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A story about two people surviving different storms in the same weather.
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    To the survivors — those who have walked streets they never wanted to walk, carried burdens that were never theirs, and found laughter in the chaos of a world that often feels unfair.

 

To the friends who become family, the bonds that hold us when everything else falls apart, and the small victories that remind us we are still alive.

 

This is for anyone who has ever lost, struggled, or been broken, and yet somehow keeps going — one step, one laugh, one day at a time.
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Chapter 1 — The Call
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The phone rang, sharp and intrusive against the quiet hum of the apartment. He stared at it for a long beat, half-expecting it to be a wrong number. But he knew better.

When he answered, the voice on the other end made his chest tighten in a way he hadn’t felt in years.

“Hey... I don’t know what to do,” she said, voice trembling like she was holding back a storm. “She... my mom... she filed a VPO against me. I can’t... I don’t even know where to start.”

Memories he thought were buried came rushing back — cold nights, empty rooms, the relentless feeling that no one had his back. The walls of probation, the court dates, the isolation, the finality of losing family because of a mother who called the cops one too many times.

He swallowed hard. Part of him wanted to shut it down, to say, not my problem, and let her figure it out. But another part — the part that remembered exactly how small and powerless it felt — said no.

“I... okay,” he said finally, voice quiet but steady. “We’ll figure it out. We’ll get your stuff.”

Her sigh on the other end was a mixture of relief and fear. “Really?”

“Yeah. Really. I’ve got you.”

He hung up and sat back against the wall. His apartment, small and quiet, felt both safe and suffocating. He had his own life now — probation done, his own place, a sense of stability he hadn’t thought he’d have again. And yet, just hearing her panic made him feel the old tension coil up in his chest.
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