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Rain poured down full force that day.

It was as if the heavens cried above the funeral-goers as they headed back to their cars, as bitterly cliché as it was. The skies beyond their reach accepted Doyeon amongst them, letting him pass on to what Sunwoo hoped was a kind and peaceful afterlife. Doyeon had deserved so much better, had deserved to live so much longer than he had. 

It had been a relatively normal day when it happened, a painfully fresh memory. Sunwoo sent Doyeon—his roommate for two years and best friend for fifteen—out to get some daikon, carrots, and potatoes so that he could roast them for dinner that night. Doyeon still hadn’t returned after an hour, which left Sunwoo angry in the kitchen like a scorned, forgotten housewife. 

I can’t believe he’s not answering any of my calls or texts, Sunwoo thought. Did Doyeon run into a pretty lady and take her out on a date? 

Doyeon had always been a ladies’ man, so it wouldn’t have surprised him in the least. 

Annoyed and no longer wanting to cook anything, Sunwoo plopped down on the sofa in their spacious living room. Doyeon and Sunwoo lived in a rather large apartment that they could only afford between their two decent salaries. 

Sunwoo leaned up against the armrest as he turned the television on. The first thing that came up was the news and a headline that gripped Sunwoo’s heart with an icy, clawed hand. A shooting happened at a local market just twenty minutes ago—the same market that he had sent Doyeon to. Of all of the injured people, only one survived. A terrified, old woman explained how one man tried to stop the gunman but was shot down in the process. As she described the man that tried to save everyone, Sunwoo felt his stomach pitch this way and that. Every little detail she gave pointed to that man being Doyeon.

Of course he’d try to be the hero.

Sunwoo was the last person to pull out of the parking lot. For a while there, he was simply frozen in the driver’s seat, numb while watching the fat droplets of rain pelt his windshield, each one landing with a hearty plop! before trailing down the glass, forming streams with the other raindrops. Part of him was still in denial that his best friend died such an untimely, unfair death. The other part of Sunwoo knew that there was no way that he was going to see Doyeon’s goofy grin again unless he looked through all of their photos together. 

Doyeon was gone.

After what had to have been a good thirty minutes or so in the parking lot, Sunwoo found himself again and turned the key in the ignition, listening to the sound of the engine coming to life in his 2003 Kia Rio, which was definitely due for an oil change. That was something that Sunwoo had been putting off despite knowing better. It was just hard to find time within his schedule to do it. With how much he worked, Sunwoo rarely found time to do anything he actually wanted to do. In pursuit of some laziness after work, he had been spending his evenings playing video games with Doyeon. 

I suppose I can’t use that as an excuse anymore. No point in being lazy and avoiding things if it’s just me at home.

Sunwoo chose to simply ignore the disgruntled sounds of his engine as it begged him to get that overdue oil change, putting the car in drive and pulling out of the now empty parking lot, not daring to look back at the hospital as he left. Bowing to Doyeon’s parents had him shedding tears like there was no tomorrow—which there wasn’t for Doyeon. They had pulled him into a hug so tight that he feared for his ability to breathe. Considering he had been Doyeon’s best friend since they were both five, Doyeon’s parents treated him like family.

Shaking his head to try to force that to the back of his mind, Sunwoo turned on the radio. As soon as he heard the shooting mentioned, Sunwoo flipped it back off. 

So much for that. 

The green light washed the car in an unnatural glow that reminded Sunwoo of the color of the numbers on his alarm clock. Busy thinking of the inane comparison, Sunwoo didn’t have time to react when someone ran the cross-traffic’s red light, barrelling straight for him. Instead, he had to let it happen as everything seemed to move in slow motion.

They barged into traffic from his right side, effectively t-boning his car and sending them both skidding through the intersection. The Kia Rio nearly flipped over from the impact of the speeding driver. While it thankfully didn’t flip, the right side of the car caved in. The impact threw Sunwoo hard to the left, causing him to hit his head hard enough against the window to leave a streak of blood as he slumped in his seat. 

I can’t hear anything other than ringing.

In reality, the sound of brakes screeched loudly as they burned rubber on the pavement as people tried to avoid the crash in front of them. Sirens soon joined the cacophony, wailing and keening in a shrill pitch that would have normally driven Sunwoo insane. Maybe it was a blessing that he couldn’t hear at that moment. He could, however, feel the hot, wet trickle of blood matting his hair as he sat there. Sunwoo managed to escape the pain by passing out, his hazel eyes slipping closed and giving him reprieve from his terrible day.

Unfortunately, Sunwoo did have to wake up eventually, and he was sorely disappointed when it turned out that everything he hoped didn’t actually happen, happened. Doyeon was still dead. His car was still totalled. His head still felt like it got hit by a meteor. Sunwoo managed to escape the crash with some scrapes, bruises, and a surprisingly mild concussion. There were four stitches in his head to close up the gash that split his flesh. Other than that, the doctors cleared him as a healthy twenty-year-old man and told him that he could go on his way. 

Can’t wait to take the bus with a concussion.

As he expected, the bus ride was a physically and mentally painful experience that left him wishing that he hadn’t woken up as he made his way to the apartment, which felt overwhelmingly dark and empty now that Doyeon’s bright presence would no longer light it up. Despite not wanting to feel that darkness, Sunwoo didn’t bother turning the lights on as he slipped his shoes off by the door and slunk off to his bedroom. 

How am I supposed to afford a new car? Mine’s wrecked, cars are so expensive, and loans are rarely a good option.

How do I even begin to deal with Doyeon’s death? I can’t let my best friend go. He was with me through everything.

How can I keep paying for this apartment? It’s too expensive for one person, even with my salary.

How long will it take me to find somewhere else to live? So many people are looking for apartments right now.

Bandages wrapped around Sunwoo’s head, but his jostled brain couldn’t wrap itself around any of those questions. All it did was make him panic. Finances weren’t easy in general, let alone when his whole world was crumbling around him. 

I’ll have to leave extra early to take the train to work tomorrow. 

Trying to think only of the train and nothing else, Sunwoo set his alarm for an hour earlier than usual, wanting to make sure he made it on time tomorrow. With that, Sunwoo stripped down, not even bothering to put on his pajamas as he crawled into bed in nothing but his boxer briefs. 

Will I even be able to sleep?

The answer was no.

By the time that Sunwoo had gotten ready, eaten breakfast, taken the train, and arrived at work, he was already out of energy. He took the winding gauze off when he got ready, but he was sure that the bruise on his cheek would raise enough questions on its own. There was even a slight limp to his step from his knee hitting the door as he was tossed around like a ragdoll. Thankfully, his seatbelt kept him from being thrown straight out of the window and onto the wet pavement. There would have been a lot more than just a cut on his head if that was the case. The police would’ve been scraping his brains off of the road rather than just merely directing traffic around the metal bunched like twin accordions.

Sunwoo didn’t want to think about that as he walked along the carpeted hallway of the fifty-first floor of Seong Electronics, heading towards the CEO’s office. Despite his age, Sunwoo was an extremely capable assistant, and he found himself working directly for the CEO after just one year working for the company. His bosses within the company had always praised him, and word of such a good assistant made its way all the way up to the CEO. Considering he fired his last assistant, the CEO decided to snag him from the head of the marketing department to have as his personal assistant. Sunwoo didn’t have any complaints about moving up in the company, so he gladly accepted that promotion. That was three months ago already, and everything had easily become routine for him in that time.

Knocking on the large, wooden double doors that led into the CEO’s office, Sunwoo called out, “Mr. Seong? It’s Sunwoo.”

“Ah, Mr. Han, come in,” came the reply from the other side of the mahogany door. 

Sunwoo turned the handle of the heavy door, pulling it open just enough to slip inside and bow. 

“How are you feeling today? I heard about the car accident. Are you sure you don’t want the day off?”

“I’m sure. Thank you, though,” Sunwoo replied with another bow.

“You know you don’t need to bow with me, Mr. Han.” It had been an agreement between them that they would be less formal with one another to make working together more fun. While Seong Changmin commanded respect from his employees, he was actually a rather amicable guy—and handsome. Sunwoo always had to rein himself in when it came to admiring his boss’ features. 

A strong jaw outlined sharp features that made Sunwoo wonder if he could cut himself on them should he ever come close enough to touch them. Changmin wasn’t just tall—he was tall. Standing at 193 centimeters, Changmin was a whole thirty-three centimeters taller than Sunwoo. While Sunwoo was skinny and delicate, Changmin was muscular, which was obvious through the fitted suits that he wore. It made Sunwoo look like a child playing dress-up in his own suits. Sunwoo would let Changmin punch him in the face and then thank him for it. To say Sunwoo had a crush on the guy was a wild understatement.

Taking a deep breath, Sunwoo decided to do what he planned on last night while he lay there awake, staring up through the darkness at the ceiling above him. His idea could either lead to him having more financial stability or could end up with him losing his job. All Sunwoo could do was go for it, though. He’d never know unless he tried.

“Sir, may I please have a raise?”
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“A raise?” Changmin echoed, looking at his assistant with a raised eyebrow. “Are you saying that I don’t pay you enough?”

“No!” Sunwoo quickly replied, bowing despite just being told that he didn’t have to bow. “No, sir, I would never imply that. There’s just so much going on right now financially that I don’t know if I can handle it all. Even a temporary raise would be so greatly appreciated. I need to buy a new car. I need to find a new apartment to live in since... since Doyeon died.”

“Stand up,” Changmin ordered Sunwoo. While his tone was even, Sunwoo knew that Changmin wasn’t simply making a suggestion.

“I-I’m sorry, sir,” Sunwoo stammered as he stood up at his full height once more. The quickness of the motion had his injured head swirling round and round. “I—”

“You don’t need to do anything for a raise. I’ll gi—”

“I’ll suck your dick,” Sunwoo blurted out. As soon as he realized what he said, Sunwoo’s eyes went wide, and he slapped a hand over his traitorous mouth. When he thought he could speak again without saying anything else incredibly stupid, he removed his hand to apologize. “I am so sorry. I’ll see myself out.”

“Wait,” Changmin said as Sunwoo turned around to leave. When Sunwoo looked over his shoulder at him, Changmin instructed, “Turn around and come here.”

Sunwoo did as he was told, approaching the desk
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