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Chapter 1 - The Rain at Bellmare Station
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Rain always made Bellmare look quieter than it really was.

The streets became mirrors of dim yellow lights, the sea breeze carried the smell of salt deeper into town, and every passing train sounded lonelier beneath the dark evening sky.

Sammy Alder stood near the coffee vending machine inside Bellmare Station with both hands inside the pockets of his coat. The station was almost empty except for a few passengers waiting for the last train north.

The old clock above the platform showed 8:47 PM.

Another delayed train.

He sighed softly.

“Again?”

The station guard laughed from behind the small ticket booth.

“You’ve been saying that every week.”

Sammy smiled faintly.

“Because it keeps happening every week.”

“That’s Bellmare for you.”

The guard returned to reading his newspaper while the rain outside continued tapping against the glass windows.

Sammy walked closer to the platform edge.

The tracks glistened beneath the station lights. Beyond them, the city faded into fog and rain.

Bellmare had always been like this.

Quiet.

Slow.

Like a town forgotten by time.

And maybe that was why Sammy never left.

A cold wind entered the station as the automatic doors opened behind him.

Several passengers stepped inside while shaking rainwater from their umbrellas.

Sammy barely looked back at first.

Until he heard a familiar voice.

“Excuse me... is the north line still running tonight?”

For a second, his body froze.

Not because of the words.

But because of the voice itself.

Soft.

Gentle.

Warm in a way he had not heard in years.

Sammy slowly turned around.

And there she was.

Dianne Vale.

Standing beneath the station light with damp hair falling over her shoulders and a navy coat wrapped around her body.

She looked older now.

More mature.

More tired somehow.

But her eyes were still exactly the same.

The same eyes that used to look at him across classroom windows during rainy afternoons.

The same eyes he thought he had already forgotten.

Dianne looked toward the station guard while adjusting the strap of her bag.

“I’m sorry,” she said politely. “Do you know if taxis still come by this late?”

The guard nodded.

“Sometimes. But with this rain, it could take a while.”

“I see...”

She smiled awkwardly.

And then her gaze shifted.

Straight toward Sammy.

For a brief moment, neither of them moved.

The noise of the rain seemed distant suddenly.

Like the entire station had become silent around them.

Dianne blinked first.

Her expression slowly changed from confusion into disbelief.

“...Sammy?”

He swallowed quietly.

“Hi, Dianne.”

The years between them suddenly felt very small.

And impossibly large at the same time.

Dianne stared at him for another second before letting out a soft laugh filled with surprise.

“Oh my God...”

Sammy smiled awkwardly.

“Yeah. That was my reaction too.”

“What are you doing here?”

“I live here.”

“No, I mean—”

She laughed again while brushing wet strands of hair behind her ear.

“I just didn’t expect to see you here.”

“Well...”

Sammy glanced around the station.

“I didn’t expect this either.”

Dianne looked at him carefully, almost like she was trying to compare the man standing in front of her with the boy she once knew.

“You look different,” she said.

“You too.”

“Older?”

“A little.”

“That’s rude.”

Sammy laughed quietly for the first time that evening.

And strangely, it felt familiar.

Comfortable.

Like opening a forgotten book and somehow remembering every page.

The station guard looked between them curiously.

“You two know each other?”

Dianne answered first.

“We went to school together.”

Sammy nodded.

“A long time ago.”

“Wow,” the guard muttered. “Bellmare really is a small town.”

Dianne smiled politely before looking back at Sammy.

“I can’t believe you’re still here.”

“Most people say that.”

“Why?”

“I don’t know.”

He looked outside toward the rain-covered streets.

“I guess I just got used to this place.”

For a moment, Dianne followed his gaze silently.

Bellmare was never a city people dreamed about.

Most people left.

Especially people with bigger ambitions.

And Dianne used to be one of them.

Back then, everyone thought she would never return.

Including Sammy.

A train horn echoed somewhere in the distance.

The station announcement buzzed overhead.

“North line arrival delayed by approximately twenty minutes.”

Dianne sighed softly.

“Perfect timing.”

“You heading north?”

She nodded.

“I rented a place near Seabrook Street.”

Sammy looked slightly surprised.

“That area’s pretty quiet.”

“That’s exactly why I picked it.”

Something in the way she said it sounded tired.

Not physically.

Emotionally.

Like someone exhausted from running too long.

Sammy noticed the dark circles beneath her eyes but chose not to mention them.

Instead, he pointed toward the vending machine behind him.

“You still drink hot chocolate?”

Dianne blinked.

“You remember that?”

“You used to hate coffee.”

“I still do.”

Sammy walked toward the machine.

“That never changed, huh?”

“Some things don’t.”

The words lingered in the air longer than expected.

Dianne seemed to realize it too.

Her expression softened slightly.

Sammy bought two cups and handed one to her.

The warmth from the paper cup immediately spread into her hands.

“Thanks.”

“No problem.”

For a while, they stood beside each other near the platform while rain continued falling outside.

It felt oddly natural.

And yet both of them were careful.

Like old friends trying not to step on memories that might still hurt.

“So...” Dianne said quietly. “What do you do now?”

“Freelance editor.”

She looked impressed.

“Books?”

“Mostly novels.”

“That sounds peaceful.”

“Sometimes.”

“And lonely?”

Sammy glanced at her.

“A little.”

Dianne stared into her cup after that.

As if the answer meant more than he intended.

“What about you?” he asked.

She hesitated briefly.

“I worked in Hanford City for a few years.”

“The design company?”

“You remember that too?”

“You talked about it almost every day back then.”

A small smile appeared on her face.

“I guess I did.”

“So why come back?”

The question escaped before Sammy could stop himself.

Dianne went quiet.

The rain outside became heavier.

For a moment, Sammy thought she would avoid answering.

But eventually she spoke.

“I got tired.”

“Tired?”

“Of everything.”

Her voice was calm, but something underneath it sounded fragile.

“The city... work... people...”

She looked toward the dark train tracks.

“I just wanted somewhere quieter.”

Sammy understood that feeling more than he could explain.

Bellmare was the kind of town people returned to when life became too loud.

A place that asked nothing from you.

A place where silence did not feel uncomfortable.

Dianne let out a small breath.

“This place still smells the same.”

“The ocean?”

“And rain.”

Sammy smiled faintly.

“Yeah.”

Another silence came.

But this one felt softer.

Less awkward.

Like the distance between them had slightly shortened.

Dianne looked at him again.

“You really haven’t changed much.”

“That’s either a compliment or an insult.”

“I haven’t decided yet.”

He laughed quietly.

And hearing that laugh seemed to affect Dianne more than expected.

Because for a brief second, her eyes became distant.

Like she had suddenly remembered something from years ago.

Something warm.

Something painful.

Back when they were younger, before life became complicated.

Back when promises sounded permanent.

A train finally appeared through the rain outside, its headlights glowing through the fog.

The north line.

Passengers slowly began gathering near the platform edge.

Dianne adjusted her bag on her shoulder.

“That’s mine.”

Sammy nodded.

“Looks like it.”

But neither of them moved immediately.

And somehow, that felt important.

Dianne looked at him carefully once more.

“Sammy?”

“Yeah?”

“...I’m glad it was you.”

The words caught him off guard.

“What do you mean?”

“If I had to run into someone tonight...”

She smiled softly.

“I’m glad it was you.”

Before Sammy could answer, the train doors opened with a mechanical hiss.

The cold wind rushed into the station again.

Dianne stepped backward slowly.

“I guess I’ll see you around.”

“Bellmare’s small.”

“True.”

She hesitated one last time before boarding the train.

And just before the doors closed—

She looked back at him.

Exactly the same way she used to years ago.

Then the train pulled away into the rainy night.

Leaving Sammy standing alone on the platform again.

But somehow...

Bellmare no longer felt as quiet as before.

Sammy did not sleep well that night.

Rain continued falling long after he returned home, tapping softly against the windows of his small apartment above an old bookstore near Harbor Lane.

Normally, he liked rainy nights.

They made the world quieter.

Simpler.

But tonight, his mind refused to settle.

Because after almost ten years...

Dianne Vale had suddenly walked back into his life like someone stepping out of an unfinished memory.

Sammy lay on the couch with one arm over his eyes.

The clock on the wall showed 1:16 AM.

Still awake.

He sighed quietly and sat up.

Outside the apartment window, Bellmare glowed beneath wet streetlights and drifting fog from the harbor.

A few cars passed through the empty streets below.

Somewhere in the distance, waves crashed softly against the docks.

Everything looked the same.

Yet somehow, nothing felt the same anymore.

Sammy stood and walked toward the kitchen.

His apartment was small but comfortable.

Books stacked near almost every wall.

Old vinyl records beside the television.

A dying plant near the window that somehow refused to completely give up.

The place suited him.

Quiet.

Uncomplicated.

Lonely, maybe.

But manageable.

He poured himself a glass of water before stopping near the kitchen counter.

His phone screen lit up.

A message.

From Edgar.

Edgar Nolan:
You alive?
Sammy smiled faintly.

He typed back.

Sammy:
Unfortunately.
The reply came almost instantly.

Edgar:
Good. Coffee tomorrow morning.
And don’t disappear again.
Sammy:
You say that like I’m a criminal.
Edgar:
You vanish for three days every time you edit a sad novel.
Sammy:
Occupational hazard.
Edgar:
9 AM. Harbor Brew.
I’m not asking.
Sammy stared at the message for a moment before replying.

Sammy:
Fine.
A few seconds later—

Edgar:
Also Clara said you still owe her money.
Sammy frowned immediately.

Sammy:
That woman lies for sport.
Edgar:
See you tomorrow.
The conversation ended there.

Sammy placed the phone down and looked outside again.

For some reason, he almost typed something else.

Something about Dianne.

But he stopped himself.

Because he did not even know what to say.

She’s back?

I saw her tonight?

She still smiles the same way?

None of it sounded normal in his head.

So instead, he remained silent.

Just like he had years ago.

...

Morning arrived slowly over Bellmare.

Clouds still covered the sky, though the rain had weakened into a soft drizzle.

Harbor Brew sat near the waterfront between an old flower shop and a tiny convenience store that never seemed to close.

The café smelled like roasted coffee beans and warm bread the moment Sammy stepped inside.

A bell above the door rang softly.

“Look who finally returned to civilization.”

Edgar Nolan sat near the window with a cup of coffee already in hand.

He wore a dark green sweater beneath his jacket, his messy hair barely organized as usual.

Sammy pulled out the chair across from him.

“You act dramatic this early in the morning?”

“I own a music store. Drama is part of the brand.”

“You own three guitars and a broken piano.”

“Atmosphere matters.”

Sammy laughed quietly.

Edgar leaned back in his chair while studying him carefully.

“You look tired.”

“Couldn’t sleep.”

“Editing deadline?”

Sammy hesitated briefly.

“...Not exactly.”

Edgar narrowed his eyes immediately.

“Oh?”

Before Sammy could answer, another voice interrupted them.

“You still owe me twelve dollars.”

Clara Bennett appeared beside the table carrying a tray of coffee cups.

Her dark hair was tied loosely behind her head, and her expression carried the same familiar annoyance she always showed Sammy.

“She’s lying,” Sammy said calmly.

“I have witnesses.”

“You forged those witnesses.”

Clara placed a coffee cup in front of him anyway.

“You’re lucky I’m generous.”

Edgar pointed at Sammy dramatically.

“He called your café coffee mediocre last month.”

“I said inconsistent.”

“That’s worse.”

Clara crossed her arms.

“Get out.”

“See?” Sammy muttered to Edgar. “Violence.”

But Clara suddenly paused while looking toward the café entrance.

Her expression shifted slightly.

“Oh.”

Edgar turned his head first.

Then Sammy followed.

And immediately froze.

Dianne had just entered the café.

Her hair was slightly damp from the drizzle outside, and she wore a cream-colored sweater beneath a long gray coat.

For a second, she looked surprised too.

Then she smiled softly.

“Well...”

She looked between them.

“This town really is small.”

Edgar blinked.

“...Dianne?”

“You remember me?”

“Of course I remember you.”

Edgar stood immediately.

“You disappeared for like ten years.”

“Eight,” Dianne corrected.

“That’s still rude.”

She laughed softly.

And hearing that laugh again made something tighten quietly inside Sammy’s chest.

Clara looked between all of them curiously.

“You know each other?”

“We survived high school together,” Edgar answered.

“Barely,” Dianne added.

Clara pointed toward an empty chair.

“Sit. Anyone connected to Sammy probably needs emotional support.”

“Hey.”

Dianne smiled and sat beside the window.

The atmosphere somehow changed after that.

Warmer.

Livelier.

Like someone had reopened an old room filled with forgotten sunlight.

Edgar leaned forward dramatically.

“So explain yourself.”

Dianne laughed.

“What?”

“You vanished.”

“I moved.”

“That’s basically vanishing.”

“I sent messages.”

“You sent two.”

“That counts.”

“No it doesn’t.”

Sammy quietly watched them talk while holding his coffee cup.

It felt strangely nostalgic.

Like being pulled backward into another version of life.

Back when mornings were filled with school uniforms, cheap snacks, unfinished dreams, and conversations that lasted too long.

Back before adulthood scattered everyone in different directions.

Clara suddenly looked at Dianne.

“So why come back to Bellmare?”

Dianne’s smile softened slightly.

“I needed a break.”

“From?”

“Life, mostly.”

Clara immediately nodded like she understood completely.

“Fair.”

Edgar pointed toward Sammy.

“He never escaped Bellmare.”

“I noticed.”

Sammy sighed.

“Why does everyone say that like it’s tragic?”

“Because this town has one bookstore and four seagulls,” Edgar replied.

“Five,” Clara corrected.

“The angry one doesn’t count.”

Dianne laughed again.

And Sammy realized something.

He had not heard laughter like this in a very long time.

Not forced.

Not polite.

Real laughter.

The kind that made people look younger for a moment.

Dianne turned toward Sammy suddenly.

“You still reading on the station platform during rainstorms?”

He blinked slightly.

“You remember that?”

“You used to sit there almost every week.”

“That sounds depressing when you say it out loud.”

“It was a little depressing.”

Edgar pointed at him again.

“He still does weird lonely things.”

“I’m literally sitting with people right now.”

“Physically, yes.”

Clara nodded seriously.

“Emotionally questionable.”

Sammy groaned softly while Dianne tried not to laugh too hard.

For the first time since entering the café, Sammy noticed something different in her expression.

The tiredness from last night remained.

But it looked lighter now.

Less heavy.

As if simply sitting here made breathing easier.

Maybe Bellmare really did that to people.

Or maybe familiar faces did.

Outside the café windows, the harbor waves moved slowly beneath the gray morning sky.

People walked past with umbrellas while soft music played quietly through the café speakers.

It felt peaceful.

Simple.

The kind of moment most people ignored.

But Sammy noticed it carefully.

Because moments like this rarely lasted forever.

Eventually Edgar checked his watch and stood up.

“I need to open the shop before customers start pretending they’ll buy instruments.”

“You mean teenagers,” Clara said.

“Exactly.”

He grabbed his coat before looking toward Dianne.

“You busy later?”

“Not really.”

“Good. We’re kidnapping you tonight.”

Dianne blinked.

“...What?”

“Dinner.”

“You can’t invite yourself to people’s lives after disappearing for eight years.”

“That feels illegal.”

“It’s Bellmare,” Edgar said proudly. “We ignore social boundaries here.”

Clara nodded.

“Pretty accurate.”

Dianne laughed softly before finally giving in.

“Alright.”

Edgar pointed at Sammy.

“You’re coming too.”

“I was already sitting here.”

“Emotionally commit.”

Sammy rolled his eyes.

But quietly—

He found himself looking forward to tonight more than he wanted to admit.

Bellmare looked different at night.

The harbor lights reflected across the dark water like scattered gold, small restaurants glowed warmly beneath old signs, and the sea breeze carried the distant sound of waves through nearly every street.

By the time evening arrived, the rain had completely stopped.

The air smelled cold and fresh.

Sammy stood outside Edgar’s music shop with both hands inside his coat pockets while staring at the illuminated sign above the entrance.

Nolan Records & Music.

The sign flickered slightly on one side.

It had been broken for almost two years.

Edgar refused to fix it because he claimed it gave the place “character.”

“It gives people electrical concerns,” Sammy muttered.

The shop door suddenly opened.

“And yet you keep coming back.”

Edgar stepped outside carrying two paper bags filled with takeout containers.

“You were talking to yourself again?”

“I was criticizing your life choices.”

“That’s friendship.”

Sammy glanced toward the street.

“She late?”

“By three minutes,” Edgar answered dramatically. “Unforgivable.”

Right on cue, a taxi slowly stopped across the road.

Dianne stepped out while adjusting the strap of her bag.

Tonight she wore a dark brown coat and light scarf wrapped loosely around her neck.

The streetlight beside her reflected softly against her hair as she looked around before noticing them.

And once again—

She smiled.

Sammy hated how familiar that smile still felt.

“Sorry,” she said while walking toward them. “The driver got lost twice.”

“That’s Bellmare tradition,” Edgar replied.

“The roads literally go in circles.”

“They do,” Sammy admitted.

Dianne looked between them.

“So where are we eating?”

Edgar lifted the paper bags proudly.

“We’re not.”

“...What?”

“Plan changed.”

“That sounds dangerous,” Sammy said immediately.

Edgar ignored him.

“Clara closed the café early, so we’re eating at the harbor.”

Dianne blinked.

“You brought takeout to the docks?”

“Yes.”

“...Why?”

Edgar looked offended.

“Because life needs atmosphere.”

Sammy sighed.

“He watched one indie movie and never recovered.”

“Art changed me.”

Despite herself, Dianne laughed quietly.

And somehow, hearing that sound again beneath the cool night air made Bellmare feel warmer than usual.

The three of them walked toward the harbor together.

Streetlights stretched across the wet pavement while passing cars moved slowly through town.

Bellmare remained quiet compared to most cities.

But that was part of its charm.

Nothing here rushed you.

Even time itself felt slower.

As they crossed Harbor Lane, Dianne looked around carefully.

“A lot changed.”

“Some parts,” Sammy replied.

“The bookstore’s still there though.”

“You remember that too?”

“You used to hide there after school.”

Edgar pointed at Sammy.

“He still hides there.”

“It’s peaceful.”

“It smells like old paper and sadness.”

“Exactly.”

Dianne smiled softly to herself.

For a brief moment, Sammy caught her looking at him differently.

Not awkward.

Not distant.

Just... thoughtful.

Like she was slowly reconnecting pieces of someone she once knew.

The harbor came into view a few minutes later.

Wooden docks stretched over the dark water while fishing boats swayed gently beneath the night breeze.

A small lighthouse blinked faintly in the distance.

Edgar placed the food bags on a nearby bench.

“Welcome to Bellmare luxury dining.”

“I’m slightly concerned,” Dianne admitted.

“You should be.”

They sat together facing the ocean.

For a while, the conversation remained light.

Edgar talked endlessly about strange customers visiting his music shop.

Dianne shared stories about city life that sounded both exciting and exhausting.

And Sammy mostly listened.

Like always.

At some point, Edgar suddenly pointed at Dianne with chopsticks.

“Wait. Do you still draw?”

She looked surprised.

“A little.”

“A little means yes.”

Sammy looked at her.

“You still sketch?”

Dianne nodded softly.

“Sometimes.”

Back then, she used to draw constantly.

Notebooks.

Windows.

People at cafés.

Random moments nobody else noticed.

Sammy remembered watching her sketch during lunch breaks while pretending not to stare.

“You used to be really good,” he said quietly.

Dianne smiled faintly.

“That was a long time ago.”

“Good things don’t disappear that easily.”

The words came out naturally.

But the moment they did, silence briefly settled between them.

Not uncomfortable.

Just... heavier.

Dianne looked at him carefully again.

And Sammy suddenly became very aware of Edgar sitting beside them smirking like an idiot.

“What?” Sammy muttered.

“Nothing,” Edgar answered innocently.

“You look suspicious.”

“I always look suspicious.”

“That’s true,” Dianne admitted.

Edgar placed a hand dramatically over his chest.

“I’m being attacked.”

The tension dissolved into laughter after that.

Warm laughter.

Easy laughter.

The kind Sammy forgot he missed.

The ocean waves moved quietly beneath the docks while cold wind drifted through the harbor.

Bellmare nights had always felt lonely to Sammy.

But tonight felt different somehow.

Less empty.

As
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