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  Rain Check

A Sweet Meet-Cute Story, Part One (See The Art of Rain for Part Two)


The spring sky darkened, like someone had flipped a switch. 
Dark clouds rolled over the city skyline like ink bleeding across wet paper, The first heavy drops of rain spattered against the sidewalk, creating small dark stars on the concrete. 
Lena quickened her pace, the tap of her heels becoming more urgent against the pavement. Within seconds, the shower turned into a downpour, drumming against her shoulders and plastering loose strands of hair to her cheeks. 
She ducked under the nearest awning—the red-and-white striped canvas of the Corner Café—and shook the water from her jacket, sending tiny droplets flying. 
The rich aroma of coffee and freshly baked pastries wafted through the café door each time it opened, reminding her she’d been too busy to eat lunch. The café looked warm and inviting through the glass, golden lights creating a cozy glow against the sudden grayness of the afternoon. Her lunch break was almost over, and she needed to get back to the office.
A man in a gray suit jogged up under the same awning, breathless, shoes splashing through puddles. He nodded politely in her direction, raindrops sliding from his dark hair down the side of his face.
Moisture darkened his eyelashes, making his eyes appear even more striking—a clear blue-gray that matched the suit he wore. He turned to look at the rain now falling in sheets, creating a shimmering curtain between them and the rest of the world. Small puddles were already forming along the curb, reflecting the traffic lights in shimmering colors of red and green.
“Caught you, too?” he asked, running a hand through his damp hair. His voice was warm and pleasant, with a slight rasp.
“Weather app said zero percent chance.” Lena sighed, rubbing her arms against the sudden chill that accompanied the rain. “I’m starting to think meteorologists just roll dice every morning.”
He laughed; tiny lines crinkled at the corners of his eyes, brightening his whole face.  She smiled, drawn to the infectious nature of his laugh. “I think they just look out the window and guess. Fifty-fifty. It’ll rain or it won’t.”
“And yet, somehow, they’re always wrong in the most inconvenient way possible.” She glanced at her watch—five minutes late. The silver band felt cool against her skin, a contrast to the unexpected warmth she felt standing beside this stranger.
They stood in companionable silence, watching the rain pour down, creating a soothing white noise that somehow made their shared space seem more intimate. The scent of rain-soaked pavement rose around them, that distinctive petrichor that reminded Lena of childhood summers spent running barefoot through sudden storms.
She sent a quick text to her manager, explaining she was stuck in the rain. 
The man beside her checked his watch twice, shifted his weight from one foot to the other. His polished shoes made a subtle squeaking sound against the wet concrete, but made no move to brave the downpour.
After ten minutes, the rain lightened. Lena felt she could chance it. “I think I’m going to go for it,” she said, zipping up her jacket, the metallic rasp of the zipper loud in their small shelter. “I’m already late.”
“Good luck.” The man gave her a small salute. His smile revealed a slight dimple in his right cheek. “May your socks stay dry.”
Lena smiled at him, a smile that lingered a heartbeat too long, then darted out into the rain. She dodged puddles as she hurried down the block. The cool drops against her face were refreshing, but she glanced back, catching a glimpse of him still watching her go, his figure blurred through the falling rain.


      ***On Wednesday a sudden downpour caught her, cold enough to make her gasp as the first drops struck her skin.  She ducked under the Corner Café’s awning again, the striped canvas familiar and oddly welcoming. To her surprise, the same man in the gray suit was already there, phone pressed to his ear, his profile outlined against the stormy backdrop.
Her heart gave an unexpected flutter of recognition. She found herself smoothing her hair, suddenly conscious of how the humidity had likely frizzed her carefully straightened locks.
He noticed her, eyes widening slightly before his lips curved into a smile. And like that, the day felt brighter. He ended his call with a brief “I’ll call you back,” and slipped the phone into his pocket. “We meet again,” he said, his voice carrying a note of pleased surprise.
“Same rain, same awning,” Lena replied, shaking water from her sleeves, tiny droplets catching the light like scattered crystals. She noticed he was wearing a different tie today—navy with small silver dots that reminded her of raindrops.
“I brought an umbrella today, but wouldn’t you know, I left it at the office.” He gestured to an invisible umbrella with exaggerated frustration, his long fingers emphasizing his words.
“At least you’re learning,” Lena said, charmed by his animated storytelling. “I didn’t even consider bringing one. Hopeless optimism.” She tucked a damp strand of hair behind her ear, her fingers brushing against the small pearl earring her grandmother had given her.
“Or admirable consistency. His gaze followed the movement of her hand before returning to her eyes. Something in the quality of his attention made her feel as if he was truly seeing her, not just making polite conversation.
They stood watching the rain together, the steady percussion creating a private world beneath the awning. The damp air carried spring blossoms from the planters, mingling with the earthy scent of rain. They made occasional comments about the weather, the traffic, the way people ran with newspapers over their heads as if that would keep them dry. Their bodies bent toward each other in identical postures, as if they were running through invisible finish lines.
Lena laughed more than she had in weeks, aware of how their conversation flowed with surprising ease, how they seemed to share the same wry sense of humor. She enjoyed the way his eyes crinkled before he smiled, how he listened intently when she spoke, his head tilted slightly as if to catch every word over the sound of the rain.
Fifteen minutes later, when the rain slowed to a drizzle, they reluctantly parted ways. She realized as she walked away, they still hadn't exchanged names. She glanced back. Her shoes left small wet prints on the sidewalk leading back to the awning. She almost wanted to return. She'd been so engaged in their conversation that she’d completely forgotten to check the time.


      ***The third time it happened, a week later, Lena couldn’t help but laugh when she saw him already under the awning. The rain was gentler today, more of a mist that clung to her hair and clothes like a gossamer veil, casting everything a dreamlike quality. The man—whom she’d started thinking of as “Rain Man” in her head though not like the movie—was gazing thoughtfully at the café menu posted by the door. The soft rain had created a halo effect around the streetlights as the cloudy day darkened toward evening.
“We have to stop meeting like this,” she said, brushing raindrops from her shoulders, enjoying the way his face lit up when he turned and saw her.
“I was here first,” he pointed out with a grin that transformed his professional demeanor into something boyish and charming. His tie was loosened slightly today, his collar unbuttoned, as if he’d been caught at the end of a long day. “You’re the one following me.”
“Yes, I control the weather just to orchestrate these meetings,” she said dryly, though part of her had indeed been hoping to see him when the first drops fell.  She  had even taken the longer route past the café, just in case.
“I knew it,” he said, snapping his fingers, the sound sharp and playful. “Weather witch.”
Lena laughed, the sound mingling with the gentle patter of rain on the canvas above them. “If I could control the weather, do you think I’d make it rain on myself?” She gestured to her slightly damp blazer, aware of how the moisture had left darker patches on the navy fabric.
“Maybe you enjoy our little rain check meetings,” he suggested, his voice dropping slightly, taking on a warm, honeyed quality that seemed to resonate in her chest. 
The rain came down harder, drumming against the canvas above them, beating a rhythm that seemed to match her quickening pulse. Water streamed from the edges of the awning, creating a curtain that further enclosed their small sanctuary. A car drove by too close to the curb, sending a wave of water onto the sidewalk. They both jumped back, bumping into each other. His hand came to her elbow to steady her, the brief touch warm through the fabric of her blazer.
“Sorry,” they said in unison, then laughed. Lena was acutely aware of the lingering warmth where his hand had been, how the small space suddenly seemed charged with a gentle electricity that had nothing to do with the storm.
“I’m Adrien, by the way,” he said, offering his hand. The golden light from the café illuminated his profile, catching in his eyes and turning them amber.
“Lena,” she replied, taking it. His hand was warm despite the chill, his grip firm but gentle. The connection sent a pleasant tingle up her arm; when their hands parted, cool air rushed in where his warmth had been.
“Would you like to go inside?” Adrien nodded toward the café. Through the windows, Lena could see people sitting at small tables, their faces lit by the warm glow of pendant lights. Steam curled from brightly colored mugs. “I think this rain might last awhile, and they make a great cappuccino. The foam has this velvety texture that’s just perfect.”
His enthusiasm for something as simple as coffee foam was endearing, and Lena found herself tempted to say yes, to extend this unexpected connection. She hesitated, then checked her watch, the face fogged slightly from the humid air. “I should probably get back to work...” Her reluctance to leave him battled with her need to finish the day's tasks.
“Rain check, then?” he asked, smiling at his own pun, his eyes wide and hopeful.
She felt the corners of her mouth lift in a huge smile. “Rain check.”


      ***For the next two weeks, the weather was frustratingly sunny and clear, the sky an flawless blue canvas canvas of blue—beautiful, but she hoped for clouds and another meeting. The sunshine streamed through her office window, creating warm pools on her desk that her cat would have loved to sleep in. She’d started wearing her raincoat every day, just in case. The lightweight material folded in her bag, waiting for an opportunity that didn’t come.
She often detoured past the Corner Café, though it wasn’t the quickest way back to her office. Each time she passed the red-and-white awning, she slowed her pace, glancing at the spot where they’d stood together. She remembered the sound of his laugh mingling with the rain, the way his eyes had held hers when they’d introduced themselves. The memory carried a warmth that lingered like the afternoon sun on her skin.
Then, on a Tuesday afternoon in May, the sky darkened once more. Lena watched from her office window as clouds gathered, heavy and pregnant with rain, turning the light a muted silver-gray. She felt a surge of anticipation as the first drops began to fall, pattering against the glass like impatient fingers. 
When she left the building, she slowed her pace, letting the rain come down harder, tilting her face up to feel the cool drops against her skin.
Her raincoat kept her upper half relatively dry. The water beaded on the waterproof material like liquid pearls, but the rain quickly soaked through her pant legs from the knees down. By the time she reached the café awning, she was shaking droplets from her waterlogged shoes, her pants clinging uncomfortably to her calves, the wet fabric cold against her skin.
But the space beneath the awning was empty.
Lena felt a twinge of disappointment as she stood alone, watching people hurry past with umbrellas up and collars turned against the wind. The rain fell in slanting sheets now, driven by a freshening breeze that carried the scent of wet earth and spring growth. Water gurgled in the nearby storm drain, creating a small whirlpool of leaves and urban debris. She considered going into the café to wait out the rain. The aroma of coffee and baked goods even more tempting now that she was chilled from the rain. Just as she she reached for the door, its brass handle cool beneath her fingers, a familiar voice called her name.
“Lena! Wait!”
Her whole being suddenly felt lighter and brighter. Adrien was jogging toward her, dry despite the downpour, holding a large black umbrella that bobbed above the heads of other pedestrians like a satellite. His face was alight with something that looked like relief mixed with joy. He slowed as he reached her, slightly out of breath, his cheeks flushed from the exertion.
“You’re soaked,” he said, concern flickering as he joined her under the awning, eyeing her dripping pant legs. He stood close enough that she could feel the warmth radiating from him, smell  the faint notes of cedar and bergamot of his cologne.
“Raincoats never quite solve the bottom half problem,” she admitted with a small laugh, trying to wring some water from the hem of her pants. Her fingers were slightly numb from the cold rain, clumsy with the wet fabric.
Adrien raised his umbrella, droplets sliding from its canopy to join the puddles at their feet. “I remembered mine,” he said proudly, then his expression grew more serious, his eyes holding hers with an intensity that made her breath catch. “I’ve been carrying it every day, hoping to run into you.”
Lena felt warmth bloom in her chest despite her soggy pant legs and squishing shoes, spreading outward until even her cold fingers seemed to tingle with it. “Really?” The word came out softer than she’d intended, nearly lost in the rain's drumbeats.
“Really.” He smiled, a touch of nervousness in the way he shifted his weight. “I was wondering if you’d like to take me up on that cappuccino? We did say rain check, and well...” he gestured to the downpour, water cascading from the edge of the awning like a miniature waterfall, creating a silver curtain around them.
 “I’d like that,” Lena said, returning his smile, butterflies fluttering in her stomach. The world outside seemed to blur; only his face and invitation remained clear. 
Adrien opened the café door for her, warm air spilling out, fragrant with cinnamon and coffee, threaded with the hiss of the espresso machine. Before following her in, he paused to close the umbrella, shaking raindrops into a glittering arc. “You know, I think I’ll miss our awning meetings.”
Lena glanced back at him, enjoying the way the golden café light softened his features. “Who says they have to end? There’s always more rain in the forecast.”
“Even when it says zero percent chance?” Adrien asked, his eyes crinkling at the corners, a strand of his hair falling slightly forward as he tilted his head.
“Especially then.” 
They stepped into the warm café together, the door closing behind them with a gentle jingle of bells. 
Inside, they found a small table by the window where they could watch the rain transform the city into an impressionist painting, colors blurring and bleeding together through the water-streaked glass. Adrien’s hand rested on the table between them, and as they talked, Lena noticed how occasionally his fingers would move slightly toward hers, not quite touching but reducing the distance between them, like the slow, inevitable convergence of rain clouds before a storm.
Two cappuccinos and nearly two hours later, the rain outside had softened to a silvery mist. Adrien traced the rim of his empty cup.
“I’ve monopolized your afternoon,” he said with a rueful smile.
Lena shook her head. “You rescued it.”
They exchanged numbers—“just in case the forecast lies again,” he teased—and discovered they were both free Saturday morning. A walk around Green Lake felt like the perfect next “rain check.”


      ***The April sky couldn’t decide what it wanted—pewter clouds one minute, shy sunshine the next. Lena wore layers and packed her fold-up umbrella. Adrien waited near the boathouse, hands buried in his jacket pockets. He brightened when he saw her, as though he, too, was uncertain of the weather but not of her.
They set off along the paved loop. Dog-walkers, cyclists, and stroller-pushing parents drifted past. But the world narrowed to the cadence of their footsteps and the easy swing of their conversation. They talked favorite childhood books, travel-wish lists, and the perfect ratio of chocolate chips in a cookie Adrien: generous; Lena: outrageous.
Halfway round, a soft drizzle swept across the lake, dimpling the surface and sending geese honking toward shore. Adrien popped open his umbrella, angling it so she fit snugly beneath. Their arms brushed; warmth skimmed up Lena’s side even through her jacket.
“Apparently the weather missed us,” she murmured.
“Or it just wanted better seating for the sequel,” he replied, tilting his head toward the widening view. 
As if on cue, sunlight knifed through the clouds, igniting prisms in every raindrop. A soft arch of color began to bloom above the trees—indigo to violet, red glowing like an ember.
“A rainbow,” Lena said, voice hushed.
Adrien’s gaze settled on her, not the sky. “The forecast didn’t mention that.”
They slowed to a stop where a wooden overlook jutted above the water. Ripples mirrored the rainbow’s shimmer; willow branches trailed like paintbrushes in the lake. Lena’s pulse thrummed with the hush of rain and the nearness of him.
Adrien brushed a damp curl from her forehead, his fingers feather-light, his gaze dropping to her lips. “May I?” he asked, his voice gentle as the mist.
Lena’s answering smile was all he needed.
Their first kiss tasted of rain and hope—brief, sweet, a promise lingering like the rainbow’s reflection on the lake. When they parted, they both laughed softly, the kind of laugh that held wonder in its palms.
“Best weather miscalculation yet,” Adrien whispered.
They finished the loop hand in hand, umbrella forgotten, drizzle softening to dew. 
Before they reached the parking lot, Adrien squeezed her fingers. “Next time,” he said, “maybe Snoqualmie Falls? I hear the spray is spectacular after a storm.”
Lena leaned in and kissed him sweetly on his warm lips. “Rain or shine, though I’m starting to root for rain.”
High above the lake, the rainbow deepened, as if sealing their promise in color.







  
  The Art of Rain

This Story is Part Two of Rain Check


The rain drummed a restless rhythm against Lena’s apartment windows, its cadence like a heartbeat pulsing through the cozy warmth of her living room. The air carried the faint, earthy scent of petrichor, seeping through the cracked window, mingling with the soft glow of amber lamplight that bathed the space in a golden haze. Lena paced across the plush rug, her bare feet sinking into its fibers, her heart thrumming with a nervous thrill. Adrien would arrive any minute for their fifth date, and tonight felt different, weightier, like the charged air before a storm breaks. 

She’d finally mustered the courage to share her art with him, a vulnerable piece of her soul she’d kept guarded. Their connection had bloomed over four dates, born under the dripping awning of what was now her favorite café, where they’d laughed over steaming mugs of coffee, raindrops glistening on their coats. They’d wandered through misty parks, chased rainbows after sudden showers, and hiked trails where the scent of wet pine clung to their skin. Each moment had woven them closer, but she’d held back her deepest self. Tonight, that would change.

On her kitchen table, three watercolor paintings glistened, still drying, their edges curling slightly from the rain’s touch. Towels beneath them soaked up stray drips, and the air hummed with the faint tang of watercolor pigment and damp paper. The first piece swirled with deep indigo and slate gray, the rain having tugged the colors into spiraling galaxies. Drops had struck the wet paint, blooming into delicate, translucent circles of pale blue, like stars piercing a stormy sky. The texture was alive, almost pulsating under the soft kitchen light.

The second painting captured a summer thunderstorm’s fury. Violent yellows bled into scorched orange, the rain carving jagged, lightning-like paths through the warm hues. Deep purple puddles pooled where the heaviest drops had landed, and the paper buckled into ridges and valleys, catching the light in glinting shards. It felt electric, as if the storm’s energy still crackled within the frame.

The third piece was softer, a whisper of a painting. Gentle greens blended with pale lavender, born from a day of light mist rather than a downpour. The rain had kissed the paper, creating a dreamy wash, like gazing through a rain-streaked window at dawn. The colors shimmered faintly, ethereal and tender, reflecting the quiet intimacy of that moment.

Her graphic design portfolio sat neatly on the coffee table. Crisp logos and sleek brochures that paid the bills, their precision a stark contrast to the wild, unpredictable soul of her rain paintings. These canvases were her truth, chaotic and alive, shaped by the storms she loved.

A soft knock broke her reverie, like a pebble dropping into still water. Her pulse quickened. She smoothed her soft cashmere sweater, its deep emerald hue warm against her skin, and caught her reflection in the hall mirror. Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes bright with anticipation. Every fiber of her being sparked—excitement, nervousness, hope—as she crossed to the door, the hardwood cool beneath her feet.

“Coming!” she called, her voice lighter than she felt.

Adrien stood in the hallway, his dark hair damp from the rain, curling slightly at the ends. Droplets clung to his wool coat, catching the hallway’s dim light like tiny prisms. He held a bottle of red wine, its label glistening faintly, and his familiar smile—warm, slightly crooked—melted her nerves into a flutter of anticipation. His presence filled the space, bringing with it the crisp scent of rain and the faint, grounding notes of his cedar-and-bergamot cologne.

“Hey,” he said, his voice soft as the rain outside. “Perfect weather for staying in.”

Lena leaned forward, her lips brushing his cheek in a fleeting kiss that left a trace of warmth on her skin. His stubble grazed her softly, and she caught the faintest hint of mint on his breath. “Actually,” she said, her voice teasing, “perfect weather for what I want to show you.”

His eyebrows lifted, curiosity sparking in his hazel eyes, flecked with gold like sunlight through leaves. He shrugged off his coat, hanging it on her rack, the movement stirring the air with a whisper of damp wool. Lena gestured toward the kitchen, her hands twisting together, betraying her nerves. “Wine first? I’m a little nervous.”

Adrien set the bottle on the counter, the glass clinking softly against the wood. His gaze landed on the canvases immediately, the three paintings glowing under the kitchen’s warm light. His breath hitched, a quiet sound that sent a shiver through her. “Lena,” he whispered, his voice reverent. “Did you make these?”

She nodded, suddenly shy, tucking a strand of chestnut hair behind her ear. Her fingers trembled slightly, brushing against the cool silver of her earring.

Adrien stepped closer to the first painting, the storm-galaxy piece. His eyes widened, and he pressed a hand to his chest, as if anchoring himself against the pull of the swirling indigo and silver. “They’re incredible,” he said, his voice low and awed. He leaned in, his finger tracing the air above a spiral, careful not to touch the delicate surface. “This looks like a nebula, but it’s… rain and paint.”

Lena moved to stand beside him, close enough to feel the warmth radiating from his body, the faint cedar scent wrapping around her like a familiar embrace. “I paint outside during storms,” she explained, her voice soft but steady. “The rain becomes part of the process. It creates effects I could never plan.”

Adrien shifted to the second canvas, the lightning piece. His breath caught again as he took in the violent yellows and burnt oranges, the jagged paths carved by the rain. “This is pure energy,” he said, his voice almost a murmur, as if speaking too loudly might disrupt the storm trapped in the paint. “It’s like you bottled the storm’s electricity.”

He moved to the third piece, the gentle lavender and green, his movements slow, almost reverent. His fingers hovered over the misty wash, tracing the air where raindrops had bled the colors together. “And this one… it’s like standing in morning fog. So peaceful after the chaos of the others.”

He straightened, turning to face her, his expression alight with wonder. The lamplight caught the gold in his eyes, making them glow. “I knew you loved rain, but you *paint* in it?”

Lena laughed softly, the sound mingling with the rain’s steady percussion. “I set up on my fire escape or under a pavilion in the park—anywhere I can catch the drops but stay mostly dry.”

Adrien’s gaze lingered on the paintings, then returned to her, his eyes tracing her face with a tenderness that made her chest ache. He stepped closer, close enough that she could see the faint freckles across his nose, the way his damp hair curled against his forehead. “I don’t think you’re crazy,” he said, his voice low and earnest. “I think you’re brilliant. These aren’t just paintings—they’re conversations with the sky.”

The rain’s rhythm swelled outside, a soft roar that cocooned them in this moment. Adrien took a step back, suddenly shy, rubbing the back of his neck. His voice dropped to a murmur. “There’s something I want to show you too. But not here.”

“Where?” Lena asked, her curiosity piqued, her heart skipping at the vulnerability in his tone.

“My place,” he said, his eyes meeting hers, soft and unguarded. “I have a space where I… well, you’ll see.”


      ***

An hour later, they stood outside Adrien’s apartment building, the rain softened to a gentle mist that kissed their skin and left a faint shimmer on their jackets. The city hummed around them. Distant car horns, the patter of drizzle on cobblestones, the cool, clean scent of wet pavement. Adrien’s hands shook slightly as he unlocked his door, his key scraping softly in the lock. He paused, glancing at her, his eyes vulnerable in the dim glow of the streetlights. “I’ve never shown anyone this.”

His apartment was neat, minimal, with the faint scent of cedarwood and leather from a well-worn armchair. He led her past the living room to a door she’d assumed was a closet, his footsteps quiet on the hardwood. “I converted the second bedroom,” he said, his hand hesitating on the doorknob.

He opened the door, and Lena’s breath caught. A dance studio unfolded before her—mirrors gleaming along one wall, a polished wooden floor glowing under soft overhead lights, a ballet barre stretching along another wall. The air smelled faintly of rosin and polished wood, and the space felt alive, humming with possibility.

Lena pressed her hands together, her excitement bubbling over. Her art reveal had unlocked something in him, given him the courage to share this. “You dance,” she said, her voice bright with awe.

“Since I was eight,” Adrien said, stepping into the center of the room. His posture shifted, shoulders loosening, spine lengthening, feet slipping naturally into first position. “My parents thought it was a phase.”

He closed his eyes, exhaling softly, and began to move. The studio’s quiet amplified every sound. His soft breaths, the faint creak of the floor, the rustle of his shirt as he extended an arm. He started with a simple ballet combination: tendu, dégagé, relevé, each movement precise, his body a study in grace and control. Then the classical lines softened, his torso curving and contracting as contemporary technique took over, fluid and expressive. The air seemed to hum around him, charged with the energy of his motion.

The invisible music in his head shifted, and jazz crept in—sharp isolations, syncopated rhythms. His shoulders popped, his hips swayed, and the marketing manager she knew melted away, replaced by a man alive with passion. Lena watched, mesmerized, her heart swelling as she saw Adrien unarmored, raw and radiant. He spun into a series of tour jetés, leaping across the small space as if gravity were a suggestion, then dropped into a low jazz squat, his spine rippling like a river catching light.

When he stopped, the silence was electric, broken only by his slightly elevated breaths and the rain’s soft patter outside. A light sheen of sweat glistened on his forehead, and he wiped his palms on his
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