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Rollbacks

Lucas Milliron


All Kenny wanted was to take a fucking shower. It was his second double shift in a row, not to mention an old lady puked on him today. A dog or cat would have made sense, considering he worked at an animal shelter. It was a big old lady. Smelled like sausage pizza even before she puked on him, saying she always got nervous around so many animals. He washed off with the dog shampoo, but now all he wanted was to stop smelling like the usual piss and shit from cleaning kennels. 
Kenny lived in a trailer park called Sun Valley Village. Lot rent’s just a redneck HOA, but at least when he paid off the trailer, it was still cheaper than most people's rent. Taxes were easy, just a tag like a towing trailer. It was such cheap living; he figured he’d roll the dice with hurricanes and figure it out when he got there. 
Right now, all he cared about was the hot water knob in his hand, and not attached to the plumbing like it fucking should have been. Two seconds later, cold water showered down his body like a bucket of ice. He hopped out of the shower and almost busted his ass slipping on the linoleum but caught himself on the counter. 
“The fuuuuuuuuuuuck," Kenny groaned, turning off the water. 
“Missiles hit a friendly air base, killing 6…” The Military Industrial Complex representative read the teleprompter to the rhythm of Morse code, fast-paced, indifferent, and with a smile that only just crossed into the uncanny valley. 
The podcasts weren’t any different. Clear acts of treason and corporate espionage between government agents and stock markets. Religious zealots and global elites were playing a game of risk where the prize was the holy land. A tale as old as time. And all Kenny was trying to do was wash this terrible fucking day off. 
He turned off his podcasts and turned on an audiobook: Alice in Wonderland. Growing up with a reading disorder, this book was daunting in school. Then he grew up and found out about audiobooks. The first time he heard it, the story had him in tears. He felt like he’d missed out on something as a kid, because the story was everything he was looking for. Now an adult, it was always his comfort snack when things sucked. 
Tomorrow’s my day off, Kenny thought. I can fix the thing tonight; I just won’t drink too much ‘cause it’ll be late. See. That’s adulting and being responsible. 
Kenny dried off and took a whore's bath with a couple dude wipes. It was already after 11 p.m. He was getting a shower, come hell or high water. After getting dressed, he grabbed a can of Monster from the fridge and pounded it down before hopping in his truck and driving to Well-Mart. His fuel light kicked on just as he pulled into the parking spot. He shrugged, got out, and made his way towards plumbing. 
The aisle was a damn mess. The pegs were empty and the stuff that was there wasn’t in the right spot. Every time he came here, some autistic part of his brain wanted to scratch the itch of going through EVERYTHING and fixing it, but that got him in trouble on more than one occasion because people started asking him where shit was. Not worth it. What’d the headline say? “Guy goes to jail for stocking shelves at Well-Mart?”
Kenny was glad he brought the broken knob for comparison but couldn’t see anything that looked like it. Finding an associate was like spotting Bigfoot. They see you before you see them. 
He caught a guy from behind picking stuff from the shelf and dropping it in his double-decker cart and asked, “You work here, right?”
“Yeah?” the kid said. 
“You know if there’s more of these in the back?” Kenny asked, showing him the knob.
“Uh,” the kid said, squinting through coke-bottle-thick glasses. “Maybe.”
“Can you help me look? Cause I can’t find any?”
“Uh,” it was more a grunt than a word, but he shrugged and followed Kenny.
The kid looked at the aisle for two seconds, bent over, and grabbed a knob that looked a little bit bigger than the one Kenny had, but the package looked open, and the edges were held together with scotch tape. 
“Is this the only one?” Kenny asked.
The kid scanned the aisle with his eyes for a second and said, “Sure.”
“Can ya check?”
He grabbed his hand scanner and zapped the barcode. He tapped the screen a few times, nodded, and said, “All we got.”
The device beeped, and the kid looked down. 
“Oh wait,” the kid said, looking at the red, bleeping cube of text. He grabbed a box off the cart, a faucet set. “Think it said you need this.” 
Kenny rolled his eyes, shrugged, and said fuck it. He bought a handle and a faucet kit, hoping to kill the drip and the broken knob in one go, and a tall can of Red Bull. He threw everything in the back and drove to the 24/7 for gas and snacks. 
The place was quiet and well lit. He paid at the pump, put his receipt in his pocket next to the Well-Mart one, finished up, and went inside. A bunch of bells on string tied to the inside door handle jangled as he walked through the door. The bells were gunshot-loud. The only other sound was a TV somewhere towards the cash register that he couldn’t see.
Kenny scanned the shop for Slim Jims and a case of Modelo, then brought his purchases to the counter. No clerk. He looked around, looking over and behind the counter as best he could with the plexiglass shield wrapped around the register area. With a sigh, he looked around and listened. There was a noise in the bathroom like someone dropped something made of glass.
“Another twelve documents submitted into evidence today,” the Industrial Propaganda Machine said through a construct in a cheap blue suit, playing on the mini-TV behind the counter. “But with the names redacted, it’s impossible to separate victims from abusers. This is the most scandalous case in Congressional history against sitting and multiple former presidents.”
Kenny walked towards the bathroom behind the beer coolers. The back room was littered with old merchandise signs from last year, stacks of empty blue crates, and a pallet of Coors Light stacked in front of the emergency exit. The area smelled like stagnant water, old soda fountain syrup, and a sickly septic smell. There was another thud and crash inside the bathroom. Kenny pressed his ear to the door and held his breath. He could hear someone moving inside. 
“You alright?” Kenny asked while knocking. 
“In other news,” the Industrial Propaganda Machine droned on, “conservatives are upset about Female-to-Male quarterback, Kevin McSween starting for San Francisco, citing claims of unusually high levels of testosterone.”
The sounds inside the restroom stopped, and all he could hear was the sound of running water. Kenny waited a breath, then tested the knob. It wasn’t locked. He opened the door. A wave of septic-smelling heat blew across his face like vile breath. 
In the middle of the one-toilet, one-stall bathroom was a naked man with veins glowing nuclear orange and green, wielding a urinal the way a chimpanzee might wield a femur. The hair on his head and pubes was scorched, standing on end as if he’d fucked an electrical outlet. His body was covered with a gritty brown slime that dripped down his elbows and mini-marshmallow nipples. Black and purple hickeys tattooed his body as if he’d wrestled an octopus. 
There was a pile of meat with trousers and non-skid shoes laid out on the floor in front of him. Kenny guessed it was the clerk. Seeing the blood and flesh still clinging to the porcelain urinal, it was a safe bet. The plumbing where the man ripped the urinal from the wall was spraying everywhere. The brown tile was a slick soup of shit and toilet water. The white walls were dingy with grease and smeared boogers by the toilet dispenser. Graffiti was tatted above graffiti in decades-layers of colorful racist quips, the largest reading, “If black is beautiful, I just shit a masterpiece,” and “If you're gay and you know it, clap your cheeks!”  
The Meth Head stared at him, breathing heavily through white cataract eyes that somehow saw him without seeing. Kenny took two steps back, closed the door, and ran for the front door. Just as he crossed the beer coolers, there was a loud crash as the urinal exploded through the bathroom door like a claymore. Deadly curiosity tickled over his shoulder. He scratched the itch, looking back just in time to see a gross, bloody foot collide with the side of his head.
The Meth Head cried out as if performing Liu Kang’s Dragon Kick, knocking Kenny across the store and into the soda machines. His back hit the dispenser, spraying him in a mess of fizzy soda. The Meth Head landed on rusty-colored tiles hard on his pelvis with a meaty crunch. 
Kenny’s shoulder collided with the counter with a thud and a pop. Wrestling with his older brother, he knew what a dislocated joint felt like. He held his useless arm with his good hand, using his good shoulder and the counter to steady himself as he tried to get to his feet. 
Before he could stand, the Meth Head snatched his ankle with a falcon grip. His gross, jagged nails dug into the meat of his calf as he grabbed his leg and yanked. Kenny hit the ground on his tailbone with a thud. The Meth Head's hands were hot as charcoal bricks. 
Screaming, Kenny kicked the Meth Head in the face a few times. The naked man’s nose was deformed like putty, gushing blood with meat the consistency of wax. His skin was soft and stretchy like a Fruit Roll-Up. He smiled, his mouth like a bag of lump charcoal, as he laughed like a lunatic. Behind him was a brown snail trail of coagulated blood and shit. 
Kenny scraped the Meth Head's thumb with the heel of his boot and smeared the loose meat like red snot. He yanked back his foot and got to his feet, making a mad dash for the door. The Meth Head slithered his torso and bum legs behind him while pulling himself with his lean muscular arms. He climbed up the candy displays like a lizard escaping a cat who’d eaten his back leg, leaving a neon Red 40 and Yellow 20 trail of destruction in his wake as gross glowing fluids leaked from his floppy dick and anus. 
“All I’m saying,” said the Industrial Propaganda Machine with the stuttering, raspy voice, “Acetaminophen isn’t great for the baby. Neither is a flu. We just want the kids to stop being so retarded.”
With the nimble grace of a tree snake, the Meth Head slithered across the tops of display shelves and tackled Kenny, slamming him into the Frozen Burpy machine. The plexiglass window cracked and the nozzles snapped, sending a waterfall of toxic sweet frozen slush down Meth Head's back and over Kenny’s face and chest. He could taste the salt of the naked bastard's sweat in the sugary blue ice. The Meth Head snapped his black jaws and raked his gross fingers across Kenny’s sticky shirt. Kenny brought his knees to his chest, pressed his shoes against the man’s torso, and kicked with all his strength. 
The Meth Head flew across the store and crashed through the ice coolers' glass door. Before the glowing ghoul could get up, Kenny got to his feet and grabbed a hot pot of decaf. Just as the hobo reached his head out of the cooler, Kenny smashed the pot across his temple. His skull cracked against the glass, tearing flesh from his forehead like a loose wet sock. 
The Meth Head slumped back into the ice chest, limp as his warty 6-inch flaccid dick. Kenny stood over the tweaker, holding the green handle just in case as he caught his breath. He looked around the store and marveled at the devastation. Powdered donuts covered the floor in patches of snow mixed with blood. Shelving collapsed under the Meth Head and spilled their contents like the body of the dead store clerk still in the john. 
Kenny swallowed a lump in his throat and went to the coolers to grab a can of 4LOCO. He chugged it, brought it to the counter, then stuffed a couple of twenties in cash under the plexiglass shield. The Industrial Propaganda Machine droned on about civil unrest in the Middle East and the oppression of marginalized people in Minnesota as Kenny grabbed his things and walked back to his truck. 
I should probably stay, Kenny thought, but it’ll be better if I explain this after a shower. They’ll see my truck's plates in the camera. I just want to go home. 
There was Kenny, standing in the bathtub wearing nothing but his boxer briefs. There was no saving the clothes, so they were double-bagged in plastic shopping bags, tied off, and thrown in the outside trash. He replaced the nozzle no problem, and, to his surprise, all the pieces were there. Just as he was about to attach the new faucet, he couldn’t find the little screw B5, according to the instruction manual. He checked his pile of extra screws and fumbled through the packaging, but this, the most crucial screw that held the faucet in place under pressure, was missing.
Kenny turned the box over a few times and found a bright red sticker that read, "Damaged Out." His heart sank. He’d completely taken out the entire faucet. The old one disintegrated the second he’d touched it. Kenny stared at the tile wall, at the copper erection staring at him, eye level, as he slumped into a dry tube. Without the faucet to direct water to the showerhead, the whole tube was useless. 
Kenny’s heart sank into his stomach, which rumbled as it tried to digest the dense muscle. The adrenaline in his system was waning. His eyes were bloodshot and burned, and every muscle from his feet to his tongue ached. All Kenny wanted was to take a fucking shower, but now, he had to go back to the store. No amount of dude wipes could clean him now, so he kept the same underwear, put on new clothes, chugged another can of Monster, and drove right back to Well-Mart. 
It was now Thursday, 3 a.m. Kenny’d been awake since Tuesday, 8 pm, and was running on fumes as it was. His chest felt tight as he belched with gross indigestion, tasting the various weird berry flavors of competing energy drinks. 
His arms were covered in sticky slush and powdered donuts, and his whole body felt and smelled contaminated by the tweakers' violations. He probably needed to get tested for STIs, but he was happy for the cold snap running through the state. For once, Florida was feeling like winter. Temps dropped below 34 degrees Fahrenheit tonight, and the breeze kicked in at over 16 miles per hour. 
Kenny made his way to the 24-hr customer service line. The girl behind the counter wore two hot pink braids and a face that looked like they’d put a fire out with a pitchfork. Her name tag read "Kiki." 
“Next!” she yelled, calling Kenny’s turn, but before he’d even made it to the counter to set his body down, Kiki asked, “What’s wrong wid’ it?”
“It’s missing a piece,” Kenny said. 
Kiki snatched it off the counter and turned it in her hand like a Rubik's Cube. 
“It got everything in there?” Kiki asked. 
“Everything that came with it," Kenny said. 
Kiki turned the thing over a few more times, her long cum-catcher eyelashes flapping like peacock feathers, and asked,  “Whatcha wanna do wid it?” 
“Replace it?”
“Exchange it." Kiki nodded and shrugged, then said, “Great. I’ll hold it here; you take this ticket and grab you a new one. We got ‘chew.”
Kiki printed out a ticket, handed it to Kenny, and gave him a wink. He saw her bright blue lizard-colored contact lenses, half-smiled, and nodded his thanks before making his way into the store. 
Kenny went back to hardware and looked for the same box, but of course he couldn’t find any more. He tried to find the clerk, but he was nowhere to be found either. Kenny went back to the front.
Of course, there was a line, and Kiki was working alone, but he got in the shorter line for the people who’d already been in line. 
Almost twenty minutes later, Kiki cried out, “Next.”
Kenny caught himself from falling over, having almost fallen asleep standing up. He shook his head awake and stepped up to the counter. 
“I can’t find any," Kenny said.
“Ok, so here’s what we can do,” Kiki said, gesturing with her hands and forearms. “Get ‘chew you full refund. Do ya gotcha receipt?”
Kenny’s eyes bulged out of his sockets while he remembered where he last saw his wallet and receipts. His heart sank even deeper into the acids of his stomach. All this way, and they were still in his dirty pants.
“No,” he said, his voice trembling.
“Do you have you credit card?”
“No,” He shook his head in shame. “Forgot my damn wallet.”
“It’s ok,” Kiki shrugged. “It happens. Here’s what we can do for ya.”
Kenny sighed. 
“Store credit for the current price.” Kiki was already typing on the computer. 
“Sure.”
"Oh, that wasn’t a choice,” Kiki said. “That’s what we can offer you.”
Kenny looked at the receipt for the item she’d scanned, but the price wasn’t anything he’d paid. The faucet was $45; now it was ringing up at $5.47
“That can’t be right?” Kenny said, shaking his head.
“Sorry,” Kiki shrugged. “Sign here, please.”
“Wait, what?” Kenny raised his arms back. 
“Sign here, sir.” 
“That’s not what I paid yesterday!”
“Yeah ‘cause it’s on rollback today,” Kiki said, nodding. 
“The hell do you mean rollback?”
“Discontinued. We’re replacing it with a newer, better product ‘cause I guess the old one sucked.”
“But I just bought it four hours ago?”
“That was yesterday, sir. It’s today now.”
Kenny could feel the other shoppers in line staring down his neck like a swarm of angry mosquitoes. He was wasting their time, but this wasn’t right. This whole damn night wasn’t fucking right. 
“Kiki,” Kenny said and took a breath before continuing, “I ‘m getting really upset here.”
“Did the aisle look empty and all fucked up?” Kiki asked, plain and matter-of-fact.
“Yeah?”
“You see that tall autistic nigga with the thick ass glasses?”
“Yeah?”
“He resets the plan-o-grams. You probably got all up in his shit while he was counting pegs.”
“Why’s that my fault?” 
“I dunno, do you have your receipt or the credit card you paid with?”
"It's in my pants… back home… in the trash…”
“So you don’t have it?”
“No.”
“Here’s your receipt.”
“You have no idea what kind of day I’ve had!”
“Why’s that my fault?”
Kenny snatched his receipt without breaking eye contact.
“Next!” Kiki called out.
Kenny walked back out to the cash registers. All he wanted was to take a fucking shower, but now, he’d have to wait in the morning and hit the Home Depot. As he made his way to the exit, he was so tired his head felt drunk. He knew he couldn’t drive home like this, so he went through the self-checkout with his store credit and purchased a funny-looking energy shot. Venom Xtream Formula. 
Kenny chugged the bottle in the self-checkout lane. It tasted like glass and peppermint and made his brain tingle. His eyes felt brighter, and the straight edges like the counter around the cash register felt darker and in sharper focus. His heart wasn’t in his stomach but in his chest again, beating like a horse. He could even breathe through his nose. 
Whatever sauce Kenny’d just gulped down, he liked it. He stormed out of the store and into the parking lot. Every nerve ending crackled like lightning. His arms and legs felt light as a feather, the air crisp in his burning lungs. Wherever his legs carried him, Kenny followed, wearing a circular track into the concrete sidewalk between Well-Marts’ two main entrances. His fingers crinkled as he clenched his jaw, enjoying the light tingling in his joints and molars. 
A brisk wind blew through the air as the cold front whipped through the parking lot. A lizard taking shelter in one of the palm trees flew through the air, clinging to one of the palm fronds. It crashed like a plane at Kenny’s feet. The big orange specimen was cold like a still-frozen hot pocket out of the microwave, but his lizard wasn’t for eating. This lizard was for revenge. 
Kenny snatched the reptile by the back of its neck, parting the long spine on its back like a comb-over. It was at least six feet from foot to tail. He stuffed the frozen lizard under his shirt and tucked it under his armpit, the tail sticking out behind him.
Kenny marched back inside Well-Mart, making a beeline for the hardware section. The tall autistic kid was putting up the last of his plan-o-gram. Kenny snuck up behind him, both hands inside his shirt holding the iguana. 
The kid sniffed the air, checked under his shoes, then turned around in time to see Kenny armed with what could have been a gun or a blunt object under his hoodie pointed at his face. 
“You lied to me." Kenny ground his teeth with every word. 
“Um,” The kid's eyes bulged behind his coke-bottle glasses. “What?”
“You! Sold me…a goddamn broken-ass piece of shit faucet!” Kenny barked.
“I was just following the app, dude!” the kid said, showing him the modified cellphone and hand scanner. 
Kenny pulled one of his hands through his sleeves and snatched the device. He looked at the screen but couldn’t read the text. It was a weird set of hashes, scratches, and blurred-out shapes that suggested some sort of alien language, but it hurt his eyes the longer he stared at it. He threw the device back at the kid.
“The hell was that?” Kenny yelled.
“That’s the app, man.” The kid said, holding up his hands. “I just do what it tells me.”
“Oh my god,” Kenny said, seeing the truth for all it was meant to be. “Oh my god, this whole thing is a cult. Just an evil death cult worshiping itself! All it does is feed us the garbage. We’re all retarded Tylenol babies, and when we confront it head-to-head, all we get is a copper fucking cock right in the face!”
“Um,” the kid said, “What?”
Kenny’s eyes were wild, marble white except for the corneal neovascularization around the limbus and iris. It wasn’t the kid he was looking at, but instead he found himself staring through the cosmos between the fibers where the universe and reality intertwined. He blinked it out of existence and found, standing before him, a nonbeliever. In his arms, he held the only cure. 
Kenny removed his shirt and unveiled the thawed iguana. He’d kept it warm against his red flaky skin, rubbing it against inflamed blisters that covered his sternum and chest. The lizard's sharp talons scratched a checkerboard pattern of gashes into his abs and pelvis. 
The kid screamed as Kenny threw the reptile at his face. The iguana unfurled its claws like the embrace of a wingless hawk. It latched onto the kid’s cheeks with its black and grey talons. The twenty-five-pound dinosaur pulled on the kid’s face until it looked like the painting, the Silent Scream; only this kid was howling. It thrashed its tail, further tugging, separating fat, muscle, and flesh. 
Kenny grabbed the iguana by the tail and, in one quick tug, pulled the kid's face off like a hangnail. Blood rushed down his chest like a burst water balloon. He howled both in pain and terror as he saw bits of his own lips and nose still clenched in the iguana’s terrible claws. Kenny tossed the reptile into the kid’s cart and ran out the backroom fire exit, shirtless, laughing like a fool into the night. 
By the time the cops arrived, Kenny was already out in the scrubs. He’d lost a shoe and torn his pants, but as the sun was rising, he was glad to be on his day off. He felt the morning’s warm embrace, and with a smile, his face was a mess of shit and too many strangers’ blood to count. With his one foot grounded by the end of the embankment canal, Kenny unzipped his pants and released a hot, burning stream of piss that shimmered purple in the morning light. He winced as he collapsed on the side of the road. 
The sound of police sirens rang like a lunatic lullaby in his head as the lights began to fade. His muscle clenched into a massive Charlie horse as the high began to crash. The worst cramps were about to come. He welcomed the siren sound, drooling in the dirt, his face flaking with red blotches. The sclera in his left eye was bright red from a burst capillary vessel. 
Kenny closed his eyes and thought, maybe I can get used to the smell?
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M-R-I

Aaron Lebold


Christopher sat alone in his apartment. He poured the last of his 40oz bottle down his gullet. He looked at the time and saw that it was only 7:30. The night was still young, and he would need more booze. His disability check had just come in, so it was a day to treat himself. He did his best to climb out of his chair and stumble down the hallway. He was only two blocks away from the Interchange Plaza. He loved Palm Bay and spent his whole life in Florida. 
It took him a while to make it to the strip mall. On a typical day, it would be less than five minutes, but when he was drinking, it could take almost twenty. The difference was staggering. He decided to ease his hunger first and approached his favorite establishment. The golden arches drew him in. He went inside and waited patiently at the counter. A teenage girl appeared before him. She looked anything but happy to be there. 
"Can I take your order?"
Chris kept his eyes on the young girl. She started to blur in his vision. "I'll haff…" He felt his face going numb. "I'll haff..." He began to feel dizzy and weak. Before he knew it, he was staring at the ceiling. 

      [image: ]Doctor Reynolds looked over the charts and shook his head slightly. He looked to the nurse. "Well, I'll go talk to him."
He headed towards room 17 to break the news to Mr. Marlowe. He opened the door to find the man in his bed staring at the ceiling. "Mister Marlowe, my name is Doctor Reynolds. I've had a chance to look at your chart."
The man’s eyes shot towards him. They were wide and bloodshot. He didn't respond. 
Reynolds went on. "A stroke is rare for a man your age, but it does happen. You have suffered what we call an Ischemic stroke. Do you binge drink or overeat? Do you use any narcotics, such as cocaine or methamphetamine?"
No response. 
"The concern that I have is that this may have triggered some psychosis. Does your family have any history of schizophrenia or any other neurological conditions?"
The man darted his eyes up and down at the doctor. He was sweating but remained silent. 
Reynolds continued to wait for a response but got none. "Alright, Mister Marlowe. I'm going to order you an MRI scan on your brain so we can confirm psychosis or rule it out. Would you be available next Wednesday?"
The man sat up with fear in his eyes and darted out of the room. 

      [image: ]Christopher woke up to find himself in a strange place. He couldn't remember who he was or how he got there. The room was sterile and cold. He looked down to see that he was dressed in some kind of bedsheet. He placed his head back on his pillow and stared at the ceiling. He assumed that it was his best way of escape. He was certain that he had the ability to shoot lasers from his eyes; he just needed to locate a vulnerable section to target. 
He heard a loud noise and turned to see a man entering the room. He was wearing a white coat, clearly part of some sort of cult. 
"Mister Marlowe, my name is Doctor Fuzzy. I am not as I seem. Porcupines on your chart."
For a quick flash, Christopher saw his real face. He wasn't a man at all, more like a squirrel. He had the devil in his eyes, and he was not to be trusted.
"A stroke is fake news; that's not why you're here. It does happen. You have suffered what we call an Isochromatic teleportation. Do you binge drink or overeat? Do you have any idea who your real family is? Cocaine or methamphetamine?"
Christopher tried to process what Doctor Fuzzy was trying to tell him. Who was his real family? Where did he teleport from?
"The concern that I have is that you may be from a planet of psychos. Does your family have any extra arms or legs? New or illogical conditions?"
Christopher kept his eyes on the doctor. Another fleeting burst of transformation. It was only seconds, but he saw the white coat turn into scales and the rest of the doctor go full squirrel. It happened so quickly that he had to look him up and down. 
"Alright, Mister Marlowe. I'm going to tell you that it is imperative for you to locate the M-R-I. You know what it is. It is your only hope of returning to your home planet. Next Wednesday?"
With that news, Christopher knew he had to act fast. Doctor Fuzzy had left the door wide open. He jumped to his feet and ran as fast as he could. The facility was a maze, and there were strange creatures around every corner. Lizard men and frog women. Some were wearing scrubs, and some were dressed in casual attire. He was petrified and just kept running until he found the exit. He burst out the front doors into the darkness. He had no idea how long he had been captive for, but he knew he needed to find the M-R-I before Wednesday. 
The Interchange Plaza caught his eye. He couldn't remember why, but he knew it was important. As he approached, he wracked his brain trying to decipher the acronym. M-R-I could stand for almost anything. He looked to the stars for guidance. "Family, I need to find you. I need to come home. Please, show me the way to the M-R-I." 
He closed his eyes tightly and spun in a circle. When he opened them, he found he was looking at some sort of establishment that had the word "Goodwill" above the entrance. Christopher took a deep breath and headed inside. What he saw was amazing. It had so many things inside. Shelves upon shelves of items that seemed to have no relation. 
"We close in ten minutes, sir."
Christopher looked to see a small man. At first glance, he appeared human, but then he noticed the hooves. "I need the M-R-I, Goatman! Where is it?"
The man shook his head and rubbed his temples. "I don't get paid enough for this shit." 
"Show me where to find the M-R-I!" 
The hooved clerk seemed to ponder. "Yeah, man. I got you. You just have to promise you'll leave after we find it." It looked like he was playing with something in his pocket. Likely goat balls. 
Christopher grinned. "Oh, I'll leave. I'll leave this planet and find my family, but not until Wednesday!"
"Uh, okay, but you have to leave the store tonight. Like in five minutes." He began to walk down one of the aisles, his hooves clicking against the cheap floor. He stopped and pulled something off one of the shelves. "Here it is, man." He held an iron in his hands. "It's... uhh... the Miracle-Reducing Iron. Just what you were looking for." 
Christopher’s eyes widened. He snatched the M-R-I from the goatman and turned and ran. 
"Hey! You have to pay for that!"
Christopher couldn't be fooled. He knew the man was trying to stop him so he could use it for himself to get back to his goat planet. He went out the front doors and into the parking lot. He lifted the device above his head. "I have acquired the M-R-I." He spun around in circles to celebrate his victory. 
He was in the middle of making his best efforts to attract the attention of his home planet when some strange penguin creature approached him. He was clearly hostile. He couldn't make out what he was saying, but it sounded like something about being toxic. Christopher tried to take him down but was bested. He found himself face-down in the parking lot. He lifted his head, and he saw it. A massive, glowing 'M.'. That had to mean something. He knew he had been there before. When the M-R-I was forcefully stripped from his possession, he knew it had to have been a fake. 

      [image: ]Nick sat in his regular chair in the security office. He had always imagined the job would be more exciting. He heard his work phone go off and saw it was a distress call from the Goodwill. Code 9. Intoxicated customer. He stood with pride and straightened his uniform. He had a short walk to reach the store but quickly realized that the individual was no longer there. He saw a man holding an iron and screaming about other planets. He approached with caution. 
"Excuse me, sir. What are you doing? Are you intoxicated?"
The man lunged at him, screaming something about going back to his planet by any means necessary. Nick was quick on his feet and able to restrain the man without injury. He turned to see John, the clerk from the Goodwill, approaching quickly. 
"Hey, that guy stole that iron!"
Nick kept him in place, and soon the police arrived. They gave the iron back to the store and served Christopher with a no-trespass order. 
"You show up at this mall again, you're going to jail."

      [image: ]Christopher woke in his apartment. He had a vague recollection of the day before, but the details were fuzzy. He opened a new bottle of whiskey to start his day. His thoughts were all over the place, but two things kept jumping into his mind. A glowing, yellow 'M' and a deadline of Wednesday. He drank for most of the day and tried to do some research to figure out what was hiding in his memories. He found a restaurant with a very similar logo to the image plaguing his mind. He found that the leader of the establishment was a clown-like deity wearing a red-and-yellow suit and a painted face. He figured the best way to infiltrate the establishment was to disguise himself as the head figure. He found the appropriate apparel online with next-day delivery. He clicked the order button and drank the rest of the day away. 

      [image: ]Jason arrived at the Interchange Plaza for his job at 5:45 am. He wasn't a big fan of the fast-food industry, but his mother had started charging him rent and pushing him to do something with his life. With every order he processed, he could hear her nagging voice in his ears. Jason, you are thirty-two years old. It's time to get a job. Jason didn't understand her urgency, but he decided to get a part-time job to get her off his back. The day was normal, until it wasn't. Jason was almost done with his shift; it was 2:30 when the front door opened. 
A man in a clown costume came in, clearly intoxicated. There was a long line of customers already waiting to be served. The man in the costume barged through everyone, frantically pointing at the sign on the wall. It was a poster of a sandwich with the caption, "The McRib is back!" The man kept pointing at it and yelling. "I need that! It's Important!" 
Jason tried to reason with him. "Sir, you have to go to the back of the line before we can process your order."
"You don't understand! I need it now! It's almost Wednesday!"
After realizing that the man was not in a rational state of mind, Jason contacted the police to have him removed. 

      [image: ]Christopher woke late in the morning. He was pretty sure it was Tuesday. He took a few sips from his bottle and tried to remember what he was supposed to be doing. He heard a knock at the door. When he opened it, he was greeted by a parcel. He tried to remember what he had done the day before; had he ordered something? He picked it up and took it into his apartment. When he opened it, a flood of memories almost knocked him to the ground. It was a red-and-yellow suit and face

      [image: ]
      [image: ]
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