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This novel contains intense depictions of war, psychological trauma, PTSD-related symptoms, grief, dissociation, violence, survivor’s guilt, panic attacks, emotional distress, and themes inspired by real wartime experiences and testimony.

While fictional, many of the psychological experiences portrayed throughout this story reflect documented trauma responses reported by combat veterans, survivors, and mental health professionals.

Reader discretion is advised for individuals sensitive to trauma-related material, wartime themes, or psychological intensity.

This story was written with respect for those who have served, those who continue to carry invisible wounds, and those still fighting battles long after the war ends.
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All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations used in reviews and critical articles.

This is a work of fiction. While inspired by documented psychological effects of war and trauma reported by veterans and survivors, all characters, events, dialogue, and scenarios portrayed in this novel are fictionalized for literary purposes. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

This novel contains depictions of war, psychological trauma, PTSD-related symptoms, grief, dissociation, violence, and emotional distress.
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This story is dedicated to every man and woman who has served in war

and to the invisible battles many continue fighting long after coming home.

To the soldiers who returned carrying memories they could never fully explain.

To the ones who wake in the middle of the night still hearing things no one else can hear.

To those who lost brothers, sisters, friends, and pieces of themselves in places the world eventually stopped talking about.

To the families who watched someone come home physically

while knowing part of them never truly returned.

To the survivors living with PTSD, moral injury, grief, panic, nightmares, guilt, hypervigilance, silence, and memories that still echo years later.

To those who felt forgotten after the uniforms came off.

To the people who never made it home at all.

To the ones still serving today—

standing watch far from home, carrying burdens most people will never see, sacrificing time, peace, comfort, sleep, family, and pieces of themselves in service to others.

And to the ones who did come home— but were forced to learn how to live beside what war left inside them.

This story was written with respect for the reality that combat changes the human mind in ways many people never fully see or understand.

No war is truly over for everyone who survives it.

Some battles continue quietly inside the nervous system long after the gunfire ends.

May this story honor the weight carried by those who served, those who were lost, those still serving, and those still trying every day to find peace after survival.

For the fallen.

For the survivors.

For the ones still fighting invisible wars.

You are not forgotten.
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You wake before the alarm.

Not because of noise. Because of silence.

The room is dark except for the pale blue glow leaking through the blinds from the streetlight outside. The ceiling fan turns slowly overhead with the same tired rhythm it’s had for years. Click. Turn. Click. Turn.

Your eyes stay fixed on the ceiling for a while.

Something feels wrong.

Not wrong enough to explain. Just enough to sit heavy in your chest.

Beside you, the phone screen lights up briefly with the time:

4:13 AM.

Then darkness again.

You exhale slowly and rub your face. The apartment smells faintly of old coffee and detergent. Somewhere downstairs pipes groan inside the walls. A car passes outside through rain-slick streets, tires hissing softly against pavement.

Normal sounds.

Normal life.

You tell yourself that.

But sleep doesn’t come back.

The television across the room still glows faintly from where you forgot to shut it off completely. Some overnight news station runs quietly beneath static interference.

“... escalating tensions overseas...”

“... deployment numbers expected to rise...”

“... no official statement yet...”

The anchor’s voice blends together into meaningless noise.

You sit up slowly.

The bedsprings creak beneath you.

For a moment you just sit there listening to the city breathe through the walls.

Apartment 204 fights again downstairs almost every night. Someone laughs somewhere outside. Sirens drift in the distance. A motorcycle revs too loud three blocks over.

The world keeps moving.

You stand and walk toward the kitchen in bare feet, half awake, half somewhere else. The tile is cold.

The coffee machine sputters alive.

You lean against the counter while it brews.

The television continues talking behind you.

“... possible military response...”

“... casualty estimates...”

“... officials warn...”

You stop listening.

Steam curls upward from the mug into the dim apartment light. You stare at it too long. Something about the way it twists upward reminds you of smoke.

The thought passes.

Your phone buzzes against the counter hard enough to make you jump.

UNKNOWN NUMBER.

You stare at it.

It stops ringing before you answer.

A voicemail notification appears immediately afterward.

No audio.

Only static.

You frown slightly and delete it.

Outside, rain taps against the window harder now.

You move toward it, coffee warm in your hands. The city looks gray this early. Wet roads. Flickering signs. Empty sidewalks reflecting red traffic lights across puddles.

A bus passes below.

Inside, tired faces glow beneath fluorescent lighting.

For a second, one of them looks directly up toward your window.

You blink.

The bus is already gone.

Your reflection stares back from the glass now instead.

Tired eyes. Unshaven. Older than you remember looking.

You barely recognize yourself lately.

Sleep hasn’t been right for months.

Every night feels shallow. Restless. Like your brain never fully shuts off anymore.

The doctor called it anxiety.

Stress.

Said everyone feels it lately.

You turn away from the window.

The kitchen light flickers once overhead.

Then steadies.

The coffee tastes bitter this morning.

The television volume rises suddenly on its own behind you.

“... the draft bill is expected to pass committee review this week...”

You slowly look back toward the screen.

The news anchor speaks calmly, professionally, as if discussing weather patterns instead of human lives.

A scrolling line crawls beneath him:

NATIONAL PREPAREDNESS INITIATIVE

POSSIBLE MANDATORY SERVICE EXPANSION

You stare at the words.

Something cold settles beneath your ribs.

The television glitches.

Just for a second.

The anchor freezes mid-sentence. The image distorts. Static crackles across the screen.

And somewhere beneath the interference—

very faint—

you think you hear screaming.

Then the image corrects itself instantly.

Normal again.

The anchor smiles politely at the camera.

“... citizens are advised not to panic...”

You laugh quietly under your breath.

Not because it’s funny.

Because the alternative feels heavier.

Your phone vibrates again.

This time it’s your friend Marcus.

You answer immediately.

“Yo,” his voice says through speaker static. “You awake?”

“Unfortunately.”

“You see the news?”

“Trying not to.”

Marcus exhales hard. You hear a lighter flick somewhere on his end.

“They’re saying this thing’s gonna get bad.”

You don’t answer.

Rain continues tapping the windows.

“I’m serious,” he says quieter now. “My cousin’s already talking enlistment numbers and shit.”

“People always say stuff.”

“Yeah,” Marcus replies. “This time feels different though.”

Silence hangs between both of you.

The television continues murmuring in the background.

“... rising casualties...”

“... military mobilization...”

“... foreign aggression...”

You rub your eyes again.

“Probably just politics,” you mutter.

But even saying it feels rehearsed.

Like something you’re supposed to say.

Marcus stays quiet a few seconds too long.

Then:

“You ever think about dying?”

You blink.

“What kind of question is that?”

“I don’t know.” Static crackles softly through the phone. “Been thinking lately.”

Outside, thunder rolls low across the city.

Your reflection in the dark television screen almost looks like someone else standing there.

“You’re overthinking,” you tell him.

“Maybe.”

Another pause.

Then Marcus laughs quietly.

“Crazy though,” he says. “How fast life changes.”

You glance again toward the news broadcast.

Toward the scrolling headlines.

Toward words that suddenly feel heavier than they did yesterday.

DEPLOYMENT.

CASUALTIES.

DRAFT.

MISSING.

You don’t realize your grip tightening around the coffee mug until the heat starts burning your hand.

Marcus speaks again, softer this time.

“If something happened... you’d have my back, right?”

The question feels strangely serious for this early in the morning.

You stare out at the rain.

At the empty streets.

At the reflection staring back from the glass.

And for reasons you cannot explain—

a feeling crawls slowly up your spine.

Not fear exactly.

Something worse.

Like standing near the edge of a life that hasn’t happened yet.

You swallow hard.

“Yeah,” you answer finally.

“Always.”

Outside, thunder rolls again.

And somewhere very far away—

so distant it almost sounds imagined—

something deep echoes across the sky like artillery.
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You stop noticing the news after a while.

That’s how it happens.

Not suddenly. Not dramatically.

Just slowly enough that the world changes around you before you realize it already has.

Days pass.

Then weeks.

The television fills itself with maps and flags and carefully rehearsed phrases spoken by men in suits pretending certainty still exists somewhere. Every station repeats the same words until they lose shape entirely.

Conflict zones. Strategic response. Necessary action. National defense.

The city keeps moving anyway.

People still go to work. Still stand in line for coffee. Still laugh too loudly in bars pretending nothing’s wrong.

But underneath everything—

something hums now.

Like tension buried beneath concrete.

You feel it everywhere.

At grocery stores. Gas stations. Traffic lights.

People watching each other slightly longer than before. Conversations lowering when strangers pass. Phones constantly glowing in hands.

The entire country feels like it’s holding its breath.

And at night—

the dreams begin.

Not nightmares yet.

Just strange.

You wake sweating from images you don’t understand:

black smoke climbing into gray skies

boots sinking into mud

distant screaming swallowed by rain

helicopters passing overhead

flashes of light beyond treelines

You’ve never seen war.

But your mind already acts like it’s preparing for one.

The doctor calls it stress again.

“Anxiety manifests physically sometimes,” she says without looking up from her clipboard.

You sit in the small white office listening to fluorescent lights buzz overhead.

“You sleeping?”

“Not really.”

“Appetite?”

“Fine.”

“You having violent thoughts?”

The question catches strangely in your chest.

“No.”

She nods mechanically.

“Panic attacks?”

“Don’t think so.”

The pen scratches across paper.

“You’ve been consuming a lot of news coverage lately?”

You almost laugh.

Who hasn’t?

She prescribes pills you never end up taking.

Outside the clinic, rain falls in thin gray sheets across the parking lot. Marcus waits leaning against your car smoking beneath the awning.

“Well?” he asks.

“She says I’m stressed.”

“No shit.”

You both laugh quietly.

But it dies fast.

Marcus looks thinner lately.

Dark circles under his eyes. Constant exhaustion. Always checking his phone.

“What?” you ask finally.

He looks away toward the rain.

“My brother got orders.”

The words settle heavily between you.

“When?”

“Next month.”

You stare at the traffic moving slowly through wet streets.

Neither of you speak for a while.

Then Marcus quietly says:

“You think they’re gonna draft people?”

You shrug.

But your stomach tightens anyway.

That night you dream about fire.

Not normal fire.

A city burning somewhere distant while ash falls like snow through silent streets. You walk through smoke hearing voices calling your name from somewhere you can’t reach.

Every building looks abandoned.

Every window dark.

And somewhere overhead—

something screams through the clouds.

You wake violently.

Breathing hard.

The room is pitch black except for the television glow still flickering silently across the apartment walls.

4:17 AM.

Your shirt sticks to your skin with sweat.

For a second—

you genuinely don’t know where you are.

The dream clings to you too hard.

Your chest pounds violently.

Then slowly—

the apartment comes back.

The fan overhead. The refrigerator humming. Cars passing outside.

Reality settles again.

Mostly.

You stand and move toward the kitchen for water.

The apartment feels strange tonight.

Too quiet.

The city outside almost sounds absent.

You pour water into a glass and freeze halfway through drinking.

Someone is knocking.

Three slow knocks.

Not aggressive.

Just deliberate.

You stare toward the front door.

Another three knocks.

Your pulse quickens.

Who the hell comes over at four in the morning?

You move carefully toward the peephole.

Nothing.

The hallway outside sits empty beneath dim yellow lighting.

You wait.

Silence.

Then—

very faintly—

the elevator down the hall dings.

You open the door slightly.

Nobody there.

Only a single envelope resting against the floor.

Your stomach tightens instantly.

The envelope is plain white.

No stamp. No return address.

Only your name typed neatly across the front.

You stare at it without touching it at first.

Something deep inside you already knows.

You pick it up slowly.

The paper feels heavier than paper should.

Inside: official lettering. government seal.

Your vision narrows before you even fully read it.

NOTICE OF MANDATORY SERVICE INITIATION.

For a moment the words stop making sense.

Your eyes move across the page again.

And again.

As if repetition might change them.

But they remain there waiting for you.

Cold. Permanent.

REPORT DATE: THREE WEEKS.

You









































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
CUMESHUM[

WAR ENDS. THHHAH[ES DON'T.

PWC 6ﬂ0UﬁA

for both rus

STEVEN M IVF[II][]NA[I]





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





