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Outside!

Chapter 1: After Midnight, Before the Storm

Setting: Queens – Apartment 3B, rainy night

The rain had just started when she stepped out the cab, heels clicking against the wet concrete like a metronome for the night. Her trench coat clung to her curves, cinched tight at the waist, but the wind still flirted with the hem. She didn’t flinch. Queens air hit different after midnight—thick with secrets, cologne, and the low hum of engines idling on side streets.

She paused at the stoop, eyes scanning the building like it might speak first. Apartment 3B. Same chipped buzzer. Same flickering hallway light. Same tension in her chest.

She pressed the button.

Bzzzzt.

No answer.

She waited, lips parted, breath fogging in the cold. Then the door clicked. She pushed it open and climbed the stairs, each step echoing like a countdown.

He was already waiting when she reached the top. Hoodie on. Chain out. Eyes unreadable.

“You came,” he said, voice low, like a bassline under velvet.

“You buzzed me in,” she replied, brushing past him. Her perfume lingered in the air between them—sweet, sharp, unforgettable.

Inside, the apartment was dim. One lamp on. Vinyl spinning something slow and sultry—Zhane’s “Sending My Love.” The kind of track that made you remember things you swore you forgot.

She dropped her bag on the couch, peeled off her coat. Underneath: black silk, cut low and high, like a dare.

He didn’t move. Just watched.

“You gonna stand there all night?” she asked, arching a brow.

“Maybe,” he said. “You look like a memory I never got over.”

She smirked, but her heart skipped. “You still talk like that?”

“I still mean it.”

She turned away, pretending to study the skyline through the window. The city lights blurred behind the glass, rain streaking down like tears. Or sweat. Or both.

“You still paint?” she asked.

He nodded. “Only when I’m mad. Or missing you.”

Silence stretched between them, thick as the air outside. She walked to the kitchen, opened the fridge, found a bottle of wine. Poured two glasses like muscle memory.

He took his, fingers brushing hers. Static. That same spark. That same pull.

“You still with her?” she asked, not looking up.

He didn’t answer right away. Just sipped. “You still with him?”

She laughed, bitter and soft. “Touché.”

They stood there, two ghosts in a room full of unfinished business. The kind of silence that says everything.

Then he stepped closer. Close enough to smell the rain on his skin, the heat under his hoodie. Close enough to remember how his hands used to feel on her waist, her neck, her thighs.

“I shouldn’t have let you leave,” he said.

“You didn’t stop me.”

“I didn’t know how.”

She turned to face him. “You still don’t.”

He reached for her, slow. Like asking permission. Like praying.

She didn’t stop him.

His hand found her waist, fingers splayed like he was trying to memorize the curve. Her breath hitched. His lips hovered near hers, not touching. Just close enough to make her ache.

“You still taste like trouble,” he whispered.

“And you still smell like bad decisions,” she shot back, but her voice was softer now.

He kissed her.

It wasn’t sweet. It was years of silence, of almosts and what-ifs, of late-night texts never sent. It was graffiti on her thighs and halos in his eyes. It was everything they never said, poured into one slow, burning kiss.

She pulled him toward the couch, wine forgotten. His hoodie hit the floor. Her silk followed. Skin on skin, breath on breath. The city watched through the window, lights flickering like applause.

They moved like they remembered. Like they never stopped. Like the world outside didn’t exist.

Later, tangled in sheets and sweat, she traced the tattoo on his chest. Her name, still there. Faded, but not forgotten.

“You never covered it,” she said.

“Didn’t want to.”

She looked up at him. “Why now?”

He didn’t answer. Just brushed a strand of hair from her face, kissed her forehead.

Outside, the rain turned to thunder.

Inside, the storm had already passed.
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Chapter 2: The Morning After
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Setting: Queens – Apartment 3B, skyline view, black coffee, vinyl spinning

The sun crept through the blinds like it had something to prove. Soft gold lines stretched across the hardwood floor, tracing the outline of her heel, his hoodie, the wine glasses still half full.

She blinked awake, not startled—just aware. The kind of morning where everything feels louder. The hum of the fridge. The distant sound of a train. Her own heartbeat.

He was already up, shirtless, standing by the window with a mug in hand. Steam curled around his fingers like smoke from a memory.

“You always wake up like this?” she asked, voice raspy, robe barely tied.

He turned, eyes soft. “Only when I don’t want the night to end.”

She walked over, took the mug from his hand, sipped without asking. Black. No sugar. Just like she remembered.

“You still drink it bitter,” she said.

“You still sweeten everything,” he replied.

They stood there, shoulder to shoulder, watching Queens stretch into morning. The city was still outside—horns, hustle, heat. But in here, it was quiet. Almost sacred.

“You ever think about what we were?” she asked.

He didn’t answer right away. Just stared out the window like it held the truth.

“I think we were a warning,” he said finally. “To everyone who thought love was supposed to be easy.”

She nodded. “We were outside the rules.”

He looked at her. “We still are.”

She smiled, but it didn’t reach her eyes. “You ever wonder if we’re just good at the beginning?”

He stepped closer. “You ever wonder if we never got past it?”

She didn’t move. Just let the silence speak.

Then her phone buzzed. A text from her best friend: “You still outside?”

She typed back: “Still outside. But it’s different.”

He watched her. “You gonna tell her?”

“She already knows,” she said. “She saw it in my eyes last week when I said your name.”

He nodded. “You always said my name like it was a secret.”

She laughed. “You always made me feel like one.”

They sat on the couch, legs tangled, the city still waking up around them. He pulled out a sketchpad, started drawing without speaking. Lines, shadows, curves. Her face, half-lit. Her eyes, full of something he couldn’t name.

“You still paint when you’re mad?” she asked.

He shook his head. “I paint when I’m scared.”

“Scared of what?”

“Of losing you again.”

She didn’t respond. Just leaned her head on his shoulder, let the moment breathe.

Outside, a car alarm went off. A siren wailed. Life kept moving.

But inside, they were still.

“I don’t want to be a memory,” she whispered.

“You’re not,” he said. “You’re the reason I stayed outside.”

She looked at him. “Then let’s stay out here together.”
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Chapter 3: When the City Slept
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Setting: Brooklyn – Bed-Stuy rooftop, graffiti wall, Zhane on speaker

It was one of those nights where the city felt like it was holding its breath. No sirens. No horns. Just the hum of streetlights and the occasional laugh echoing from a distant stoop.

She climbed the fire escape like she’d done it a hundred times. He was already up there, hoodie pulled tight, sketchpad balanced on his knee. A joint burned slow between his fingers, rolled tight in Raw paper, smoke curling into the stars.

“You always draw in the dark?” she asked, stepping onto the rooftop like it was sacred ground.

He didn’t look up. “The city’s quieter when it sleeps. Easier to hear what it’s really saying.”

She walked over, sat beside him. The skyline stretched out in front of them—Brooklyn in all its gritty glory. Neon signs flickering. Windows glowing. A plane blinking overhead like a slow-moving wish.

“What’s it saying tonight?” she asked.

He finally looked at her. “It’s saying you’re the only thing louder than the silence.”

She smiled, pulled her hoodie tighter. “You always talk like that?”

“Only when I mean it.”

They sat there, legs dangling over the edge, the wind teasing her curls. He passed her the joint. She took it, lips brushing the filter, eyes never leaving his.

“You ever tag up here?” she asked.

He nodded toward the far wall. Her name. Big. Bold Silver paint glinting in the moonlight.

“You did that?” she asked, surprised.

“Had to,” he said. “City needed to know you were here.”

She stared at it, heart thudding. “You always this dramatic?”

“You always this unforgettable?”

They laughed, but it faded quick. The kind of laugh that hides a truth too big to say out loud.

“You ever think about leaving?” she asked.

He shook his head. “Brooklyn raised me. I owe it everything.”

She nodded. “Same.”

They sat in silence, the kind that feels like a promise. Then he reached into his bag, pulled out a small speaker, hit play.

Zhane.

“Crush” floated into the night air, soft and sultry. The beat wrapped around them like a blanket. Her foot tapped. His head nodded. The city listened.

“You know this song?” he asked.

She smirked. “I am this song.”

He looked at her like she was a lyric he hadn’t memorized yet. “You ever dance on rooftops?”

She stood, held out her hand. “Only when the city’s asleep.”

He took it.

They moved slow, bodies close, the beat guiding them. Her head on his shoulder. His hand on her waist. The skyline spinning behind them like a dream.

“You ever kiss someone up here?” she asked.

He leaned in. “Only once.”

Their lips met.

It wasn’t fireworks. It was deeper. Like the city paused to watch. Like the stars leaned in. Like the graffiti whispered finally.

She pulled back, breathless. “You always kiss like that?”

He grinned. “Only when I know it’s gonna matter.”

They sat back down, fingers intertwined, the speaker still playing. The night stretched on, endless and electric.

“You think we’ll remember this?” she asked.

He looked at her. “I’ll paint it. You’ll feel it. That’s how we remember.”

She nodded, eyes on the skyline. “We’re outside now.”

He smiled. “And we’re never going back in.”
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Chapter 4: Velvet Arguments
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Setting: Manhattan – SoHo suite, champagne, velvet couch

The suite smelled like money and mischief. Velvet curtains, marble counters, champagne chilling in a silver bucket. She stood by the mirror, adjusting her hoops, lip gloss catching the light like a warning.

He was on the couch, legs spread, hoodie off, chain heavy. Watching her like she was both the prize and the problem.

“You always take this long to get ready?” he asked, voice low but sharp.

She didn’t turn. “You always this impatient?”

He smirked. “Only when I know what’s waiting.”

She spun, robe flowing like smoke. “Then wait.”

He stood, walked over slow. “You look like trouble.”

She stepped closer. “You look like the reason.”

They were inches apart now. The city glittered behind them, but inside, the tension was louder.

“You really gonna act like last night didn’t mean something?” he asked.

She crossed her arms. “It meant something. Doesn’t mean everything.”

He flinched. Just a little. “So we back to pretending?”

“We’re back to reality,” she said. “You still got her number saved?”

He didn’t answer.

She laughed, bitter. “Exactly.”

“You still texting him?” he shot back.

She raised a brow. “You still checking?”

They stared each other down, heat rising. Not just anger—desire, history, fear. The kind of mix that makes people say things they regret.

“You think this is a game?” he asked.

“I think you play it well,” she said.

He grabbed her wrist, gentle but firm. “I don’t want anyone else.”

She pulled away. “Then act like it.”

Silence.

Then he walked to the window, stared out at the skyline. “You ever feel like we’re too much?”

She joined him. “All the time.”

“But you still come back.”

“So do you.”

He turned. “Then what are we doing?”

She looked at him, eyes soft now. “We’re outside. That means we live. We feel. We fight. We love hard.”

He nodded. “And we don’t run.”

She stepped closer. “Not anymore.”

He kissed her. Rougher this time. Like he needed to prove something. She kissed back. Like she needed to forget everything but this moment.

They moved to the couch, champagne forgotten. His hands on her thighs, her nails on his back. Velvet against skin. Arguments melting into moans.

Later, breathless and tangled, she whispered, “You ever think we’re too loud for love?”

He kissed her shoulder. “Love’s supposed to be loud.”

She smiled. “Then let’s wake the city.”
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