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For those who’ve looped, lost, or laughed their way forward—
Welcome back.
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Meet Doug
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(or: Why My Dentist Might Be God)

Hi. I’m Doug.

I’ve been stuck in the same dentist appointment since 1993.

Not metaphorically. Not emotionally.
I mean it literally.
Same chair. Same scraping. Same motivational poster about flossing like no one’s watching.

At first, I assumed it was a breakdown.
Maybe I was overworked. Under-brushed.
Or just emotionally decaying from the inside out.
But then I noticed the pattern.

I wasn’t just stuck — I was looping.

And I wasn’t alone.

Turns out there are others like me. People caught in days that won’t die. Moments that replay like bad dreams on a budget.

So we formed a support group.

Every week, we sit in a half-haunted bookstore, swap theories, and eat biscuits while trying not to scream into mirrors.

We thought we were surviving.

Until one day... my dentist didn’t show up.

No drill. No elevator music. No reset.

Just silence.
And then — something moved.
This is the story of what came next.
Of what happens when time stops helping you — and starts running.
Or worse... starts hunting.
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It started with a skipped appointment.
It ended with a Roomba, a god, and the version of me I’d been avoiding for decades.
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Chapter 1: The Cleaning That Wouldn’t End
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Doug hadn’t always been a man trapped in a dentist appointment.
There was a time — fuzzy, faded, but possibly real — when he sold novelty socks online and went to trivia nights alone. He was okay with that. Mostly. His cat, Sandwich, loved him in the way cats do: judgmentally and only during thunderstorms.
But everything changed on 17 April, 1993, when Doug had a mild panic attack in the waiting room of BrightSmile Dental Associates because he couldn’t remember if he’d flossed that morning. Or ever. He’d gone in for a routine cleaning. Just one. He even had a coupon.

He never left.

Some say it was the novocaine. Others blame the slow jazz. Doug, on particularly lucid days, suspected it was the toothbrush display that winked at him.

All he knew for sure was this:
Since that day, every time he blinked, he woke up back in the chair.
Sometimes with the dentist’s hands in his mouth.
Sometimes mid-rinse.
Once with an entire roll of dental floss wrapped around his head like a soft, minty turban.
He’d stopped trying to count how many times he’d lived through it.
The only real constant was Candle in the Wind playing softly from an unseen speaker, and the unwavering smile of Dr. Simmons, DDS, as she hummed along while inspecting his molars.
That is, until today.

Today, something was wrong.

The humming had stopped.

Doug blinked. That was new.
The overhead lamp buzzed once—just once—and then the room stilled, like the universe took a breath and forgot to exhale.
“Doc?” he mumbled.

No reply.

He turned his head. For the first time in possibly forever, no one was there.
No dentist. No hygienist. No receptionist.
Just him, the chair, and a tray of tools that no longer cast shadows.
Doug sat up. Slowly.

No resistance. No gentle hand pressing him back down. No cheery voice saying, “Almost done, Doug!”

Nothing.

Then he heard it: a single, soft tick.

The wall clock had moved.

It had never done that before.

He stood.
His legs wobbled, like a baby deer trying on roller skates.
He removed the glittery eyepatch he wore for comfort, not necessity, and whispered the only thing that felt right.
“Oh no. They’ve left me unsupervised.”

The hallway beyond the exam room was wrong in a way he couldn’t name.
Too quiet.
Too... paused.
The receptionist’s desk had a candy bowl. It was always full. Today, it was empty — save for a single wrapper that said “FORGET.” Doug didn’t like that.

He checked the appointment schedule.
It was blank. Every square. Even his name had vanished, and Doug had never missed an appointment.
He crept toward the break room.
The microwave was running with nothing inside it. The vending machine blinked a cryptic code:
E3 E3 E3
Doug pressed E3. A packet of peanuts fell. That had never worked before.
The restroom mirror showed him in real time.
That was new.
It usually lagged. Some loops, it didn’t show his face at all.
The fish tank in the waiting room was cracked. The fish were gone, but the water remained, floating mid-air like it hadn’t been told about gravity yet.

He picked up a clipboard and turned it over.
On the back, written in shaky pen:
“Doug—
If you’re reading this, the loop broke early.
Don’t stay long.
They’ll notice.”
He dropped the clipboard.

At that moment, the light above the receptionist’s desk flickered.
Then it blinked in Morse code.
Doug didn’t know Morse code.
But Greg did.
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Chapter 2: Loop Support Group (After Hours)
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The Loop Support Group met every Tuesday at 7:07 PM, which was the only time that didn’t seem to loop. It was held in the back room of a bookstore called Eventually Yours, sandwiched between the Self-Help and Lost Causes sections.

Doug had never actually walked to the meeting before.
Usually, he just... blinked.
One moment: dentist chair.
Next moment: plastic folding chair, lukewarm tea, Greg trying to explain existential collapse via pie chart.
But tonight, Doug walked.
Out of the empty clinic.
Through streets that flickered like bad memories.
And into the support group... while it was empty.
That was wrong.

He was early. Doug was never early.
He sat in his usual seat — third from the left, facing the emergency exit, just in case time exploded. Again.
The kettle wasn’t on.
The welcome biscuits weren’t laid out in their usual sad, stale formation.
And the whiteboard didn’t say “You are not your worst loop.”
It said:
“Doug. You’re up.”

Doug blinked twice.
The marker wasn’t even dry.
He reached for the teacup with his name Sharpie’d on the bottom. Still warm. But no steam. A message was tucked inside.

“Find Greg. The Waffle Iron knows.
—R”
Doug rubbed his temples. R was Rita — romantic assassin, occasional yoga instructor, and professional skeptic of reality. She’d once stabbed him with a memory of his own sixth birthday. It still gave him hives.

The door creaked open.
Greg stumbled in, holding a whiteboard marker in one hand and a buzzing waffle iron in the other.
“Doug?” Greg wheezed. “Did it happen?”

Doug stood. “Did what happen?”

Greg turned the waffle iron around.
It was blinking. In Morse code.
“.—. .-.. -.-.—-—. / -... .- -.-. -.-”

Doug stared. “Is that... ‘Welcome back’?”

Greg nodded.
Then the room shuddered.
Not an earthquake. A memoryquake.
Doug saw flashes: loops collapsing, calendar pages burning in reverse, Rita crying into a Roomba.
“The Dentist didn’t show up today,” Doug whispered.
Greg’s mouth dropped.
“That means—”
Doug finished it:
“—something escaped.”
A silence fell. One without loop-padding. One that could cut.

Greg handed Doug the waffle iron.

“It’s yours now,” he said gravely.

Doug stared at it.

“Does it come with syrup?”

“No,” Greg replied. “It comes with destiny.”
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Chapter 3: The Cavity Map
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The waffle iron pulsed.

It had no right to pulse.

Greg claimed he’d rewired it using leftover Loop Stabilizer parts, a Bluetooth toothbrush, and “emotional proximity readings,” whatever that meant. Doug had learned not to ask questions that came with PowerPoint presentations.

He held it gingerly. It buzzed stronger the closer he got to anything dental.

Naturally, that meant going back to BrightSmile Dental Associates.

The clinic was darker than before.

No power.
No music.
No Candle in the Wind.
Even the motivational poster — “Floss like no one’s watching” — had curled inward, as if embarrassed to still exist.
Doug crept past the front desk, the waffle iron tucked under his arm like a baby that hated syrup. It vibrated hard as he stepped into Exam Room Two.

The chair was reclined.
The tray was clean.
But behind the cabinet — a cabinet that had always been locked in every loop — the wall was smeared.
Doug blinked. No, not smeared. Drawn.

Tiny marks.
Symbols.
A crude diagram made in what looked suspiciously like toothpaste and dried blood.
It was a map.

Not of the building — but of memory itself.
Curved corridors, numbered doors, dead ends labelled “Looped” and others tagged “Purged.”
At the bottom, written in small shaky script:

“Doug: This is the root canal. Follow it.”

And an arrow.
Not pointing to any exit.
But to a trapdoor under the sink.
Doug knelt. The waffle iron buzzed like mad.

He opened the cabinet. Removed the fake bottom. And found... a latch.

A literal, rusty, reality-defying latch.
He hesitated, then muttered, “I’ve had root canals more painful than this,” and pulled.
It opened.

Below, darkness.

But not just absence-of-light darkness.
This was loopless darkness. The kind that swallowed continuity and spat it back with new teeth.
Doug swallowed hard, pocketed a travel-sized toothpaste for courage, and lowered himself down.

The trapdoor sealed behind him.
The waffle iron went silent.
And ahead, faintly glowing in phosphorescent blue, were words scrawled along a tiled tunnel:
“Here begins the cavity between worlds.”
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