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Some men are easy to understand.

Kade was never one of them.

He was the twin who didn’t follow the rules. The one who didn’t stay in line. The one people judged before they even tried to understand him. While his brother built a life on structure and discipline, Kade built his on instinct, survival, and choices he never bothered to explain.

But what happens when a man who never needed anyone... finds himself face to face with a woman who refuses to be played, moved, or impressed?

Two Faces, New Flame is not just a love story. It’s a story about accountability. Growth. Consequences. And what it really means to become the man you never thought you could be.

Because sometimes...
the man people gave up on...
is the one who ends up loving the hardest.
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Who Is Kade?

Kade was never the “good twin.”

He didn’t try to be.

Where Kane was disciplined, Kade was unpredictable. Where Kane followed structure, Kade moved on instinct. He didn’t believe in rules unless they benefited him. Didn’t believe in slowing down long enough for anyone to figure him out.

Life had taught him early that trust was temporary. That those types of people came with conditions. That love, real love was something most people talked about but rarely understood.

So he adapted.

He became the man who kept moving. The man who didn’t stay long enough to get attached. The man who didn’t explain himself because he didn’t owe anyone anything.

But what people never saw...

Was the weight he carried.

The decisions he couldn’t undo.
The moments that shaped him.
The version of himself he never let anyone get close enough to understand.
Seattle was supposed to be a fresh start.

No expectations.
No labels.
No past chasing him down.
But life doesn’t work like that.

Because sometimes...

The past doesn’t stay where you left it.

And sometimes...

The one woman you never planned for...

Is the one who forces you to face everything you tried to forget.
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A New City, Old Habits
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Seattle didn’t welcome you loud.

It didn’t need to.

The city moved differently quiet, steady, almost like it was watching you before deciding what to show you. The sky hung low, heavy with thick gray clouds that looked like they hadn’t moved in days. Rain wasn’t pouring, not like a storm back in Texas. Nah... this was different. It was constant. A soft, cold drizzle that clung to everything the streets, the buildings, the air itself.

Kade noticed that the moment he stepped out of the car.

The door shut behind him with a muted thud, and for a second, he just stood there. Let the city hit him. The smell of wet pavement. The distant hum of traffic sliding across slick streets. The faint scent of coffee drifting from somewhere nearby.

Seattle.

He slid his hand into the pocket of his jacket, pulling it tighter around him. The cold here wasn’t aggressive it was subtle. The kind that crept in slowly until you realized you should’ve layered up more.

“Yeah...” he muttered under his breath, scanning the street. “This’ll do.”

But it wasn’t the city he was really looking at.

It was the feeling.

Fresh start.

Or at least... that’s what he told himself.

The building in front of him had modern glass panels, clean lines, nothing too flashy but definitely expensive. The kind of place where people minded their business but still paid attention to who came and went.

Kade grabbed his duffel bag from the back seat, slung it over his shoulder, and shut the car door. His movements were smooth, controlled, like a man who had spent years making sure nobody ever saw him hesitate.

Because hesitation?

That wasn’t something he allowed anymore.

Inside, the lobby was warm, quiet jazz playing low through hidden speakers, soft lighting bouncing off polished floors. The air smelled like money and vanilla.

A woman behind the front desk glanced up as he walked in. Mid-thirties, sharp eyes, hair pulled into a neat bun. Professional. Observant.

“Good afternoon,” she said, voice smooth but measured. “Checking in?”

Kade nodded once, setting his bag down briefly as he reached into his jacket. “Yeah.”

He slid his ID across the counter.

She picked it up, her eyes flicking down to the name, then back up to his face. There was always that moment. Always.

That double-take.

That pause.

People didn’t always know why they reacted like that but Kade did.

Because somewhere out there,

There was another man with his exact face.

And that kind of thing?

It never really stopped following you.

“You’ll be in Unit 804,” she said, typing quickly. “Elevator’s to your left. Key fob will get you access to the gym, parking, and rooftop.”

He took the key, giving a slight nod. “Appreciate it.”

“No problem.”

But as he turned to walk away, he felt it.

Her eyes still on him.

Like she was trying to figure something out.

Kade didn’t look back.

He never did.

The elevator ride was quiet. Just the low hum of machinery and the faint reflection of himself staring back from the mirrored walls.

Kade leaned back slightly, jaw tight, eyes steady.

Same face.

Different man.

He exhaled slowly, running a hand over his beard.

“Yeah...” he murmured. “Different choices.”

The doors opened.

The apartment was exactly what he expected, clean, open layout, floor-to-ceiling windows showing off a rain-soaked view of the city. Lights glowing in the distance, cars moving like streaks through the wet streets below.

It was nice.

Too nice, honestly.

But Kade wasn’t here for comfort.

He dropped his bag by the door, taking a slow walk through the space. Kitchen modern. Stainless steel. No clutter. Living room, minimal furniture, neutral tones. Bedroom king-sized bed, crisp sheets, untouched.

No history.

No memories.

Just space.

That’s how he liked it.

He moved toward the window, slipping his hands into his pockets as he looked out over the city.

Seattle moved differently.

Slower. More intentional.

People here weren’t rushing the same way. They weren’t loud. They weren’t trying to be seen.

And that?

That could either be peaceful...

Or dangerous.

Because quiet places?

They had a way of making you hear things you’d been avoiding.

His phone buzzed in his pocket.

Kade pulled it out, glancing at the screen.

Kane.

Of course.

He stared at the name for a second before answering.

“Yeah.”

“You made it?” Kane’s voice came through steady, familiar.

“Just got in.”

A pause. “How is it?”

Kade looked back out at the rain, the city lights flickering through the mist.

“Different.”

Kane let out a small breath on the other end. “That might be what you need.”

Kade smirked slightly, though there was no humor in it. “We’ll see.”

Another pause.

Then Kane spoke again, tone shifting just enough. “You staying out of trouble?”

Kade chuckled low. “When do I ever go looking for it?”

“Trouble doesn’t need you to look for it.”

That hung in the air for a second.

Kade’s jaw tightened just slightly. “I got it handled.”

“Yeah,” Kane said. “That’s what I’m hoping.”

They didn’t say much after that.

They didn’t need to.

Later that night, Kade found himself walking the streets.

He hadn’t unpacked. Didn’t turn on the TV. Didn’t sit still.

That wasn’t how he operated.

The rain had picked up just enough to bead across his jacket as he moved down the sidewalk, hands in his pockets, eyes scanning everything without making it obvious.

Old habits.

They didn’t just disappear.

They followed you.

Shaped how you walked. How you looked at people. How you trusted or didn’t.

He passed a restaurant, warm light spilling through the windows. People inside laughing, talking, leaning into each other like the world outside didn’t exist.

Kade slowed slightly.

Watched.

A woman reached across the table, brushing her fingers against a man’s hand. Smiling. Comfortable.

Real.

He looked away.

That kind of thing?

Wasn’t built for men like him.

A few blocks later, he stepped into a late-night spot.

Low lighting. Jazz playing softly. The smell of grilled food and fresh coffee hitting him the second he walked in.

He took a seat at the bar.

“Black coffee,” he said.

The bartender nodded, already pouring.

Kade leaned back slightly, scanning the room without turning his head too much. People talking, laughing, living.

And then

He felt it.

That shift.

The kind you don’t see first

You feel.

Like something just entered the room that changed the air.

Kade’s eyes moved, slow and calculated.

And that’s when he saw her.

She wasn’t trying.

That’s what stood out first.

No extra movement. No loud energy. No need for attention.

She just... had it.

Confidence. Presence. Control.

Sitting at a table near the window, laptop open, glasses resting low on her nose as she read something with full focus.

Unbothered.

Untouched by the noise around her.

When she reached for her coffee, slow, and deliberate, there was something about the way she moved that told him everything he needed to know.

She wasn’t the type you played with.

Kade tilted his head slightly, watching her for a second longer than he should’ve.

Something about her didn’t sit in the “temporary” category his life usually operated in.

No.

She looked like the kind of woman who came with consequences.

The kind who saw through men like him before they even opened their mouths.

The kind who didn’t get impressed.

Didn’t get moved.

Didn’t get fooled.

And for the first time since stepping foot in Seattle...

Kade felt something shift.

Not attraction.

Not yet.

Something else.

Interest.

Real interest.

He picked up his coffee, taking a slow sip, eyes still on her.

“Yeah...” he muttered under his breath.

“This city might be a problem.”
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Seattle Rain
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Seattle woke up the same way it went to sleep, gray, quiet, and soaked in that steady drizzle that never really stopped. The kind of rain that didn’t demand your attention but stayed with you long enough to become part of your day whether you liked it or not.

Kade had been up before the sun even thought about rising. That wasn’t new. Sleep came in pieces for him, never in full. A couple hours here, maybe another hour there if his mind decided to give him a break. Most nights, it didn’t.

He stood in front of the floor-to-ceiling window, shirtless, sweatpants hanging low on his waist, a cup of black coffee in his hand. The glass was cool against his fingertips as he stared out at the city below. Cars moved slow through wet streets, headlights cutting through the early morning haze. People walked with purpose, heads down, coats pulled tight, like this weather was just something they accepted.

He took a sip of his coffee, letting the bitterness settle on his tongue. No sugar. No cream. Just straight. The way he liked it.

Simple. No distractions.

Behind him, the apartment still looked untouched. His bag was where he dropped it last night. Clothes still folded inside. Nothing unpacked. No sign of permanence.

That was intentional. didn’t believe in getting comfortable too fast. Comfort made people careless. Careless got you caught up. And getting caught up? That led to attachments.

Attachments led to expectations.

And expectations?

Those always came with disappointment.

He set the coffee mug down on the counter and stretched his neck slowly, tension cracking through his shoulders. Seattle felt different in the morning. Quieter than most cities he’d been in. Like it gave you space to think whether you wanted it or not.

That could be He

a problem.

His phone buzzed on the counter, breaking the silence. He glanced down at it but didn’t pick it up right away. Let it buzz. Let it sit.

Then he reached for it.

Unknown number.

He answered anyway.

“Yeah.”

A pause.

Then a woman’s voice came through, smooth but direct. “You always answer the phone like that?”

Kade’s brow furrowed slightly. “Depends who’s calling.”

“Good answer,” she said. “You in Seattle yet?”

His expression shifted just a little. “Who is this?”

A soft chuckle came through the line. Familiar. Too familiar.

“You don’t recognize my voice, Kade?”

And just like that, something in his chest tightened.

Not surprising.

Recognition.

“Ava?”

There was a beat of silence, then, “Took you long enough.”

Kade leaned back against the counter, jaw tightening. “How you get this number?”

“Same way I get everything,” she replied. “I find it.”

He let out a slow breath, running a hand over his face. “That’s not an answer.”

“It’s the only one you’re getting.”

Silence stretched between them for a second, but it wasn’t empty. It was loaded. History sitting right there between every word they weren’t saying.

“You calling for a reason?” he asked finally.

“Can’t check on you?” she said lightly, but there was something underneath it. Something sharper.

“You don’t do ‘checking in.’”

Another small pause.

Then, softer this time, “Maybe I do now.”

Kade didn’t respond right away. He just stood there, staring out the window again, watching the rain slide down the glass in slow, uneven streaks.

“You in Seattle?” he asked.

A beat.

“Maybe.”

That was all he needed to hear.

His jaw clenched just slightly. “Don’t play with me, Ava.”

“I’m not playing,” she said. “Just... letting you know the past doesn’t stay where you leave it.”

There it was.

That feeling again.

The one he had the moment he stepped into the city.

Like something was already waiting on him.

“Why now?” he asked.

“Because,” she said quietly, “you don’t get to start over like nothing happened.”

The line went silent after that.

Not because the call dropped.

Because she hung up.

Kade stared at the phone for a second longer before lowering it slowly. His reflection stared back at him from the dark screen.

Same face.

Different life.

Different choices.

But somehow...

The same consequences.

He set the phone down, his mind already moving, calculating. Ava didn’t make random moves. She never had. Everything she did had a reason behind it, even if she didn’t say it out loud.

And if she was here?

That meant something was coming with her.

He grabbed his jacket, pulling it on without overthinking it. Sitting still wasn’t an option anymore.

Not when the past just announced itself like that.

The air outside hits colder than it looked. The rain was lighter now, more of a mist, but it still clung to everything his jacket, his hair, the sidewalk beneath his feet.

Kade moved through the streets without a destination, just walking. Letting his thoughts move with him. People passed by some glancing up briefly before looking away, others too caught up in their own world to notice anything at all.

That was fine with him.

He preferred it that way.

A coffee shop on the corner caught his attention warm light glowing through the windows, people inside talking low, the smell of fresh espresso drifting out every time the door opened.

He stepped inside.

The warmth hit instantly, along with the low hum of conversation and the sound of milk steaming behind the counter. The place was fuller than the spot from last night. Morning crowd. Laptops open. People working. Living.

Kade stepped up to the counter. “Black coffee.”

The barista nodded, already moving.

He waited, hands in his pockets, eyes scanning the room without making it obvious.

And then

There she was again.

Same woman from last night.

Same table near the window.

Same focus.

But this time, there were files spread out in front of her. Not just a laptop. Papers. Legal documents from the look of it. Highlighted lines. Sticky notes. Organized.

Intentional.

She wasn’t just passing time.

She was working.

Kade picked up his coffee, not taking his eyes off her for more than a second. He moved slower this time, more aware. More curious.

She pushed her glasses up slightly, eyes scanning a page before jotting something down with precision. No wasted movement. No distractions.

Disciplined.

That word sat with him.

It wasn’t something he associated with most people.

But her?

Yeah.

That this fits.

He took a sip of his coffee, leaning casually against the wall, watching without staring too hard.

And then, without warning

She looked up.

Directly at him.

No hesitation.

No confusion.

No curiosity.

Just... awareness.

Like she already knew he’d been there.

Watching.

Her eyes didn’t linger long. Just enough to acknowledge him. Then she went right back to her work like he hadn’t even mattered.

Kade blinked once, caught off guard, not by the eye contact

But by the lack of reaction.

No smile.

No double take.

No interest.

Nothing.

He let out a quiet breath, almost amused.

“Okay,” he murmured to himself.

That was new.

Most women reacted.

One way or another.

But her?

She didn’t give him anything to work with.

And for some reason

That made him pay even more attention.

He pushed himself off the wall, walking toward an empty table not too close, not too far. Just enough to keep her in his line of sight without making it obvious.

He sat down, setting his coffee in front of him, leaning back slightly.

And for the first time since stepping into Seattle.

Kade wasn’t thinking about the past.

He was thinking about her.

And something told him

That wasn’t going to be simple.
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The coffee shop stayed steady in its rhythm of low conversations, the soft clink of cups, the hiss of steamed milk blending into the background like it belonged there. Outside, the rain continued its quiet fall, tapping lightly against the windows like it had nowhere else to be.

Kade sat back in his chair, one arm resting casually along the side, coffee in hand, eyes moving without being obvious about it. He wasn’t staring but he was aware. Fully.

Zariah hadn’t moved much since he sat down. That alone said something.

Most people shifted. Checked their phone. Looked around. Needed some kind of break in their focus.

Not her.

She stayed locked in.

Her laptop sat open in front of her, but her attention moved between the screen and the stack of documents spread neatly across the table. Legal papers, he could tell now without guessing. Structured paragraphs, bold headings, notes written in the margins with sharp, deliberate handwriting.

She wasn’t just reading.

She was dissecting.

Kade took a slow sip of his coffee, letting his gaze drift for a second before landing back in her direction. Something about the way she worked, it wasn’t forced. It wasn’t for show.

It was natural.

Like she’d built her life around discipline and didn’t break from it for anything.

That kind of focus?

It wasn’t common.

Not where he came from.

A few minutes passed before something shifted.

Zariah leaned back slightly, stretching one arm before closing a file and stacking it neatly on top of the others. She adjusted her glasses again, exhaling softly like she’d just worked through something heavy.

Then she reached for her coffee.

Paused.

And without making any gesture towards him she says,

“You’re not as subtle as you think you are.”

Kade didn’t move at first.

Didn’t react.

Just let the words sit there between them.

Then, slowly, he leaned forward slightly, resting his elbows on the table.

“Wasn’t trying to be,” he said.

Her pen kept moving across the paper for another second before she finally looked up at him again.

This time, her gaze stayed.

Measured.

Unimpressed.

Taking him in without giving anything away.

“That so?” she said.

Kade shrugged lightly. “You noticed me anyway.”

“Hard not to,” she replied, her tone even. “You’ve been watching me since you walked in.”

No hesitation.

No sugarcoating.

Just truth.

Kade let out a small breath through his nose, something close to a smirk forming. “You always call people out like that?”

“When necessary.”

“And this felt necessary?”

She held his gaze for a moment longer before closing her notebook. “Depends on the intention.”

Kade tilted his head slightly. “And what you think mine is?”

Zariah didn’t answer right away. She studied him, like really studied him this time. Not just his face, but the way he carried himself. The stillness. The control. The way he wasn’t trying too hard but also wasn’t backing down.

Then she spoke.

“Undecided,” she said simply. “But I don’t entertain distractions.”

Kade leaned back again, unfazed. “Who said I was a distraction?”

A slight raise of her brow.

“You’re sitting alone, not working, not on your phone, not doing anything but observing your surroundings,” she said, her voice calm but precise. “That usually falls into one category.”

“And what’s that?”

She picked up her coffee, taking a slow sip before answering.

“Idle.”

Kadechuckled quietly, shaking his head. “You got all that figured out already?”

“I work in law,” she said. “Reading people is part of the job.”

There it was.

Confirmation.

Kade nodded once, like he expected it. “Lawyer?”

“Something like that.”

“Something like that,” he repeated, amused. “That’s vague.”

“That’s intentional.”

He watched her for a second, then leaned forward again, resting his forearms on the table. “So what, you’re just sit in coffee shops reading paperwork all day?”

Zariah didn’t react to the tone. Didn’t bite. Didn’t get defensive.

She just answered.

“I prepare,” she said. “There’s a difference.”

“For what?”

“For whatever walks into the courtroom.”

Kade’s eyes narrowed just slightly, interest deepening. “You don’t seem like the type to lose.”

“I don’t.”

No hesitation.

No arrogance.

Just confidence backed by certainty.

That made him pause for a second.

Not because of what she said

But how she said it?

Like losing wasn’t even part of her reality.

Kade tapped his fingers lightly against the side of his cup. “Soooo, you’re always this serious?”

Zariah slid her papers into a neat stack, aligning the edges carefully before responding.

“I’m focused,” she corrected. “There’s a difference.”

“Same thing to most people.”

“I’m not most people.”

That landed.

Clean.

Direct.

And for a brief second, Kade just looked at her.

Really looked.

She wasn’t trying to prove anything.

Wasn’t trying to impress him.

Wasn’t trying to soften her edges to make the conversation easier.

She just... was who she was.

Unapologetically.

Kade exhaled slowly, nodding once. “I can see that.”

Zariah stood then, gathering her files, sliding them into a structured leather bag that matched the rest of her presence was organized, intentional, and sharp.

Kade watched her, his eyes tracking every movement without being obvious about it.

“You always sit in the same spot?” he asked.

She glanced at him briefly. “Why?”

“Just asking.”

“That’s usually how questions work.”

He smirked slightly. “You got a response for everything, huh?”

“I make it a point to.”

She adjusted the strap of her bag on her shoulder, pausing for just a second before adding, “And for the record...”

Kade raised a brow. “Yeah?”

“If you’re going to watch someone...”

She stepped closer to his table not invading his space, but close enough that her presence shifted the air around him just slightly.

“At least have a reason worth the time.”

Her eyes held his for a second longer.

Not flirting.

Not inviting.

Just stating a fact.

Then she turned and walked toward the door.

No hesitation.

No looking back.

Just gone.

Kade sat there, unmoving for a moment, replaying the interaction in his head.

The confidence.

The control.

The complete lack of interest in impressing him.

“Yeah,” he muttered under his breath, leaning back in his chair.

“That’s a problem.”

But not the kind he avoided.

The kind...

You leaned into.
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Seattle didn’t change its mood for anybody.

By the time Kade stepped back outside, the rain had picked up just enough to coat the sidewalks in a thin, reflective sheen. People moved around him with quiet purpose—umbrellas up, heads slightly down, steps steady like this was just another regular day.

To them, it was.

To him, it was still new.

But what stayed on his mind wasn’t the city.

It was her.

The way she spoke. The way she carried herself. The fact that she didn’t care who he was, didn’t pause, didn’t entertain anything beyond what she already decided he was worth.

That didn’t happen often.

Actually...

That didn’t happen at all.

Kade walked without rushing, hands tucked into his jacket pockets, letting the rain tap lightly against his shoulders as his thoughts moved with him. Most women either leaned in too quick or played a role they thought he expected.

Zariah?

She didn’t do either.

She didn’t lean.

She didn’t perform.

She assessed.

And dismissed.

That part stuck with him more than it should have.

He reached the corner, pausing as a black SUV rolled past, tires slicing through shallow water along the curb. The city felt alive in a quiet way—movement without noise, motion without chaos.

Different.

Kade glanced across the street—

And there she was again.

Zariah stood under the overhang of a building, her coat pulled neatly around her, one hand holding her bag, the other scrolling through her phone. Even standing still, she looked like she had somewhere to be, something to do, a purpose behind every second.

He watched her for a moment, unnoticed.

Or at least...

He thought he was unnoticed.

Then, without looking up from her phone, she spoke.

“You planning on making this a habit?”

Kade exhaled quietly, almost amused, stepping off the curb as the light changed. “You always know when someone’s looking at you?”

Zariah glanced up this time, her expression unchanged as he approached. “Not always,” she said. “Just when it’s obvious.”

Kade stopped a few feet from her, rain tapping lightly between them. “You calling me obvious?”

“I’m calling you consistent,” she replied.

He let out a low chuckle. “That sounds better.”

“It shouldn’t.”

That landed exactly how she intended it to.

Kade tilted his head slightly, studying her again. “You always this... direct?”

Zariah slid her phone into her bag, her movements precise. “You keep asking me that like you’re expecting a different answer.”

“Maybe I am.”

“You won’t get one.”

Kade nodded slowly, like he respected that. Because truth was, he did.

There wasn’t any guessing with her.

No games.

No mixed signals.

Just straight answers.

“You heading somewhere?” he asked.

“I usually am.”

“That wasn’t what I meant.”

Zariah adjusted the strap on her shoulder, meeting his eyes briefly. “I know what you meant.”

“And?”

“And I don’t answer questions that don’t serve me.”

Kade smirked faintly. “Everything gotta serve you?”

“Everything important does.”

There it was again.

That mindset.

That structure.

She didn’t just talk like that, she lived like that.

Kade glanced down the street, then back at her. “So what you got your whole day planned out already?”

“Yes.”

“No room for interruptions?”

“No.”

The answer came so quick it almost overlapped his question.

Kade laughed under his breath, shaking his head slightly. “You don’t make it easy, do you?”

Zariah didn’t react to the tone. Didn’t soften.

“I don’t make it anything,” she said. “I exist how I choose to.”

Kade looked at her for a second longer than usual, something shifting behind his eyes—not frustration...

Respect.

“You always been like this?” he asked.

Zariah paused just slightly this time. Not long enough for most people to notice but he did.

“Life requires structure,” she said finally. “Some of us learn that earlier than others.”

That told him more than she probably intended.

Not everything.

But enough.

Kade nodded once, slower this time. “And what happens when something doesn’t fit into that structure?”

Zariah met his gaze again, steady.

“Then it doesn’t stay.”

Simple.

Clean.

No emotion attached to it.

Kade felt that answer sit a little heavier than the rest.

Because men like him?

Didn’t fit into structure.

They disrupted it.

Shifted it.

Tested it.

Which meant...

By her standards?

He was already temporary.

That realization should’ve made him step back.

Lose interest.

Move on.

That’s what he usually did.

But instead...

He leaned in just a little more.

“So where do I fall in that?” he asked.

Zariah didn’t even hesitate.

“You don’t.”

Silence.

Not awkward.

Just real.

Rain continued to fall between them, light but steady, the city moving around them like they weren’t standing in the middle of something unspoken.

Kade let out a slow breath, a small smirk pulling at the corner of his mouth. “You don’t leave much room for conversation, do you?”

“I leave room for the right kind,” she said.

“And this isn’t it?”

Zariah stepped slightly to the side as a couple passed between them, then looked back at him.

“You haven’t given me a reason for it to be.”

That was the closest thing to an opening she’d given him so far.

Not an invitation.

But not a full shutdown either.

Kade caught that.

Of course he did.

He nodded once, accepting it for what it was. “Fair enough.”

Zariah checked the time on her watch, then looked back up. “I have somewhere to be.”

Kade gestured slightly. “Yeah, you mentioned that.”

She held his gaze for one last second, then said, “Try doing the same.”

With that, she stepped out into the rain, moving past him without hesitation, her pace steady, purposeful, not once looking back.

Kade turned his head slightly, watching her walk away, her figure blending into the movement of the city but never really getting lost in it.

He stood there for a moment, letting the rain settle against his jacket, his mind replaying everything she said.

Everything she didn’t say.

“Yeah,” he murmured under his breath.

“She’s not impressed.”

And for the first time in a long time...

He actually cared.
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