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You are the rain that teardrops from my eyes.
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For Vilma—the rain that quiets my mind—and for those who choose to remain in love, not by chance, but by choice. 
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Worn but not broken--every struggle shapes a story.
















  
  
Epigraph




You Are the Rain (written August 1986) 



You are the rain

tapping at my window.

You are the rain

beckoning me outside.

Your sunshine face and surrender smile

brighten my inside.

You clear the air

and wash anew

my deepest despair.

You are the rain

that I always long for.

You are the rain

the look of care.

I touch your hand, 

 see your trembling cheek

and flowing bright blond hair.

I look inside your watering eyes

and swallow words

of the love I dare.

Then your face… 

light, lighter, gone.

I stand alone, 

feet in morning dew. 

My senses then rudely chilled,

my memories adrift.

I carry my headway up high,

withdrawing on cue.

You are the rain

I talk to

of hellos and goodbyes.

You are the rain

that teardrops from my eyes.

You are the rain.

You are the rain.

Ozzie Logozzo
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Chapter 1
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The table between them sits small, the space too tight for the distance they hold. Lucas keeps his back straight. His sports jacket hangs off the chair, the messenger bag draped over it, the canvas edge slipping toward the floor. Celestine adjusts the neckline of her crimson dress, smoothing the fabric across her ribs in a quick, restless sweep. 

Their wine glasses wait filled, condensation sliding down the stems. The smell of seared fat hangs in the low‑ceilinged room, thick enough to settle between them.

Celestine lifts her glass. Her fingers tighten around the stem. “Lucas, right?”

Lucas nods once. His hand closes around his own glass before he lets it go. “Yeah. Celestine.”

She sets her wine down. Her gaze drifts toward the back corridor, then snaps back.

The restaurant hums around them — cutlery, low voices, the hiss of butter on hot metal — but their table sits in a quiet pocket, a stillness that doesn’t match the room.

Celestine shifts her napkin across her lap, smoothing it twice. “Concordia’s wild,” she says. “You never know who you’ll end up across from.”

Lucas wipes his mouth with his napkin though he hasn’t eaten. His eyes stay on the tablecloth. “Yeah.”

“I’ve had six dates this month.”

Lucas aligns his knife and fork with the edge of his plate. “Six.”

She exhales through her nose, shoulders rising a fraction. “Don’t judge me.”

His jaw sets. “I’m not.”

“You sound like you might be.”

Lucas turns the stem of his glass between his fingers. The base taps once against the tablecloth. “It’s a lot of first impressions.”

Her fingers rest against the bowl of her glass, then fall away. She glances toward the hallway again — quicker this time, like checking a door. “Anyway.”

The waiter approaches — black vest with red stitching, crisp sleeves, a practiced stillness in his posture. He sets the petite filet in front of Celestine, aligning the plate with the table’s edge. He places the tomahawk in front of Lucas, the long bone angled toward the aisle. The smell of charred meat rises between them, warm and heavy.

Celestine leans back, eyebrows lifting. “I thought petite meant… petite.” She nudges the plate with her fork. “This looks like it could feed a table.”

Lucas glances at her steak, then at his own. His knife hovers above the bone. “It’s Ruth’s Chris.”

She presses the tip of her fork into the meat, testing the give. “I was picturing something cute. Like three bites.”

Lucas cuts a piece of his steak but doesn’t lift it. “You can leave some,” he says. “No one’s grading you.”

A breath slips out of her, almost a laugh, then fades. “You’d be surprised what people grade.”

She cuts off a corner, drags it through the jus, and lifts it to her mouth. She chews, jaw working slow. “It’s good,” she says, though her eyes drift toward the hallway yet again — longer this time.

Lucas shifts in his seat. The leather creaks. “You don’t have to finish it.”

“I know.” She nudges the edge of the filet, turning it slightly. “I don’t like looking like I waste things.”

He watches her for a beat, then looks down at his plate. “You ordered what you wanted.”

“I ordered what sounded safe.” She smooths her napkin again — a third pass. “Petite sounded manageable.”

She lifts her hand to catch the waiter’s attention. “Can I get a raspberry martini?”

Lucas pauses mid‑cut. The knife rests against the meat before he resumes.

The waiter nods and steps away.

A silence settles between them, heavier than the warm air. Celestine smooths the fabric at her hip. Her eyes drift again. Lucas shifts his glass a few inches closer, his fingers brushing the stem before he lets go.

Celestine straightens, lifting her chin a fraction. “Your photos were nice,” she says. “That one of you in the grey shirt? Rolled sleeves? Swipe‑worthy.”

Lucas lifts his glass, eyes on the wine. “Your eyes caught me,” he says. “And your smile.”

Her fingers brush the rim of her glass — a small, startled movement — then she looks away, as if the compliment lands somewhere she doesn’t want it.

She studies him over the rim. “Your profile said thirty‑three, right?”

Lucas sets his glass down. His fingers linger on the stem. “Yeah.”

She smiles into her wine. “I put twenty‑five.”

Lucas holds her gaze for a beat, then returns to his plate, cutting another piece he doesn’t eat. “Okay.”

She shrugs, eyes drifting toward her phone. “It’s what people swipe on.”

The waiter returns with the raspberry martini. The sugar rim catches the warm light. Celestine takes a sip, winces, smooths her expression, and sets the glass down with a soft clink.

“Perfect,” she says, adjusting the glass so the sugar rim faces her — but her eyes flick toward the hallway again.

Lucas nods toward her wine glass, his fork idle in his hand. “You’re mixing white with that.”

She lifts the martini again, giving the sugar rim a quick glance before taking a small sip. “I’ll survive.”

She sets the glass down. Her fingers rest on the stem. Her attention flicks to the exit line — the motion almost ritual now.

“You ever feel like you’re doing this wrong?” she asks, tracing the rim of her wine glass with her thumb.

Lucas lifts his wine but doesn’t drink. His eyes stay on the tablecloth. “Sometimes.”

“I keep trying,” she says, leaning back. “I get close with someone, and then it breaks. Or I break.” Her breath slips out. “I’m not great at choosing people who want the same thing.”

Lucas’s grip tightens on his glass. “What do you want?”

She hesitates. Her fingers brushes the edge of her plate. “Something steady. Something that stays put.”

He nods once. His jaw shifts.

She studies him, her expression softening for a moment. Then her eyes drift toward the narrow run toward the restrooms, almost reflex.

“What about you?”

Lucas sets his glass down. His fingers slide off the stem. “Used to think I knew. Now I’m not sure.”

Her eyes linger on him, then slide away. A torch cracks across a crème brûlée at a nearby table, the smell of burnt sugar drifting through the air.

She checks her phone under the table — a glance, a swipe, a lock — then sets it face‑down, her fingers hovering near it.

“So,” she says, adjusting her napkin again, “you write?”

Lucas wipes his knife with the edge of his plate, a small, unnecessary motion. “I do.”

“What kind of stuff?”

He shifts his shoulders. His eyes stay on the table. “Stories shaped by struggle.”

Her hand stills on her glass. She pulls it back, as if the topic lands heavier than she expected.

“It’s what comes out,” he says.

She checks her phone again, scrolling this time. She circles the glass with a light touch.

She lifts her wine, takes a sip, sets it down. She checks the passage once more. Her fingers tap once against the tablecloth before she stills them. Her fork slips against the filet, catching the plate with a scrape she pretends not to hear.

She lifts her hand to flag the waiter, snapping her fingers once. “One crème brûlée.”

Lucas looks up. His brows tighten. “Just one?”

She pushes her chair back, smoothing the front of her dress with quick strokes. “I’ll be right back.” Her eyes flick to her phone before she’s fully upright. Her jaw sets as she slips it into her palm and turns toward the gap past the dining room without looking at him.

Lucas reaches for his wine. His phone vibrates against the table, the screen lighting his face in the dim glow. The restaurant hum dips around him.

Catherine.

He looks toward the corridor Celestine disappeared into, then answers.

“Lucas?” Catherine says.

Lucas’s jaw locks. His fingers clamp around the stem of his glass. “What.”

“It’s Madison.”

His grip tightens. His knuckles pale. He doesn’t move.

“She’s not feeling well,” Catherine says. “She asked for you.”

“No.”

“It would mean a lot if you called her.”

“No.”

“She still cares about you.”

Lucas shifts in his seat. The leather creaks. “That’s not my problem anymore.” He exhales through his nose. His eyes stay on the table. “Hard to believe.”

“You don’t have to talk long. Just—”

“Catherine,” he says, jaw locking again, “lose my number.” He hangs up.

The restaurant hum fills the space between them — cutlery, chairs, low murmurs, the faint hiss of a pan from the kitchen. Lucas sets the phone face‑down beside his glass. His fingers linger on the stem as the room settles around him.

A few minutes pass. The chair across from him sits angled slightly, her napkin still folded, condensation sliding down her untouched wine glass.

The waiter returns with the crème brûlée — caramel shell catching the warm light, the scent of burnt sugar rising from the dish. He sets it down, glancing at the empty chair.

“Sir,” he says, leaning in a little, “she went upstairs a few minutes ago.” His expression tightens. “She looked...unsettled”

Lucas looks up. His jaw tightens. “Unsettled.” He says it like he’s tasting something bitter.

The waiter nods once. “I’m sorry.”

Lucas presses his fingers into the linen before he lets go. “It’s fine.”

“Would you like me to—”

“Just the bill.”

The waiter nods and steps away, his shoes whispering across the carpet.

When the bill comes, Lucas pays it without comment. He lifts his messenger bag from the back of his chair, the strap sliding across his shoulder in one practiced motion. His sports jacket follows, draped over his arm.

He stands. The restaurant’s warmth presses against him — dim amber lights, quiet clinks of cutlery, low conversations, the glow of the bar with its rows of deep reds and golds. A server passes with a tray of sizzling plates, steam rising in a white plume. The room feels full, alive, distant.

He moves toward the exit, the carpet soft under his shoes, the basement lighting dimming behind him. The hum of the restaurant fades with each step.

At the end of the corridor, the stairwell to the Hilton lobby rises ahead — a shift from steakhouse intimacy to hotel polish. The glow from the Ruth’s Chris sign spills across the first few steps, bending against the wall.

He climbs.

The air cools as he reaches the top. The lobby opens around him — bright, contemporary, spacious. Polished stone floors reflect soft overhead lighting. Warm wood frames the reception area. A cluster of lounge chairs sits near the entrance, occupied by business travelers with laptops and guests nursing coffees from the Frenchy Bar et Brasserie nearby.

Rolling suitcases click across the floor. A barista wipes down a counter. A couple laughs near the elevators. The world moves, steady and unaware.

Lucas walks through it in a slow drift. His gaze stays forward but unfixed. His steps stay steady, his shoulders slightly hunched, his grip on the messenger bag strap too tight.

He dons his sports jacket as he reaches the glass doors. They slide open with a soft hiss.

Outside, Richmond Street stretches ahead — headlights sliding across wet pavement, cars moving west. A streetcar bell clangs in the distance, echoing between buildings.

Lucas steps forward without looking.

A horn blasts. Tires hiss across the wet asphalt.

A taxi skids to a stop inches from his leg.

The driver leans out the window, face twisted. “Watch where you’re going, you idiot! You wanna die tonight!”

Lucas stands in the wash of the headlights. His breath catches. His jaw locks. His hand curls into a fist. His shoulders rise once, sharp and tight.

He steps toward the hood, lifts his fist, and slams it down with a raw sound — a torn, guttural break that cracks across the street. The metal dents under the blow.

The driver jerks back. “Jesus Christ!”

The taxi lurches forward, swerving around him, the driver shouting as the taillights smear red across the wet street.

Lucas stands there, chest rising and falling. His hand trembles from the impact. His face twists — anger, grief, something he can’t hold down. He drags a breath through his teeth, adjusts the strap of his messenger bag with a sharp tug, and steps off the curb again.

This time he looks both ways.

He keeps walking, a hollow, haunted focus in his eyes as the city swallows him.








  
  

Chapter 2


[image: ]




Queen Street swells around him — lunch‑hour bodies, delivery bikes weaving through gaps, the hum of traffic pressed against the curb. Lucas steps off the sidewalk mid‑block, eyes unfocused, the strap of his messenger bag cutting across his chest. The metal lockbox clipped to it taps against the canvas with each stride. 

A streetcar bell erupts beside him — sharp, rapid, insistent.

Lucas freezes. The bell keeps hammering. The streetcar glides past his shoulder, close enough for the wind of it to brush his jacket. A cyclist swerves behind him, muttering as he passes.

Lucas steps back onto the sidewalk. The streetcar’s windows flash pale sky as it moves on. He adjusts the strap of his bag and keeps walking west.

Rain from earlier clings to the pavement in thin, uneven patches. Exhaust hangs low. Wet leaves crush underfoot. Warm bread drifts from a bakery down the block. A man in a suit hurries past with a coffee. Two teenagers share fries under a shop awning. A delivery truck idles near the curb, engine rumbling.

Lucas moves through all of it without slowing.

His pocket shifts once — a faint buzz pressing through the fabric. He doesn’t reach for it. The lockbox taps against his bag again, a small metallic knock with each step.

He passes the indie café on the corner — roasted beans and pastries drifting into the street. The crystal shop beside it leaks incense through its open door. A tattoo studio glows blue. A vintage shop glows red. A bar door swings open long enough for voices and warm air to spill out before it shuts again.

Lucas keeps moving.

His building sits between a record store and a boutique selling handmade leather goods — a converted warehouse with tall windows and exposed brick. The entrance is recessed from the sidewalk, framed in metal and glass. Twin doors stand closed behind a caution decal and a circular logo etched into the pane. A button for accessibility sits to the left, rainwater streaking the metal plate. Inside, the lobby glows with low light. Mailboxes line the far wall. A fire safety plan hangs beside them, laminated and curling at the corners.

Lucas steps forward. The automatic door clicks, then slides open with a low mechanical hum. Warm air meets him, thick with the smell of wet coats and old varnish.

The lobby is small and utilitarian. Concrete floors worn smooth by years of traffic. A bulletin board pinned with curling flyers for dog‑walking services, band gigs, and a missing bike. A single bench beneath it, cushion flattened from use. A potted plant in the corner, leaves glossy from a recent watering. The overhead lights hum with an electrical buzz.

A row of metal mailboxes lines the wall beside the elevator. Lucas unlocks his and sorts through the stack as he walks toward the elevator button. Flyers. A bill. A real estate postcard. Then a plain envelope.

His hand stops mid‑motion. The rest of the mail shifts in his other hand.

A door settles on its hinge deeper in the lobby. He doesn’t look up.

He brings the envelope closer. The handwriting hits him — familiar shapes, familiar slant. His grip tightens around the edges.

His phone lights in his hand as he turns it over without unlocking it. He sets it face‑down on the stack of mail. His messenger bag slips slightly from his shoulder.

The elevator doors open behind him. Someone steps out, brushing past. Lucas stays still.

A woman’s voice carries down the hallway — soft, rising, unfamiliar. His head lifts anyway, a reflex he shuts down as soon as it happens. His grip on the envelope tightens.

The elevator doors open then close around him. The small space carries the scent of someone’s takeout — ginger, garlic, oil cooling in a paper bag. A smear of rainwater streaks the metal wall where a neighbor must have leaned earlier. The elevator hums as it rises.

On the third floor, Lucas steps into the hallway. The carpet holds the smell of old detergent and rain tracked in by neighbors. A television murmurs behind a closed door — the low rise and fall of voices. Farther down the hall, a latch clicks as someone adjusts their door and lets it settle.

He unlocks his unit and steps inside.

A scarf hangs on the hook beside the door — soft wool, pale gray, an embroidered M stitched near the edge. He pauses, then takes it from the hook. The fabric folds in his hand. He carries it to the kitchen trash can, lifts the lid, and drops it inside. The wool settles without a sound. He lets the lid fall shut.

The loft opens in front of him — wide, high‑ceilinged, framed in exposed brick and steel. The air carries a chill from the rain. A spiral staircase curves upward to the mezzanine, its black railing catching the streetlight that filters through the arched windows. Rain streaks the glass in uneven lines.

To the left, the kitchen sits quiet — matte black cabinetry, stainless steel appliances, a few dishes drying on a rack beside the sink. The smell of old coffee lingers. A single pendant light hangs above the counter, casting a cone of light onto the concrete floor.

The living area holds a low gray sectional, a wooden coffee table, and a patterned rug still damp at the edges from where he tracked water earlier. A framed T. Lacaria impressionistic print leans against the wall, not yet hung. A plant near the window droops, leaves heavy.

His desk stands near the window — reclaimed wood, narrow, worn. A closed notebook computer rests at the center. A stack of real estate listing sheets leans against a branded folder. Flyers from recent open houses fan out beneath them. A pen lies uncapped near the edge, ink dried at the tip. An espresso cup sits beside it, a faint ring at the bottom.

Lucas sets the rest of the mail on the desk. The plain envelope stays in his hand. His phone idles face‑down beside the stack, the messenger bag slumped against the desk leg.

He crosses the loft, the envelope held between his fingers. He stops at the stove, the metal knobs catching the muted light from the windows.

He turns one of them. The burner clicks in a steady rhythm until a thin blue flame rises.

Lucas holds the envelope above it, close enough for the heat to reach the paper. The edge lifts in the warm air. His jaw sets, the muscles along it drawing a line toward his ear. The skin around his eyes pulls as he focuses on the flame.

Behind him, the phone vibrates on the desk, the sound carrying across the loft. The screen glows against the scattered mail. Lucas doesn’t turn.

The envelope lowers a fraction. Heat curls the edge, a ripple forming along the paper. His grip tightens. His shoulders rise with a shallow breath he doesn’t release.

The envelope dips again. The flame leans toward it. A tremor moves through his fingers. His mouth sets into a hard line, tension visible along his face. The flame reflects in his eyes, steady and bright.

He pulls the envelope back.

The flame steadies beneath him, blue and unwavering.

Lucas turns the burner off. The click echoes through the loft.

He carries the envelope to the spiral staircase and begins to climb. His hand slides along the railing, the metal cool beneath his palm. Each tread gives a low creak under his weight, the sound carrying through the open space.

At the mezzanine, he steps onto the platform. The bed sits low against the wall, unmade, a blanket half‑folded, a pillow with a crease.

Lucas sits on the edge of the mattress, shoes still on, rainwater darkening the fabric beneath him. The envelope rests in his hand, the heat‑warped edge rising from the rest of the paper.

He doesn’t set it down.

He holds it in both hands now, the paper bending under the pressure of his grip. His eyes stay fixed on the envelope, the muscles in his face tightening as if bracing against something he can’t stop from arriving.

The phone vibrates again below — longer this time, the sound rising through the open loft. The glow pulses against the concrete floor.

Lucas’s breath catches. His fingers press into the envelope, creasing the paper. His shoulders draw in, the movement small but visible.

A laugh rises from the street — sharp, quick, cutting through the quiet. Lucas’s head lifts a fraction. The sound fades. He lowers it again.

The phone vibrates once more. The glow brightens, steady and insistent.

Lucas doesn’t move toward it.

But the envelope bends further in his hands, the paper folding under the pressure of his grip.
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