


Come	the	Rain
By	Shannon	Smiley



	

Copyright	©	2015	by	Shannon	Smiley

All	 rights	 reserved.	 No	 part	 of	 this	 publication	 may	 be	 reproduced,	 distributed,	 or
transmitted	 in	 any	 form	 or	 by	 any	 means,	 including	 photocopying,	 recording,	 or	 other
electronic	or	mechanical	methods,	without	 the	prior	written	permission	of	 the	publisher,
except	 in	 the	 case	 of	 brief	 quotations	 embodied	 in	 critical	 reviews	 and	 certain	 other
noncommercial	uses	permitted	by	copyright	law.

eISBN:	978-1-61813-207-9
Cover	Photo	Credit:	ellyn.	“raindrops	on	the	roof.	Goosebumps	on	my	arms.	Longing	in	my	heart.”	Twenty-nine/Sixty-
Five



Table	of	Contents
Prologue

Chapter	One

Chapter	Two

Chapter	Three

Chapter	Four

Chapter	Five

Chapter	Six

Chapter	Seven

Chapter	Eight

Chapter	Nine

Chapter	Ten

Chapter	Eleven

Chapter	Twelve

Chapter	Thirteen

Chapter	Fourteen

Chapter	Fifteen

Chapter	Sixteen

Chapter	Seventeen

Chapter	Eighteen

Chapter	Nineteen

Chapter	Twenty

Chapter	Twenty-One

Chapter	Twenty-Two



Chapter	One
The	 wind	whooshed	 through	 the	 subway	 tunnel,	 snatching	 up	 one	 end	 of	 Anastasija’s
scarf.	 She	 watched	 the	 frayed	 edges	 claw	 at	 the	 air,	 the	 knotted	 fringe	 grasping	 for
freedom,	and	she	wrapped	the	polyester	fabric	another	loop	around	her	neck.	Tipping	her
head	back,	she	leaned	against	the	tile	pillar	behind	her	and	folded	her	arms.	She	observed
the	world	through	hooded	eyes.

She	didn’t	need	to	see.	She	didn’t	need	to	count	the	coins	in	her	pocket,	rifle	through
the	contents	of	her	backpack,	glance	again	at	her	watch.	She	knew.	Her	time	was	up.	With
no	money	left	and	no	one	to	turn	to,	she	had	a	decision	to	make:	gamble	with	the	future	or
settle	on	the	past.	Trouble	was,	she	couldn’t	stomach	the	idea	of	either.

He	was	supposed	to	have	given	her	a	place	to	stay,	Antwon.	He	was	supposed	to	have
helped	her	out,	let	her	crash	on	his	couch	until	she	could	get	a	job,	make	some	money	of
her	own.	The	day	he	aged-out,	the	moment	he	walked	down	Pummel	Home’s	steps	for	the
last,	he’d	slugged	her	 in	 the	arm	and	made	the	promise,	“You	ever	need	a	place	 to	stay,
Stasija,	 you	 got	 it.	 Come	 to	my	 cousin’s	 in	 the	 Bronx.	 I’ll	 be	 around.”	 The	 dick	 even
pulled	her	in	for	a	gruff	hug.	“Don’t	let	them	mess	with	you.	Remember…jab,	uppercut,
hook.”	 He	 demonstrated	 the	 kickboxing	 combination,	 narrowly	 missing	 her	 cheek.
Anastasija	heeled	him	in	the	shin.

Remember.

What	she	remembered	was	how	he	 screwed	her	 over—inviting	her	 into	his	 cousin’s
then	 stealing	 from	 her	 the	 first	 night	 while	 she	 slept.	 She’d	 known	 he	was	 into	 drugs;
she’d	seen	the	evidence,	the	needles	lying	around	the	dirty	apartment,	the	track	marks	on
his	arms,	but	she	didn’t	 think	he’d	hit	bottom	enough	to	empty	out	her	 tampon	box	and
confiscate	her	hidden	cash.	Nothing.	He’d	left	her	with	nothing,	and	it	pissed	Anastasija
off.	Mostly	because	it	was	her	own	fault.	She’d	broken	her	cardinal	rule	and	trusted	him.
She	 vowed	 to	 never	 make	 that	 same	 kind	 of	 elemental	 mistake	 again.	 Only	 system
“amateurs”	trusted,	and	she	sure	as	hell	wasn’t	an	amateur.

Anastasija	swept	her	gaze	toward	the	MTA	bulletin	board.	The	northbound	4Line	was
running	off-schedule	tonight.	Normally,	it	was	due	to	hit	Canal	Street	at	11:16,	but	11:25
had	ticked	by,	and	the	train	had	yet	to	make	an	appearance.	Could’ve	been	problems	with
the	storm,	she	surmised;	the	conductor	giving	more	time	to	passengers	bee-lining	in	from
the	rain.	Or	maybe	there	was	an	issue	with	the	track.	There’d	been	a	lot	of	that	lately	with
Lexington	Avenue	under	major	construction.	She’d	read	about	it	in	the	paper.

“Of	course,	I’m	aware	of	the	time,	Justin.	I	never	would’ve	taken	her	if	I	thought	the
show	would	end	this	late.”

A	woman	in	a	red	vinyl	raincoat	argued	into	her	cell	phone	a	couple	of	feet	away	from
where	Anastasija	stood.	Next	to	the	lady,	a	girl	somewhere	around	eight	years	old	played
footbag	against	the	wall.	She	bounced	the	sac	from	knee	to	knee	a	couple	of	times	before
catching	a	decent	toe	stall,	then	popped	it	in	the	air	and	tried	to	grab	it	with	her	heel.	The
bag	landed	at	her	feet	with	a	splat.

“I	suck,”	she	pronounced	when	she	caught	Anastasija	watching.	“My	brother	can	do



all	these	super	cool	hack	moves,	and	I	can’t	even	get	like	five	straight	kicks.”	She	dropped
the	sac	to	her	knee	and	bounced	it	to	her	other,	once,	maybe	twice.	Her	tiered	skirt	kicked
up	 over	 her	 grey	 leggings,	 and	 the	 bag	 landed	 again	 on	 the	 concrete.	 “Dammit,”	 she
swore.

“Language,	Sarah,”	her	mother	scolded	over	her	phone.

When	the	girl	went	to	launch	it	into	the	air	for	the	third	time,	she	caught	the	sac	at	a
wrong	angle	and	sent	 it	 skyrocketing	 toward	 the	 rails.	Anastasija	 reacted	within	a	 flash.
She	jumped	forward	and	whipped	out	her	hand,	snatched	the	bag	before	it	could	sail	onto
the	track.	Without	hesitation,	she	dropped	it	to	her	left	toe,	stalled,	flipped	it	to	her	right
toe,	swept	her	right	foot	behind	her	left	leg,	popped	the	bag	up	in	the	air	and	stalled	it	on
her	left	foot.	She	then	looked	to	the	girl	to	confirm	she	was	paying	attention.	Getting	an
awestruck	nod,	Anastasija	brought	her	 foot	halfway	around	 the	bag	and	grabbed	 it	with
her	heel.	She	swung	her	foot	back	like	a	pendulum	and	launched	the	sac	over	her	head.

The	 young	 girl	 came	 alive	 and	 bounced	 the	 bag	 off	 her	 chest,	 letting	 it	 stall	 on	 the
outside	of	her	 sneaker.	“Wow,”	she	exhaled	 through	an	amazed	smile.	“Holy	crap!	That
was	awesome!”

Anastasija	 nodded,	 one	 corner	 of	 her	 mouth	 threatening	 to	 curl	 up.	 “Watch	 your
breaths.	Don’t	hold	em’.”

The	 little	girl	bopped	her	head	emphatically.	Before	she	could	comment,	her	mother
grabbed	her	by	the	shirt.	“Never	talk	to	strangers,	honey.”	The	woman	gave	Anastasija	a
frosty	once-over	and	tugged	her	daughter	away	by	the	elbow.

Anastasija	got	it.	Eyebrow	piercings,	nose	rings,	heavy	eye	makeup,	long,	greasy	hair;
she	 knew	what	 she	 looked	 like.	 She	 understood.	 She	 shrugged	 and	 turned	 her	 attention
back	to	the	platform,	zeroed	in	on	the	electronic	sign	when	she	saw	it	blinking.

The	train	arrived	within	seconds,	the	brakes	squealing	to	a	complete	stop.	Anastasija
waited	for	the	doors	to	sweep	open	and	the	few	passengers	to	disembark	before	she	slung
her	backpack	over	her	shoulder	and	entered	the	car.	She	chose	a	seat	more	toward	the	back
in	 the	hopes	 to	avoid	 the	eyes	of	 the	conductor	but	 stay	close	enough	 to	keep	safe.	Her
plan	was	 to	 ride	 the	subway	for	as	 long	as	her	MetroCard	held	money	on	 it.	She	didn’t
have	it	in	her	to	face	the	New	York	streets	alone	at	night,	not	when	she	needed	to	think,
formulate	a	plan	of	action.	She	was	exhausted.	She	needed	some	down	time.

As	she	settled	into	her	chair,	she	noticed	the	young	girl	and	her	mom	entering	the	car
at	the	front.	The	two	slipped	into	the	first	couple	of	seats	by	the	door,	the	mother	keeping
her	purse	strap	clenched	between	her	white-knuckled	fingers,	her	other	hand	palming	her
cell	 like	 she	 intended	 to	 use	 it	 as	 a	 weapon	 if	 needed.	 Anastasija	 smirked	 a	 little	 and
closed	her	eyes.	She	rested	her	head	against	 the	glass,	and	shortly	after,	heard	 the	doors
whisk	 close	 with	 finality.	 The	 train	 lurched	 into	 motion,	 within	 moments,	 picking	 up
speed.

Anastasija	allowed	herself	a	minute	of	total	silence.	She	switched	off	the	never-ending
conversation	in	her	mind—the	questions	of	why	and	what	now,	the	same,	tired	guesswork
of	answers—and	she	drifted	with	the	rhythmic	thump-thumps	of	the	subway	car.	But	soon,
too	soon,	she	felt	rather	than	saw	the	train	enter	the	next	station.	Spring	Street.	She	could



name	all	of	the	stops.	Six	years	old,	she’d	memorized	them	within	seconds	after	glancing
at	the	MTA	map	for	the	first	time,	a	photographic	memory	her	father	had	called	it.	Next
up,	 Bleecker.	 Then	 Astor.	 Followed	 by	 Saint	 Union	 Square.	 Twenty-third	 and	 Park.
Twenty-eighth	and	Park.	Thirty-third.	The	mother-of-all,	Grand	Central	Station….

It	was	at	Fifty-ninth	and	Lexington	that	Anastasija	snapped	out	of	her	reverie.	When
the	train	doors	slid	open,	she	couldn’t	help	but	take	notice	of	the	unusually-dressed	trio	of
men	that	stepped	onboard.	She’d	lived	in	New	York	all	her	life.	She	was	used	to	strange
sights,	but	something	about	three	guys	decked	out	in	long	black	robes	with	hoods	pulled
over	their	heads—thereby	hiding	their	faces—seriously	amped	up	a	person’s	creep-factor.
She	 followed	 the	cloaked	 figures	with	her	eyes	as	 they	marched	 toward	 the	 front	of	 the
car.	She	sat	up	straighter	in	her	seat.	She,	too,	now	clutched	her	bag,	the	train	having	left
the	station	and	entered	the	darkened	tunnels.

The	man	in	the	lead	reached	the	conductor’s	door	first.	He	withdrew	what	looked	like
a	 crowbar	 from	 his	 robe,	 and	 in	 one	 quick	 jabbing	 move,	 punched	 through	 the	 thick,
protective	 pane	 of	 glass.	 Shards	 rained	 on	 the	 ground	 as	 gasps	 sounded	 from	 nearby
passengers.	The	second	robed	man	slipped	his	hand	through	the	window.	He	unlocked	the
door	and	shoved	his	way	into	the	control	car.	Gone.

A	gunshot	sounded.

And	all	hell	broke	 loose.	The	 lights	 flickered	overhead,	 the	passengers	 screaming	 in
confusion	and	terror.	Everyone	leapt	to	their	feet	at	once.	They	stumbled	toward	the	back
of	 the	 moving	 car,	 shoving,	 pushing,	 shrieking	 at	 one	 another	 to	 get	 out	 of	 the	 way.
Finding	the	door	locked,	some	pounded	on	the	glass	while	others	dove	under	chairs	in	a
poor	attempt	to	hide.	Anastasija	surveyed	the	pandemonium,	the	silence	from	the	control
room,	and	made	the	instant	decision	to	stay	put.	But	not	still.	She	unzipped	her	backpack
and	unearthed	her	pocket	knife.	She	stuck	it	in	the	waistline	of	her	jeans	and	slipped	her
own	hood	over	her	head.	Discovering	 the	young	girl’s	 frightened	eyes	glued	 to	her,	 she
slouched	 down	 in	 her	 seat	 and	 motioned	 for	 the	 girl	 to	 do	 the	 same,	 become	 more
inconspicuous,	less	of	a	target.	The	girl	obeyed,	yanking	her	hysterical	mother	down	with
her.	They	waited.

The	 control	 door	 opened,	 and	 two	 of	 the	 robed	 men	 marched	 out,	 calmly	 leveling
assault	rifles	at	the	passengers	cowering	near	the	doors.	They	took	up	post,	one	on	either
side	 of	 the	 aisle,	 and	 spoke	 not	 a	word,	which	 only	 reinforced	Anastasija’s	 decision	 in
keeping	quiet,	absolutely	still.	Inside,	her	heart	hammered	against	her	ribcage.	Her	mind
raced	to	formulate	a	plan	for	all	possible	scenarios.

With	no	warning,	 the	 train’s	brakes	kicked	in.	Hard.	Passengers,	who	were	standing,
slammed	 against	 poles	 and	 chairs,	 thereby	 losing	 their	 footing.	Those	 sitting	 lurched	 to
their	sides	and	grasped	at	their	seats	in	a	panic.	Anastasija	righted	herself	just	as	the	lights
in	the	car	switched	off	for	good,	and	more	screaming	broke	out.

A	voice	roared	from	the	front.

“SILENCE!”

The	 robed	 guy	 on	 the	 left	 discharged	 his	 weapon	 at	 the	 ceiling,	 the	 bullet	 tearing
through	the	metal	car	with	a	teeth-jarring	shriek.	Everyone	fell	quiet	and	stopped	moving.



Everyone	 but	Anastasija.	 She	 inched	 forward	 on	 her	 chair	 and	 put	 her	weight	 ever-so-
slightly	on	the	balls	of	her	feet.	She	gathered	the	straps	of	her	backpack,	getting	ready	to
run	if	and	when	the	doors	opened,	and	rested	one	hand	on	her	hidden	pocket	knife	in	case
they	didn’t.	She	looked	again	to	the	control	room.

“Hear	me	now!”	 the	 robed	man	on	 the	 right	bellowed.	“I	will	 say	 this	only	once!	 If
you	 do	 not	 follow	 directions,	 I	 will	 shoot	 you	 with	 no	 hesitation!	 I	 will	 put	 a	 bullet
between	your	eyes!	Do	you	understand?”	He	aimed	his	gun	at	a	nearby	old	man	clutching
a	subway	pole	for	support.	“Do…you…understand?”	he	enunciated	each	word.

The	old	man	moaned,	nodding	his	head	up	and	down.	Anastasija	spied	the	wet	stain
forming	on	his	pants.	A	seed	of	anger	planted	itself	in	her	gut.	She	ground	her	teeth	and
reminded	herself	to	keep	still.

Above	her,	 the	emergency	lights	kicked	on.	She	finally	got	her	first	good	glimpse	of
the	men	beneath	the	hoods.	Black.	Black	as	night.	And	no	doubt,	twins.	Both	had	the	same
almond-shaped,	 dark	 eyes,	 a	 squareish	 jaw,	 and	 a	 wide,	 turnip-like	 nose.	 They	 even
sported	matching	tattoos—large,	on	their	necks,	a	snake	in	the	shape	of	an	“S,”	inked	on
top	of	an	“A”,	what	looked	like	a	dagger	drawn	sideways	through	the	middle.	Strange,	and
definitely	original.

A	knock	sounded	from	the	control	car.	The	robed	brothers	 jumped	into	action	as	 the
train	doors	slid	open,	revealing	an	empty	stretch	of	4	Line	tunnel.	They	marched	toward
the	exits,	their	eyes	sweeping	over	the	passengers	as	if	daring	them	to	make	a	move.	Both
took	up	post	like	sentinels	and	barked	out	a	slew	of	directions.	“We’re	getting	off!”	“Stay
together!”	 “No	 playing	 the	 hero!”	 “Do	 exactly	 as	 we	 say!”	 “We	 promise	 you,	 we	will
shoot	to	kill!”

Anastasija	 scooted	 closer	 toward	 the	 edge	of	her	 seat.	She	 could	 feel	 the	 adrenaline
coursing	through	her	veins,	building,	rising,	moving	upwards	and	downwards,	overtaking
every	inch	of	her	body.	She	could	not	keep	her	cool	for	that	much	longer.	The	only	thing
holding	 her	 in	 place	was	 the	 knowledge	 she	 stood	 no	 chance	 of	 outrunning	 a	 bullet	 in
close	quarters.	But	once	they	exited	the	train?	Game	on.

It	 happened	 faster	 than	 she	 thought	 possible,	 everyone	 disembarking	 the	 car.	 She
followed	on	the	heels	of	a	couple	in	their	twenties—her	heart	thundering	in	her	ears,	her
palms	slick	with	sweat—and	again	felt	 the	pocketknife	at	her	waist	for	reassurance.	She
made	 no	 eye	 contact	with	 the	 guy	 holding	 the	 gun.	 She	 slunk	 past	 him,	 just	 one	more
compliant	 passenger,	 but	when	 her	 shoes	 hit	 pavement,	 she,	 unlike	 the	 others,	 used	 the
tunnel’s	darkness	 to	her	 advantage.	She	crossed	 the	 tracks	and	 slipped	 toward	 the	back.
Disappearing.	Preparing.

To	run.

Four	more	 robed	men	 joined	 their	 group,	 bringing	with	 them	 a	 dozen	 or	 so	 people
from	other	cars.	Anastasija	counted	twenty-six	hostages	now	in	total.	She	glanced	around
at	 all	 of	 the	 terrified,	 confused	 faces:	 the	 young	 girl	 and	 her	 mother,	 the	 old	 man,	 a
pregnant	woman	with	a	cast	over	her	arm,	the	others,	so	many	others;	she	read	the	fear	in
all	of	them,	and	the	seed	of	anger	in	her	grew.	Her	conscience	threatened	to	decimate	her
plan.
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