
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Rain in Rio
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Chapter 1 – Under the Monsoon Sky
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The city was alive in every sense—music spilling from open windows, the scent of roasting coffee and grilled street food mingling in the humid air, and the streets glistening from a sudden, late-afternoon shower.

Harper Sinclair tugged her light jacket tighter, stepping carefully through puddles as she made her way from the hotel toward the Lapa district. She had flown in from New York, camera bag slung over her shoulder, notebook tucked under her arm, ready to capture the energy of Rio—but so far, the city had captured her. Every corner was color, chaos, rhythm. Every step felt like stepping into someone else’s heartbeat.

The rain came heavier, sheets of water turning the street into a river of reflections. Harper ducked into a small café, shaking off droplets, and glanced around. That was when she saw Maya Kwan, sitting alone at a corner table, sketchbook open, pencil moving in quick, fluid strokes.

Maya’s hair was damp from the rain, strands plastered to her neck, and yet she looked unbothered, almost luminous, entirely absorbed in her art. Harper felt a pull—equal parts curiosity and something deeper she couldn’t name.

Their eyes met briefly across the room. Maya’s gaze was direct, unflinching, warm. Harper smiled shyly, and Maya returned it with a tilt of her head, as if inviting her into the quiet space she had created amid the chaos.



Harper ordered a cappuccino and, on impulse, walked over. “Hi,” she said. “Do you mind if I... sit?”

Maya looked up, surprised for only a fraction of a second, then smiled. “Sure. There’s room here.”

As Harper sat down, the rain hammered against the café windows, drumming a soft, hypnotic rhythm.

“You’re from...?” Maya asked, glancing at Harper’s accent, the faint sparkle of curiosity in her eyes.

“New York,” Harper replied. “And you?”

“Toronto,” Maya said, her lips curving into a grin. “But I’m here for a month, sketching and... living a little.”

They laughed at the coincidence—two tourists meeting in a city where neither spoke the language perfectly, yet somehow the conversation flowed easily. Harper noticed how Maya’s eyes lit up when she described a street musician she had seen, how her hands moved naturally as if tracing invisible shapes in the air.

The storm outside showed no sign of stopping, but inside, the café felt like an island in a world of water, a private space suspended in time. Harper pulled out her camera, snapping the blur of rain across the window.

“You’re going to photograph the rain?” Maya asked, tilting her head.

“Maybe. Or maybe I’ll photograph... you,” Harper said impulsively.

Maya blinked, then laughed softly, the sound warm and teasing. “Good luck—if you catch the wrong angle, I’ll haunt your photos.”
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