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Justice Denied: Stolen Case
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Where do I begin? Maybe with the moments that shaped me. Or maybe with the lesson life started teaching me long before I was ready to learn it.

My name is Rosemary, and this is my story—a journey of resilience, heartbreak, faith, growth, and, at times, complete chaos.

I never imagined that one moment could change the course of my life. But that's exactly what happened.

One day, everything felt normal. The next, nothing would ever be the same. Life has a way of changing in an instant. Some of those moments left scars I still carry today. Others taught me lessons I never wanted to learn. Looking back, I can see that every setback, every disappointment, and every unexpected turn became part of my story, even when I couldn't understand why.

Through it all, my faith kept me standing. When I felt broken, it held me together. When I had nothing left, it gave me hope and just enough strength to keep going.

Now I understand that my hardest moments didn't break me—they revealed me. They showed me that even when I had every reason to give up, I kept going.

It all begins in Orlando, where I grew up dreaming of a future in fashion. For as long as I can remember, fashion design wasn't just an interest—it was the dream. So, when the opportunity came to move to Fort Lauderdale to attend fashion school, I packed up my life and took the leap.

I was excited, nervous, and completely unprepared for just how much growing up I was about to do. One moment, I was imagining fabrics, sketches, design projects, and the career I hoped to build. The next, I was learning how to navigate life on my own, make decisions for myself, and figure out who I was without calling home every five minutes.

College was everything I had hoped for and nothing like I expected. It was exciting, intimidating, and, at times, completely overwhelming. I was chasing a dream while trying to find my place in the world, unaware that life was about to take me down a path I never could have imagined.

And then there was dorm life.

Chaotic. Loud. Unpredictable. Emotional. Yet somehow, beautiful.

It felt like being dropped into a completely different world overnight. Every hallway held a story, and every room carried someone’s dreams, fears, secrets, and struggles. Some days were full of excitement and laughter, while others felt quite lonely in ways I couldn’t quite explain. Still, through it all, I was beginning to discover who I was outside the comfort of home.

One of the most beautiful parts of that time was where I lived. My dorm was just a short walk from the beach in Fort Lauderdale—soft sand, salty air, and palm trees swaying in the background.

I would sometimes stand by the ocean and wonder if this was really my life. It became my safe place when everything felt overwhelming, offering a sense of peace and a reason to keep going. The endless horizon felt like a quiet reminder that there was still so much ahead.

The dorms were split into two sides: the East and the West, each with its own energy, its own personalities, its own little world. Between them ran a busy highway—cars rushing by at all hours, headlights cutting through the night, horns echoing in the distance. Crossing from one side to the other felt almost symbolic, like moving between two different versions of myself.

But there was one major problem: there was no crosswalk between the East and West dorms.

Every student knew how dangerous it was. We all heard the stories — students trying to rush across traffic, close calls, accidents, and people getting hit. It became one of those things everyone talked about but secretly hoped would never happen to them. You hear those stories and think, that’s terrible... but you never imagine becoming part of one yourself.

Until one day, I did.
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The day had finally arrived—I moved to Fort Lauderdale to begin my life as a college student, and everything felt surreal. It was one of those moments you picture for years, but when it actually happens, it almost doesn’t feel real.

My parents, Jack and Rosa, drove down with me, along with my two sisters, Jackeline and Clarissa. What was meant to be a simple college move-in quickly turned into a full family trip. My dad’s best friend also came along with his wife and their two young children.

Everyone was excited for me. They spoke about new beginnings, opportunities, and how much I would grow in this next chapter of my life.

But while they saw adventure and freedom, I felt something else entirely. I was being left there—in a completely new city, on my own. I smiled the way I was expected to, but underneath it all, I was terrified.

I remember walking into orientation completely nervous. The college was filled with artists—graphic design students carrying oversized portfolios, fashion students dressed like they had stepped straight out of magazines, photographers with cameras hanging from their necks. The energy was electric, intimidating, and inspiring all at once—unlike anything I had ever experienced before.

At first, I thought, this was amazing. Then reality hit me.

As I picked up my school supplies, the anxiety suddenly took over my entire body. Not nervousness. Not butterflies. Real anxiety. The kind that makes your chest tighten and your thoughts spiral. I remember thinking, wow... this is really happening. I’m actually here.

And the thought of sharing a small dorm room with a complete stranger felt unbearable. My mind raced with questions, fears, and endless what-ifs as I wondered what this new phase of my life would bring.

When we finally made our way to the dorms, I met my roommate, Lucia. Her best friend, Sophie, was there helping her settle in. Thankfully, they were both warm and welcoming, which immediately eased some of my anxiety. My dad, in his usual generous way, gave them $20 and told them to pick up whatever they needed for the dorm. It was a simple gesture, but it reflected his kindness—and it stayed with me long after that day.

But the moment that stayed with me most happened later that night at the hotel.

I sat quietly, trying to hold myself together while everyone else carried on as if everything was normal. My dad’s best friend’s wife noticed how overwhelmed I was and handed me something to calm my anxiety. I needed it—because deep down, I already knew what was coming. By morning, they would leave, and for the first time in my life, I would truly be on my own. 

Morning came, and so did the anxiety. I spent my last few hours with my family over breakfast at IHOP, followed by a short drive through Fort Lauderdale. Everything felt bittersweet—I wanted to hold onto each moment, knowing change was right around the corner.

Then came the drive to my dorm. My stomach dropped as we got closer, nerves building with every mile. I tried to stay strong as we said our goodbyes, but watching my family drive away hit all at once—excitement, fear, and sadness all collided in a single moment.

And that was it—just like that, the moment passed, and everything changed.

By late afternoon, I was finally starting to settle into the dorm when I ran into Lucia again, along with her best friend Sophie and their friend Jose. From the very beginning, they were warm, friendly, and welcoming, which immediately eased the weight of being in a new place.

Sophie, especially, had this bright, energetic presence that filled the room the moment she walked in. Without hesitation, she looked at all of us and said, “Let’s go out and enjoy the night before school tomorrow.” Just like that, the energy shifted, as if the night had decided its plans for us.

At first, I hesitated. Everything was still so new, and part of me wanted to stay in my dorm, safe and still.

But then I thought—why not? I didn’t move all the way to Fort Lauderdale just to stay in my room. So, I took a chance and stepped into the night.

We ended up at a club, dancing the night away—well, mostly them dancing while I stayed close by, because honestly, I can’t dance to save my life. Still, it didn’t matter. I was laughing, vibing, and taking in the moment for exactly what it was.

And somehow, it was exactly what I needed. For the first time all day, I stopped worrying and simply enjoyed the moment. As I laughed and met new people, I realized that many of us were experiencing the same mix of excitement and anxiety. There was comfort in knowing I wasn’t the only one feeling that way.
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Morning finally came—my first day of fashion school. I woke up with a mix of nerves and excitement inside me. My stomach was doing flips, but I couldn’t stop smiling. This was the moment I had been dreaming of for so long.

Of course, my first thought was—what am I going to wear? This was fashion school after all, and showing up in just anything was not an option.

After what felt like trying on my entire closet, I finally landed on the perfect outfit: a cute short skirt and chunky heels that made me feel confident, put-together, and ready for whatever the day had in store.

I did my makeup, fixed my hair, and caught myself striking a few unnecessary poses in the mirror. Then I took a deep breath, smiled at my reflection, and quietly said, “Okay... you’ve got this.”

Did I actually have this?

Absolutely not.

The moment I stepped onto campus, it hit me—I was really here. Everywhere I looked, the students seemed so fashionable and confident, dressed like they belonged to a runway fashion show. For a brief moment, doubt crept in, and I wondered if I measured up or truly fit in. 

But surprisingly, everyone was kind—and that’s what put me at ease the most. The girls I had expected to be intimidating were warm, welcoming, and easy to talk to. Compliments were exchanged, conversations started naturally, and slowly, the nerves I had been carrying began to
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