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Written In Raindrops

by Victor Scott

A romance novel centered on love and rain imagery
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Rain has a way of turning ordinary streets into confessionals, and this story begins where the puddles shine like secrets - at the edge of a late-night city where streetlights blur and every breath tastes like weather. I found them there in the rain-slick hush between departures and arrivals, two lives pulled close by something neither of them could quite name.

But love is never only a feeling; it’s a choice made under pressure, and it always leaves evidence. In Written In Raindrops, every storm that passes also asks a question: will they keep choosing each other when the truth comes down harder than the rain - or will the water wash it all away before it can be read?

Chapter 1
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The Rain-Slick First Encounter
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Water slapped the back of Mara Ellison’s coat like a stranger with no manners. She ran anyway, threading through the thinning crowd on Bracken Street, boots striking puddles that steamed under the streetlights. The rain didn’t fall so much as it hunted - hard, sudden, relentless - turning the city into a smear of neon and headlights. Her first thought was always the same when weather turned violent: stay dry long enough to disappear. Her second was more private, more poisonous. Don’t let Lucian Hart see her.

She kept her shoulders hunched, chin tucked, hair plastered to her cheek. The storm had started without warning, and with it came the kind of noise that swallowed everything except your own pulse - the hiss of rain on metal awnings, the slap of tires on wet asphalt, the occasional crack of thunder that made her stomach clench as if it could predict trouble.

Ahead, a narrow alley cut between a shuttered print shop and a row of locked warehouses. The sign on the print shop was half torn, swinging on one screw. Mara’s plan was simple and desperate: slip into the alley, break sightlines, reach the doorway at the far end before the storm worsened. Simple plans were the ones that got people like her caught.

She turned in, and the alley immediately swallowed her. The air smelled of wet brick and old paper, the kind that had been shut away too long. Rainwater ran in thin streams down the walls and collected in the gutter like it was searching for somewhere to rest. Her breath came quick, fogging and vanishing against her throat. Somewhere behind her, the street kept roaring. In here, the sound narrowed to a steady drum.

Mara pressed herself to the wall and moved carefully, one hand splayed on damp brick for balance. The city had taught her to read surfaces - where the ground dipped, where the boards creaked, where the shadows thickened enough to hide a person’s outline. She counted steps without thinking, as if numbers could keep her safe.

Then the alley shifted around her like a door closing.

A figure stepped out from deeper in, close enough that Mara’s skin went alert before her eyes could catch up. He wasn’t just there - he belonged to the rain, moving through it like he didn’t fear getting soaked. Dark coat, dark hair slicked back from his forehead, water streaming from his sleeves in steady lines. A man with the kind of stillness that made noise feel unnecessary.

Lucian Hart.

The name hit her like cold water even though she was already soaked. Mara’s first instinct was to back away, to turn and find another route - anything that didn’t involve walking toward him. But the alley wasn’t wide. The walls were close, and her escape options were thin as paper.

The stranger - Lucian - looked at her without flinching, rain beading on his lashes. His gaze flicked once to her hands, once to her face, as if he’d been expecting her to appear at the exact moment she did. His mouth tightened, not in surprise so much as in recognition.

“You’re late,” he said.

Mara’s lungs forgot how to work for a second. Her anger arrived before the fear, clean and hot. “You don’t know where I’ve been.”

His eyes narrowed. “I know you’re running.”

That was the problem with rainstorms. They made everything honest. They stripped away the distance between people, made even lies slick and hard to hold. Mara tried to inhale and found only wet air. The alley smelled stronger now - brick, paper, something faintly metallic, like coins warmed by a pocket.

“I’m not running from you,” she lied, and the words came out sharper than she intended.

Lucian’s attention didn’t move, but his stance shifted - subtle, a repositioning that blocked the space between them without him stepping closer. The gesture wasn’t aggressive. It was worse. It was controlled.

“You’re running from someone,” he corrected, voice low enough to be swallowed by rain. “Or something.”

Mara swallowed. Her throat felt raw, as if she’d been speaking for hours. “If you’re going to stand there and stare, do it where the street can see you.”

A flicker of amusement crossed his face and vanished just as fast. “You think I’m hiding?”

“You look like you’re always waiting,” she shot back.

Lucian’s gaze dropped to her coat - soaked at the seams, clinging where it shouldn’t. He didn’t touch her, didn’t close the distance, but his eyes lingered like heat. “You look like you’re always bracing for impact.”

Mara flinched, and she hated that he’d noticed. She hated that he’d read her in the rain the way others read newspapers - quickly, confidently, like the truth was printed plainly.

“I don’t need an observer,” she said.

“No,” he agreed, and the word landed with weight. “You need a way out.”

That should have been relief - someone offering a solution in a storm. Instead it made her stomach twist. Help from Lucian Hart was never free. It was never simple. It was never what it looked like.

Mara took a step sideways, trying to slip past him. His shoulder moved with her, mirroring her motion as if he could track her intent through the downpour. Not touching, not grabbing - just adjusting his position until the alley’s narrow geometry made her options shrink.

“You’re blocking me,” she said.

“I’m keeping you from going the wrong way,” he replied. “There’s a patrol at the corner.”

The mention of a patrol struck like a bell. Mara’s pulse jumped. She hadn’t heard them yet over the rain, but the city had trained her to sense movement before she could see it. She scanned the alley mouth behind Lucian’s shoulder - streetlight glare, silhouettes moving beyond the fog of water.

“You followed me,” she accused, because it was easier than admitting fear.

Lucian’s jaw tightened. “I didn’t follow you.”

Mara’s eyes burned from the rain. “Then why are you here?”

He lifted his chin toward the farther end of the alley, where the warehouse doors leaned slightly and a doorway waited beneath an awning. “Because I was trying to get out of it too.”

A pause opened between them, filled with the constant percussion of rain. Mara listened, searching for footsteps, for voices. Nothing yet. Her mind raced anyway.

She looked at him properly, not just at the shape of him, not just at the name that tasted like trouble. Lucian’s coat looked expensive, but the fabric was torn at the cuff, water soaking into the worn thread. There was a smear of something dark along one knuckle - mud or ink, Mara couldn’t tell. His hair clung to his forehead, and his expression - tight, controlled - didn’t carry the ease she’d expected from the man she’d decided he was.

The image she’d built for him - cold, certain, dangerous in a way that didn’t include uncertainty - didn’t match the way he stood now, like he was holding himself together against something he couldn’t control.

Mara’s voice dropped. “You aren’t who I thought you were.”

Lucian’s gaze sharpened. “And you’re not who I thought you were.”

That made her stomach dip. It wasn’t flirtation. It wasn’t even comfort. It was the mutual wrongness of assumptions colliding in a narrow space.

“Say something useful,” Mara demanded, because if she let herself feel the shift, she might start believing she was wrong - and believing was how she got hurt.

Lucian’s eyes flicked to her face again, then down to her hands. “Your left pocket’s torn.”

Mara’s fingers tightened instinctively at her side. “So?”

“So whatever you’re carrying is going to fall out,” he said. “And if it hits the ground, whoever’s hunting you will find it.”

Mara stared at him. The alley felt suddenly smaller. “Who’s hunting me?”

His throat bobbed once. “I don’t know that.”

The honest uncertainty in his voice should have made her suspicious. Instead it made her feel exposed in a way she hadn’t expected. Like he’d reached into the room behind her ribs and found something she’d kept locked.

Mara forced her attention back to the alley’s path. The doorway at the far end was close enough to be real. She could see the edge of it now - dark wood, a doorframe slick with rain, a faint strip of light under the threshold. If she could reach it, she could pull the door shut and stop moving.

“Then move,” she said, and there was no heat in it
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