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Everybody hated Reese.

Not because he'd done anything to deserve it — he hadn't, mostly — but because the world has a way of reserving its harshest lessons for the people paying closest attention. Reese noticed things. He noticed patterns before they became problems, intentions before they became actions, and absences before anyone else thought to call them that. It made him a good friend. It made him an even better witness to his own life slowly falling apart.

This is the story of Season 2's final stretch — the part where the universe, having already taken its first few swings, decided to see how many more Reese could absorb before something in him either broke or hardened into something unbreakable.

It starts with two losses that had nothing to do with each other and everything to do with how Reese learned to recognize real loyalty when he finally saw it again. It ends with two people who taught him, in the cruelest way possible, what it looks like when loyalty is faked.

In between is everything Everybody Hates Reese has always been about — the humor that survives in the cracks of bad situations, the dark comedy of systems that fail people while smiling the whole time, and the stubborn, occasionally foolish, ultimately necessary decision to keep showing up for people anyway.

You don't need to have read anything that came before this to understand what's about to happen. You just need to know one thing about Reese going in:

He always noticed. He just wasn't always ready for what he saw.
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Prelude — What Came Before
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Rocko had always been a fighter.

He was the smallest of the litter — underestimated from the beginning, overshadowed by a brother with louder charm and easier applause. Rocko didn't perform for attention. He endured for it. A mouth full of dental trouble, slowed but never solved by surgery, never once registered to him as tragedy. He wanted warmth and snacks and a job nobody had assigned him. Bigger dogs backed down around him without quite knowing why.

He carried himself like someone who had already decided fear was optional.

By the time Reese understood the full extent of what had gone wrong, it was already irreversible. Sight taken where care should have protected it. Answers delayed when urgency mattered most. Hospitals — even the ones with paws and waiting rooms — sometimes treat patients as line items instead of lives.

No cruelty. Just neglect disguised as reassurance, again and again, until reassurance stopped meaning anything.

Rocko didn't know he was being misjudged. He only knew how to survive.

Watching him fade taught Reese something he didn't fully understand at the time — that strength is often mistaken for resilience that doesn't require care, and that the people charged with protecting you can fail you with a smile on their face the entire time.

Rocko kept fighting anyway, until fighting wasn't the kind thing left to ask of him.

There comes a moment in every loss where waiting stops being hope and starts being denial wearing hope's clothes.

Reese reached that moment in a small room that smelled like antiseptic, holding a body that was both exactly as heavy as he remembered and nothing like it at all. He stayed until the end. He told Rocko he was the best dog, the bravest dog, that none of it had been his fault — not once, not ever — and Rocko answered the only way he had left, a final weak thump of his tail, reassurance offered right up until there was nothing left to reassure.

Grief, Reese would learn, doesn't always arrive as one event. Sometimes it arrives twice, wearing two different faces, a few weeks apart.

Rocky fell apart almost immediately after — panic where there had only ever been confidence, flinching at nothing, pressed flat to the floor like he was trying to disappear into it. Reese sent him to stay with family, not out of distance but out of love that had run out of room to hold two collapses at once. Calm, Reese understood now, was not the same thing as fine. His dogs were calm like he was calm. It had never meant nothing was wrong. It had only ever meant they were both very good at holding it together in front of an audience.

This was not the bottom. It only felt that way because the rest hadn't introduced itself yet.

Long before Rocko, long before any of it, there was Bennett.

Reese was twenty-three when a woman he'd been engaged to promised, more than once, that she would never leave him — and left a week later, the way people leave when the decision was made long before the goodbye. He didn't call what followed depression, because men his age in that era weren't given the word. He called it going through it. He stared at his ceiling fan. He went to work. He came home. He repeated.

Bennett arrived into that silence uninvited and stayed anyway.

She had a gift for being exactly consistent in the places his last relationship had been exactly unpredictable. She remembered the small things and forgot the occasions, on purpose, with her own private logic that somehow made sense the longer you knew her. She met his friends. She met his family. She met the villains, dismantling a few of them socially with the kind of precision that suggested she'd been practicing since childhood.

She brought out a version of him that didn't require effort to maintain — the rarest gift one person can give another, though neither of them called it that at the time.

Then, one ordinary day, she sent a text. I'll be here if you need me.

He didn't think anything of it. People say that. It's a sentence, not a warning.

That night, Reese dreamed Bennett had died. No scene, no funeral — just the aftermath of one, sitting in his chest like a stone someone had set there while he wasn't looking. He woke at 4 a.m. and texted her, the way you text someone after a nightmare that feels less like fiction and more like a missed call.

No response. Not that night. Not the next day. Not the week after.

Reese did what he always did when something felt wrong and no one would confirm it — he got methodical. He called her job. Her friends. Her mother, off a number given to him once "in case of emergency," which felt, suddenly, like exactly that. He called the police, who logged his information with the enthusiasm of men filling out a parking form.

Nothing came of any of it. Not that month. Not the next.

He kept reaching anyway, the effort tapering not from giving up but from running out of places to put it. He prided himself, always had, on being a good friend — showing up, following through, being the one who calls back. He was doing everything right, and the universe simply declined to tell him whether it mattered.

It took years before he learned the truth, secondhand, through a conversation that started about something else and detoured without warning into the worst sentence he'd heard in a decade.

Bennett had died not long after that last text. She hadn't been lying. She just hadn't known it would be the last thing she ever told him.

Reese understood, sitting with the news years later than he should have had to, that he'd spent every year since quietly chasing a ghost of what Bennett had been without fully admitting it.

Not the affection — people had plenty of that to offer when it was convenient. The staying. The showing up on an ordinary Tuesday for no better reason than it being Tuesday and her having said she would.

In a world that had gotten faster, flightier, more allergic to follow-through — especially after everything the world had just been through, when disappearing on people had quietly become an acceptable personality trait — Reese kept looking for one more Bennett.

He didn't know yet that the looking itself was exactly how someone would eventually walk through a door he'd left open out of hope instead of caution.

That someone is where this story actually begins.
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Love Will Find a Way — Part One: What the Light Couldn't Reach
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You already know how this part ends. The prelude told you that much — Bennett gone, Rocko gone, Reese left standing in the wreckage of two losses that had no business happening so close together.

What it didn't tell you was what it actually looked like from inside it. So here's that part.

I. The Waiting Room

The pet ER smelled like bleach trying to cover for something worse.

Reese sat in a plastic chair bolted to the floor — bolted, like anyone was trying to steal it — with Rocko's leash wrapped twice around his fist because his hands needed something to do. Across the room, a woman cried quietly into a cat carrier. Behind the desk, a vet tech typed with the unhurried rhythm of someone whose shift didn't end for six more hours and whose patience had clocked out an hour ago.

Rocko lay across Reese's feet, breathing in the kind of shallow, effortful pulls that made the whole room feel like it was holding its breath with him. Drool pooled on the tile. Reese didn't move his foot.

"They're going to call us back soon," Reese said, mostly to himself, the way people say things to animals that can't understand the words but understand the tone. Rocko's tail thumped once. Weak. Loyal anyway.

Reese had been in this exact chair three times in the last two weeks. He was starting to know the wallpaper. He was starting to know the receptionist's name. He was starting to understand, in the slow, sinking way you
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III-A. The Layoff

































IV. The Dream







































V. Back to the Waiting Room

















VI. The First Vet







VI-A. The Office








VII. The Second Vet

























VIII. The Pet ER, Round One










VIII-A. The Third Vet








IX. The Improving Call







X. The Other Call











XI. The Decision
















XII. Rocky
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