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Chapter 1 The Bus Stop
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Rain drifted through the morning air with a lean that made it more annoying than anything. Kenneth sat on the metal bench of the Number 17 bus stop outside Yokosuka. Yokosuka has been his home ever since he followed his ex-wife to Japan. They were newlyweds and, like every relationship, faced tough choices. His ex-wife chose career over him. The breakup was not because of sexual desires or intimacy problems. It simply ran its course. However, since the divorce, Kenneth's life has been anything but exciting. He decided to stay in Japan and take a job in Yokosuka. This was his routine since. Kennth has sat at the same bus stop and sees the woman in a yellow poncho bicycling past, bowing slightly as she glides through the puddles. By this time, the city was waking up, and no one had noticed the random Black American sitting quietly at the bus stop each time. The sounds were always the same: a vending machine humming, shop shutters groaning open, a lone crow crying from a telephone wire. 

He had been in Japan for eight months now, long enough to understand the language but still slow to answer when spoken to. After the divorce was finalized, Kenneth didn't go back to the States. Yokosuka had become home, and the last thing he wanted was to start over where nothing felt familiar. A local noodle shop near Shiori Station offered to sponsor his work visa. The owner liked his work ethic and the way customers lit up when he spoke English. 

That was all he needed.

A signature, a new visa, and a quiet corner of Japan where he didn't have to be anybody except himself. Besides, Kenneth wasn't hiding, exactly, just living quietly, working odd hours, drifting through days that felt disconnected. Looking at his watch, wondering where the bus was, Kenneth notices a person a few feet away, hunched under a blue umbrella, black hair tucked behind one ear, tuning a guitar that looked as travel-worn as the case beside it. The melody that followed was gentle, almost embarrassed to be heard. When the bus groaned up the hill and hissed to a stop, the musician looked up and smiled.

"Bus is late again," he said, voice lilting with a faint accent.

Kenneth nodded. "Seems like time moves slower here when it rains." He tried to think of something else to say without sounding lame. Probably the first time he has had a conversation in months. However, he was relieved when the musician jumped in first. 

"Everywhere moves slower when it rains," Randy replied, brushing water from the guitar. Their timing made the awkward back-and-forth feel like a gentle rhythm in a quiet conversation. The stranger's words carried a calm warmth, making the moment feel unexpectedly meaningful. "I'm Randy."

The name landed easily, no handshake, no small talk, just that, an offering as simple as the weather. With a shaky and high-pitched voice, 

"Kenneth," he replied.

Kenneth overthought the conversation, feeling a mix of nervousness and longing. The charged silence made him wonder if he was missing the moment. He was never good at breaking the ice, relying on others to start, then jumping in afterward, hoping to connect but feeling more isolated. 

"You military?" Randy asked, still tuning his guitar, never looking away.

Kenneth hesitated. "Sort of. Civilian now. Work logistics locally." Hoping the stranger couldn't tell he was using the word' logistics' as a substitute for a delivery boy. 

"Ah. That explains the posture. You sit like you're trying to disappear."

He chuckled. "Guess I got good at it." 

"Doesn't suit you," Randy said, casually, as though observing a cracked tile.

He didn't respond, not right away. Something was comforting in the way Randy talked, not fishing, just floating alongside him, like someone who didn't need to fill the space to enjoy it.

They both looked out as a city bus rumbled down the road, its headlights glinting off wet asphalt.

"You always take this route?" Kenneth asked.

"When I don't sleep through it," Randy said. "Usually I'm out, or worse, writing songs that'll never leave my notes app." Kenneth, finally loosening up, decided to fling a joke

"Are they any good?"

"The songs or the sets?" replied Randy

"Whichever one's less embarrassing."

Randy laughed, and it wasn't loud, but it was warm. "You'll have to stick around to find out."

They stepped onto the bus together. The driver bowed, the doors folded shut, and the sound of tires on wet asphalt filled the silence. Randy took the seat across from him, balancing the guitar against their knees, and started tracing musical notes on the fogged window. Kenneth, observing Randy in the window, couldn't help but notice the faint scent of cedar shampoo coming from him. Although by this time the air was mixed with diesel courtesy of the bus, it was still attention-grabbing.

Kenneth watched their reflection ripple in the glass; something between sunlight and shadow. As the conversation flowed with awkward jokes and interpersonal details, both missed their perspective bus stops.  

Kennth caught himself smiling, something he had not done in months, and was surprised his face still remembered how.

As the bus turned toward the waterfront, Randy pulled the string to stop, and Kenneth hesitated. He wanted to ask Randy for his Line, a popular messaging app. Still, he stayed quiet, feeling the weight of unspoken words and the fear of breaking the fragile connection forming between them.  

The rain softened into a thin mist by the time there was another stop. Randy was first. He stood, gave him an easy smile, and stepped off at Bay Square, a tall high-rise tower catching the dim streetlights like something straight out of another life. Kenneth watched him disappear into the glow, his bronze skin and neatly kept hair still vivid in my mind.

Kenneth's stop came next at Shiori Station, just a short walk from his place in Shiori Heights. He told himself to focus on the puddles, the quiet streets, the familiar route home, but his thoughts kept circling back to him. Kenneth never looked at another man that way before. Noticing Randy's body shape, the smile that hit harder than it should,  his calm demeanor, and confidence that made everyone feel a lot smaller, and Kenneth a little exposed. Kenneth just wanted to go about his day because that was all he knew. He wanted to remember the conversation as just that, between strangers who were waiting for a bus in the rain.

He wanted to leave it at that.

A one-off moment.

A friendly encounter.

But as the doors closed behind him and the bus pulled away, Kenneth realized he was still thinking about him.

And that was the part he couldn't explain.
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Chapter 2 – The Quiet After
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Morning came with the same gray sky, the same thin mist that collected on the apartment windows of Shiori Heights. Kenneth woke before his alarm, though he wasn’t fully sure he had slept. His mind felt caught between two places, his room in Japan, with its quiet hum of city life drifting through the walls, and the lingering echo of a bus ride that refused to fade.

He repeated his morning routine, Shower. Towel. Coffee. 

Outside, Shiori Station was beginning its usual stir. Salarymen in dark suits walked briskly, umbrellas angled just so to avoid accidental contact. Students in navy uniforms clustered by the entrance, adjusting heavy bags with books. His familiar sights once again, predictable, orderly, a quiet place to hide.

He headed toward the noodle shop where he worked part-time. Tucked between a corner bakery and a flower stall whose scent spilled sweetly into the sidewalk. The shop itself was narrow but cozy, with steam fogging the windows from the morning broth already simmering. The owner, Mr. Nakano, gave him a nod as he entered.

"Ohayō, Kenneth-san.

"Ohayō," he replied, slipping into the back to tie on his apron.

Kenneth liked the rhythm here. Bowls washed. Tables wiped. Orders shouted in voices that somehow blended warmth and urgency. English-speaking tourists sometimes wandered in, surprised to find an American behind the counter. Mr. Nakano always smiled at that. Kenneth’s presence brought in customers without him even realizing it.

Still, today felt different. As he ladled broth and wiped counters, the memory of Randy lingered like background music he couldn’t switch off. The way he laughed softly. Randy’s gentle way he traced shapes on the bus window. The warmth in his voice when he said Kenneth’s name.

Kennth, however, shook the thought away. He’d barely met the man. A stranger with a guitar and a quiet smile wasn’t enough to derail him.

But Randy’s image kept circling back.

Kenneth took a break at around eleven, stepping outside to breathe the crisp air. While leaning against the wall, he watched the flow of people move as though carried by an unseen tide.

He wondered where Randy was right now. Probably sleeping. Musicians were like that, he guessed, late nights, slow mornings. Randy had mentioned writing music, though Kenneth wasn’t sure if it was his job or just a passion. It didn’t matter. What mattered was the way the conversation had made something in him shift.

He hadn’t noticed another person this sharply in years.

He pushed the thought down again and went back inside.

By afternoon, the shop slowed, and Kenneth cleaned up for the day. His shift ended early, leaving him with the rest of the afternoon to wander. Some days, he’d walk to Mikasa Park and sit by the water, watching the ships drift in and out of the bay. Other days, he’d take the long route home, passing through side streets lined with convenience stores, old shrines, and vending machines glowing faintly even in daylight.

He finally made it home. His apartment was small—one room, a kitchenette, and a balcony facing the train tracks. The space was tidy, but not warm. He’d never bothered to decorate. Staying in Japan hadn’t been the plan; it had just... happened.

He changed out of his work clothes and sat on the edge of the bed, staring at his phone. A part of him felt ridiculous. He didn’t have Randy’s number. He didn’t have any reason to think they’d meet again.

Yet the thought kept pulling at him.

He stood, restless, and made tea. He drank half of it before setting the cup down. He paced. He checked the weather app even though the sky outside was visible through the window.

Nothing eased the strange tension in his chest.

He remembered the way Randy had laughed at his joke. The way he’d called him out for disappearing into himself. The way he’d looked stepping off the bus, framed in the glow of the streetlights.

Kenneth while sighing and rubbing his face. "It was just a conversation," he muttered.

But something inside argued back: Then why are you still thinking about it?

Kenneth laid back on the bed and closed his eyes. He tried to nap, but his thoughts kept drifting, to the rain, the bus, the soft hum Randy made when he thought Kenneth wasn’t listening.

By early evening, he gave up pretending he wasn’t waiting for something. Waiting for what, he wasn’t sure. Maybe just a sign that the world hadn’t played some kind of trick on him. That the warmth he felt wasn’t imaginary.

He decided to take a walk. The air outside was cooler now, the sky beginning to tint with sunset. Lanterns lit the storefronts along the road, creating soft halos of light. Kenneth walked toward Bay Square without consciously choosing the direction.

If he ran into Randy again, it would be coincidence. Fate. Whatever people called it when the universe nudged them gently.

If he didn’t... well, he’d survive. He’d survived worse.

He reached the plaza and lingered near the fountain. A few people sat on benches, chatting or scrolling on their phones. A pair of teenagers shared taiyaki near the steps. A businessman hurried past, talking into his headset.

Kenneth waited.

Five minutes. Ten. Fifteen.

Nothing.

He exhaled slowly, feeling both relief and disappointment. Maybe it was for the best. Maybe the moment on the bus was meant to be just that.....a moment.

As he turned to leave, a small voice hit his ears 

"Kenneth?"

The voice came from behind him, warm and familiar.

He froze.

Turning slowly, he saw Randy stepping out from under the awning of a convenience store, a fresh umbrella in hand and that same easy smile on his face.

"Didn’t expect to see you again," Randy said, tilting his
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