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There was a stretch of weeks where I’d been playing it straight—staying in, keeping my head down, no late nights chasing that familiar rush. The kind of quiet that starts to feel like a cage after a while. I’d catch myself staring at the ceiling at two in the morning, wondering when I’d finally shake it off and go find someone who could make the world feel electric again. Funny how the universe listens sometimes.

My phone lit up on the coffee table, vibrating against the wood. I didn’t recognize the number at first, but the second I saw her name—Kylie—something low and warm stirred in my chest. She wasn’t just any old friend. She was the one who got me, the one who could finish my sentences and laugh at the same dark jokes without missing a beat. The kind of connection that felt rare, almost dangerous in how easy it was.

I answered on the second ring.

Her voice came through low and a little rough, like she’d been holding onto it for hours. “Hey... I need you.”

No hello. No small talk. Just that direct, unguarded pull that had always been ours.

“What’s going on?” I asked, already sitting up straighter, the quiet of my apartment suddenly too loud around me.

A pause. I could hear her breathing, slow and measured, like she was choosing every word. “I left him.”

The words landed heavy. I remembered the wedding photos she’d sent months ago—her glowing, him looking smug in a tux. The baby announcement right after. It had all happened so fast.

“You just had the baby,” I said, keeping my tone even, though my pulse had already picked up. “How old is he now?”

“A few months.” Her voice cracked just a fraction, then steadied. “He’s beautiful. But... it’s over.”

I leaned forward, elbows on my knees, the room feeling smaller. “What happened?”

She let out a breath that sounded like it had been waiting forever. “He threw my past in my face. Said I was too much, too wild, that he couldn’t trust me after everything I’d done before him. Called me names I won’t repeat. I couldn’t stay after that.”

The old protectiveness flared up hot and fast. I’d known about her history—the rich older guy, the arrangement that had kept her comfortable for years. It had killed any crush I might’ve had back then. But we’d stayed close anyway, because whatever else she was, she was real with me. No games. No judgment.

“Shit, Kylie. I’m sorry.”

“I don’t need sorry,” she said, softer now. “I need help. I’m in the house I bought before the wedding. The one that’s just mine. Mortgage is still due every month, and I can’t work yet—not with the baby. I’ve got savings, but they’re running thin. I hate asking, but... could you float me some cash? Just until I can get back on my feet. A few months, tops. I’ll pay you back as soon as he’s weaned and I can go back to work.”

There was no hesitation in me. “Done. Send me the address. I’ll transfer it right now and come by. I want to see you. And the little guy.”

She exhaled like she’d been holding her breath for days. “Thank you. I mean it.”

The address pinged through a minute later. I wired the money, grabbed my keys, and was out the door before the transfer even cleared. The drive felt longer than it should’ve—highway lights blurring past, the low hum of the engine vibrating through the seat. My mind kept drifting back to her: the way she used to move through a room like she owned it, that easy confidence, the way her laugh could cut through any tension. I hadn’t seen her since the wedding. A year and change. Plenty of time for life to reshape someone.

When I pulled up, the house was modest—a single-story place tucked back from the street, warm light spilling from the front windows. It looked lived-in, comfortable, like it had been waiting for her to need it. I killed the engine, and the night settled around me, quiet except for the distant hum of traffic.
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