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THE
CALL

THE RAIN HAD ALREADY
STARTED BEFORE | PICKED UP
THE PHONE.

NOTHING COMPLICATED.

NO BIG PLANS.

JUST A VOICE | WANTED TO
HEAR.

| TOLD HER | HAD A LITTLE
KUSH, A COUPLE BUCKS IN MY
POCKET, AND ONE THING ON
MY MIND.

"I'M COMING TO GET YOU."
SHE LAUGHED SOFTLY.

"EVEN IN THIS WEATHER?"
THE RAIN DIDN'T MATTER.

SHE SAID YES ANYWAY.
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Streetlights reflected off wet
roads.

Everything outside felt cold, but
somehow the conversation made

the night feel warmer.

No destination really mattered.
Just two people choosing each
other for a few hours.

No expectations.

Just moments.
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She stepped outside
looking beautiful without

trying.

Rain in the air.

Shyness in her smile.
The kind of beauty that
doesn't need attention
because it naturally
commands it.

There was something
innocent in the way she
smiled when I looked at

her.
Something peaceful.
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NOTES FROM THE
ARCHIVE

By Mauris30

OUTSIDE IT WAS RAINING.
INSIDE IT FELT LIKE SUMMER.
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'NOT EVERY MEMORY
CHANGES YOUR LIFE.

Some memories simply remind you that life was beautiful for a moment.
And sometimes—
all it takes is a phone call,
a little money,
a rainy night,
and the right person saying,
‘Come over."
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"MOMENTS BECOME
MEMORIES. MEMORIES
BECOME STORIES."
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