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Mike was a happy person, with very few complaints about life. He loved his solar brewed 

coffee, his audio magazines, and his automatronic dog, Fuzz Face. Mike was also agreeable, which is 

why he agreed to participate in a charity competition event. 

Reading over the paperwork on his tablet with his Charity Onboarding Coach, Lacey, he 

chuckled. “‘In the event of injury or death?’ I get that it is a competition, but how serious does this 

get?’” He was seriously asking about the seriousness of the situation, but his Onboarding coach, 

Lacey, made no attempt to answer. 

Mike held the tablet closer to hide his reddening face. “Well, this all seems pretty standard. I 

get ‘arrested’ and in order for me to post ‘bail’ my friends need to raise a certain amount of money 

or I will have to make up the rest in some form or fashion, which will be decided that day.” 

Mike was signing the paperwork on the tablet and didn’t notice Lacey’s slight sneering smile. 

“You have twenty four hours from the time your Charity Service starts to secure the total funds,” 

she said. “Access to family and friends will be limited to the red phone in your cell. Make sure you 

inform them of your new number.” 

With that, she stood and held out her hand. Mike stood and extended his, assuming that 

next, they would grasp each other’s hands and then move their arms up and down, as was custom. 

Lacey, however, pulled her hand away and sighed heavily. “The tablet?” 

“Oh.” said Mike. She rolled her eyes. He handed it over. 

“You’ll receive a copy of this in your email. Please save it for your next of kin.” And with 

that, Lacey left the room mumbling to herself about ‘morons.’ 

Mike felt maybe this wasn’t the job for Lacey, but who was he to say? 

 

Daylight had taken a plunge into night by the time Mike arrived home to his one-bedroom 

condo. “Hey, Fuzz Face! Come here buddy!” Mike called to his metal mongrel. 

Fuzz Face apparently did not have the energy to respond. He walked to the kitchen where 

Fuzz Face was frozen mid garbage can raid. Mike found it amusing to have an artificial dog with 

typical behaviors, but Fuzz Face had to be recharged before he could continue his pursuit of the 

trash. 

Setting Fuzz Face on the charger and the garbage can aright, Mike sat at the kitchen table 

and began to call everyone he knew who had, in his opinion, money to spare. He recited the script 
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Lacey had given him to inform people of the event and how to donate. He quickly grew tired of 

people who didn’t answer and who hadn’t set up their voicemail box. 

By 10:00 pm Mike had called everyone he could think of. “Well, Fuzz Face, if we don’t hit 

our goal tomorrow, we will be eating rice cakes for a long time,” he said. 

Realizing Fuzz Face wasn’t on, and therefore could not hear him, he went over to the dog. 

As soon as Fuzz Face was pulled off of the charger, he went full puppy on Mike, wriggling, jumping, 

licking, and barking. Mike picked up a toy and threw it, but Fuzz Face went immediately to the 

garbage can and knocked it over instead, picking up where he had left off. 

 

11:00 am saw the Charity Cops at the door of Mike’s condo. Mike opened it and greeted 

them with a big smile… which instantly turned upside down when the Charity Cops rushed Mike, 

restraining him. They picked him up, head over heels, so he could not escape. It happened so fast, 

Mike didn’t know if he had stopped smiling, or was just upside down. 

“This is very authentic,” he said, as the blood rushed to his head. He began to see stars just 

before they put him into the back of a van with smiling, happy kids on the side of it. Doors slammed 

shut, and they were on their way. 

Mike wondered if they had shut the door to his condo. If not, his dog would get out and 

wear down his battery barking in a corner of the hallway again. Fuzz Face couldn’t do stairs, but he 

loved adventure. Mike wondered why anyone liked adventure, as he was very uncomfortable right 

now. 

I hope they have snacks, he thought, as the van took a rough left turn and smashed him into the 

side of the interior. 

 

They did not have snacks. Instead, they had a small room containing a bed, a toilet, toilet 

paper (thankfully), and a table with a red phone. 

“I thought there would be bars or something?” Mike remarked. 

The Charity Cops removed his hand and ankle cuffs and exited without acknowledgement of 

the remark. The door shut, and there was silence. 

At least until the phone rang, startling Mike. He went to the handset and answered it.  

“You have 24 hours to raise one million dollars. If you do not raise the money in the allotted 

time, you will be eliminated and your body parts sold on the black market to make up the difference. 
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You are not to reveal your circumstance, only your charity work. Stick to the script or there will be 

instant elimination. We are watching and listening.” The voice sounded like Lacey, if Lacey was 

actually enjoying her job. 

Mike put the receiver down. Picked it up again. Then slowly put it back down again. 

“That’s some way to motivate people!” he said to the phone, which immediately rang again. 

“We are serious. We suggest you start calling. Now.” They hung up. 

“Holy... oh fff... what!?” Mike was gasping at the severity of his situation and trying to dial a 

phone number at the same time. He misdialed three times before he decided he needed to steady 

himself. 

“OK, OK, OK. Visualize. One million dollars. Breath in! One million dollars. Breath out. 

One million dollars.” He started to jog in place. “One million dollars, one million dollars, one 

million dollars.” He chanted, until his heart rate was up, then stood in victory pose for about ten 

seconds, repeating, “One million dollars!” 

He shook it all off, and again picked up the receiver. “I can do this. Let’s go.” He dialed. 

 

Six hours later, Mike had raised four hundred and ninety-six thousand dollars. Among 

several others, he had called his sister, his nephew’s drug dealer, his parents, his boss, all of his 

coworkers - except Wendy; he hated Wendy - his gaming group, his escape room group, and his 

book club squad, The Page Turners. They were voting on a new name next week. Though they 

might very well be voting without Mike. 

“This is impossible,” he said, looking up at where he assumed cameras would be. “At this 

rate, I’ll have to call strangers and beg for money. I don’t remember this in the agreement I signed.” 

The phone rang. He answered it, and then they answered him. “The agreement stated we set 

the fundraising goal and that the rules of the competition are to be decided once the competitor is 

secured inside of headquarters.” 

Mike became furious. “Well, what about the competition part!? Where are the other 

competitors?” 

“You are competing against us. For your life.” 

Mike slammed the phone down, reeling with realization. He had less than six hours to raise 

five hundred thousand dollars. If he could find almost that amount in time, he figured he would only 
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need to sell a kidney to make up the difference. It wasn’t a cheerful thought, but it was the only bit 

of pep talk he could muster at the moment. 

He picked up the phone and began to dial random numbers. 

He really wished people would set up their voicemail box.   

 

11:00 am the next day, Mike’s cell was empty. He’d only raised half of the funds and, besides 

that, had tried to start telling people the situation when it was clear he would not survive. 

Overall, though, the charity was pleased with the fundraiser this year. Each million would go 

to a different department, and the million Mike contributed to would make the year-end Holiday 

Party a smash. 

Mike’s family called to complain about his elimination, but they couldn’t raise too big a fuss 

because, after all, it was for charity. 

 



 

 

It’s All Been Done Presents is a multi-platform entertainment 

network of podcasts, written work, video series, and more, based in 

Columbus, Ohio. Check out all our great programming at 

http://iabdpresents.com 

 

 

 

 

 

 

More Great Stuff From IABDPresents! 

 

 

Dirty Story Night is a competitive erotic fan-fiction competition. Contestants 

are given a theme – either 30 minutes or a month in advance – and have to 

write a quick, filthy, funny tale. Those gathered to hear vote on a winner. 

And the stories are recorded for you, dear listeners! Have your childhood and 

other things ruined by this weekly podcast. 

 

 

 

 

 

Nick Nitro has been talking all things pop-culture for more than a 

decade! Actually, he’s been talking about them for way longer than that, 

but he’s been podcasting for that long. Join him and many assorted friends 

for discussion of news, the latest films, and even a live game sometimes! 

http://iabdpresents.com/

