The station 
The metal train screeched to a halt, sparks flying as steel grind against steel, echoing through the cavern station like a metallic scream. A cold gust swept along the platform as the doors hissed open, scattering newspapers across the concrete floor.
[bookmark: _Int_9zziW8nM]Jack’s breath clouded in front of him. His hands twitched inside his jacket pockets. What if she doesn’t come? What if she forgot me? What if... His thoughts tangled and knotted like the cables overhead. He stared at the flood of passengers pouring out, scanning every face, heart pounding against his ribs.
A shape appeared through the crowd—familiar, yet so far away.
“M-Mum?” His voice cracked, barely louder than a whisper.
Her head snapped up. “Jack?”
The world narrowed to that single word, his name, and suddenly time splintered apart.
[bookmark: _Int_s2nr34vR][bookmark: _Int_Xm7BtyyH]“OMG, Mum! I haven’t seen you in so long!” he exclaimed, the words tumbling out as if five years of silence had broken in an instant. His throat burned, his chest heaved, and he couldn’t stop grinning.
He had never seen her smile so wide. Her posture was straighter than he remembered, like someone who had fought storms and survived. For a heartbeat, they just stared, eyes locked across the platform, an unspoken tide of memories crashing between them.
The shy boy—skinny as a stick—was gone. In his place stood someone broader, taller, shoulders squared with a confidence he never had before. His black hair fell into his eyes as he bent to hold her closer.
“You’ve grown so much, Jack…” she murmured, voice trembling. “Life has changed you in ways I never imagined.”
“You still look like Mum,” he said softly, and for the first time in five years, his voice wavered.
Her eyes glistened, then overflowed, tears streaking down her cheeks like rivers breaking their banks. She tried to speak, but only a sob came.
“I thought…” She swallowed hard. “I thought you might’ve forgotten me.”
“Not a chance,” he said, his voice firm now. “Not in a septendecillion years.”
[bookmark: _Int_k5rXoBVa]A laugh burst through her tears, shaky and raw. She pulled him into another hug, arms tightening as if she could squeeze the lost years out of existence. His jacket smelled faintly of rain and something foreign—maybe the new city, all the roads he had walked without her—but underneath was the same warmth she remembered.
And for the first time in five long years, neither of them felt alone.

