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For every survivor who’s been told their story was too messy, too painful, or too unbelievable—

Your truth matters.

Your healing is holy.

And you are never beyond redemption.
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​1 When the Past Speaks
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The blue glow of the television flickered across Kiera’s face, casting shadows deeper than the dim light should. Outside, rain whispered against the windows of her perfectly kept apartment—her sanctuary, her fortress. Inside, Aiden’s arm rested around her, steady and strong. Comforting, until it wasn’t.

They had been curled up on the couch, takeout boxes on the coffee table, the scent of garlic and sesame still lingering in the air. The news droned on, unimportant. Background noise. Kiera was scrolling absently on her phone, head leaning into Aiden’s shoulder, the rhythmic patter of rain a lullaby to the weariness tucked behind her eyes.

Then the anchor’s voice cut through the quiet like a blade. “Breaking news tonight out of the state appellate court... in the case of Micah Roth, convicted two years ago...”

The name rang out like thunder. Kiera’s phone slipped from her fingers and clattered to the hardwood floor.

“Roth, who has maintained his innocence in the assault of a fellow student during his college years, has been granted an appeal based on potential new evidence...”

A picture flashed onto the screen. First a mugshot—stark, hollow-eyed. Then another, more recent, taken through the glass of a prison visitor’s room. Gaunt. Older. And unmistakably familiar.

Micah.

The air left Kiera’s lungs in a rush. Her body froze. Her heart pounded so hard she could hear it in her ears. A cold fist clenched around her ribcage.

Two years. She had carefully built walls around that name, that face. Around that night. Brick by aching brick, she had constructed a new life. Polished. Predictable. Safe.

And now, he was here—uninvited, ghostlike, flickering across her television screen. Her past had never really died. It had just gone quiet.

Aiden noticed her tension and leaned in. “Hey,” he murmured, squeezing her shoulder. “It’s okay. Deep breaths.” He grabbed the remote and clicked the television off. “It’s nothing. Ancient history.”

“But... an appeal?” she whispered, barely able to form the words. “New evidence?”

“Means nothing,” Aiden said quickly. Too quickly. He turned her face toward his, his tone gentler now. “These things happen. Doesn’t change what he did. It’ll get thrown out.”

She wanted to believe him. Wanted the numbness. Wanted his assurance. She leaned into his chest, willing his calm into her bones. But something in his voice felt off—too smooth. Too rehearsed. As if he needed her to believe it, too.
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