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For my Daughter:
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You asked me to write you a story.

I am a year late, but I did it.

This one is for you.

Please understand:
This is a work of fiction meant to highlight the journey of animal rescue and rehabilitation, and that you do not condone animal cruelty.

––––––––
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Two Worlds Meet Copyright © 2026 by Jeremy Robbins All rights reserved.

No part of this publication 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 embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

Disclaimer This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author's imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

Author's Note & Content Warning This story contains scenes depicting illegal dog fighting and the harsh realities of animal abuse. These themes are included strictly to illustrate the protagonist’s background and to highlight the ultimate journey toward rescue, rehabilitation, and survival. The author unequivocally condemns animal cruelty in all its forms. This book was written to celebrate the resilience of animals and the power of finding a safe, loving home.

Table of Contents

Act One: The Chain Breaker

	The Box

	The Meat Wagon

	Concrete Jungle


Act Two: The Way of the Wild

	The Intruder

	The Ghost

	The Standoff


Act Three: The Art of the Ghost

	The Heavy Foot

	Silence

	The Humility


Act Four: The Feast of the Humble

	The Buffet

	The Gladiators Pride

	The Taste of Survival

	The Vow


Act Five: The Shadow of Man

	The Rumble

	The Spotlight

	The Test

	The Aftermath


Act Six: The Ghost in the Blood

	The Den

	The Pit

	The Awakening

	The Comfort

	The New Rhythm


Act Seven: The Scent of the Rival

	The Morning After

	The History

	The Decision

	The Trap


Act Eight: The Law of the Wild

	The Clash of Titans

	The Confession

	The Departure

	The Silence

	The Rescue


ACT ONE

The Chain Breaker

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Box
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The air in the kennel tasted like old pennies and bleach. It was a sharp, chemical tang that burned the back of the throat, but it never quite covered the underlying scent of terror. Rocky lay with his snout pressed against the cold concrete floor, trying to find a pocket of fresh air near the drain.

He counted. It was the only thing that kept the noise in his head from taking over. One thousand, four hundred, and sixty days. Four years in the box. Fifty-seven times he had been dragged out to the "Sandbox," the pit where the ground was soft and red, and fifty-seven times he had walked back alone.

He shifted his weight, wincing as a phantom pain shot through his left shoulder—a souvenir from a Rottweiler named Brutus two years ago. His body was a tapestry of survival: ears cropped close to deny an opponent a hold, skin thick and loose around the neck, muscles coiled like steel cables under a coat that felt like wire brush.

Steps approached. Heavy boots. The jingle of keys. Rocky didn't growl; growling was for amateurs who wanted to warn you. Rocky simply stopped breathing.

Senior Diablo appeared at the mesh gate. The human smelled of stale smoke and the "pocket lightning" the buzzing black stick that bit with invisible teeth. "Get up, Campeón," the man grunted.

Rocky stood slowly. He didn't look at the man’s eyes; he looked at the gate latch. He knew the routine. Today wasn't a fight day. On fight days, they didn't feed him. Today, his belly was full of the dry, brown pebbles they tossed in his bowl. This was a travel day.
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The Meat Wagon
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The transport truck—what Rocky called the "Meat Wagon"—was worse than the kennel. It was dark, hot, and smelled of gasoline, a scent Rocky hated more than anything. It was the smell of the machines that roared and killed without reason.

He was shoved into a plastic crate too small for his frame. The engine roared to life, vibrating through his paws, shaking his bones. As the vehicle lurched forward, Rocky closed his eyes and started a rhyme in his head, a habit he’d developed to keep the panic at bay. Steel and stone, rattle and bone. Wait for the crack, never look back.

He didn't know where they were going, but he knew the vibration of the road was changing. Smooth, then bumpy. Fast, then slow. Suddenly, the world exploded. There was a screech of tires—a sound like a dying animal—followed by a violent impact that threw Rocky’s crate against the metal wall of the van. The "Meat Wagon" spun. Metal screamed against asphalt.

Then, silence. Then, shouting. Pop-pop-pop. The sharp cracks of gunfire. The smell of sulfur flooded the crate. The back doors were wrenched open. Light flooded in, blinding him. A heavy boot kicked his crate, and the plastic latch snapped. The door swung open. Rocky didn't hesitate. He didn't wait for a command. He launched himself out of the crate, over the body of a man lying still on the floor, and into the blinding daylight.
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Concrete Jungle
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He hit the pavement running. The ground here was hard and hot, burning his pads. The air was thick with the exhaust of a thousand cars. He scrambled over a chain-link fence, his momentum carrying him into a narrow alleyway shaded by towering brick buildings.

He stopped, chest heaving. He was out. He expected to feel joy. Instead, he felt exposed. In the kennel, he knew where the walls were. Here, the world went on forever in every direction.

"You look like you fell out of a garbage truck." The voice was high and sharp. Rocky spun around, his hackles raising. Perched on top of a galvanized trash can was a creature that looked like a rat but smelled like a dog. It was a Chihuahua, wearing a rhinestone collar that caught the sun. Below the little dog stood three others: a Bullmastiff with drool strings swinging from his jowls, a sleek Rottweiler, and a nervous-looking Doberman.

"I am Rocky," he grunted, his voice graveled from disuse. "And you are in my way." The Chihuahua laughed—a yipping sound that grated on Rocky’s ears. "I'm Franny. This is my crew. We run this alley. Or... my master lets me run it when he opens the back door." "Master?" Rocky stepped forward. The three big dogs flinched. They smelled of shampoo and canned food. Soft. "You let a human tell you when to breathe?"

"He feeds us," the Bullmastiff said defensively. "He protects us." "Protects you?" Rocky scoffed. He looked at the Doberman. "You. You're shaking. Why?" The Doberman whined, looking toward the street at the end of the alley. Cars were whizzing by, a blur of color and noise. "The metal monsters," the Doberman whispered. "They move too fast."

"They are just machines," Franny chirped, hopping down. "Watch. I chase them all the time. It’s a game." "It's not a game," Rocky warned, the hair on his neck standing up. The smell of gasoline was getting stronger. "They don't have eyes. They don't care if you live or die."

Franny ignored him. "Watch this!" A squirrel darted from behind a dumpster, making a break for the street. Instinct took over the group. The excitement was contagious. The Doberman, eager to prove he wasn't afraid, bolted after the squirrel. "No!" Rocky barked.

The Doberman hit the sunlight of the street just as a delivery truck thundered past. There was no screech of brakes. Just a heavy, wet thud. The truck didn't even slow down.

The alley went silent. The squirrel scrambled up a telephone pole, chattering in victory. The Doberman lay still on the asphalt, a broken heap against the curb. Franny stood frozen, the   rhinestone collar shimmering mockingly. The Bullmastiff whimpered, backing away into the shadows.

Rocky felt a cold resolve settle over him. This place—this city of noise and concrete and machines that killed without hunger—was no better than the pit. It was just a bigger cage. He looked up. Beyond the smog and the
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