.  

He chambered a bullet in the barrel of his Glock G19, then 
ejected the bullet into the palm of his hand.  

There will be a war.  

He held the 9 mm bullet up to the light to inspect its 
unblemished conical shape, ending in a silverpoint.  

They made me a warrior. That means I fight.  

At age thirteen, Daryn was officially in the warrior class of 
his gang. They had given him his Glock as a birthday present, along 
with a scar on his forearm in the shape of a bullet, produced by a 
red-hot bullet pressed into his flesh. To be sure, Daryn was quite 
familiar with guns and had been carrying one since he was eight 
years old, not long after his mother and sister had been killed by the 
very thing imprinted on his forearm. But Daryn wasn’t required to 
fight back then. Now at age thirteen, he didn’t have a choice.  

Jamal had been a warrior, too, but he was seventeen and had 
been their leader. He had been shot and killed the day before 
outside a 7-Eleven store by someone in their rival gang, the 
Savages. Someone would replace Jamal soon. Daryn was thankful it 

J 
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wouldn’t be him. He was still too young for that, though not too 
young to fight in the coming war.  

Daryn chambered and released another bullet into his palm. 
“This is what I am,” he whispered as he inspected the fresh 
projectile. “I’m a Bullet.” That was the name of his own gang. 

With the death of Jamal Green, the Bullets and the Savages 
were officially at war.  

At that instant, Daryn’s hand began to tremble. It started as a 
slight tremor in his right thumb that quickly spread to his whole 
hand and then to his left. It was like a seizure, and he could hold 
neither bullet nor gun when it happened. All he could do was sit on 
his hands until the thing passed.  

“What the hell,” he said, putting both hands under his thighs 
as he sat on his bed. He knew that if this thing occurred during 
battle, he would be dead. The spells had been occurring ever since 
they had given him the Bullet scar on his forearm along with his 
Glock, three months ago. Daryn didn’t know why it was happening 
now. He had never had a problem with guns or bullets before.  

In truth, he really did know the answer but was ashamed to 
admit the fact even to himself. Daryn didn’t want to fight. Daryn 
was afraid to die. Now, as a warrior, that had become an ever more 
likely outcome. Just ask Jamal Green.  

“Time for some practice,” he announced to no one. He stood 
up from his bed to retrieve the virtual reality headset he kept 
hidden in his closet. The game system was a Lumos VR that he had, 
needless to say… stolen.  

Daryn opened his bedroom closet and moved a cardboard 
box filled with old shoes that covered a loose floorboard. He lifted 
up the board, then reached into the space where the Lumos VR 
headset was hidden. Daryn placed the set over his eyes and 
powered it on.  
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Standing in his bedroom, Daryn was now surrounded by 
infinite space. The only thing visible was the familiar power-up 
icon. Then, one by one, game icons began to pop up all around 
him—a kind of forest of glowing boxes hovering at various 
distances from him, contrasted against a black grid background. 
The virtual floor in this game space appeared to stretch infinitely 
away.  

“I’m in.”  

Daryn looked at his hands, which had been transformed into 
virtual hands. He then moved into the swarm of game icons until he 
found the game he wanted. Street Guns. The game icon was a square 
tile featuring a handgun similar to his own Glock rotating in its 
center. Daryn reached for the icon with his left hand and touched 
the rotating gun with his virtual finger. The tile immediately 
expanded into a large screen hovering in front of him that displayed 
a three-dimensional array of weapons to choose from. Daryn 
reached for the Glock, of course, then chose his game scenario by 
shooting at it.  

The next instant Daryn’s virtual body was walking down the 
virtual street of a large city, hunting for enemy fighters. In this 
game, Daryn could duck behind cars, trash cans, or mailboxes, and 
run down alleys, some with dead ends where his character would 
be trapped, others with secret escape routes that he had 
discovered. Daryn had learned which alleys to use for escape and 
which ones he could direct his enemies into in order to trap them.  

In the virtual world, Daryn was a master warrior. In the 
virtual world, Daryn’s hands never shook and he always knew what 
to do. Despite the violence of the game, Daryn felt a kind of 
calmness, a kind of Zen-like action-reaction focus.  

The game offered the option of fighting with your own gang 
or fighting solo. Daryn always chose the solo option. In there, he 
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didn’t need anyone to help him or to get in the way. For the next 
half hour, Daryn hunted his enemies, running down alleys, hiding 
behind cars, jumping out to ambush, and killing, killing, killing.  

After annihilating two enemy gangs and finding himself a 
little short of breath though still calm, Daryn pressed the exit 
button. He found himself standing in the swarm of game icons once 
again.  

“I wonder what else is here.”  

He had only ever played Street Guns. There were over a 
dozen other games he had never touched. One by one, Daryn 
reached for the floating icons, inspected them briefly, then throwing 
them back. He almost chose a zombie hunting game but decided he 
was done with shooting for now.  

Maybe a flying game or mountain climbing, he thought as he 
threw aside one game after another.  

It was then, after searching through nearly all of the games, 
that Daryn noticed a much smaller icon hovering several yards 
away from the others, all by itself.  

“Why is that one all the way over there?” he asked. 

Daryn moved his virtual body toward the lone icon. This tile 
was about the size of a small cell phone, where the other games 
were the size of a large sheet of paper. Daryn reached for the icon to 
inspect. The tile was itself black, rendering it almost invisible 
against the space background, easy to miss. In its center was a 
slowly rotating figure eight, the symbol for infinity. Its label 
appeared just below the figure eight. 

“Aeviternity,” Daryn read the title. “What kind of game is 
that?” There was only one way to find out. He pressed the 
horizontal figure eight with his finger. 
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Everything went dark for a few long seconds, so long that 
Daryn thought he would have to re-start the Lumos headset. Then, a 
new world materialized around him. He was standing under an 
ancient, gnarled tree at the top of a grass-covered hill. A mountain 
range was to his right, a forest to his left, and above him, a brilliant 
blue sky. The intensity of the color was stronger than Daryn was 
used to seeing in a game. It almost hurt his eyes.  

“Whoa!” he exclaimed, gazing around the brilliantly colorful 
virtual world. “What am I supposed to do?”  

Daryn inspected his virtual body. As with many games, his 
body was merely two floating hands which were his controllers; 
however, these virtual hands appeared small and fragile, almost 
child-like. Daryn moved his fingers, trying to summon the usual 
control panel. Perhaps this was a hunting game with his prey 
hidden in the forest. Nothing appeared in his hands.  

“Maybe I have to go into the forest to find weapons.”  

Daryn moved his virtual self fluidly toward the forest. As he 
approached the first trees, the game began to shift in a surprising 
way. The ground and plants and sky became ever more detailed, 
transforming from its original cartoon expression into something 
like photo-realism. He appeared to be standing in a living picture.  

“It’s like I’m actually here.”  

Daryn had never seen his kind of resolution in a virtual 
game, ever!   

Daryn glanced at his hands again. His virtual body had 
materialized as well. He now had hands, arms, legs, and feet. They 
were unmistakably those of a young child. Daryn clicked his fingers 
again, trying to summon a controller. Nothing appeared.  

“I guess I have to go into the forest to find weapons.”  
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Daryn took an actual step this time, forgetting he didn’t need 
to move in the real world to move his virtual body. He took that 
step, then froze abruptly. Daryn’s foot—his real-world foot—had 
stepped onto something soft, like the grass in the game, not the 
hardwood floor of his bedroom. He looked down at his virtual 
child’s foot. He wiggled his toes. He could feel the blades of grass 
and the soft ground beneath.  

“What am I stepping on?” he asked in a confused tone. 

Daryn lifted the Lumos headset from his eyes to take a look. 
What happened next was like something from the Wizard of Oz. The 
virtual world remained in place. Daryn was standing in it for real.  

Air escaped Daryn’s lungs. When he finally took a breath, he 
could smell the forest. He could feel the air and the sun on his face. 
His virtual hands were now his hands, and they held the real Lumos 
headset, somehow also inside the virtual world.  

“What is this place?” The voice that greeted him when he 
spoke was a child’s voice, not his own.  

For a few bizarre seconds, Daryn stood in this new world 
with his new body, not terrified, but rather stunned by the beauty 
of it all. Something within him felt like he belonged here. The crazy 
urge to run and play entered his mind. Then, Daryn’s better 
judgment returned along with the panic that he should have felt in 
the first place. Daryn quickly shoved the Lumos over his eyes and 
pressed the power button.  

The world went dark.  

Daryn didn’t need to remove his headset to know he was 
back in his room. He could feel the hardwood floor under his feet. 
He did remove the headset. He was in his bedroom. His body was 
his own again.  
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“What just happened?” Daryn examined the now lifeless 
headset. “Did I fall asleep? Was I dreaming?” Daryn shook his head. 
“I was standing the whole time.” His every sense told him he had 
been standing in another world as another person, for real. But that 
was impossible. “It’s just a VR game.” 

Daryn tossed the headset onto his bed. Standing there, 
staring at it he started to feel an ache in his abdomen.  

“Maybe I’m just hungry.” Other than a frozen French toast 
stick and an orange drink, Daryn had not eaten all day. It was now 
four o’clock. “That must be it,” he reasoned. “I’m really hungry. It 
must have done something to my eyes.”  

It wasn’t a very convincing explanation, but either way, 
Daryn was hungry and needed to find food.  

First, Daryn returned the Lumos headset to its hiding place 
in his closet, careful to cover the loose floorboard with the box of 
old shoes. Next, he walked into the combined living room kitchen 
where a beaten, oil-stained refrigerator housed what little food 
there was in his home. He was careful to listen for his father first. 
There was no sign of him. It was too early for his father to be home 
from work. Daryn wasn’t afraid of his father unless he was drunk. It 
was just that he always gave Daryn a hard time about going to the 
kitchen for food.  

Eating, eating, eating, he would complain. You’re always 
eating. It’s easy when you don’t have to pay for it. When are you going 
to contribute, you worthless piece of shit?  

They were just words. Daryn knew he wasn’t in danger 
when his father yelled... unless he had been drinking. But Daryn 
could usually tell that ahead of time and knew not to be around. 

Daryn opened the single refrigerator door. It was the type 
with a small icebox on the inside, just big enough for a single tray of 
ice cubes and a box of frozen French toast sticks that sometimes 
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served as breakfast, lunch, and dinner. Daryn opened the French 
toast box.  

“Empty.” It had been half full that morning and would have 
kept him going for another two days. His father must have come 
home for lunch.  

Daryn glanced at the remaining shelves in the refrigerator. 
Other than a six-pack of beer and a stick of butter, the shelves were 
empty. Daryn contemplated eating the butter directly. While that 
was certainly an option, he knew he could go out and find food 
somewhere else. He preferred using the butter on his French toast 
sticks for some extra flavor, so he would save it.  

He didn’t contemplate the beer. Daryn had tried alcohol 
before. As a member of the Bullets he was expected to drink during 
celebrations, but he never liked it. He always wanted to vomit after 
drinking, and he didn’t like what it did to people. Especially his 
father.  

Daryn went to the closet by the front door and retrieved his 
hoodie sweater. He owned two hoodies - one bright green that 
identified him as a Bullet. The other - dark grey - was what he wore 
when he didn’t want to be seen. He always wore hoodies though, in 
the outside world. He never wanted people to see his face. He 
donned his grey hoodie, then opened his apartment door and 
waited. He wanted to be sure there was no one in the hallway. 
Daryn also didn’t want to be seen coming or going whenever 
possible.  

The hallway was empty, and Daryn was about to step out 
when he remembered something. He quickly ran back to his room 
and reached under his bed mattress to retrieve his Glock.  

“Can’t forget this.”  

He tucked it under the waistband of his pants being sure to 
set the safety lock.  
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Now, he was ready to go out hunting for food—
figuratively—not that he had any intention of killing anything 
today. Daryn slipped into the empty hallway of his apartment 
complex, hood drawn over his head, just another invisible, 
nameless kid preparing to wander the street. He knew better than 
to use the building elevator or even the stairs. Both places could be 
traps. Instead, he used the fire escape ladder at the back of the 
building. His apartment was only on the third floor, so he could 
climb and descend the ladder quickly without being seen. To 
survive in his neighborhood, it was best never to be seen.  

Daryn had long ago mastered the skill of invisibility.  
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Chapter 2:  Yellow Jackets 

 
aryn Dixon stood outside the stone and brick 
entrance to Wood-Forest Middle School preparing 
himself both physically and mentally to enter. School 

was the most vulnerable time for Daryn for a number of reasons. 
First, within those walls, he had to use his real last name, River. 
Dixon was his chosen gang name that Daryn had picked because... 
well, it just sounded like a gangster name to him. The name River 
was more dangerous because that name could lead to his family… 
which could lead to his apartment… which could lead to him.  

Nobody knew where Daryn Dixon lived.  

The second was the fact that hoodies were not allowed in 
school. He would have to expose his face, too. Daryn would wear his 
hoodie each day all the way to the front entrance, then remove it 
and stuff it into his backpack just before entering. He tended to 
keep his head down after that, avoiding eye contact as much as 
possible. He would then put it back on the moment he stepped 
outside after school.  

Third, weapons were not allowed in school—obviously. This 
was enforced by a metal detector all students had to walk through 
and a security guard named Jesse Cooper who would randomly 
inspect backpacks.  

“You know you can’t wear that in school,” Jesse would 
remind Daryn on those occasions he would inspect his backpack.  
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Daryn would always nod that he understood while not 
saying anything. He preferred to avoid talking to people as much as 
possible. Not that he would mind talking to Jesse if he had to. The 
man was a retired cop who took this job as a sort of grandfatherly 
duty. He insisted on going by “Jesse” with all the students, not Mr. 
Cooper. He actually liked “his kids” at Wood-Forest, and most of 
them liked him back.  

Still, Jesse Cooper’s presence and the metal detector meant 
no weapons for Daryn. He had to hide his gun outside of school each 
day before entering. There was an alley one block from the school 
where he had found a loose brick in the foundation wall of an 
abandoned store. The alley provided enough cover that Daryn 
would not be seen hiding his Glock behind the loose brick. It was 
during this time, between hiding his gun and walking through the 
metal detector, that Daryn had to be most vigilant. Not only was he 
totally defenseless, but this led to the fourth and most significant 
reason behind Daryn’s vulnerability at school.  

Although the school itself was on neutral ground, a line of 
Savage territory stretched between Daryn’s neighborhood and 
Wood-Forest Middle School. Daryn had to pass through that 
territory to get to school or take the long way around which took 
over an hour. Five days a week, Daryn had to walk a half-mile 
through enemy territory to get to school, the last block of which he 
was unarmed. Of course, he had chosen a route that was rarely 
patrolled, but “rarely” didn’t mean “never.”  

Lunch that afternoon presented a new risk to Daryn, albeit a 
minor one. A boy by the name of Scott Fraley took a seat next to him 
after Daryn had managed his usual two-seat distancing from the 
next nearest student. He knew better than to sit at a lone table 
(draws too much attention), or to sit in the middle of a crowd (too 
much talking). Two empty seats from anyone seemed to be the 
perfect middle ground.  
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Scott upset Daryn’s routine today which was slightly 
annoying. Not that there was anything wrong with Scott. He was a 
nice kid, though he was only twelve and one grade below Daryn. 
And like Daryn, Scott didn’t like to talk a lot. Come to think of it, 
there was only one real problem with Scott, not that the boy could 
do anything about it. Scott was one of only four white students at 
Wood-Forest. Daryn had nothing against white kids, but when one 
sat directly next to him at lunch, that drew attention, and that was 
annoying.  

“Hey,” Scott said in a hushed greeting as he set his tray 
down.  

“Hey,” Daryn replied not looking up from his own tray, 
pretending to be very interested in his bologna sandwich.  

And that was all the conversation out of Scott. Daryn liked 
that. The other thing he liked about Scott was that the kid was proof 
that Daryn’s father was wrong about white people—that they were 
the privileged rich. Scott was nothing of the sort. Scott was possibly 
the skinniest kid at the school, though mercifully not the shortest. 
He wore the same clothes to school every day. Not similar clothes, 
but literally the same shirt, pants, and shoes each day. Either he or 
his mom must have washed them every night because they were 
never smelly or dirty, just threadbare. Scott’s book bag was an old 
grocery sack, and he was missing half of the left lens from his 
eyeglasses.  

By all accounts, Daryn should have been Scott’s friend, if 
only it weren’t for the attention he drew. And there was no chance 
in hell he could invite Scott into the Bullets. He would be good as 
dead.  

“Gotta go,” Daryn said, taking the last bite of his sandwich 
and guzzling his milk.  
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“Okay. See ya,” was Scott’s brief reply. And that was all. He 
wouldn’t get up to follow Daryn down the hallway or stand by 
Daryn’s locker hoping to talk. Daryn would likely not see Scott for 
the rest of the day. Come to think of it, Daryn really did like the kid. 
But at Wood-Forest there was just no way he could make that work.  

Soon, the day was over and Daryn slipped on his grey hoodie 
as he walked past Jesse Cooper, through the metal detector, and out 
the door. It was time to head into Savage territory to retrieve his 
Glock as invisibly as possible.  

The sky was clear and the sun still high when Daryn left the 
school grounds. He turned down the street that led to the building 
and alley where he had hidden his gun that morning. There was 
light traffic of both cars and people, and no sign of Savages. Still, the 
daylight made him easily visible in all directions. Daryn had learned 
never to be seen walking alone, so he waited for a passing group of 
people that he could shadow; close enough to give the illusion he 
was with them, but far enough away not to attract their attention.  

Finally, Daryn turned down his alley when he was certain no 
one was watching. He knelt on the ground and slid the loose brick 
from the foundation wall to reveal his Glock safely in its place. 
Daryn returned the weapon to his pant waist.  

That’s when he heard a sound that stopped his heart. 
Someone else had turned down the alley from the street. Daryn had 
been spotted after all.   

There was no time to think. Daryn took off at a sprint down 
the other end of the alley that opened onto a parallel street. A 
hundred yards to his left he spotted bright yellow jackets—Savage 
colors. He turned right and kept running, dodging small groups of 
people. Daryn didn’t bother looking back. He knew they were after 
him. Ahead, at the cross street, Daryn spotted more yellow jackets. 
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His escape was blocked just as he himself would have done in the 
game Street Guns.  

With only seconds to decide on a route, Daryn turned down 
a stairwell that led to a below-street apartment. Of course, the door 
to that apartment was locked, so he hid in the dark shadow under 
the stair. This was it. He was now trapped. Daryn pulled out his 
Glock and waited.  

“He went down this way,” he heard one of the Savages 
calling to the others. 

“Where?” Another voice called.   

“Down one of these stairwells,” came the reply.  

One by one, they would check all of the stairwells on the 
street. Daryn knew he would be found. He was outnumbered, and 
they all had guns. That’s when his hands began to tremble. The 
shaking became so violent that he had to put his gun on the ground 
and sit on his hands. Then he heard the footfall of someone coming 
down his own stairwell. Daryn curled into a ball trying to be as 
small as possible. A face appeared from around the stairs searching 
the shadows. A bright yellow jacket was highlighted by direct 
sunlight.  

For once, the sun happened to be Daryn’s friend. With the 
light directly in his enemy’s face, the shadow behind the stair 
appeared midnight black. The Savage squinted into the darkness, 
searching, and listening. Daryn’s paralyzed hands were tucked 
helplessly under his legs. He could only wait. Daryn knew this 
Savage would not be the shooter. He would call to the others, who 
would then surround Daryn.  

“Nothing here,” the Savage called out. “Keep checking the 
others.”  
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Daryn could finally breathe, but his hands remained pinned 
under his legs.  

“Where did he go?” He heard a more distant voice. 

“He went down one of them. Keep checking.” The voices 
faded as they moved away from one stairwell to the next.  

Daryn knew his reprieve was only temporary. Once they 
checked all the stairwells and didn’t find him, they would come 
again for a second look. He could only hope he had control of his 
hands by that time. He might be able to take one or two of them 
before they got him. Unfortunately, that thought made the shaking 
worse. It was now spreading up his arms and threatened to take 
over his body.  

Minutes turned into an hour. The Savages had not returned. 
Daryn dared not take a look. They had likely decided to wait him 
out. An hour or two, they must figure, and the kid would emerge 
from one of the stairwells. That’s when they would get him. So, 
Daryn waited past the two and three-hour mark.  

The sun had set, and the entire street was in shadow, though 
not entirely dark. It was now that Daryn cautiously emerged from 
behind the stairs and peaked just above the street level. There were 
no yellow jackets in sight but that didn’t mean they weren’t there. 
They didn’t need to guard the entire street, just the cross streets 
and alleys —Daryn’s escape routes. If only he could get back to 
school, Daryn could take the long way around Savage territory to 
get home. It would be completely dark by then, but at least he 
would be alive.  

Daryn had a bold idea. The Savages had only seen him 
wearing his grey hoodie with his face covered. Daryn took off his 
hoodie and stuffed it in his backpack. Taking a deep breath and 
shaking the last tremor free from his hands, Daryn walked up the 
stairwell and out into the street. He strode down the center of the 
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street confidently, head held high, facing anyone who looked at him 
as if he lived there. 

At the cross street nearest his school, Daryn was spotted. A 
lone yellow jacket was leaning against a parked car. From a 
distance, Daryn confidently presented his fist in a greeting he had 
seen the Savages use. In the dim light, the gang member of course 
recognized the greeting, but couldn’t make out the face. He would 
know this kid was not a fellow Savage, but judging by the way he 
walked, probably a sibling of a member. He returned the fist-
greeting and allowed Daryn to pass. When the yellow jacket was out 
of sight, Daryn dropped his confidence and ran the rest of the way 
to school.  

 
“Where you been?” Daryn’s father said in an accusing tone 

while slumped on the couch watching TV.  

Daryn closed and locked the front door, then strode 
confidently toward his bedroom as if nothing was wrong. It was 
9:00. “Just getting food,” he answered matter-of-factly.  

“There’s food in the kitchen. Why are you so late?” His voice 
sounded annoyed but not angry yet.  

“There isn’t any food. You ate it.”  

Daryn’s father nodded, “Uh-huh,” and that was the end of 
their conversation. He went back to his TV program. 

Daryn closed his bedroom door and slumped down to the 
floor. He cradled his head in his hands. They were beginning to 
shake again.  

No, he thought, I was not getting food. I was running for my 
life.  
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“A war is coming,” he said through trembling lips. “And this 
is what happens to me.”  

He examined his quivering fingers. He still had enough 
control of his hands to un-chamber the bullet and remove the clip 
from his Glock. He slid the gun and clip under his bed mattress.  

I’m going to die.  

Daryn lay face down on his mattress. There was no way out. 
He had no choice but to fight. That’s when he remembered the 
game - not Street Guns but the other one with the infinity symbol.  

What was it called?  

Daryn went to his closet and retrieved the Lumos VR from 
its hiding place. He took it back to his bed then turned the system 
on. Placing the headset over his eyes he was once again in the 
familiar three-dimensional staging area where, one-by-one, game 
icons began to appear around him. He remembered that the infinity 
icon had been much smaller than the others and was hidden some 
distance away. He moved his virtual body away from the swarm of 
game icons, out into the surrounding darkness. No matter which 
direction he moved, he could not locate the tiny figure eight. 

“Maybe I need to reset the game.” Daryn was about to press 
the power button when he saw movement in his peripheral vision. 
He turned to see the miniature figure-eight symbol slowly rotating. 
This time it was even farther away from the other game icons than 
before. It took several seconds for his virtual body to reach it. 

Daryn grasped the icon and read its title again.  

“Aeviternity. That’s it.”  

Daryn had meant to look that word up, as he had never 
heard of it before, but life got in the way. He wondered if the icon 
would do the same thing as last time.  
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“There’s only one way to find out.”  

He touched the spinning figure.  

After the same uncomfortably long pause during which 
everything went dark, the ancient tree, the grassy hill, the 
mountains, and the forest materialized around him. As before, the 
colors were intense and he reflexively shielded his eyes with his 
two virtual hands that were currently disembodied, not attached to 
anything.  

“Here goes.”  

He started moving toward the forest edge. As before, the 
game resolution became sharper and sharper as he approached the 
trees. His virtual body grew arms and legs. He stopped when he 
could feel soft grass beneath his feet.  

Daryn took a deep breath. “I think I’m really here.”  

He lifted the VR headset off his head. The world remained 
firmly in place. His face was greeted by warm sunshine and a fresh 
breeze that smelled like a forest. He lay the headset in the grass at 
his feet.  

“I’m not dreaming. This place is real.”  

A child’s voice, the same as before, greeted him when he 
spoke those words.  
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Chapter 3:  Tiff 

 
he forest in front of Daryn was composed of a mixture 
of ancient trees - pines, aspen, and the occasional oak, 
all giant in size, seeming to stretch into the clouds. 

The knotted bark of their trunks along with the moss and lichen 
that grew on them attested to their great age. A second layer of 
much younger, shorter trees carpeted the gaps between the ancient 
ones. Below them were flowering and fruit-bearing plants making 
up the undercover.  

Next, Daryn glanced up at the sky. Set against the cloudless 
sapphire blue were multiple moons of various sizes, the largest one 
nearly four times the size of the Earth’s moon, and the smallest a 
barely visible crescent. Daryn counted twelve of them. 

He looked back toward the forest. A grassy path wound its 
way between the ancient trees and undercover. Daryn took a few 
cautious steps into the forest along the grassy path. He walked with 
his real legs, there being nothing virtual about them. After a few 
yards, Daryn was certain he was not physically in his bedroom 
since he would have run into a wall by now.  

Daryn looked down at his feet. Even in the shade of the trees, 
the grass was warm and inviting. He wiggled his bare toes and 
bounced on the spongy ground. It was solid for sure, but definitely 
not the hardwood floor of his bedroom.  

Daryn’s feet looked real and felt like they belonged to him. 
But they were not him. They belonged to a much younger child. His 
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entire body in this game was child-sized. He looked more like a 
two-year-old. His young body was almost entirely naked with only 
a thick white garment around his waist that looked like… 

“A Diaper! I’m a baby!” he exclaimed, his childish voice 
confirming that fact. “This must be some kind of nursery game for 
babies.”  

Daryn ran back to where he had laid the Lumos headset. He 
remembered that putting it back on and powering it off would bring 
him back to the real world. He wanted nothing to do with a baby 
game. He placed the Lumos on his head but stopped short of 
lowering it over his eyes. 

“Except this can’t be a game. It feels so real.”  

Daryn looked back at the forest and the grassy path.  

Would it hurt to look around a little?  

Perhaps he could find something magic that would make his 
body grow up. Maybe eating one of those colorful fruits would do it. 
Maybe, after he was grown, he could then find weapons.  

“Maybe this really is a hunting game. I just have to grow up.”  

Daryn placed the Lumos gently on the ground again. He took 
a few tentative steps back toward the forest. He decided against 
ripping off the diaper since that would leave him totally naked 
which would be even worse. At the forest edge, he spotted his 
target, a low tree only about twice his height with massive palm-
like leaves and yellow fruit with green stripes that were low enough 
for his short arms to reach. Daryn pulled one of the fruits from its 
stem. Relative to the size of his child’s hands, it was the size of a 
watermelon.  

“What if it’s poisonous?” Daryn imagined that such a fruit 
would be bright red or have spikes on it—in games they always 
were. This fruit seemed more inviting. He sniffed it. It had a citrus-
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like smell similar to a lemon. “Here goes nothing,” he announced as 
he took a small bite of the fruit.  

“Wow! That’s good!”  

It tasted like a mixture of mango and strawberry. He held the 
fruit in his mouth a few moments before swallowing, just to be sure 
it wasn’t poisonous. He swallowed, then put the fruit down and 
stepped back. He waited for his body to grow.  

Nothing happened. “Maybe I need to eat more.” He took a 
much larger bite this time, then waited. Again, nothing.  

“Well, maybe not nothing,” he said, taking a seat on the soft 
ground alongside the fruit. “It does taste good and I’m starving,”  

Daryn remembered he had not eaten since lunch at school 
with Scott Fraley. Daryn proceeded to eat half of the melon-sized 
fruit. His empty stomach appreciated it. He considered the 
possibility that this fruit might possess a slow-acting poison that 
would kill him later. He rejected that idea. In games, poison always 
killed instantly. His character would have died after the first bite.  

“But am I a character in this place?”  

The answer seemed an obvious yes. He was in the body of a 
baby wearing a diaper. Still, his body felt entirely real, like it was his 
own. Daryn put one of his tiny fingers into his mouth and pressed 
on it with his teeth.  

“That even hurts. It’s really me.” The fruit tasted real, too, 
and really seemed to fill his stomach. “I think this is real food.” How 
could Aeviternity possibly be a video game?  

Daryn stood up and laid the half-eaten melon on the grass. 
The grass-covered trail extended deeper into the forest eventually 
turning out of sight. He figured it wouldn’t hurt to go a little farther. 
But, if this was a hunting game and he didn’t find weapons soon, he 
would have to turn back. In his present baby form, he would be 
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completely defenseless. Daryn gently pushed aside one of the fruit 
tree branches and proceeded carefully down the path.  

A faint layer of mist extended from the ground up to the first 
layer of trees. It was not the kind of evil-looking fog seen in horror 
movies, but rather like the moist breath of the forest held to the 
ground by its undercover. It smelled cool and alive. Daryn sensed 
no danger here. He wondered again what the point of this game 
was.  

“Hi, there!” A voice came from behind him.  

Daryn jerked around suddenly, tripping over his clumsy feet 
and fell to the ground.  

“Stay back!” his toddler voice shrieked. Then he saw where 
that voice had come from and his shoulders immediately relaxed.  

Stepping from behind a small shrub was what looked like a 
white dog, more like a puppy judging by its size. Then he noticed 
the animal had hooves and a small mane on its neck. It was a tiny 
horse, or rather a foal.  

“You fell down,” the foal spoke, sounding concerned.  

Daryn pushed himself up from the ground. It did not 
surprise him that animals could talk. It was a video game after all.  

“I’m okay. You just startled me.”  

The foal was only as tall as his waist when Daryn stood. 
“What are you?” he asked of the miniature horse.  

The foal smiled and reared up on its hind legs. “I’m a 
unicorn, silly boy.” Delicate finch-sized wings unfolded from the 
foal’s trunk and Daryn now noticed the small rounded nub of a 
unicorn horn poking from the crown of its head. “My name is 
Tiffany, but everyone calls me Tiff. What’s your name?”  

Everyone?  
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“Uh, I’m Daryn,” he responded not knowing if it was wise to 
give his real name.  

“I’ll call you Darry,” the unicorn replied cheerfully. “Do you 
want to play with me, Darry?”  

Daryn considered the unicorn’s request for a second, then a 
light went on in his head. “Oh God,” he groaned. The baby unicorn, 
his own baby self, it all made sense. “I’m in a little girl’s game.” He 
gazed around the forest again. “I bet all the animals here are 
babies.” 

Tiff nodded enthusiastically.  

“I bet there are puppies and kittens and talking teddy bears.”  

Tiff nodded again. “Some of them are. And there are elves 
and gnomes and fairies and of course, there’s me.” The unicorn 
jumped up on Daryn with her forehooves and licked his cheek like a 
puppy. “Play with me.”  

Daryn pushed Tiff down, annoyed. “Yuck, I don’t want to 
play with a bunch of babies. Do they all wear diapers?” 

Tiff thought a moment, then nodded. “Most of them, except 
for Asco and Basid. They’re the caretakers. They change the babies.”  

Daryn shook his head and turned abruptly back toward the 
clearing where he had set the Lumos. He had no intention of 
meeting this Asco or Basid, whoever they were.  

“Where are you going,” Tiff followed behind, exactly like a 
puppy.  

“Back home,” he replied tersely.  

“Where is that?” Tiff asked, bouncing happily behind.  

Daryn almost gave the name of his city, then thought better. 
“The real world.”  
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“But this is the real world.” Tiff ran ahead of Daryn, then 
turned and jumped up on his chest once more, tackling him to the 
ground. She licked his cheek again. “Play with me.” 

Daryn pushed the baby unicorn off of his chest and rolled 
away. “Yuck. Stop doing that. I don’t want to play with you.” 

“Please?” Tiff persisted. She reared up again on her hind 
hooves, placing her forehooves back on Daryn’s chest. He pushed 
them down.  

“Pretty please?” Tiff jumped into the air attempting to take 
flight. Her tiny wings, however, were not strong enough for flight, 
so she merely glided back to the ground.  

Daryn regarded Tiff’s humorous attempt at flight. “You’re 
just a baby, too,” he huffed.  

Daryn walked around the flightless unicorn and marched 
briskly toward the ancient oak tree on the hill. He could see the 
Lumos headset on the ground where he had left it.  

“I’m not going to play with you. This game is for little girls. 
I’m a…” he looked down at his diminutive body wearing only a 
diaper. “I’m thirteen years old. I don’t belong here.”  

Daryn had the Lumos on his head and was about to pull it 
over his eyes when Tiff jumped up to his chest yet again. “Don’t be 
silly. All babies belong here in Parvulis. We’re like a family.”  

All babies?! Daryn rolled his eyes. Parvulis? Is that the name 
of this place?  

“I’m not one of you!” he exclaimed. Daryn pushed Tiff down 
one last time. “I’m a Bullet! I fight!” With that, he lowered the Lumos 
over his eyes and pushed the power button.  

The world went dark.  
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As before, Daryn knew he was back in his room before lifting 
the headset. He could feel the hardwood floor beneath his feet. 
Daryn was thirteen years old again and back in the real world.  

Daryn set the Lumos aside and lay back on his bed. “I don’t 
know how that game works but I’m never playing it again.”  

His curiosity about the game’s unbelievable realism was 
extinguished by the fact that Aeviternity was a game for girls - a 
nursery game where girls played with baby animals and probably 
changed their diapers.  

“From now on, it’s Street Guns for me.” 

At that moment Daryn’s father pounded on his bedroom 
door. “Aren’t you going to eat?” he yelled.  

“I told you, I ate already,” Daryn called from his bed. Come to 
think of it, he still hadn’t eaten since lunch at school. That melon in 
the game certainly didn’t count.  

Or did it?  

Daryn didn’t feel hungry at the moment. It was as if that fruit 
had magically filled his stomach.  

“Well, I’m going out to get something.” His father walked 
away from Daryn’s door. “There’s no food in the goddamn 
refrigerator.”  

Yeah, whose fault is that? Daryn didn’t reply. Don’t go 
blaming me for it.  

He waited for the sound of the front door closing, then 
locking. He waited a moment longer. When he heard no further 
sounds from the other side of his bedroom door, he opened it and 
walked into the kitchen. In the refrigerator, even the beer was gone. 
Only a half stick of butter remained.  

Mom would have filled the kitchen with groceries.  
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He remembered those early days of his life.  

She wouldn’t let my French Toast sticks run out.  

Daryn recalled what the unicorn Tiff had said just before he 
left - that they were like a family.  

“I had a family once. Now, this is all I have.” He stared at the 
half stick of butter.  

He had a sister once, too. Her name had been Viola. Daryn 
loved that name, the name of a musical instrument. It fit his sister 
well. She used to read books to him when he was little and sing 
songs. Everything was different back then when he had his sister 
and mother. The world was more hopeful, more full of color. Even 
his father had been different. He had actually cared about his 
family. Bullets had changed everything that day years ago when 
Daryn was just eight when his mother and sister were killed. The 
world had become grey and filled with hunger.  

Daryn closed the refrigerator door. He would have to go out 
for food again, but not tonight. His near brush with death had left 
him exhausted. That mysterious VR melon had left him 
unexplainably full. He returned to his bedroom and put the Lumos 
headset in the hiding place in his closet.  

“From now on, it’s Street Guns for me,” he repeated as if he 
needed a verbal reminder never to enter Aeviternity again. “That 
game is for babies. I’m no baby.”  

Daryn turned the lights out in his room and lay face down on 
his bed. Still, that world had felt so real. How could that be? And it 
was so beautiful. If only it hadn’t been for that annoying baby 
unicorn begging him to play.  

“I don’t play with babies. I play with guns.”  
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Chapter 4:  French Toast Sticks 

 
fter his brush with the Savages the day before, Daryn 
dared not take the same route to school today. He 
would have to take the long way, the route he had 

taken the previous night that went around Savage territory. And 
like that night, it would take over an hour to get to school which, of 
course, meant leaving an hour earlier. Daryn woke up in the dark.  

After getting dressed, Daryn made his way quietly into the 
kitchen. His father must have eaten out the previous night without 
bothering to bring anything home. The refrigerator was still empty.  

He dug into his pants pocket and pulled out three dollars 
and some change, a total of four dollars and twenty-five cents. It 
would be enough for a cinnamon roll before school and a box of 
French Toast sticks on the way home. As usual, school lunch would 
be Daryn’s main meal of the day.  

Before heading out the door Daryn pulled his grey hoodie 
over his head and tucked his Glock under his pants. He would have 
to find another hiding place for the gun today which would add 
even more time to his commute. He thought he remembered a good 
spot. Hungry as ever, Daryn slipped quietly out of his apartment 
and took the fire escape to the street below.  

Wood-Forest Middle School was an austere grey brick 
building, built in the 1930s during the Great Depression. Originally, 
it had been named Wood High School, while another high school in 
the district was named Forest. In the 1950s, when Forest High 



The Virtual Reality Regression 
Becoming a baby in a virtual world 

 

37 

closed and the students merged with the other high school, their 
names were merged into Wood-Forest. Decades later, the high 
school moved into yet a larger building, and Wood-Forest became a 
middle school.  

Ironically, there had been neither woods nor forests in this 
part of the city since before the turn of the twentieth century. The 
school was surrounded by an asphalt jungle with the only 
approximation to trees being telephone poles.  

Despite its proximity to Savage territory, Wood-Forest was 
far enough away to be on neutral ground. Few Savages even 
attended the school, and none of them knew Daryn’s “Bullet” 
identity. He was exceptionally careful to always keep the bullet scar 
on his forearm hidden under long sleeves.  

Daryn had no friends at Wood-Forest, either. He liked it that 
way. He preferred being an almost nameless kid, anonymous in a 
crowd. In school, he had to go by his real name, Daryn River. Had he 
gone to school in Bullet territory he would be surrounded by his 
own gang. They would then know his real name and where he lived. 
As it was, the Bullets thought Daryn Dixon was homeless and didn’t 
go to school. This suited Daryn just fine.  

For Daryn, being in a gang was for protection only within his 
own neighborhood. He could walk the streets of Bullet territory 
without fear. Unlike so many other gang members, however, Daryn 
did not consider them his family. The kids in the gang were always 
picking fights, either with rival gang members or when those 
weren’t around, between themselves. Fighting was their way of life.  

Despite the gun tucked under his pants, Daryn did not like to 
fight. In a fight, someone always loses, and sooner or later the loser 
would be yourself. Daryn had long ago lost the illusion of youthful 
immortality—that naïve feeling that kids have that they can’t really 
be killed. Daryn’s naivety had been taken at age eight, the day his 
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mother and sister had been shot. His mother had been killed 
instantly, but his sister… she had lingered for months, paralyzed by 
her injury, until infection finally took her.  

His beloved Viola used to sing to him.  

No, Daryn knew full well that he wasn’t immortal, that he 
could certainly die. Thus, he only used the gang for protection and 
was happy to have no friends, otherwise. Friends know where you 
live and that was dangerous. And so, for the second day in a row, 
Daryn was annoyed by Scott Fraley who took a seat next to him at 
the lunch table.    

“Hey,” Scott said like the day before, a single word greeting.  

“Hey,” Daryn replied, but this time he felt he needed to say 
something more. Two days in a row would be noticed by others. A 
third day and people would think there were friends. “I don’t want 
to be friends,” Daryn said, avoiding eye contact with Scott. 

“It’s okay,” Scott said, also focusing on his lunch. He took a 
small bite of his sandwich. “But you don’t have friends,” he said 
after washing the bite down with milk. “I don’t have friends, either.”  

Daryn stuffed nearly half his own sandwich in his mouth. It 
was a long time before he could answer. He wanted to sound rude. 
“That doesn’t make us friends.”  

“It’s okay.” Scott continued eating his lunch in silence. Still, 
he did not get up to find another seat. Daryn had really hoped he 
would.  

Daryn finished his lunch in three massive bites then gulped 
his milk. He stood to leave without saying a word. 

“See you later,” Scott said after him. 

“No,” Daryn answered while walking away, his back turned 
toward the white kid.  
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Like the day before, Daryn would not see Scott for the rest of 
the school day. While he appreciated Scott’s loneliness and 
generally non-talkative nature, he simply could not afford the 
attention it would bring.  

I can’t afford to be your friend.  

When school let out, Daryn was prepared for another hour-
long journey home. First, he would retrieve his Glock, and this time 
he had found a loose drain cover hidden behind a trash dumpster. 
Then, he would make a quick stop at a 7-Eleven to buy his precious 
box of French Toast sticks. After the cinnamon roll that morning, he 
had just enough money left. He didn’t have enough for syrup, 
however, so the half stick of butter in the refrigerator would have to 
do, assuming his father didn’t eat it first. 

Daryn walked out of the 7-Eleven with ten cents left over 
and a box of frozen French Toast sticks in his backpack. He 
accepted they would partially thaw by the time he got home. They 
would still be good for a few days, though, long enough for him to 
eat them all.  

A portion of Daryn’s route took him within one street block 
of Savage territory. It was a minor risk, so he stayed alert. That’s 
when he saw something that blew his mind.  

“Shit, I can’t believe it!” he exclaimed.   

He saw Scott Fraley walking in plain sight down the street, 
oblivious that he was in Savage territory. Clearly, Scott was not a 
member of a rival gang as there were no white gangs on this side of 
town, but as a scrawny white kid all alone, he would not be treated 
well. Daryn quickly scanned the streets. There were no yellow 
jackets in sight. He raced into Savage territory to rescue his... what?  

He’s not my friend. He’s just an innocent classmate who’s 
going to get hurt.  
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“Scott! Scott!” Daryn yelled when he was a few yards away. 
“Come with me, quick.”  

Scott looked back at the approaching Daryn and nodded. But 
he continued to walk into Savage territory. Daryn had to run all the 
way to Scott and grab his arm.  

“I’m serious. Come with me, now.” Daryn was taken aback 
when he took hold of Scott’s arm. It was almost all shirt with just a 
twig of an arm buried in the middle.  

Damn, you’re skin and bones!  

Scott changed direction as Daryn dragged his arm. “I was 
just looking for something to eat,” he protested.  

When they were safely on neutral ground, Daryn stopped 
and released Scott’s arm. His heart was racing both from running 
and fear. “You’ll be eaten in there,” he said breathlessly. “Don’t you 
know where you’re at?”  

Scott shook his head. “I was just heading home from school, 
looking for something to eat.”  

“Do you live there?” Daryn pointed back toward Savage 
territory.  

“No, it looked promising... you know, for food.”  

Daryn remembered Scott’s stick-like arm. Yeah, the kid 
needed to eat, probably more so than Daryn. “Don’t go that way, 
ever. There’s a gang called the Savages and that street you were on 
is their territory.” 

Scott’s eyes widened. He obviously had no idea.  

“You know Travone Carter at school?” 

Scott nodded yes.  


