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The sky had been a gentle blue just moments ago, soft and washed with the pale gold of late afternoon, when Kevin Marshall stepped out of the police station and into the open air. The heavy glass door swung shut behind him with a dull thud, cutting off the fluorescent buzz of the bullpen, the ringing phones, the stale recycled air that smelled faintly of burnt coffee and copier toner.

For a moment he simply stood there on the front steps.

Breathing.

The city stretched around him in familiar layers of noise and movement—distant traffic humming along the avenue, snippets of conversation drifting from pedestrians, the rattling growl of a bus pulling away from the curb. Somewhere nearby, someone was grilling onions from a street cart, the scent sharp and savoury in the cooling air.

God, he thought, it felt good to be outside.

He rolled his shoulders beneath the weight of his duty belt, feeling the stiffness in his neck crack faintly. Seven straight hours inside had left him restless in a way paperwork always did. Reports. Forms. Meetings about procedures no one cared about. Half the shift had been spent staring at a glowing monitor while the station air-conditioning dried his eyes until they burned.

This—walking a beat, hearing the city breathe around him—felt real again.

His boots struck the sidewalk in a steady rhythm as he headed down the block, the leather creaking softly with each step. The familiar weight of his radio bounced lightly against his shoulder. Even the slight pull of the holster at his hip felt comforting now that he was moving.

The breeze carried the lingering warmth of the day, but there was coolness underneath it too, brushing against the sweat at the back of his neck. Kevin tilted his face slightly upward and closed his eyes for half a second, letting the wind wash over him.

Much better, he thought.

The city looked different outside the station walls. Alive. Storefront windows glowed amber in the lengthening afternoon light. Neon beer signs flickered to life in bars preparing for the evening crowd. Tires hissed over pavement still dry from the long stretch of sun. A pair of kids darted across the street laughing, backpacks bouncing against their shoulders while their exhausted mother shouted after them.

Kevin found himself smiling faintly.

This was why he’d wanted patrol duty in the first place. Not the politics. Not the endless internal memos. This feeling of motion. Of being part of the city instead of trapped behind a desk studying it through reports.

His body loosened more with every block.

At first he barely noticed the weather changing.

Just a subtle shift as the wind lost its warmth. The sunlight dimmed, as though someone had slowly turned down the brightness of the world. Shadows stretched longer across the pavement, and the chatter of pedestrians began to thin as people glanced uneasily toward the sky.

Kevin looked up.

Dark clouds were rolling in fast from the west, thick and heavy, swallowing the blue sky in enormous bruised waves. The change was startlingly sudden. One minute summer afternoon, the next something darker and wilder. “Well... that’s not great,” he muttered.

A low rumble of thunder vibrated through the air.

He considered turning back to the station. A brisk walk and I might beat the storm.

For a moment, practicality tugged at him. He didn’t have his rain gear.  Getting drenched in full uniform would be miserable. Wet boots. Chafing fabric. Hours before anything dried properly.

And yet he kept walking.

Maybe because he didn’t want to go back inside yet. Maybe because his shift was almost over.

I can go home and change to dry clothes...then off for the weekend.

The air grew thick and electric around him, carrying that unmistakable metallic scent that always came before a storm. The breeze picked up harder now, tugging at his pant legs and rustling loose papers along the curb. A newspaper skittered wildly down the sidewalk like a frightened animal.

Kevin shoved his hands briefly against his duty belt and kept moving, watching people begin to hurry for cover. Shop owners stepped into doorways. A cyclist pedalled faster. Somewhere overhead, a loose sign creaked in the strengthening wind.

Then the first raindrop hit his cheek.

Cold.

Another splashed against the back of his hand.

Another darkened the shoulder of his uniform.

Within seconds the sky opened completely.
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Rain crashed down in violent sheets, so sudden and heavy it almost stole his breath. Water hammered the pavement hard enough to bounce back upward in misty sprays. Gutters overflowed instantly. The roar of the storm swallowed the sounds of traffic and voices until the entire city seemed wrapped in rushing water.

“Jesus—” Kevin flinched instinctively as the downpour drenched him in seconds.

The cold hit fast.

His uniform absorbed the rain immediately, the black fabric darkening until it looked almost glossy beneath the streetlights. Water soaked through his shirt and undershirt alike, clinging to his skin with icy fingers. The material stretched tight across his chest and shoulders, every movement suddenly heavier.

His pants became waterlogged almost instantly. Rain streamed down his legs and into his boots, cold water pooling around his socks with an unpleasant squish.

For one brief moment irritation flashed through him.

Great. Perfect. End of shift and now I’m gonna smell like wet carpet for the next twelve hours. He laughed once under his breath despite himself.

Because beneath the annoyance was something else.

Something strangely exhilarating.

The rain was freezing, but after a day trapped indoors it felt shockingly alive against his skin. Every drop seemed to wake his body up again. Cold rivulets slid down the back of his neck beneath his collar, tracing along his spine. His soaked shirt clung tighter every second, outlining every shift of muscle whenever he moved.

The storm blurred the city around him into streaks of reflected light and shadow. Streetlights glowed like hazy golden halos through the rain. Water rushed along the curbs in churning streams. Thunder cracked somewhere overhead, deep enough to vibrate in his chest.

And Kevin kept walking.

His boots splashed through growing puddles, sending muddy water up the backs of his pant legs. Rain dripped from his eyelashes. Wet hair stuck against his forehead. The cold had settled deep into his clothes now, making his skin ache and his fingers stiffen slightly, but somehow that only sharpened everything else.

The smell of rain-soaked asphalt filled the air.

Wet concrete.

Engine oil.

Damp brick.

Summer heat being beaten out of the streets by the storm.

He inhaled deeply. God, I've missed this. Not specifically the rain. Just this feeling. Movement. Exposure. Reality.

Inside the station everything felt filtered through screens and paperwork and procedure. Out here the storm didn’t care about schedules or bureaucracy or reports waiting on his desk. It just existed in full force, wild and uncaring.

And standing in the middle of it made him feel startlingly small in the best possible way.

Kevin wiped water from his eyes, though it was pointless. Another wave of rain instantly replaced it. His radio crackled faintly against his shoulder, distorted by static and water. Somewhere nearby a loose shutter banged repeatedly in the wind.

Still he walked.

Cold seeped deeper into him with every block, settling into his bones, tightening his muscles beneath the soaked uniform. But along with the discomfort came a strange lightness. The storm had stripped away the exhaustion sitting in his head all day. No paperwork. No fluorescent lights. No supervisors asking about overdue forms.

Just him and the rain.

He caught his reflection briefly in a dark storefront window as he passed.

Soaked uniform plastered to his body. Hair dripping. Boots filthy with mud and runoff water. Tired eyes somehow looking more awake than they had all week.

Kevin shook his head faintly, almost laughing at himself. Why the hell am I enjoying this so much? But he already knew the answer. Because for the first time in days, he didn’t feel numb.

––––––––
[image: ]


Then he saw it.

Or rather, the storm allowed him to see only fragments of it at a time.

The construction site loomed through the curtain of rain like the wreckage of something half-built and abandoned to the elements. Temporary fencing rattled violently in the wind. Pyramids of dark soil had dissolved into slick hills of mud. Wooden planks floated in wide puddles the colour of chocolate milk. Deep tire tracks had become narrow rivers where rainwater churned and overflowed.

Floodlights mounted on unfinished steel beams cast pale, distorted cones through the downpour, turning the rain itself into shimmering silver sheets.

Kevin slowed slightly. Normally he would have avoided crossing through it in weather like this. Normally. But his thoughts were somewhere else entirely. His body was buzzing from the cold and adrenaline, his soaked uniform clinging to him like wet canvas. Water dripped steadily from the brim of his cap and down the back of his neck. His boots already squished unpleasantly with every step, soaked through so completely he could feel his socks sliding inside them.

Still, he kept moving.

The storm had swallowed the city whole. Traffic sounds were distant now, blurred beneath the constant roar of rain hammering metal and pavement. Even his own breathing sounded muffled inside the wet collar of his uniform.

He stepped through a gap in the fencing automatically. One boot sank ankle-deep into mud immediately. “Jesus...”

He yanked it free with effort, thick sludge making a loud sucking sound as it released him. Mud splattered up the backs of his pant legs. The ground shifted under every step now, unstable and slippery beneath the rushing water.

Should’ve gone around. The thought came lazily, without urgency.

His brain felt oddly disconnected from consequence at the moment, dulled by exhaustion and sharpened by sensation all at once. He was cold enough that his skin tingled constantly beneath his clothes. Rainwater streamed down his face faster than he could blink it away.

Ahead of him lay one narrow stretch of packed earth between two flooded trenches.

He stepped onto it.

And instantly lost traction.

There wasn’t even time to react properly. One second his boot was planted. The next it slid violently sideways across hidden muck beneath the surface.

“Oh, shit—”

His stomach dropped.

His entire body lurched sideways and forward in one horrible motion. Reflex took over instantly
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