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    Dedication

To everyone who has ever given their all, only to be left with an empty hand.To the hearts that keep choosing kindness, even when it costs them.To the ones who have learned—sometimes the hardest way—that saying no can be its own act of love.

And to my family—Precious, Praise, and Michelle—your love is my shelter, my strength, and my truest beginning.
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Prologue
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People liked to say that Micah Hart was the kind of man who would give you his umbrella and walk home wet.

It wasn’t praise he chased, and it wasn’t a role he performed for attention. It was simply who he was. If someone needed shelter, he would tilt the umbrella their way, even if it left him shivering in the rain.

Kindness was the rhythm of his life—the way he measured his worth, the way he felt steady in a world that often leaned toward selfishness. But kindness had a cost, one Micah rarely admitted to himself. For every smile he restored, there was a silence waiting later in the dark. For every friend he carried, there was a weight left pressing on his own shoulders long after they walked away.

Again and again, he found himself with an open hand and an empty palm. People left fuller, lighter, more comfortable. Micah was left with the quiet ache of being needed, but not always respected. Loved when useful, forgotten when not.

He told himself it was enough—that this was simply the way of things. But storms, whether of weather or of the heart, always test what holds and what breaks. And Micah’s storms were coming.

Because even the nicest one has limits. And sometimes, learning to stay soft means learning when to say no.
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Chapter 1


Chapter One — Open Hands
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People liked to say that Micah Hart was the kind of man who would give you his umbrella and walk home wet. It wasn’t a compliment he chased, and he never kept a ledger. He just had a habit of stepping forward when others took half-steps back.

On the morning the hotel went quiet, he arrived before the sun burned the mist off the harbor. Wind stacked gray clouds over Hamilton like folded quilts, and gulls hovered on stiff wings above Front Street. Hurricane-talk swam through every conversation—maybe it would swerve, maybe it wouldn’t—but the lobby of the Coral Gables felt like a church after the last hymn: all echo, all hush.

Micah took off his cap, signed the maintenance log, and checked the day’s list. A silicon seal behind the laundry washers. Two AC units complaining on the third floor. A guest who thought her safe was “possessed.” He smiled at the word and lifted the toolbox he’d rebuilt three times from coffee tins and orphaned screw sets. He liked the weight of it. Tools were simple: either they fit or they didn’t.

“Morning, Micah.” Keisha from the front desk leaned around the corner, her braid laced with a pink ribbon that fought hard against the gloom. “You’re a miracle if you can look at that ice machine. The bartender might kiss you on the mouth.”

“I do community service, not miracles,” he said, and her laugh chased away some of the lobby’s silence.

He started with the laundry. The washer seal was tired and slack, rubber that had seen too many hot cycles and not enough kindness. He worked with the steady patience of someone who believed things wanted to function if you listened long enough. That was how he treated people, too. If you listened, most hearts would show you where they squeaked.

By ten he had three small wins: the ice machine coughed back to life, the safe surrendered its click after a new battery, and a vent that rattled above 3B finally fell silent under his screwdriver. Between jobs he answered texts he shouldn’t have been answering.
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