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Chapter 1 — The Window That Never Sleeps
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Rain had a strange way of making Mirevale feel smaller.

Not crowded. Not trapped.

Just smaller.

As if the entire town quietly folded itself beneath the sound of falling water.

The streets glowed softly under old amber lamps. Tiny rivers flowed along the edges of cracked sidewalks. Store signs flickered lazily against the wet evening air, while distant waves from the harbor rolled somewhere beyond the sleeping buildings.

Most people hated rainy nights in Mirevale.

Elias Rowan did not.

He stood beneath a leaning streetlamp near Alder Street, sleeves rolled to his elbows despite the cold. A metal toolbox rested open beside his boots while rain tapped steadily against the hood of his dark jacket.

The lamp above him blinked twice.

Then died again.

Elias sighed quietly.

“Come on...”

He climbed the small ladder once more, fingers already numb from the weather. The bulb housing rattled softly as he adjusted the wiring inside.

For a moment, the entire street went dark.

Then—

Warm light returned.

The narrow road glowed gold again, reflecting against puddles like melted honey.

Elias stared at it for a second longer than necessary.

People usually smiled when lights came back.

Children pointed at them.

Store owners thanked him.

But streetlights never said anything.

They only stayed.

And somehow, Elias understood them better than most people.

He climbed down slowly and packed his tools in silence.

The rain had become lighter now.

Thin.

Gentle.

Like the sky itself was getting tired.

Across the street, a small bookstore remained lit between rows of darkened buildings.

It always did.

“Elloway Books.”

Old wooden sign.
Fogged windows.
Tiny yellow lights.
And every single night, long after nearby shops closed, that bookstore stayed awake.

Elias noticed it months ago.

At first, it was nothing.

Just another light in town.

But over time, he began looking for it without realizing.

A habit.

A strange kind of reassurance.

No matter how empty Mirevale felt...
that window remained there.
Still glowing.

Still warm.

Still alive.

He adjusted the strap of his toolbox and started walking.

The bell above the bookstore door rang softly as he entered.

Warm air wrapped around him immediately.

The scent hit first.

Coffee.
Paper.
Old wood.
The kind of smell that made time slow down.

Small lamps hung from the ceiling, painting the shop in soft orange light. Shelves crowded every corner of the room, overflowing with books stacked sideways and unevenly as if nobody truly cared about organizing them anymore.

A jazz record played quietly somewhere in the back.

Elias removed his hood carefully.

And there she was.

Behind the counter.

Writing something in a notebook.

The girl from the window.

She looked up.

Brown sweater.
Loose dark hair.
Tired eyes carrying a warmth that somehow still survived.
“Oh,” she said softly. “You’re soaked.”

Elias blinked once, slightly caught off guard by her voice.

“I’m fine.”

“That’s usually what people say before getting sick.”

A small smile appeared on her face.

Not forced.

Not overly friendly.

Just... gentle.

Elias glanced around awkwardly.

“I only came because of the rain.”

“Then you’re lucky the rain likes this place.”

He almost smiled at that.

Almost.

The girl closed her notebook and stood up from the counter.

“You’re the lamp repair guy, right?”

Elias paused.

“How do you know that?”

“You walk around carrying a giant toolbox every night.”

“...Fair point.”

She laughed quietly.

It wasn’t loud.

It sounded more like warmth escaping into the room.

“I’m Mira,” she said. “I own this place.”

“Elias.”

“Nice to officially meet you, Elias.”

Officially.

The word lingered strangely in his chest.

As if she had already noticed him before tonight.

Mira moved behind the counter toward a small coffee machine.

“You want something warm?”

“I don’t really drink coffee.”

“Tea?”

“I’m okay.”

She looked at him for two seconds.

Then poured tea anyway.

Elias watched silently.

“You always ignore people when they answer your questions?” he asked.

“Only when I think they’re lying.”

She placed the cup gently in front of him.

Steam curled upward between them.

“...Thanks.”

“You’re welcome.”

Rain tapped softly against the bookstore windows.

For a while, neither of them spoke.

And strangely...

it wasn’t uncomfortable.

Elias rested his eyes on the shelves nearby.

Most bookstores felt polished.
Clean.
This one felt lived in.

Like every object had stayed long enough to gather memories.

“You stay open pretty late,” he finally said.

Mira leaned lightly against the counter.

“I like the quiet.”

“Doesn’t it get lonely?”

She looked toward the rain outside.

“...Sometimes.”

The answer came too honestly.

Too quickly.

As if she stopped herself too late.

Elias lowered his eyes to the tea.

He understood that kind of honesty.

The accidental kind.

Mira suddenly smiled again, softer this time.

“But lonely places can still feel warm, right?”

Elias didn’t answer immediately.

Outside, another streetlamp flickered in the distance.

“...Yeah,” he said quietly.

“They can.”

For some reason, the room became even quieter after that.

Not empty.

Just still.

Like two strangers accidentally recognizing something familiar inside each other.

The jazz record crackled softly.

Rain continued falling.

And beyond the bookstore window, Mirevale glowed faintly beneath the night.

The rain did not stop for another hour.

Mirevale disappeared deeper into silver fog outside the bookstore windows, turning the town into blurred lights and shadows drifting beneath water.

Elias remained near the counter longer than he intended.

Not because he had nowhere to go.

At least, that was what he kept telling himself.

Mira sat on the stool behind the register again, occasionally writing inside her notebook while soft jazz continued spinning through the old speakers overhead.

The bookstore had settled into a comfortable silence.

Pages turning.
Tea cooling.
Rain tapping against glass.
Elias found himself wandering slowly between the shelves.

Some books looked ancient enough to fall apart if touched too carelessly. Others were filled with folded paper notes sticking from their pages.

One shelf near the back caught his attention.

Small handwritten cards rested beneath certain books.

Tiny reviews.

Tiny thoughts.

Tiny memories.

“This book feels like watching rain alone at 2 AM.”

“I hated the ending when I was sixteen.
I understand it now.”
“For people who miss someone but don’t know how to say it.”

Elias stared quietly at the last card.

“For people who miss someone...”

His chest tightened slightly.

Not enough to hurt.

Enough to remember.

“You can borrow that one if you want.”

Mira’s voice appeared behind him gently.

Elias turned.

She stood holding two mugs now, one for herself this time.

“I don’t read much,” he admitted.

“That’s okay. Most people don’t.”

“Then why own a bookstore?”

Mira smiled faintly.

“Because books stay.”

He looked at her for a moment.

That answer sounded practiced.

Not fake.
Just old.
Like something she had believed for a long time.

She handed him another warm cup.

“You really don’t listen when people say no.”

“You keep drinking the tea though.”

“...Fair point.”

Another small laugh escaped her.

God, she laughed quietly.

Like she was afraid of disturbing the room.

Elias leaned against the shelf beside her.

“Do you write those cards?”

“Most of them.”

“Some sound depressing.”

“People like depressing books.”

“Why?”

Mira took a slow sip from her mug before answering.

“Because sadness feels honest.”

The sentence landed softly between them.

Too softly.

Elias glanced toward the rain again.

The truth was...

he understood exactly what she meant.

There was something exhausting about pretending life always moved forward beautifully.

Sometimes people stayed stuck.

Sometimes grief became furniture inside a person.

Not loud enough to destroy them.

Just always there.

Mira suddenly tilted her head slightly.

“You think too much.”

Elias blinked.

“What?”

“You get that look on your face.”

“What look?”

“Like your brain walked somewhere without you.”

For the first time that night, Elias actually smiled a little.

A real one.

Small.
Brief.
But real.

Mira noticed.

And strangely...

she looked a little proud of herself for causing it.

Outside, thunder rumbled faintly above the harbor.

The lights flickered once.

Twice.

Then—

Darkness.

The bookstore went completely black.

Mira sighed immediately.

“Seriously?”

Rain became louder without the music.

The entire town outside vanished into shadow.

Only distant car headlights drifted occasionally through the wet streets.

Elias set his cup down.

“Power outage?”

“Happens sometimes during storms.”

“You have candles?”

“Somewhere.”

A soft bump echoed nearby.

Then another.

“You okay?” Elias asked.

“I just attacked a chair with my shin.”

He couldn’t help it.

A quiet laugh escaped him.

“Wow. Rude.”

“You walked into furniture.”

“In my defense, it moved first.”

Elias shook his head lightly and reached into his work jacket. A small flashlight clicked on, casting pale light across the bookstore.

The room transformed instantly.

Dark shelves stretched into shadow.
Dust floated through the beam.
Rain shimmered silver against the windows.
And Mira—

stood there blinking against the light with messy hair falling around her face.

For a second, she looked less like the calm bookstore owner from earlier.

And more like someone tired.

Human.

Lonely.

Elias quickly looked away without understanding why.

“There,” he muttered. “Better.”

Mira smiled softly.

“See? The lamp guy saves the night again.”

He walked toward the electrical panel near the back wall.

“Probably temporary. Storm’s too strong.”

“You know a lot about electricity.”

“It’s my job.”

“No, I mean... you talk like someone who listens to machines.”

Elias paused.

That was strangely accurate.

He crouched beside the panel and checked the switches.

“I think machines are easier than people.”

The words left him before he could stop them.

Silence followed.

Not awkward.

Just careful.

Then Mira spoke quietly behind him.

“...People break differently.”

Elias looked over his shoulder.

The flashlight beam softened across the room between them.

“You saying machines don’t break?”

“They do,” she said.

“But at least they tell you where.”

Something about that answer stayed inside him.

Because she said it like experience.

Not philosophy.

A loud crack of thunder rolled above Mirevale.

Almost immediately after—

the lights returned.

Warm amber flooded the bookstore once again.

The jazz music resumed mid-song.

Both of them blinked against the sudden brightness.

“Well,” Mira said quietly, “that was dramatic.”

Elias stood up slowly.

“You should probably close soon.”

“Probably.”

But neither moved immediately.

Rain continued falling outside.

The bookstore windows glowed gold against the dark street again.

That same lonely light Elias always noticed every night.

Only now...

it no longer felt lonely at all.

By the time Elias finally stepped outside, the rain had softened into mist.

Mirevale looked half-asleep.

Streetlights reflected across wet roads like broken stars, while distant harbor fog drifted slowly between buildings. Somewhere far away, a train horn echoed through the night before fading into silence again.

Elias adjusted the strap of his toolbox and glanced back once.

The bookstore window still glowed behind him.

Warm.
Steady.
Mira stood inside near the counter, organizing books beneath hanging lights. From outside, she looked almost unreal — like part of the bookstore itself.

A quiet figure living inside warmth.

For a brief second, she looked up.

Their eyes met through rain-covered glass.

Then she smiled lightly and gave a tiny wave.

Elias hesitated.

Before awkwardly nodding once in return.

And somehow...

that tiny moment followed him all the way home.

—
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HIS APARTMENT SAT ABOVE an old laundromat near the edge of town.

Small.
Plain.
Quiet.
The kind of place people passed without remembering.

Elias unlocked the door and stepped inside. The room greeted him with darkness and the faint hum of an aging refrigerator.

He placed his toolbox beside the wall carefully.

Everything remained exactly where he left it.

A gray couch.
A small kitchen.
A lamp near the window.
Half-dead plants he forgot to water too often.
Nothing changed here.

Not for years.

Elias removed his wet jacket slowly and hung it near the door.

Then his eyes drifted toward the framed photograph sitting beside the bookshelf.

He stopped moving.

The picture showed two boys standing near Mirevale Harbor beneath summer sunlight.

One smiling brightly at the camera.

One squinting because the sun bothered his eyes.

His younger brother Noah had always laughed louder than the entire world deserved.

Even inside photographs, that smile felt alive.

Elias stared at it quietly.

“...Hey.”

The apartment gave no answer.

It never did.

Rain tapped softly against the window.

After a long moment, Elias turned away and walked toward the kitchen.

The silence tonight felt different somehow.

Not heavier.

Just unfamiliar.

Because for the first time in a long while...

his mind wasn’t only here.

It kept drifting back to warm bookstore lights.
To jazz music.
To handwritten cards beneath old novels.
To a girl who said:

“Lonely places can still feel warm.”

Elias opened the cabinet for tea.

Then paused.

A small paper napkin rested inside his jacket pocket when he reached for it.

He frowned slightly and pulled it out.

A note.

Written in messy handwriting.

You forgot your flashlight battery.
Also your tea payment was terrible.
— Mira
Below the sentence sat a tiny doodle of an angry rabbit.

Elias stared at it for several seconds.

Then unexpectedly—

he laughed.

Not much.

Just enough for the empty apartment to notice.

It had been a while since sound like that existed here.

He leaned against the kitchen counter quietly afterward, looking down at the note again.

Something strange was happening tonight.

Nothing important.

Nothing dramatic.

And yet...

the world felt one degree warmer than yesterday.

—
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MORNING ARRIVED SLOWLY in Mirevale.

Clouds still covered most of the sky, painting the town in pale silver light. Rainwater dripped from rooftops while sleepy shop owners prepared for another quiet day near the harbor.

Elias sat inside a small diner near Alder Street, half-listening to the old radio above the counter.

Coffee machines hissed softly.

Plates clinked.

The waitress refilled his mug without asking.

“Rough night?” she asked.

“Storm.”

“You look less dead than usual though.”

Elias looked up flatly.

“Thanks?”

“Was meant as a compliment.”

Before he could answer, the diner door opened.

Cold air drifted inside.

And Mira walked in carrying a folded umbrella.

Elias blinked immediately.

She noticed him almost at the same time.

“Oh.”

She smiled.

“Well that’s weirdly convenient.”

Today she wore a long beige coat with books pressed against her chest. Her hair remained slightly messy from the weather again.

Somehow, it suited her.

Mira approached his booth carefully.

“You come here often?”

“That sounded illegal somehow.”

“That means yes.”

Without waiting, she sat across from him.

Elias stared.

“You just sit with strangers?”

“We already survived a power outage together. That’s basically friendship.”

“...I don’t think that’s how friendship works.”

Mira looked genuinely thoughtful for a second.

“Maybe in Mirevale it does.”

The waitress arrived beside them immediately.

“Well,” she said dramatically, “look who finally made a friend.”

Elias closed his eyes briefly.

“I’m leaving.”
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