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[ want to thank everyone who helped make
this zine happen. This zine could never have
been published without our wonderful
contributors and supporters.

This zine is dedicated to fandom enjoyers and
age regressors everywhere.

Than you for reading, and enjoy!

Love,

Wolfii
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Avengers Playdate
By Bluebird

Peter was so excited! He and Tony were finally going to
have a proper play date! Shouldering his backpack, he
exits the elevator to Tony’s personal floor of Stark Tower.

He can hear 40s style music playing in the kitchen where
Steve Rodgers was preparing snacks.

“Hey kiddo!” Steve grins as Peter drops his backpack to
tackle him 1n a hug.

“I brought a new game! Can me and Tony go play now?
Pleaseeee™

Peter ducks avoiding Steves hand as he tried to ruffle his
hair laughing.

“Sure, go ahead! you boys have tun I’'ll bring some snacks
over when they 're ready, be gentle okay Tonys having a
tough day”

“No problem uncle Steve!” Peter already grabbing the
game from his bag and hurrying over to plop down 1n
front of the TV next to Tony who despite being dressed 1n
a comfy onesie was still tinkering away at a




small device, he truly never took any breaks but that’s
why Peter was here!.

“Hi Mr. Sta- Tony! Look, I got another game we can play!
Come on, you like Mario Cart, right? 1t’ll be fun I
promise!”

The other boy frowns slightly but sets aside the device.
Both of them were usually infant or toddler regressor but
with Peter at the upper end of his headspace and Tony
seeing to be between headspaces 1t was the perfect time
for them to try 1t out!

Putting the disk into the console Peter grabs two
controllers, passing one to Tony betore plopping down on
the carpet next to him.

“I’'m gonna be Mario okay! Who do you wanna be?”

“Oh, I dunno... maby Luigi than?” Tony Mumble scrolling
through the character menu and selecting Luigi. He was
quiet but seemed happy enough to play as well.

They start up a game as Steve brings over two sippy cups
of juice and bowls of cut up fruit for them to snack on.
Setting them on the coffee




table before sitting on the couch to watch the two play
their new video game.

The two giggled together racing around the track, Tony’s

tongue sticking out as he concentrated practically
bouncing 1n his seat, he was so ready to crush Peter in

this!

Maby 1t was because he was feeling smaller now, but
Tony quickly realizes he was not going to win. Struggling
to keep the car from driving straight off the Rainbow

Road track he loses the first game.

“Its okay Tony that was just a practice round let go again,
okay?”

He huffs frustrated but nods letting Petter restart the race,

they set off again.
Tony managing to get his car 1n front of Petter’s so he can

be the first to the finish line! Until he’s knocked into by
Petter sending his character off the road into the maps

void again.

He’s trying really hard to be big, but he feels tears start to
burn 1n his eyes.




“Crap... Tony I'm sorry! That’s just how you play the
game!”

Petter sputters trying to stop his friend from crying but
Tony feeling small and overwhelmed burst into tears.

“Dada Peter’s cheatin’!” he howls as Steve sighs getting
up to pick up his baby.

“AM NOT!” Petter shouts back

“It’s okay I know you didn’t mean 1t but Tonys a lot
smaller than you right now bud. How about we find a
game you both can play huh?”

Unkle Steve smiles awkwardly as he tries to sooth Tony,
no harm done but maby a new game would be best for all

their sanity. SFote di et
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Brawl| Stars by Moth
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The Pertfect Plan
By Strange

Grian was bored, so bored he thought he might actually
die. And obviously, the only solution was to go annoy
Gem until she played with him.

This was a flawless plan.

Gem, meanwhile, was peeling what felt like hundreds of
Baby Bdubs pictures off her base, ones that Grian
definitely didn't put there himself. Blisstully unaware of
what was about to come.

Grian began operation "get Gem to play with me" 1n the
only sensible way. By building outside her windows!

It wasn't particularly good stuff. Really just pure chaos
builds. A dirt blob, a chicken that looked like 1t had seen
the void, and then an eefo which was somehow even
less etho like than normal.

He kept looking through her window with every build.
"Surely she'll notice this masterpiece,” he thought to

himself. She did not.

So he switched to some good old fashioned
monologuing.



“WOW,” he yelled, pacing around aimlessly, “I SURE
AM HAVING SUCH INTERESTING THOUGHTS
RIGHT NOW.”

She was still peeling posters.

"I SURE WOULD HATE IF SOMEONE
INTERRUPTED ME" he declared

She didn't even turn to look at him!

Next tactic: creepy stalking. He followed her around her
base, staying exactly eight blocks behind like some kind
of weird duckling. Every time she turned around, he
threw himself behind a tree or a crafting table. It was the
least sneaky thing ever.

At one point he stood behind a lamp. A LAMP! And still
nothing!

S0 he escalated to the most dramatic and annoying thing
he could possibly think of.

He jumped off her roof. And respawned right 1n her bed
a couple blocks away from her.

“WHAT 1s going on with you?”



Grian blinked up at her, all innocent. ““I just wanted to
play with you, but I didn’t wanna bother you.”

Gem stared at him like he’d just said the dumbest thing
1in the world. “You could’ve just asked. Oh my gosh.
Fine. Yes. We can play.”

Mission accomplished.
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Orange Juice & Tutus
By Wolfii

Logan had just finished an exhausting day of work. As he
walked up the stairs to his and Wade's apartment he could
feel his knees aching, begging to lie down and rest. Logan
looked forward to swinging the door open, kicking his
shoes off, and flopping down on the sofa for a looooong
nap.

Unfortunately for him, however, as he turned into the
hallway and approached his apartment he could hear the
unmistakable noise of "Awesome As I Wanna Be" from

that annoying pony girl movie blasting through the walls.

He sighed, turned the handle of his door, and entered the
apartment. To no surprise, there was

Wade, dancing through the apartment like 1t was the

happiest day of his life



(It was Monday. How happy could 1t be?). As Logan took
1in the sight 1n front of him he slowly put the pieces

together. This wasn't just Wade being his usual obnoxious
selt, this was something else. Wade was spinning around,
table cloth in hand. He wore a tutu and his favourite My
Little Pony shirt, and each of his tavourite stuffies had a
seat at the table 1n front of him. He excitedly placed the

cloth over the table, and turned to grab a tea pot from the

kitchen. It was then he noticed Logan watching him, a
slight smile painting his face.

Wade's eyes widened, and he slowly removed the
decorated pacifier from his mouth, allowing 1t to fall and
be caught by the handmade paci clip he wore. Logan let
out a small laugh and approached Wade.

" Alright there bub?" He asked, placing a loving kiss on
Wades head. Wade did not respond verbally, but the smile

beaming across his scarred face said everything Logan
needed to know.

Wade was regressed. Very regressed. Maybe three years
old at the most. This was going to be...interesting?

Betfore Logan could consider his next move Wade's face
l1t up with an 1dea.



He ran off, grabbing several tea cups and setting the table,
before gathering some orange juice and another charr.

Logan watched, curious as to where this was going. Wade
disappeared into the bedroom, and Logan couldn't help
but worry...what on earth was this tot getting up to?

Wade emerged, holding something behind his back. He
ran on his tiptoes right up to Logan and shoved his arms
out 1n front of him. He held a yellow tutu. Logan opened
his mouth, ready to say “absolutely not” but he stopped
himself. Wade was so happy....he couldn't crush that.

Logan sighed and grabbed the tutu, slipping 1t on over his
work jeans. Wade flapped his hands with immense joy,
and moved behind Logan to pull out a chair, gesturing for
him to sit.

Once Logan was seated, Wade joined him (and the many

plushies already sitting at the table).



He grabbed the orange juice and poured 1t into the teapot
before offering to poor a cup for

Logan. Logan graciously accepted, and the pair clinked
their tea cups, each taking a very polite

s1p, while an assortment of children's songs continued to

blast 1n the background.
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Thank you for reading the Fandom
Regression Zine 2026! A lot of hard work
was put ointo this zine and | am So SO
proud that it made it out to the public!

' contributors.

[ hope you enjoyed this zine, and pease
go give a follow to our wondertul

Feel free to send an ask over to
@fandomregzine with your thoughts
about the zine » A







