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	Rain Without Mercy 

	A tale where a God forgets the game,

	a girl remembers the stars,

	and the silence between them becomes a spell.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Under the Fig Tree

	 

	The fig tree wasn’t planted by anyone. It was simply there, it simply was.

	Half-wild and older than the wall beside it, it leaned where the monastery ended. As if the world had paused here, one breath past holy, one breath before memory.

	 

	Its roots had cracked stone with the patience of centuries, shifting the old border where God’s rule met the dirt’s. Here, order frayed. The grass grew tangled; weeds spoke in the dialect of unblessed places. A fig, not yet ripe, swung low like a warning.

	 

	Evandor sat with his back pressed to the tree’s shoulder, like he was meditating or praying. But he was just… waiting. The kind of waiting that knows, not what but who.

	He looked like any village boy. Shirt loose, boots scuffed, one knee bent to lean an elbow.

	But the stillness of him, it was the stillness of something that could set the air on fire,

	but had chosen not to.

	 

	Beside him, a bundle: bread wrapped in worn cloth. It was still warm, slightly. He’d torn it too soon, couldn’t help himself. The crust broken, the smell, yeast and ash, thyme and something faintly sweet, rose and settled again, like a promise he didn’t dare make.

	 

	And violets. A handful, purplish-blue and arrogant.

	He’d picked them from the path’s shadow, where the monks never looked. He didn’t ask permission; he didn’t need to.

	He turned one between thumb and forefinger. Cold stem, crushed petal. It would wilt before she arrived, but she would love it anyway.

	Time had no structure here. Only sensation: the hush of leaves, the press of a root against his spine, the bite of cool air where the sun hadn’t reached.

	A bell would ring soon, somewhere behind the walls. The brothers would chant; someone would confess. But here, under this tree, time folded, and Evandor became only a boy with dirt under his nails and a heart too full for his own chest.

	 

	Then he heard a sound but didn’t turn. Grass yielding under bare feet. The corner of his mouth lifted. He rose slowly, the way you rise for something sacred, not because you were told, but because your body remembers what devotion feels like.

	He stepped forward, out of the fig tree’s shadow and the morning kissed him gold. Bread and violets in hand, he waited. He was not hiding; they were simply ready.

	The breeze shifted bringing a scent of lavender. And the sound of her, quick, barefoot, laughing, as if the earth had grown impatient to hold her again.

	And the sound came first. Bare feet slapping grass, too fast to be careful, too alive to be quiet. As if the earth had remembered her and started to hum. 
He didn’t move. Didn’t need to. He only shifted the violets in his hand like an offering and smiled as if the day had finally arrived. 
Then she burst into view. Skirts damp with dew, hair a rebellion against every braid ever attempted, grin already halfway to triumph.
“You’re early,” he said, deadpan.
“I am not!” she declared, scandalized, breathless, glowing. “I’m only less late than usual. That’s progress.”
“You call this progress?” He arched an eyebrow, amused.
She flopped into the grass beside him with all the grace of a falling apple and none of the shame. Her knees bore witness, green-streaked and gloriously unapologetic.
“It’s emotional progress,” she said. “My soul was here before my feet.”
“Oh, I felt it.” He tapped his chest. “The meadow trembled.”
“It did not.”
“It did. The birds staged a revolt. One nearly slapped me on its way out.”
She snorted. “They were just making room. For greatness.”
He looked at her then, really looked. Sunlight on her cheek, sweat at her temple, and violets already plucked from his hand and tucked into her collar like she owned the whole field.
“You’re not allowed to steal those,” he said mildly.
“I rescued them,” she echoed, throwing his earlier words back with a wink. “From a joyless, flowerless life.”
“They were thriving.”
“They were waiting.”
She leaned in, close enough that the scent of her, lavender, wild leaves, mischief, stirred the air between them. Her fingers grazed the cloth-wrapped bread at his hip.
“For me?” she asked, voice soft as sin.
“Mostly,” he said, smirking.
Her eyes narrowed. “That better not mean you took the corner piece.”
He was already unwrapping it. “Would I do that?”
“You absolutely would.”
And still, she tore it in half and gave him the bigger piece. That was just how she was.
They ate in silence for a moment, not the empty kind, but the full kind, the kind that hummed with the exact frequency of two people who’d already said everything worth saying and now got to enjoy the fact that they didn’t have to prove anything.
A crumb stuck to her lip. He reached, thumbed it away.
She caught his wrist. Held it and looked at him like he was the centre of a map she was just beginning to draw.
“You’d still be here, wouldn’t you,” she said, quiet now. No smile. Just truth.
“I would,” he said, no hesitation.
“Even if I was later than this.”
“I’d wait forever.”
She laughed again, but this time it was different. Not teasing, not smug. Just… radiant. As if she’d caught joy mid-flight and let it settle in her bones.
Then she leaned back, arms behind her, chin tilted to the sun. The light caught her hair; the violets tilted in their new home. The fig tree above them whispered like an old god trying not to laugh.
And he stayed beside her, bread forgotten, heartbeat steady. Because even now, before remembering, before names, before the Pattern stirred, there was this.
This meadow. This girl. This moment that made the sky pause to watch.
The bread between them had gone cold, but neither noticed.
Liliane was lying flat now, one arm slung over her forehead like she meant to block out the sky, the other idly pulling up stalks of grass only to drop them again. Her skirt was bunched under one hip and she hadn’t bothered to fix it. Evandor was half on his side, elbow in the dirt, watching her with that quiet focus she always pretended not to notice.
“You carve in your sleep,” she said, like accusing someone of snoring.
He blinked, caught. “Do I?”
She turned her head lazily toward him, grinning. “Mmhmm. Fingers twitching like they’re drawing invisible trees, or spells, or…” she made the shape in the air again, mock-serious, “whatever that thing is you scratched on the window.”
“It’s not a spell.”
“No?” She rolled onto her side, head propped in her palm. “Because it looked very intentional for someone pretending it wasn’t.”
He tried to smother a smile and failed.
“It needed something,” he said, too casually.
She snorted. “You always say that. That the table needed smoothing. The shutters needed carving. The doorway needed a spiral of dots that looks very much like a sign.”
Evandor picked up a crumb of bread and flicked it at her chest. “You’re imagining things.”
“Oh, absolutely.” She plucked the crumb and popped it into her mouth. “Dreaming of mysterious boys who can’t sit still without making the world more complicated.”
He leaned forward just slightly, a glint behind his eyes. “And yet, you keep coming back.”
She didn’t pull away. “Maybe I like complications.”
Their gazes held, the kind of stretch between two people that tastes almost like a kiss, even if no one moves. Then she flopped back down with a sigh, flinging her hand into the grass.
“My dreams are boring,” she said to the sky. “No carvings. Just… stairs. Running. The usual.”
Evandor lay back beside her, shoulder brushing hers.
“Maybe you’re running toward something.”
She scoffed. “No. Away.”
“From what?”
She didn’t answer right away. The silence stretched but didn’t strain.
“From cages shaped like kindness,” she said finally. “From people who look at you like you’re lovely right until you step out of line.”
He exhaled, a sound that wasn’t quite agreement, but wasn’t argument either.
“You don’t run from me,” he said.
She turned her head toward him again, studying him.
“No,” she said. “You’re not the cage. You’re the damn crack in the wall.”
That made him laugh. “How poetic.”
“It’s not poetry,” she said. “You just… you let the air in.”
They lay like that, the fig tree above them unmoved, but somehow… listening.
She reached out without thinking and found his hand. It was warm, callused, familiar in the way stars might be if you could touch them.
“You know,” she murmured, “sometimes I think if I asked you what your real name is, the grass would catch fire.”
He stilled. Just for a moment. Just enough. Her thumb traced a faint line along his palm, a scar or a memory or both.
“Don’t worry,” she whispered. “I’m not asking.”
He turned his hand so their fingers linked, not tightly, but deliberately.
“You’d find out eventually.”
“Would I?” she asked, teasing again.
“You already are.”
The morning thinned, stretched, like it knew it was being watched. Liliane had grown still.
Not from weariness. Not from worry. But that kind of stillness that happens when something unnamed brushes close to the skin, and you almost remember what it is.
Her fingers stopped their wandering in the grass, her lashes flicked, not from light, but from thought, and without looking at him, without even meaning to ask something big.
She said, “Do you think God sees us?”
It didn’t land like a challenge, it wasn’t guilt. It was curiosity, light as a breath, spoken like a secret one leaf might say to another.
Evandor didn’t flinch, didn’t look up, didn’t fill the silence too fast.
He just breathed out slower than before, as if the question had stepped barefoot into his chest.
“If He does,” he murmured, “then I hope He watches gently.”
That wasn’t the answer she expected. It wasn’t the answer anyone would expect. So she turned, just her head, just enough to see his eyes, the hush in his face, the stillness that always meant something was burning carefully.
“And if He doesn’t?”
He smiled. Barely.
“Then maybe He’s forgotten what it’s like,” he said, “to be two hands and a heart, longing for something you’re not supposed to want, and choosing it anyway.”
Liliane blinked slowly, like she was catching up to something she hadn’t meant to feel. Then she laughed under her breath, soft, golden.
“Well,” she said, brushing a thumb across his cheekbone, “that sounds like a you answer.”
And before he could reply, she kissed him.
Not like it was the first time, not like it was the last, but like it was a vow disguised as familiarity. A flame pretending to be warmth.
His hand curled at her waist, pulling her close the way gravity always finishes what spark begins.
The fig tree above them didn’t stir. The bell beyond the wall rang, dim, delayed, as if it too had paused to listen. But the sound didn’t reach them. Not here. Not in the hush they made together.
They parted only when breath became necessary. Foreheads leaned, eyes half-closed. And though no gods spoke, no stars moved, no prophecy stirred, something changed.
Something in the Pattern shifted slightly, like a ribbon tugged loose in the dark.
A choice made, a thread remembered.
They lay back again, the kiss folded quietly into the morning, and the sky, pretending it hadn’t seen anything at all, kept on pretending. She kissed him again, not to prove a point, but because the truth between them deserved to be touched.
Her lips still carried the sweetness of honey and the faint bitterness of violets, crushed unnoticed between their ribs. His hand rose without thought to her back, warm and firm, anchoring her like she might float away on the breath of morning.
When their mouths parted, nothing in them rushed to fill the silence.
They stayed tangled, elbow to elbow, thigh to thigh, breath slipping between their ribs like a tide with nowhere else to go. The grass beneath them was wet and pressed flat, but neither seemed to mind. It was the kind of damp that would leave marks on their clothes and skin, evidence not of mistake, but of presence.
A bee hummed past, fat with pollen, unbothered.
The olive trees beyond the crumbling wall shifted their silvered leaves, whispering to each other in a language older than warning. The wind moved like someone distracted, brushing hair from Liliane’s temple and catching in Evandor’s sleeve as if to remind him, yes, time still passes.
But no bird went quiet, no shadow cut across the sun.
No divine throat cleared itself in the heavens.
The fig tree didn’t lean down with secrets. It simply stood, centuries deep, holding memory and muscle and root.
Liliane laughed softly at something he said. Nothing sacred, just some half-formed grievance about ants or crusts or dreams that slip through your fingers. Her hand landed lazily on his chest, feeling the steady rhythm underneath. Not checking. Just knowing.
“You look like you were made for this place,” she said, brows faintly drawn as if trying to solve him like a riddle.
He smiled with that quiet surety that had always unnerved the priests.
“So do you.”
When love forgets to be obedient, when two hearts sync not by decree but by delight, when no altar, no throne, no star-chart gave permission, that’s when heaven starts to fidget.
Not because it fears the lovers will fall…but because it knows they might rise.
And worse, not in service to any divine order, but in the quiet rebellion of belonging to no one but each other.
Because no prophecy can hold what burns for its own sake. No scroll accounts for the shape of laughter in a field, or the vow made through skin instead of ritual.
That’s the kind of love that topples empires.
That’s the kind of morning that gets remembered in secret corners of eternity, where even the stars blush and pretend they weren’t watching.
And for that one breathless sliver of a morning, it felt like the world agreed.
They didn’t rise. Not yet. They stayed longer than they meant to, long enough for the sun to pull moisture from the grass, long enough for the smell of olive bark to deepen, and for memory to take root.
If anyone had seen them, tangled there in laughter and quiet defiance, as if love itself were an unpunishable act, they might have believed the moment eternal.
There were no omens. No prophecy carried on wind. Just fig leaves that didn’t speak, the lazy turning of earth, and two hearts that, against every law of heaven, dared to beat in rhythm.


	The Village That Clings

	 

	The village didn’t greet her. It remembered her.
Stone walls leaned inward like old women sharing secrets, their surfaces sun-creased and weather-spotted, patched by hand and hope. Blue shutters blinked half-lidded in the light. A red door breathed. A crooked roof tile held its breath like a held opinion.
Liliane stepped into it barefoot.
Dust lifted in little curls around her ankles, not startled, not stirred, just acknowledging. The path, uneven and worn soft by repetition, seemed to fold itself to her pace. Her basket swung at her side, cloth edges fluttering like half-told stories. Inside: bread still echoing the warmth of yesterday’s oven, a glass bottle with an old crack smoothed by time, and a small bundle of lavender wrapped in wax paper that still smelled faintly of rain.
A child watched her pass from behind a shutter.
A dog didn’t bark. A broom paused mid-sweep.
She didn’t meet their eyes, not out of rudeness but rhythm. Her presence didn’t require announcement. The village


	Light Through Shutters

	
	

	Barefoot Past the Chapel

	

	Honey on Her Thumb

	

	Lavender Like Worshipers

	

	Crooked Divine

	
	

	For the Witch

	

	The Chains That Remembered His Name

	
	

	The Cell

	
	

	The Courtyard Where Dawn Hesitates

	
	

	When Fire Learns Its Name

	
	

	
	
	
	

