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THE LAST STOP

The neon buzzed against the desert silence, throwing pink and blue glows across the cracked asphalt. The sign flickered, humming like an old song stuck between radio stations:

✨“Lucille’s—Open All Night”✨

From a distance, it looked like any other retro diner, frozen in time—the kind with checkerboard floors, a chrome bar, and a jukebox playing something old enough to make ghosts dance. The warm air smelled of burgers, vanilla milkshakes, and just a hint of something... else. Something unplaceable, but enough to raise the hairs on your arms.

Inside, a waitress in a pink uniform and roller skates slid past a booth, balancing a tray stacked with burgers and fries. She gave a wide, cherry-red smile to the newcomer stepping through the door.

"Welcome to Lucille’s! First time here?”

The man hesitated at the entrance, glancing over his shoulder. He had been driving for hours—no, longer than that. The highway stretched behind him like an endless black ribbon, no road signs, no exits. Just sand, sky, and the growing sense that he wasn’t alone out there.

His watch read 2:13 AM. His phone had no signal.

There shouldn’t have been a diner out here.

He cleared his throat. “Uh... yeah. I think I might be lost.”

The waitress didn’t blink. Didn’t look confused, concerned—nothing. Just that same cherry-red smile.

"Oh, hon, everyone who comes here says that." She popped a bubblegum bubble and nodded toward the booths. “Sit anywhere you like.”

The man took a slow step inside, the door swinging shut behind him with a soft ding—but something about the sound made his stomach tighten. It felt final.

The diner was empty, except for a couple at the far end. A woman stirred a milkshake absentmindedly, her gaze flickering to him before quickly looking away. Across from her, a man in a leather jacket tapped his fingers against the table, humming along to the jukebox—but the tune didn’t match the song playing.

And then there was him.

Behind the counter, a man in a crisp white suit leaned against the register. His fingers drummed slowly against the countertop—not impatient, just calculating. His hair was slick, his tie was perfectly straight, and his eyes? They didn’t quite match his smile.

He watched as the newcomer stepped cautiously inside, boots scuffing against the black-and-white tile.

Finally, the man in white spoke. His voice was smooth, practiced—the kind that made you want to trust him before you realized you shouldn’t.

“Oh, don’t worry,” he said with a grin. “Everyone who ends up here is exactly where they’re supposed to be.”

The newcomer swallowed, his throat dry. “Right... So, uh, where exactly is here?”

The waitress giggled, setting down her tray with a clatter. “Now that’s a funny question.”

The man in white smirked. “It’s Lucille’s, friend. The last stop for some. A lucky break for others. And for a few...” His gaze flickered, just for a second. “Well. That depends.”

The newcomer’s pulse quickened. “Depends on what?”

The man in white tilted his head ever so slightly, like he was measuring something unseen. Then, he nodded toward the menu hanging over the counter.

“Depends on what you’re looking for.”

The newcomer’s eyes followed his gesture—and his stomach flipped.

The menu wasn’t like any diner menu he’d ever seen. Sure, there were burgers and fries, milkshakes and pancakes. But below that, written in neat, golden letters, were words that didn’t belong.

SUCCESS – 10 YEARS

REVENGE – 1 NAME

IMMORTALITY – NEGOTIABLE

YOUTH – 20 YEARS

A chill ran down his spine.

This wasn’t a diner. Not really.

And he wasn’t lost.

He was somewhere he was never supposed to find.
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THE SPECIAL MENU

The man didn’t sit.

His feet stayed planted just past the entrance, like his body knew what his mind refused to accept—that stepping any further meant playing along.

The man in white still watched him from behind the counter, his smirk easy, patient. Too patient. The waitress, still chewing her bubblegum, gave a small shrug and skated away toward the jukebox, flipping through records like nothing was unusual.

But the menu.

That was unusual.

The golden letters glowed just a little too much, like they were alive, shifting slightly when he looked away.

Success – 10 Years.

Revenge – 1 Name.

Immortality – Negotiable.

Youth – 20 Years.

What the hell kind of joke was this?

He finally moved, one slow step toward the counter. His voice came out more steady than he expected. “So... what happens if someone actually orders from this?”

The man in white leaned forward just slightly, hands folded neatly on the counter. “Depends.”

“On?”

A slow smile. “What they’re willing to pay.”

His stomach tightened.

“And what, exactly, is the price?”
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