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Rainfall in Moscow

Chapter 1 – Arrival Beneath Gray Skies
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The rain began before Mark Sullivan's plane touched the runway.

From his window seat, Moscow appeared as a blur of gray clouds and shimmering lights. Water streaked across the glass, distorting the city below into an impressionist painting of silver and gold.

Mark leaned his forehead against the cool window.

Three months ago, he would have been excited.

Three months ago, he would have been texting someone pictures of the skyline while making plans for future adventures.

Three months ago, he hadn't been sitting alone.

The memory of Daniel surfaced before he could stop it.

Three years together.

Three years of promises.

Three years that had ended with a quiet conversation in a coffee shop and the devastating realization that love sometimes simply wasn't enough.

Mark closed his eyes.

Not here.

Not now.

This trip was supposed to be a fresh start.

His editor had suggested a series of travel essays about cities often overlooked by Western tourists. Mark had immediately volunteered for Moscow. He had never visited Russia before, and the unfamiliarity appealed to him.

A place where every street was new.

Every face a stranger.

A city with no memories attached.

Exactly what he needed.

The plane landed with a gentle jolt.

Outside, rain hammered against the runway.

Welcome to Moscow.



An hour later, Mark emerged from Sheremetyevo Airport and stepped into the cold afternoon.

The rain immediately soaked the shoulders of his coat.

"Perfect," he muttered.

The taxi driver laughed.

"First time in Moscow?"

"Is it that obvious?"

"You looked disappointed by the weather."

Mark smiled.

"Should I not be?"

The driver shrugged.

"This is Moscow. Sometimes the rain stays for days."

Days.

Mark glanced toward the gray sky.

It certainly looked capable of that.

The taxi pulled away from the airport and merged into traffic.

As they drove toward the city center, Mark watched the world unfold beyond the rain-covered windows.

Massive apartment buildings stretched toward the horizon.

Golden church domes occasionally emerged through the mist.

Busy streets wound between old and new architecture.

Everything felt larger than life.

Ancient.

Powerful.

Beautiful.

And strangely lonely.

The city carried a weight he couldn't explain.

A sense of history layered upon history.

As though every building held stories hidden behind its walls.

The sensation lingered throughout the journey.

By the time they reached his hotel near the center of Moscow, twilight had already begun to descend.

The rain showed no sign of stopping.



His hotel room overlooked a narrow street lined with historic buildings.

Mark unpacked slowly.

Laptop.

Camera.

Notebook.

Guidebooks.

The familiar tools of his profession.

Normally, arriving in a new city filled him with excitement.

This time, exhaustion settled over him instead.

Perhaps it was jet lag.

Perhaps it was grief.

Perhaps it was both.

Unable to remain indoors any longer, he grabbed his camera and ventured back outside.

Rain or not, he needed to explore.

Writers couldn't find stories sitting inside hotel rooms.



Moscow glowed beneath the storm.

Streetlights reflected off wet pavement.

Cars moved through puddles that mirrored the city like liquid glass.

Umbrellas filled the sidewalks.

People hurried through the weather with practiced determination.

Mark wandered without destination.

He photographed old churches.

Historic facades.

Rain-slick streets disappearing into the distance.

The city fascinated him.

Every corner seemed to reveal something unexpected.

A hidden courtyard.

A statue partially obscured by mist.

A centuries-old building standing beside modern glass towers.

The contrast was mesmerizing.

Hours passed.

Darkness deepened.

The rain intensified.

Eventually, Mark found himself approaching Red Square.

Even beneath the storm clouds, the famous landmark took his breath away.

The colorful domes of Saint Basil's Cathedral rose like something from a dream.

The Kremlin walls stretched into the distance.

History surrounded him.

For the first time since arriving, genuine excitement stirred inside his chest.

He lifted his camera.

Snap.

Snap.

Snap.

The shutter clicked repeatedly.

Then he lowered the camera.

And saw him.

A man stood alone near the edge of the square.

At first, nothing seemed unusual.

Then Mark noticed something strange.

Everyone else carried umbrellas.

Everyone else rushed through the rain.

This man simply stood still.

As though he belonged to the storm itself.

Rain poured over his dark coat.

Over black hair that brushed his collar.

Yet he appeared entirely unconcerned.

Motionless.

Watching.

The distance between them was considerable.

Still, Mark found himself staring.

The stranger was tall.

Elegant.

His posture possessed an effortless confidence.

Not arrogance.

Something older.

Quieter.

As though he had learned long ago that he had nothing left to prove.

A sudden gust of wind swept across the square.

The man turned.

Their eyes met.

The world seemed to stop.

Mark couldn't explain it later.

There was nothing supernatural about the moment.

Nothing dramatic.

Simply eye contact between two strangers.

Yet something about those dark eyes rooted him in place.

For a single heartbeat, he felt as though the man recognized him.

Not personally.

Not logically.

But somehow.

A ridiculous thought.

And yet the sensation remained.

The stranger continued watching him.

Neither moved.

Rain fell between them like a curtain.

Then someone stepped into Mark's path.

A tourist carrying a bright red umbrella.

The interruption lasted only seconds.

When the person passed—

The stranger was gone.

Mark blinked.

Confused.

He scanned the square.

Nothing.

No sign of the man anywhere.

Impossible.

There were too few places to disappear.

Yet somehow he had vanished into the evening crowd.

Mark lowered his camera.

A strange disappointment settled over him.

Why?

He didn't know.

The man was a stranger.

Someone he would likely never see again.

Still, curiosity lingered.

Who stood motionless in a rainstorm like that?

And why had it felt impossible to look away?



By the time Mark returned to the hotel, night had fully arrived.

The rain continued its relentless assault against the city.

He ordered room service and transferred photographs from his camera to his laptop.

The images looked excellent.

Moscow possessed a haunting beauty.

Yet one thing bothered him.

He searched through the photos taken in Red Square.

There.

Near the edge of several frames.

The stranger.

Not clearly visible.

More silhouette than portrait.

Yet unmistakably present.

Mark zoomed in.

The image quality deteriorated immediately.

Still, he could make out dark hair.

A long coat.

An expression impossible to read.

Something about the photograph unsettled him.

Not in a frightening way.

More like an unanswered question.

Eventually he closed the laptop.

Midnight approached.

Jet lag weighed heavily on him.

Sleep arrived quickly.



Dreams followed.

At first, they made no sense.

Rain falling across unfamiliar streets.

Church bells echoing through fog.

Snow covering ancient rooftops.

Faces appearing and disappearing.

Years passing like pages turning in a book.

Then the dream shifted.

Mark stood alone in Red Square.

The city around him was different.

Older.

The modern lights were gone.

Horse-drawn carriages moved through the darkness.

People wore clothing from another era.

Snow replaced rain.

And standing across the square—

The stranger.

Watching him.

Exactly as before.

Dark eyes.

Calm expression.

An impossible sense of recognition.

This time, the man spoke.

Only one word.

A name.

Not Mark.

Something else.

Something unfamiliar.

Before Mark could ask what it meant, the dream shattered.

He woke abruptly.

His heart pounded.

The hotel room remained dark.

Rain tapped softly against the window.

For several moments he simply lay there.

Listening.

Breathing.

Trying to understand why the dream felt so vivid.

Eventually he glanced at the clock.

Three seventeen in the morning.

Too early to be awake.

Too late to ignore.

Mark sat up and looked toward the rain-covered glass.

The city beyond remained hidden beneath darkness and storm clouds.

Somewhere out there walked a mysterious stranger he would probably never meet.

Yet for reasons he couldn't explain, he suspected their paths had not crossed for the last time.

Outside, rain continued falling over Moscow.

And somewhere within the sleeping city, another pair of dark eyes remained fixed on the memory of a man who had just arrived.
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Chapter 2 – The Man at the Bookshop
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Rain greeted Mark the following morning.

Not a gentle drizzle.

Not a passing shower.

Real rain.

The kind that seemed determined to wash the entire city into the Moskva River.

Mark stood by his hotel window with a cup of coffee and sighed.

"So much for sunshine."

The gray sky offered no apology.

For several minutes he considered staying inside and working on notes from the previous day. His editor certainly wouldn't object. There were photographs to organize and observations to record.

Instead, he found himself thinking about the stranger from Red Square.

Dark eyes.

Dark hair.

The strange feeling of recognition.

The dream.

Everything about the encounter had been ridiculous.

Yet the memory refused to leave him alone.

Mark shook his head.

He was being foolish.

A travel writer's imagination was often his greatest strength and greatest weakness.

The mysterious man had probably been an ordinary local caught in an unusual moment.

Nothing more.

Even so, Mark grabbed his camera and headed outside.

The city was waiting.



The rain intensified as the day progressed.

Mark spent several hours exploring museums and historic streets, jotting notes into his notebook whenever something caught his attention.

Moscow fascinated him.

Unlike many European capitals that proudly displayed their history, Moscow seemed to hide parts of itself beneath layers of time.

Every building appeared to contain multiple stories.

Every street carried traces of different centuries.

The city felt alive.

Not merely inhabited.

Alive.

By mid-afternoon, the rain became almost unbearable.

Wind swept through the narrow streets.

Water dripped from rooftops.

Umbrellas struggled against powerful gusts.

Mark pulled his coat tighter around himself.

His shoes were soaked.

His notebook was dangerously close to becoming soaked as well.

He needed shelter.

Quickly.

As he hurried down a side street, a small sign hanging above a doorway caught his attention.

The painted lettering was faded.

The windows were crowded with books.

Dozens upon dozens of books.

Some old.

Some very old.

The shop appeared almost forgotten.

Exactly the sort of place Mark loved discovering.

Without hesitation, he stepped inside.



A small bell chimed above the door.

Warmth greeted him immediately.

So did the smell.

Old paper.

Leather bindings.

Dust.

Ink.

The scent of countless stories waiting to be discovered.

Mark smiled.

Bookstores always felt like home.

The shop was larger than it appeared from outside.

Tall shelves stretched toward the ceiling.

Ladders rested against overflowing bookcases.

Ancient maps decorated the walls.

Soft classical music drifted through the air.

For a moment, the storm outside ceased to exist.

Mark slowly removed his wet coat.

Then he froze.

Someone stood near the back of the store.

A familiar figure.

Tall.

Dark-haired.

Elegant.

The same man from Red Square.

The mysterious stranger.

Mark stared.

The man looked up from the book in his hands.

Recognition flashed briefly across his face.

Not surprise.

Recognition.

As though he had expected this meeting.

For several seconds neither spoke.

Then the stranger closed the book.

A faint smile appeared.

"Good afternoon."

His voice was deep and smooth.

Slightly accented.

Mark found himself suddenly aware of his wet clothes and rain-damp hair.

"Hello."

The man studied him calmly.

"I believe we've seen each other before."

Mark laughed softly.

"Red Square."

"Yes."

His smile deepened slightly.

"During yesterday's storm."

"You disappeared."

The stranger tilted his head.

"Did I?"

"You definitely did."

"Then I owe you an apology."

Something playful entered his eyes.

"It wasn't intentional."

Mark couldn't help smiling.

The tension immediately eased.

For reasons he couldn't explain, talking to this man felt surprisingly natural.

The stranger extended a hand.

"My name is Vladimir Petrov."

Mark accepted it.

The moment their hands touched, an odd sensation passed through him.

Not electricity.

Not romance.

Something quieter.

A sense of familiarity.

As though this introduction should have happened long ago.

"I'm Mark Sullivan."

"A pleasure to meet you properly, Mark."



They spoke beside one of the tall bookshelves.

What began as a brief conversation quickly stretched into something longer.

Much longer.

Mark learned that Vladimir spent considerable time at the bookstore.

Though he never explicitly stated ownership, the elderly shopkeeper occasionally glanced toward him with obvious respect.

It became clear that Vladimir was more than a regular customer.

Perhaps a partner.

Perhaps a collector.

Mark wasn't entirely sure.

What he did know was that Vladimir possessed extraordinary knowledge.

The conversation shifted from books to architecture.

From architecture to history.

From history to Moscow itself.

Every topic seemed to interest him.

More impressively, he spoke about each subject with
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