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A Late Night Walk

It was only a few years ago that I was just a normal guy, like everyone else. Then one night, the entire fate of the world was thrown into my hands—all because I was in the wrong place at the wrong time. My name is Leon Parker, but now I go by One, and I’m about to go on my last suicide mission. I’ve been on plenty of suicide missions before, but this is the first one that actually scares me. So I thought I’d write down my history before I’m no longer around to tell it.

I was only sixteen when everything changed. On my way home late at night—probably around ten p.m.—from Dean Roberts’s house, my best friend since second grade, I thought I’d stop at the corner store to grab a soda. The apartment buildings around me towered at least twenty stories, but I was only focused on the storefront. Neon signs flashed, each promoting different lotteries or cigarette brands.

The double glass doors swung open faster than I expected. A man in a black trench coat walked out. He smelled like cigarette smoke. He looked me up and down, then kept walking. I stepped inside. To my left, the aisles stretched out. To my right, the cashier stood behind the counter. His beard was unkempt, his blue work shirt stained, his eyes glazed—I guessed he was high.

As I walked down the aisle, I heard some strange noises coming from behind the counter—gurgling and scratching. I turned around often, feeling uneasy, checking on the cashier, but he just stood there, staring at me. I was browsing the sodas for no more than a minute while deciding which one to grab. I settled on a local brand called Orange Overdrive.
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