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John’s hands trembled as he injected himself with the bright orange solution. He could feel it coursing through his veins. Making him powerful, invincible. Candi would be proud of him when he won the fight tonight. She would share in his first ever victory on Europa. His first ever victory ever. He imagined her soft red hair brushing against his bare chest as they embraced, and she kissed him, deeply. He drew in a breath, and opened his eyes.

“Oh, my God, John!” Candi said. “What have you done?”

“Candi? I thought you were shopping,” John said trying to keep the surprise from his voice.

“I was, but, your lips, they are, they’re,” she pointed toward the mirror above the sink in their cramped motel room.

He looked into the mirror and saw his short brown hair was replaced by smooth plastic and his ears were almost non-existent. His whole head was a peach color. But his lips were frightening. They were the same peach colored plastic, but they were squared. His mouth formed a thick rectangle. When he tried to speak, his lips clanked together, creating a sound like melmac plates in the dishwasher.

“Hey,” said a voice from outside the door of the tiny motel room, “guys, let me in. I’ve got news.”

“Kevin,” said Candice, “just hold on.”

“Are you not decent?”

“It’s not that, John’s, um, indisposed.”

Kevin opened the door and slammed it behind him. “You used that Menite,” he shuddered, “stuff. Didn’t you?”

John shrugged.

“He’s an idiot,” said Candice, “what’s the news?”

“Oh, yeah, the news,” Kevin flopped down on the small couch in the corner of the room. “That Menite, Ja Lal, I think is his name.”

“The huge one, dark purple skin?”

“Yeah, that one, he said that solution John used does strange things to humans. He doesn’t recommend humans use it.”

John glared at him.

 “Well,” said Kevin, “by the looks of things, your lips are becoming Bakelite plates. And your hands are doing the same thing.” He snickered. “You‘re the Bakelite man.”

“That’s not funny,” said Candice.

John’s lips clacked together.

“I think he’s trying to say something,” said Kevin.

Candi put her hand on his chest. “You can’t fight like this. You’ll get killed.”

He shrugged.

Candi turned to Kevin. “Did Ja Lal tell you anything else?”

Kevin shook his head. “No.” 
 “John Christian,” said a voice at the door, “Europa Police. Open this door.”

“He’s not here,” said Candi.

“We saw him come in here, and he hasn’t left. So open the door before we break it down.”

Candi leaned close to Kevin. “Is this stuff illegal?”

He shrugged.

“Get John in the shower, and turn on the water. I’ll take care of the police.”

Kevin helped John to his feet and then they disappeared into the tiny bathroom.

Candi took in a deep breath and opened the door. “See, he’s not here.”

The cop went to the bathroom door. “Who’s in here?”

“Kevin Wright, we were, well, please don’t tell John.”

The cop winked at her. “Right, carry on Miss.”

She nodded.

“Oh, by the way,” said the cop, “Mr. Jones expects your boyfriend to be in top shape for the fight. We all have a lot riding on this.”

“What if John can’t fight?”

“Then you’re all dead.”

She nodded and closed the door.

“Come on Kevin; get John out the bathroom window. We have got to get off Europa and fast.”

As Kevin, John and Candi dropped out of the bathroom window, the police were waiting. “You’re under arrest,” said the cop.
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