
A Mushroom Trip

An angry young man takes a heroic dose of 
magic mushrooms in an attempt to travel 
through his past and  x his broken life.  Along 
the way he is guided by his chatty dead dog 
and other mysterious spirit guides. 

MMax Mooseman channels the style of 
Vonnegut to create a cross between a crass 
Christmas Carol and a vulgar Wonderland 
with a dash of funk. Bastard is an engrossing 
page-turner that will have you laughing, 
crying and shouting in public. 
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Prologue

For his first mushroom trip Roman took 

2 grams. He came across the dead body of a 

guy near Times Square who had jumped off 

a hotel roof. Roman decided 8 years of New 

York City was enough and moved back to New 

Hampshire.

For his second mushroom trip Roman 

took 3 grams. He laid on a dirty floor in New 

Hampshire and punched himself in the face 

over and over for two hours to try and make 

the pain in his jaw go away. Roman cried, 

argued with God, and missed his new love, 

Heather, who was living across the country in 

a place he had never seen. Roman decided 27 
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years on the east coast of the United States 

was enough. He was going to see what eastern 

Washington was like, and whether or not the 

whole Heather thing was going anywhere.

This is the story of Roman’s third mushroom 

trip. It takes place in the mid-August heat of 

eastern Washington one year after Roman’s 

arrival. Roman is about to take 7 grams. A 

quarter ounce. Otherwise known as a heroic 

dose.



Part 1:
One Dead Dog
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Part 1

Chapter 1 

An open jar of peanut butter, a spoon, 

a spaghetti jar of warm water and a quarter 

ounce of mushrooms. Roman stands naked at 

the breakfast bar, staring down at his task and 

sweating. He takes a deep breath. He slaps the 

counter. 

A pinch of the mushrooms in the mouth, a 

spoonful of peanut butter, chew, chew, chew, 

sip of water, swish, swallow, retch, breathe.

Again.

A pinch, a spoonful, chew, retch, chew, 
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chew, water, swish, swallow, retch, breathe,

Again.

Pinch, spoon, chew, retch, chew, retch, slap 

the counter, chew, water, swish, swish, try to 

swallow, retch, swallow, breathe, slap.

One more.

Big breath, pinch, retch, spoon, retch, chew, 

retch, chew, retch, chew, retch, water, swish, 

try to swallow, retch, try again, retch, swallow, 

more water, swish, retch, swallow, water, swish, 

swallow, spoonful of peanut butter, breathe.

Done.

Now wait.

40 minutes later it ’s 11:30 am. Roman and 

his roommates have gotten up early on this 

Tuesday to make a whole day of it. None of 

them have real jobs. To keep the rent paid and 

some food in their bellies, they all take their 

clothes off on camera and let strangers on the 

internet watch them have sex every once and 

awhile.

Roman is sprawled on the ratty couch that 
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came with the run-down house that they are 

all in for one more month, before they all 

go somewhere else and do something else. 

Roman’s head is in Heather’s lap.

Roman is 27, Heather is 21. There are two 

others. 

Brenda is 20. She is bopping her head 

while drumming her fingers on the breakfast 

bar. Darrell is 22. He is lying on the floor and 

watching the ceiling fan go round and round. 

All four are naked partly because it is 

hellishly hot and there is no air conditioning, 

and partly because they are usually all naked 

in the house. They are all waiting for the 

come-up. The mushrooms should kick in any 

minute. 

"I don’t want to be in this house when I go 

up," says Brenda. "Get dressed everybody, we 

are going to the field."

They all nod and shift off to grab some 

clothes.

Roman is the last one out the door. As the 

door closes Roman hears the scratch of a dog’s 
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claws against it from the inside. "The fuck?" 

Roman mutters to himself. None of them have 

a dog. He pops the door back open and peers 

inside. Nothing. Maybe he is coming up. 

The four friends lie down in the lush grass of 

the vast athletic fields maintained and owned 

by the fancy private college both Heather and 

Brenda attend. 

"I’m starting to get some visuals when I 

look at the tree tops," says Darrell. 

Roman shields his eyes from the sun and 

looks across the field to the border created 

by some mighty evergreens. The tips of the 

trees are just beginning to swirl against the 

clear blue of the sky. Roman’s eyes follow the 

trees down to the ground where he sees, for a 

moment, a dog come out of the tree line. The 

dog looks right at him before dipping back 

into the trees. Roman smiles and thinks, "That 

dog looks just like Kenny." Roman lies back in 

the grass and closes his eyes. He is nauseous 

again. The come-up has begun in earnest. 

"I am officially up," says Brenda. "Time to 

explore! I’m going to the creek to quack at 
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ducks. Any takers?"

Heather raises her hand. "A million times 

yes."

"Roman?" asks Brenda.

"I think I want to be alone for awhile," says 

Roman. "I’m on a mission."

"Well, good luck,  Captain," says Brenda. 

"Darrell?"

"You never know," says Darrell as he shrugs 

his shoulders.

"Very clear. Thanks Darrell," says Brenda. 

"Shall we, Heather?"

"We shall," says Heather before she rolls 

over and kisses Roman goodbye. "I love you, 

see you later."

Roman nods with his eyes closed. Brenda 

and Heather skip away across the field holding 

hands.

"I’m gonna get that booty," says Darrell.

Roman turns his head and opens one eye to 

shoot Darrell a confused look.
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Darrell raises his eyebrows up and down 

a couple of times at Roman. "I am gonna get 

that booty," Darrell says again and smiles.

"Never gonna happen," Roman says and 

chuckles a little. "Go away."

"Oh, I’m gonna get that booty," Darrell says 

and touches Roman’s knee.

Roman hops up on all fours and starts 

barking at Darrell. He barks like an angry dog 

until Darrell gets up laughing and says, "Fine." 

Darrell starts off across the field to catch up 

with Brenda and Heather. 

Roman chuckles to himself. He lies back in 

the grass and closes his eyes. "Alone at last," 

he thinks. He takes a big breath in and exhales 

the last bit of nausea from his lungs.

"Those are some good friends you’ve got 

there," says a voice close to Roman.

Roman’s eyes snap open and he sits up 

quickly. Roman blinks and rubs his eyes. He 

can’t believe what he is seeing in front of him. 

"Kenny?" 
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"My nigga," says Kenny and smiles a big 

doggo smile. "It ’s real good to see you."



12

Part 1

Chapter 2

"Aren’t you fucking dead?" asks Roman.

"Hell yeah," says Kenny.

"How fucking high am I right now?" asks 

Roman.

"Real high. Getting higher all the time," 

replies Kenny.

"Huh. Right. I’m going to lie down for a 

minute and just close my eyes," says Roman.

"Perfect day for it," says Kenny. "If it is 

alright with you I’m going to lie down next to 
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you and lick my dick for awhile."

"Pshhh. Yeah. Do you, Kenny," says Roman. 

Kenny walks tight circles in the grass next to 

Roman looking for his best lie-down angle. 

Roman gently lies his head back in the grass 

and closes his eyes. Roman’s head is spinning 

a bit and his heart rate is up, so he takes a 

couple deep breaths to calm himself. Roman 

counts to three in his head and peeks one eye 

open. Kenny, unbelievably, is still there going 

hard at his dick. 

Kenny feels Roman’s eyes on him and lifts 

his head for a moment. "What?" asks Kenny.

Roman just shakes his head a little bit. 

"What, what?" asks Roman.

"You would do it if you could," says Kenny 

and goes back to slobbering his dick.

Roman keeps staring. He turns his head 

slightly from side to side to get different 

angles on Kenny to see if he can see through 

him. Roman is sure if he gets just the right 

angle the illusion will be shattered and Kenny 

will disappear. 
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Kenny looks up again. "Seriously, what, 

dude?"

"Why are you here?" asks Roman.

"To hang out with you," replies Kenny.

"Why can you talk?" asks Roman.

"Because I have things to say," replies Kenny. 

"Don’t worry about it. You’re always worrying 

about everything. Just enjoy it. We’re together 

again! Isn’t that great? I am so glad to see you, 

buddy! Aren’t you glad to see me, too?"

"Yeah," Roman replies.

"Great, then let’s just leave it at that," says 

Kenny.

Roman nods tentatively and carefully gets 

on all fours. Roman delicately crawls toward 

Kenny until Roman is close enough to reach 

Kenny. Roman reaches out his hand slowly and 

gently.

"What’s this now?" Kenny asks.

"Shhhhh, shhh, boy," Roman says with a 

look of deep focus in his eyes. Roman’s hand 
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hovers for a moment just above Kenny’s shoul-

der. Roman lets his hand drop and feels Kenny’s 

warm fur. "You’re really here," exclaims Roman.

"Yeah nigga I’m really heaghhh—" Kenny’s 

words are cut off by a giant hug from Roman 

that sends them both to the ground.

"I missed you, buddy," Roman says through 

tears.

"I missed you, too," replies Kenny.

Roman releases Kenny from the hug and 

begins to furiously scratch Kenny’s ears. 

"Awwww ye ye ye ye yeahahaha, right there," 

Kenny stammers as his head is wobbled 

around. "You give the all-time best scratches, 

bro."

Roman sits back on his butt with a big grin 

and looks at Kenny. As Roman looks Kenny over, 

his expression turns from one of joy to one of 

wistful sorrow. "I was so angry when you died," 

Roman says. "Mom called me and told me how 

you had been so hyper all morning and then 

just laid down. She told me she held you for 

hours until it was over. You were only eight. 
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How the fuck does that even happen?"

"We don’t get to choose when we go, 

my friend. Anyway, that’s all in the past," 

 says Kenny. "Let’s talk about the fun-ass trip 

we’re gonna have today."

"Did it hurt?" asks Roman.

"Well, my spleen rupturing fucking hurt," 

Kenny replies. "But dying? Dying doesn’t hurt. 

Dying is nice. Dying is like taking the all-time 

most satisfying poop. So, what are we doing to 

celebrate this amazing day?"

"You were the last thing keeping me in 

touch with our family. At first I thought I just 

wouldn’t have a reason to go back anymore, 

but I haven’t even spoken to them since you 

died. I am just so angry with everyone and I 

can’t even remember why. It ’s like my whole 

childhood is one big blur. I can barely sort 

out the truth from some shit I saw in movies," 

Roman says as his expression becomes distant.

"Uh huh, very sad. WHAT. ARE. WE. DOING. 

FOR. FUN. TODAY. NIGGA?" demands Kenny.

"Today isn’t about fun, Kenny. I mean I am 
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glad you’re here and I bet you can help me, 

but today is about sorting my shit out. I need 

to gain some perspective on myself. I need to 

know what the fuck is wrong with me. I think 

it has something to do with not having my 

biological father around and being yelled at 

too much, but I can’t put it together. I figured 

if I took a shit-ton of mushrooms and meditat-

ed on it, I might be able to see through some 

of the fog and figure out what’s wrong with 

me," says Roman.

"Dude, that plan fucking sucks," says Kenny.

"Well, do you have a better suggestion?" 

asks Roman.

"How about we go quack at ducks with your 

friends?" suggests Kenny.

"No, dude," Roman shakes his head.

"Okay. How about you try climbing one of 

those big trees while I pee on it?" suggests 

Kenny.

"No, dude. No! I mean an idea to sort my 

shit out. Be serious. I’m trying to fix something 

here," says Roman and raises his voice a little.
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"Nigga, I am trying to help you," says Kenny.

"How are you trying to help me?" asks 

Roman.

"Look," says Kenny, "You’re pissed off, you’re 

sad, you’re lonely, you’re whatever other 

miserable shit you think you are, so instead of 

dwelling in it I’m trying to have a good time 

with you. You just need to have a good time 

and it will all come together for you."

Roman shakes his head emphatically and 

says, "The past is the future."

"What?" asks Kenny. "No it ain’t, nigga. Why 

would they give the same thing two names? 

The past is then, the future is coming. How 

we go into the future will depend entirely 

on whether we are enjoying ourselves right 

fucking now."

"Did you know most serial killers came from 

broken homes?  They especially lacked father 

figures. I didn’t meet my biological father 

until I was 17, and my adopted father was an 

asshole." Roman says.

"Holy shit dude. You are not hearing me," 
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says Kenny and shakes his head.

"Do you think my adopted father abused 

me?" asks Roman. "I think he might have been 

the one who fucked me up so bad."

"Stan? I mean, he could be a bit of a dick 

sometimes and he barked a lot, but he adopted 

and raised me too, and I am chilling," replies 

Kenny.

Roman puts his head in his hands and sways 

violently back and forth. "Ahhh, fuck!" Roman 

yells.

Kenny walks over to Roman and gently 

places a paw on Roman’s leg. "Look dude," 

Kenny says, "Just trust me for a second. Remem-

ber how we used to lie out in the yard together 

and just look at the sky? Why don’t we just do 

that for a couple minutes and go from there. 

You’ve got all day to figure things out. A little 

relaxation won’t hurt anything."

Roman nods and flops back in the grass. 

Roman looks up at the sky. A single wispy 

cloud meanders across the bright baby-blue. 

The cloud swirls and sparkles in Roman’s 
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vision as it makes its way. Roman takes a relax-

ing deep breath. Roman gazes over toward the 

evergreen trees. The branches bend and twist 

and spin in his vision in a beautiful periscop-

ing fashion. Roman takes another deep relax-

ing breath and snuggles closer to Kenny. "It is 

a beautiful day," Roman says. "I’m glad you’re 

here."

"There he is," says Kenny as he smiles a big 

doggo smile. "I’m glad I’m here too."

 "Would you like to meet Heather?" asks 

Roman.

"Man, I would love that. She is fine as hell," 

says Kenny.

"Yeah, she is," says Roman.

"Dude, are you getting a boner right now?" 

asks Kenny.

"A little bit," says Roman and chuckles.

"Weird dude," says Kenny.

"I literally just watched you blow yourself," 

says Roman.
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Kenny thinks about it for a few seconds. 

"Seems different," Kenny says.

They both laugh. Roman rolls over away 

from Kenny and starts to get up when a bright 

white light shines into his eyes and makes 

him squint. Roman turns his head slightly and 

allows his eyes to adjust to the brightness of 

the light. Roman starts to make out the shape 

of a man at the center of the light. The man 

looks elderly but fit and has a big dark beard. 

"Who is that?" asks Roman.

"I don’t know," replies Kenny, "But he is 

minding his own business, so why don’t we 

let him enjoy his day and go back to enjoying 

ours?"

Roman squints harder at the man and 

experiences an overwhelming feeling of recog-

nition. Roman gets to his feet and walks a bit 

closer. "Kenny, that looks just like my biolog-

ical father, if he got in shape. Could that be 

him? I haven’t seen him for a minute. The fuck 

is going on?" 
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Part 1

Chapter 3

Roman starts to make right for the man in 

white light, who sits about 30 yards away.

"Come on dude, come back," yells Kenny 

behind Roman.

Roman ignores Kenny. "Rick! Hey Rick. I 

fucking see you man, don’t ignore me. Hey, 

I’ve got some questions for you!"

Kenny trots behind Roman and calls after 

him, "I don’t think that is who you think that is, 

buddy. Come on and come back. We were just 

starting to have fun! Want to watch me pee on 
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my own foot? Won’t that be a laugh?"

"Kenny, shush," says Roman. Roman turns 

toward Kenny for just a moment. When Roman 

turns back the man in white light is further 

away than ever. The man in white light is still 

sitting in the grass just how he was a moment 

ago, but the landscape has stretched out as 

if Roman and the man in white light were on 

opposite ends of a giant rubber band that had 

been pulled apart. "Oh, we’re playing games 

now?" Roman says to himself and takes off at a 

sprint toward the man in white light. 

"Rick, Goddammit look at me!" Roman 

screams as he runs. Roman’s right foot catches 

something sturdy on the ground and he is 

suddenly airborne. The landscape begins 

to rapidly slide back into place, moving the 

sitting man in white light at great speed 

toward Roman as Roman flies through the air. 

Roman yells, "Look out!" as he flies toward a 

brutal collision with the man in white light. 

With just a few feet between them the man in 

white light looks toward Roman and heaves a 

sigh. Roman covers his face with his hands to 

brace for the collision.



Max Mooseman

24

Roman’s face and forearms skid along the 

grass for a moment before his knees crash 

into his chest and his momentum is stopped. 

Roman groans and lies still for a few seconds 

before he rolls onto his back. Roman lifts his 

head up to look around. The edges of Roman’s 

vision swirl with fractal bursts of color but 

there is no man in white light, and there is no 

Kenny. Roman is alone in the field once more. 

Roman stands and wipes the grass and 

dirt from his face. He brushes off his knees. 

"Kenny?" Roman yells out as he shades his 

eyes with his hands to gaze across the swirling 

and pulsing green landscape in front of him. 

No response. Roman turns around to look the 

other way. "Kenny," he yells again. Nothing. 

Roman turns around once more and is face-to-

face with a hideous man. 

"Ahhggghh, shit-fuck!" Roman yells in 

startled fright and falls on his butt. The man 

standing in front of Roman snickers and looks 

side to side.

"Dumbass dog. Who knows where it got to," 

says the man in a deep scratchy voice. The man 
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also looks like Romans’ biological father, Rick, 

but horrible. The man has a giant gut balanced 

delicately on scrawny legs. His hair is long, 

tangled and greasy just like his dark beard. 

His nose has the swollen and pockmarked 

look of a serious booze-hound. The man’s lips 

are chapped and his teeth are chipped and 

yellowed. Wisps of red and black smoke that 

stink like yesterday’s whiskey-sweat emanate 

from the man. Roman stares up at the man 

from the ground with his mouth hanging 

open. "The fuck are you staring at?" demands 

the man.

"Rick?" Roman asks tentatively.

"Fuck no! I ain’t your daddy, bitch," says the 

man.

"Well then, who are you?" asks Roman.

The man leans down toward Roman. "Why 

don’t you just call me Mr. Helpful. You asked 

for answers. I’ve got answers for days. Let’s go 

see your daddy now."

"Do what?" Roman asks and scrambles to 

his feet. Roman is answered by a shocking 
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hard slap across the face. Roman’s eyes close 

as he flinches. When they open again he is no 

longer in the field. Roman looks around in a 

panic. He is standing in a motel room from an 

era gone by.
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Part 1

Chapter 4

Roman sees a door to his left. He darts 

to it and flings it open. Roman is once more 

face-to-face with Mr. Helpful. "Well don’t rush 

off now, sweetheart," says Mr. Helpful.

"I need to get out of here," Roman says.

"Oh calm down, sugar-tits. You don’t even 

know where ‘here’ is," says Mr. Helpful.

"What the fuck is going on?" Roman 

demands

"I’m helping you," says Mr. Helpful. "You’re 

about to get what you asked for. Answers. 
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Perspective. Information. You asked, and you 

shall receive. You’ve just got to cooperate a 

little, my man."

"I don’t even know you," says Roman.

"Don’t you, though?" says Mr. Helpful. 

"Look, you don’t like me and you don’t trust 

me or whatever— I don’t care. I’m about to 

leave, so don’t even sweat it. My work is done 

for the moment. I just had to bring you here. 

Now all you’ve got to do is close this door and 

hop in that nice comfy bed over there."

Roman looks over his shoulder at the bed. 

"That’s right," says Mr. Helpful. "You just crawl 

all comfy under those blankets and wait, and 

you will earn yourself a piece of this person-

ality puzzle you are so desperate to solve. It ’s 

that easy, amigo."

"I…" Roman starts to object meekly.

"Shhh," says Mr. Helpful. He points to the 

bed while gently reaching in and closing the 

door. 

Roman is left alone in the dimly lit motel 

room. Roman stares at the bed and takes a 
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couple deep breaths. "Fuck it," he whispers. 

Roman walks over to the bed and scooches 

himself under the covers. Roman shifts left and 

right to settle his body into the mattress and 

his head into the soft pillow. Nothing happens. 

Roman takes another couple deep breaths and 

still nothing happens. Roman closes his eyes 

for a few seconds and tries to concentrate. Still 

nothing happens.

Frustrated, Roman sits up, throws the 

covers off himself and spins his legs off the 

side of the bed. Roman feels the cool air of the 

motel all over his body. He looks down to find 

he is completely naked and fully erect. Roman 

looks at his body in confusion. "How the fuck 

did I get naked," he thinks. "Wait a second, that 

doesn’t look like my dick." The idea that Roman 

is no longer himself just crosses Roman’s mind, 

when a slender and beautiful hand slips over 

his hips to begin gently but firmly stroking 

his cock. Roman’s head begins to instantly 

spin with pleasure. "Sure feels like my dick," 

he thinks. Roman feels lips graze his neck. He 

feels the softness of breasts slide along his 

back. Roman sees a leg slide over his hip line 
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followed by the full frame of a sleek, athletic, 

petite and beautiful naked blonde woman. The 

woman settles down fully in front of Roman. 

She straddles his hips and slides him gently 

inside of her.

Roman feels a surge of pleasure as the 

mysterious woman bucks forward and 

backward on him the first time. Roman feels 

a surge of guilt as the first thrust turns to a 

second. "I am cheating on Heather," he thinks. 

The third thrust comes faster than the second 

and pleasure mixes with the guilt in an intoxi-

cating tingle of sensation. "It ’s not like I chose 

to be here," Roman thinks, "I don’t even know 

where ‘here’ is. What am I supposed to do 

here?" 

The fourth thrust comes faster and bounces 

quickly into the fifth, sixth, and seventh. The 

woman leans her face in and nibbles Roman’s 

ear. "Oh yeah, fuck me baby, just like that," 

she whisper moans into Roman’s ear, and the 

capacity to think leaves him. Roman grabs 

her ass and thrusts back into her. They buck 

into each other pawing scratching and sweat-

ing toward a crescendo. The woman starts to 
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moan and breath heavier. "Right there, right 

there," she breathlessly repeats when a crash 

and a blood curdling scream comes from the 

other side of the room.

The splintered motel door hangs open and 

in the frame stands a young, pretty, pregnant, 

and absolutely enraged woman. Roman 

immediately recognizes her. It is his mother.
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Part 1

Chapter 5

Roman’s mother, Barbara, charges in past 

the door frame and grabs a lamp. "You fucking 

rat bastard piece of shit! I should fucking kill 

you, mother fucker!" Barbara screams and 

hurls the lamp toward Roman. It smashes to 

pieces over his head and rains down chunks 

of ceramic onto his back. Roman throws the 

blonde woman off his lap and jumps up naked 

and terrified. 

"Now just hold on a second," yells the 

blonde woman.

"You shut your fucking whore mouth, bitch," 



BASTARD!

33

shrieks Barbara. "Rick, you better tell your slut 

to shut her dick-suckers on her own before I 

nail them shut with broken fucking glass!"

Roman thinks, "Rick? What the fuck is actual-

ly going on here?" Roman sees a mirror off to 

his right and leans to catch a look at himself.

"Just calm down a little, we can resolve 

this," pleads the blonde woman to Barbara 

while trying to put on some clothes.

"You looked me in the eyes and shook my 

fucking hand, you fucking dirt-slut. I hugged 

you! That is my fucking husband, you flea-bit-

ten bitch of a cunt-bag!" Barbara screams at 

the top of her lungs.

Roman catches his reflexion. "No fucking 

way," he thinks. The young face of his biolog-

ical father stares back at Roman in the mirror. 

"Huh, it actually wasn’t my dick," Roman thinks 

and almost chuckles. "Holy shit, that is me in 

her belly!" The world slows and spins surreal-

ly for Roman as he turns his head to look at 

Barbara’s belly. "I was here?" He thinks just as a 

motel bible thwacks off his temple.
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"Earth to asshole!" screams Barbara. "What 

the fuck do you have to say for yourself?"

The world speeds up again and Roman can 

hear his heart thumping madly in his head. He 

looks at the blonde woman on the floor next 

to the bed, he looks at Barbara, he looks at the 

naked body he is wearing that belongs to his 

father and then he looks at the door. Roman 

makes a run for it.

Roman hops over the bed and bolts for the 

door. "Oh fuck no," yells Barbara and moves 

to cut Roman off at the pass. Roman turns 

sideways to slide past her and it just about 

works. Roman gets one hand out the door 

as Barbara falls past him, but as she falls she 

reaches out and grabs Roman by the dick. 

Roman is turned around by the death grip 

on his dick but his momentum carries him 

forward.

Roman looks down and sees his dick 

stretching impossibly as he stumbles through 

the door and out onto a balcony. Roman’s 

back hits the balcony railing and his legs fly 

into the air. Roman is left staring up at the 
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blue sky twenty feet above a concrete parking 

lot excruciatingly suspended by his comically 

stretched cock. Roman looks left and right and 

sees spectators gathering on the balcony. 

Roman looks over his shoulder down at 

the concrete and shakes with fright. Roman 

looks between his legs and can see his mother 

on her belly baring her teeth and holding on 

with all her might. Roman and Barbara make 

eye contact. Barbara smiles a vengeful smile 

through her grinding teeth and lets go.

Roman’s dick snaps back from its stretched 

position and slaps him in his naked balls just as 

he starts to fall backward to the concrete. Time 

slows down once more for Roman as he falls to 

his doom and the pain rises in his guts. "How 

many fucking ways do I have to pay for this 

man’s mistakes?" Roman thinks as he falls. "I 

hope I die!" Roman yells as he looks over to see 

the end coming. On the quickly-approaching 

ground Roman sees Kenny frantically dragging 

a dog bed across the parking lot. "That’s kind 

of cute," Roman thinks and braces for impact.
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