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To every woman who trusted, loved, and believed—only to discover the truth too late...

This story is for you.

To the ones who found their strength in the middle of heartbreak.
To the ones who chose themselves when it mattered most.
To the ones who learned, grew, and never went back.
And to those still healing...

You are not broken.
You are becoming.
—K.D.
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The First Message
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Morning always arrived slowly in Tyler, Texas.

The quiet East Texas town woke up gently—nothing like the chaos of Dallas or Houston. Tall pine trees lined the streets, and the smell of damp soil drifted through the warm air after the overnight rain.

Inside a modest brick apartment on the second floor of Rosewood Gardens Apartments, Danielle Brooks sat at the edge of her bed rubbing her ankle.

A black medical boot rested beside the bed.

Next to it leaned a matte black cane.

Danielle sighed and reached for it.

“Lord... I can’t wait until this foot heals,” she muttered.

Two months earlier she had slipped on wet pavement outside a grocery store. The fall left her ankle badly sprained and her knee strained. The doctor said she would recover—but for now the cane was her daily companion.

Danielle pushed herself up slowly.

The apartment was quiet except for the low hum of the refrigerator in the kitchen.

She shuffled carefully toward the small kitchen, the cane tapping lightly against the hardwood floor.

Tap.

Step.

Tap.

Step.

The smell of coffee soon filled the apartment as the small black coffee maker sputtered and bubbled.

Danielle leaned against the counter while it brewed.

Her apartment wasn’t glamorous.

But it was peaceful.

The walls were decorated with framed scriptures and family photos. A small wooden shelf near the living room window held candles, devotionals, and a tiny porcelain angel her mother gave her years ago.

The furniture was simple but clean.

A tan couch.

A glass coffee table.

A small television mounted on the wall.

Danielle grabbed her mug—white with gold lettering that read:

“God Got Me.”

She took a slow sip and exhaled.

Today was check day.

Her disability deposit had hit her bank account overnight.

$1,284.

That money had to stretch through the entire month.

Rent.

Groceries.

Electric.

Gas.

Medication.

Danielle sat carefully at the kitchen table and opened her worn spiral notebook labeled MONTHLY BILLS.

Her handwriting filled the pages in neat columns.

Rent – $750

Electric – $105

Groceries – $200

Medicine – $85

Gas – $60

She tapped her pen against the table.

“Lord... help me make this stretch again.”

Life hadn’t always been like this.

Five years earlier she had worked at a medical billing office in Tyler. She had her own car, decent savings, and a life that felt steady.

But chronic nerve pain and repeated medical complications eventually forced her to stop working.

Disability wasn’t something she ever imagined needing.

But here she was.

And she was grateful to still be standing.

Even if she needed a cane for now.

Danielle picked up her phone from the table.

The screen lit up with a Facebook notification.

She almost ignored it.

Facebook had become one of the few ways she stayed connected with people since spending more time at home. Old classmates. Church friends. Family members scattered across Texas.

But most message requests were nonsense.

Random men.

Spam.

People trying to sell something.

Still... curiosity got the best of her.

She tapped the notification.

Message Request

From: Michael Adewale

His profile picture popped up.

Danielle blinked.

The man was handsome.

Dark skin.

Perfectly trimmed beard.

Expensive sunglasses.

He stood beside a sleek white SUV wearing a tailored navy-blue suit.

She raised an eyebrow.

“Well... somebody feeling themselves.”

His message appeared beneath the photo.

Hello beautiful queen. I hope you don’t mind me messaging you. Your smile caught my attention and it made my morning brighter.

Danielle leaned back in her chair and laughed softly.

“Queen?”

She shook her head.

Men online loved throwing that word around.

Still... something about the message didn’t feel aggressive like some others she had received.

It sounded... polite.

She clicked on his profile.

The page was filled with photos.

Michael standing beside large construction equipment.

Michael at what looked like a formal dinner.

Michael in front of tall buildings and luxury cars.

One picture showed him standing near a helicopter.

His bio read:

Civil Engineer – Ghana

Widower

Believer in love and destiny

Danielle frowned slightly.

“Ghana?” she whispered.

She had never spoken to anyone from Africa before.

Her phone vibrated again.

Another message.

Please forgive me if I’m disturbing you. I just believe when God allows you to see someone special, you should say hello.

Danielle chuckled.

“Boy smooth...”

Her fingers hovered over the keyboard.

She debated ignoring it.

But loneliness had a way of making conversations feel inviting.

Finally she typed.

Hello.

The reply came almost immediately.

Thank you for replying. Many women ignore my messages.

Danielle smirked.

“I’m sure they do.”

She typed back.

Where are you from?

Three dots appeared.

Then his reply popped up.

I currently live in Ghana for my engineering project, but I travel often for work. Where are you from my queen?

There was that word again.

Queen.

Danielle shook her head.

Still smiling.

Tyler, Texas.

Another reply quickly appeared.

Texas is a beautiful place. I visited Houston once many years ago.

Danielle leaned back in her chair studying his profile picture again.

He looked successful.

Confident.

Put together.

Her phone vibrated again.

You have very kind eyes. That is rare.

Danielle felt herself smile without meaning to.

She wasn’t used to compliments anymore.

Her phone buzzed again.

May I ask you something personal?

Danielle raised an eyebrow.

“Here we go...”

She typed slowly.

Depends what it is.

The three dots appeared again.

Then the message arrived.

Are you single... or is there a lucky man already in your life?

Danielle looked around her quiet apartment.

The coffee had gone cold.

The only sound was the distant hum of a lawn mower outside.

It had been a long time since anyone asked her that.

Years.

She typed one word.

Single.

More than 6,000 miles away, inside a dim apartment in Accra, Ghana, Michael leaned back in a worn leather chair and smiled at his phone.

Around him were three other men sitting at a cluttered table covered in laptops and burner phones.

The room smelled faintly of cigarette smoke and cheap cologne.

One of the men glanced over.

“New one?”

Michael nodded slowly.

“Texas.”

The other man grinned.

“American women are the best ones.”

Michael chuckled quietly.

“Especially the lonely ones.”

He took a sip of whiskey and began typing again.

His tone was calm.

Warm.

Carefully crafted.

Every word designed to build trust.

Back in Tyler, Danielle had no idea the man calling her queen was sitting across an ocean surrounded by other scammers running the same game.

Her phone vibrated again.

Michael’s next message appeared.

I’m happy you are single. Maybe this is fate bringing us together.

Danielle stared at the screen.

Her heart fluttered slightly.

Maybe it was silly.

Maybe it was nothing.

But something about the attention felt nice.

She didn’t realize that at that very moment...

A man thousands of miles away was studying her profile, her photos, her life—looking for every weakness he could turn into money.

Michael leaned forward, smiling at the screen.

“Perfect,” he whispered.

And the game had officially begun.
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The Good Morning Habit
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The next morning in Tyler, Texas, the sky was still dark when Danielle’s phone lit up on her nightstand.

5:42 AM.

The soft vibration buzzed against the wood.

Danielle stirred under the blankets but didn’t fully wake up at first. Morning light hadn’t touched the sky yet, and the apartment was still quiet except for the faint hum of the air conditioner.

Buzz.

Her phone vibrated again.

Half-asleep, she reached over and grabbed it.

Her eyes squinted at the screen.

A message notification.

From Michael.

She blinked.

“Already?” she mumbled.

She tapped the message.

“Good morning beautiful Danielle. I hope you slept peacefully. I woke up thinking about your smile it really made my day.”

Danielle slowly pushed herself up against the pillows.

“Lord... he up early.”

Then she glanced at the time again and remembered.

Ghana was six hours ahead.

It was already afternoon there.

She rubbed her eyes and typed back.

Good morning.

Three dots appeared immediately.

How is your morning in Texas?

Danielle swung her legs out of the bed and reached for her cane leaning against the nightstand.

“Slow,” she muttered.

Tap.

Step.

Tap.

Step.

She made her way toward the kitchen while typing.

Still waking up. Need coffee first.

A reply came quickly.

Coffee sounds wonderful. I am drinking tea here while watching the ocean.

Danielle raised an eyebrow.

“Ocean?”

She opened his message again.

My apartment is near the water in Accra. Sometimes I sit on the balcony and watch the waves while I plan my engineering projects.

Danielle imagined it.

Blue water.

Palm trees.

Warm wind.

Her life in Tyler suddenly felt very small.

She poured coffee into her mug and leaned against the counter.

That sounds nice. Tyler ain't got no ocean. Just pine trees and mosquitoes.

Michael responded with a laughing emoji.

Mosquitoes exist here too. They think I am their favorite meal.

Danielle chuckled.

She carried her coffee to the living room and slowly lowered herself onto the couch.

The cane rested against the coffee table.

Her phone buzzed again.

What do you usually do in the mornings?

Danielle stared at the question for a moment.

Her mornings were simple.

Quiet.

Sometimes lonely.

But she answered honestly.

Coffee. Bible reading. Then I usually watch the news or go to physical therapy for my leg.

Michael replied almost instantly.

You hurt your leg?

Danielle looked down at the cane leaning beside the couch.

Yeah. Bad fall a couple months ago. Doctor says I'll be fine but it's healing slow.

There was a pause.

Then the message appeared.

I am sorry that happened to you. I wish I could help take care of you.

Danielle rolled her eyes slightly.

“Boy bye, you’re in Africa,” she whispered.

But she still smiled.

Her phone buzzed again.

Strong women like you deserve to be protected.

Danielle leaned back on the couch, studying the words.

Nobody had said something like that to her in a long time.

Meanwhile, thousands of miles away in Accra, Michael sat inside the same dim apartment as the night before.

The sunlight outside was bright and hot, but the room itself was cluttered with laptops and cheap folding chairs.

Michael leaned back in his seat scrolling through Danielle’s Facebook page.

He zoomed in on her photos.

Pictures from church.

Pictures with cousins.

A few older photos of her smiling at restaurants and birthday gatherings.

He studied everything carefully.

“Simple life,” he muttered.

One of the other men glanced over.

“You still talking to Texas?”

Michael nodded.

“She lonely.”

The other man smirked.

“That’s the easiest kind.”

Michael smiled and returned to his phone.

Back in Tyler, Danielle had moved to the kitchen to start breakfast.

Eggs.

Toast.

Simple.

Her phone buzzed again on the counter.

What kind of work did you do before your injury?

Danielle cracked an egg into the skillet.

Medical billing office. Lots of insurance paperwork.

Michael responded.

That sounds very complicated.

Danielle laughed.

You get used to it.

Michael leaned forward in his chair typing carefully.

I respect hardworking women. My late wife was also very hardworking.

Danielle paused mid-bite.

Late wife?

Three dots appeared.

Then the message.

She passed away three years ago from cancer.

Danielle’s expression softened.

“Oh...”

She typed slowly.

I'm sorry to hear that.

Michael stared at the screen for a moment before responding.

His fingers hovered over the keyboard.

Then he typed the line he had used many times before.

Thank you. It was the hardest thing I ever experienced.

Across the room one of the other scammers chuckled.

“You using the widow story again?”

Michael smirked.

“It works.”

Back in Tyler, Danielle felt sympathy immediately.

She couldn’t imagine losing someone that way.

Her phone buzzed again.

Since then I have focused on my work. But sometimes life feels empty without someone to share it with.

Danielle leaned back in her chair.

She understood that feeling more than she wanted to admit.

Loneliness had a way of creeping into quiet apartments.

She typed.

I know that feeling.

Michael smiled slowly at his phone.

Hook number two... set.

He leaned back and stretched.

“Give it a week,” he said quietly.

“Then we see what she got.”

Back in Tyler, Danielle finished her breakfast and rinsed the plate in the sink.

Her phone buzzed again.

Can I ask you something?

She wiped her hands on a towel.

Sure.

Michael typed slowly.

Would you mind if we talk every morning like this? It makes my day feel brighter.

Danielle leaned against the counter thinking about it.

It had been a long time since someone looked forward to talking with her.

She smiled slightly.

I guess that's okay.

Michael grinned widely.

Across the ocean he whispered softly.

“Perfect.”

Danielle had no idea that the simple “good morning” messages would soon become a daily habit.

And habits were powerful things.

Especially when someone was carefully building one... for a reason.

Michael placed his phone down and looked at the other men in the room.

“This one,” he said calmly, “just needs time.”

One of the men laughed.

“How long you think?”

Michael took another sip of whiskey.

“Long enough for her to trust me.”

Back in Tyler, Danielle sat on her couch scrolling through his photos again.

The ocean.

The fancy restaurants.

The construction sites.

He seemed successful.

Worldly.

Interesting.

She had no idea that most of the photos weren’t even his.

And the ocean view he described...

didn’t exist.

But by the next morning...

another message would arrive.

And another after that.

And before long...

Danielle would begin waking up expecting them.
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The Good Morning Addiction
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The third morning started the same way as the second.

With a vibration.

Danielle’s phone buzzed on her nightstand at 5:39 AM.

She hadn’t even opened her eyes yet, but somehow she already knew who it was.

Her hand reached across the bed before her brain fully woke up.

The screen lit up.

Michael Adewale

A small smile appeared on her face.

“Boy... you consistent,” she murmured.

She opened the message.

Good morning my beautiful queen. I hope you slept peacefully. I woke up thinking about our conversation yesterday.

Danielle leaned up against the headboard and stretched.

The morning light was just beginning to slide through the curtains of her apartment in Tyler, Texas. Outside, she could hear a garbage truck slowly rolling down the street and the distant barking of a neighbor’s dog.

Her ankle throbbed slightly as she moved.

She reached for her cane and carefully stood up.

Tap.

Step.

Tap.

Step.

As she made her way toward the kitchen she typed back.

Morning Michael. You’re up early again.

Three dots appeared immediately.

It is afternoon here in Ghana. My day is already moving fast.

Danielle poured coffee into her mug and leaned against the counter.

You must not sleep much.

His response came instantly.

I sleep enough. But I enjoy speaking with you.

Danielle rolled her eyes but she couldn't hide the small grin forming on her face.

“Mmhm... smooth talker.”

She carried her coffee to the couch and turned on the morning news.

Her phone buzzed again.

What are you doing today?

Danielle glanced down at the screen.

Physical therapy appointment later. Doctor trying to get this ankle back right.

Michael responded quickly.

I hope they are gentle with you. Injuries can take time.

Danielle lifted the coffee mug.

You sound like a doctor.

He sent a laughing emoji.

No, just someone who cares.

That sentence sat on the screen for a moment.

Danielle looked at it longer than she meant to.

Someone who cares.

It had been a while since someone spoke to her like that.

Across the ocean in Accra, Ghana, Michael was sitting at a small plastic table outside a crowded internet café.

Motorcycles buzzed through the street.

Vendors shouted from nearby food stalls.

The air smelled like grilled meat, dust, and gasoline.

Michael leaned back in his chair typing on his phone while sipping a bottled soda.

Two other young men sat nearby doing the same thing.

Phones.

Laptops.

Messages.

One of them leaned over.

“You still talking to Texas woman?”

Michael nodded.

“Every morning.”

The man chuckled.

“She must like you.”

Michael smirked.

“She likes the attention.”

He typed another message.

Back in Tyler, Danielle’s phone buzzed again.

What kind of physical therapy do they make you do?

Danielle laughed out loud.

You really want to know?

Of course.

She typed back.

They make me stretch my ankle and walk across the room like I'm learning how to walk again. Not glamorous.

Michael responded.

Healing is never glamorous. But it shows strength.

Danielle shook her head smiling.

“Boy got an answer for everything.”

She took another sip of coffee.

Then her phone buzzed again.

Can I see what Tyler looks like?

Danielle raised an eyebrow.

What you mean?

Send me a picture when you go outside today.

Danielle laughed.

You want proof I actually live here?

Michael replied quickly.

No. I just want to see the world through your eyes.

Danielle stared at the message.

“Lord...”

Nobody had ever asked her something like that before.

Meanwhile in Ghana, Michael leaned back in his chair watching the typing bubble appear on his phone.

He smiled slightly.

That line always worked.

Emotional curiosity created connection.

Connection created trust.

Trust created opportunity.

Back in Tyler, Danielle grabbed her purse and cane.

Her therapy appointment was in an hour.

The drive across Tyler wasn’t long.

Ten minutes maybe.

But getting down the apartment stairs took patience.

Step.

Pause.

Step.

Pause.

Once she reached the parking lot she unlocked her silver 2012 Toyota Camry and carefully slid inside.

Her phone buzzed again before she even started the engine.

Drive safe beautiful.

Danielle laughed.

“You watching me now?”

She typed.

You must have a lot of free time.

Michael responded instantly.

Only when I’m thinking about you.

Danielle shook her head smiling.

The conversation continued all morning.

While she sat in the waiting room.

While she did therapy stretches.

While she drove back home, she drove back home.

Every time she checked her phone there was another message waiting.

By the afternoon, something new had happened.

Danielle had started looking forward to the notifications.

The phone buzzed again while she sat at her kitchen table eating lunch.

What are you eating today?

She snapped a picture of her plate.

Fried chicken.

Green beans.

Cornbread.

She sent it.

Seconds later Michael replied.

That looks delicious.

Danielle laughed.

Southern cooking.

Michael typed again.

One day maybe you will cook for me.

Danielle raised an eyebrow.

Boy you in Africa. That’s a long drive.

Michael responded.

Love travels any distance.

Danielle stared at the screen for a moment.

Then she shook her head and laughed.

But something inside her chest fluttered slightly.

Across the ocean, Michael showed the message to one of the other men sitting beside him.

“She laughing now,” he said.

The man grinned.

“That means she comfortable.”

Michael nodded slowly.

“Exactly.”

Back in Tyler, Danielle placed her phone on the table and stood up carefully.

The cane tapped softly on the floor as she walked to the living room.

The apartment felt different today.

Not so quiet.

Not so empty.

Her phone buzzed again.

She picked it up quickly without even realizing it.

Another message from Michael.

Thank you for talking with me today. It made my day better.

Danielle smiled.

Same here.

Michael responded.

I will message you again tomorrow morning.

Danielle leaned back on the couch and looked at the screen.

Without realizing it, she had already started expecting those messages.

The routine had begun.

Good morning.

Conversation.

Attention.

Connection.

The phone buzzed one more time.

Sleep well tonight Danielle.

She typed back.

Goodnight Michael.

Thousands of miles away, Michael locked his phone and leaned back in his chair.

One of the men beside him asked,

“So... how she doing?”

Michael smirked.

“She checking her phone every time it buzz now.”

The man nodded knowingly.

“Good.”

Michael stretched and stood up.

“Give it a few more days,” he said calmly.

“Then we move to the next step.”

Back in Tyler, Danielle placed her phone on the nightstand before turning off the lamp.

The room went dark.

But before closing her eyes...

she picked the phone up one more time.

Just to see if another message had come through.

None had.

She smiled anyway.

For the first time in a long while...

she was already looking forward to tomorrow morning.

And that was exactly what Michael wanted.
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The phone call came later than usual.

That alone made Danielle uneasy.

By now, she had already grown used to the rhythm.

Good morning messages.
Midday check-ins.
Little compliments sprinkled throughout the day like sugar in coffee.
But today something felt off it was about 7:18 PM in Tyler, Texas.

The sun had already started dipping below the tall pine trees, leaving streaks of orange and purple across the sky. The apartment was dim, lit only by the soft glow of the lamp beside Danielle’s couch.

She sat there with her leg propped up on a pillow, her medical boot resting against the armrest.

The television was on, but muted.

Her attention wasn’t on the news.

It was on her phone.

Still.

No message.

Danielle frowned slightly.

“That’s strange...”

She tapped the screen, scrolling through their earlier conversation.

Everything had been normal that morning.

Even playful.

But around noon...

The messages slowed.

By afternoon...

They stopped.

Her stomach tightened just a little.

“Maybe he busy,” she muttered.

Still...

She checked again.

Nothing.

miles away, in Accra, Ghana...

Michael sat in a completely different kind of silence.

Not peaceful.

Calculated.

The room was darker tonight, lit by a single overhead bulb that flickered every few seconds.

The air felt heavy.

Hot.

Three other men sat around the table, their faces illuminated by laptop screens and cheap smartphones.

But tonight...

Michael wasn’t typing.

He was staring at Danielle’s profile.

Studying.

Planning.

One of the men across from him leaned forward.

“You slowing down on her?”

Michael shook his head slowly.

“No.”

He leaned back in his chair, cracking his neck.

“I’m switching it up.”

The man smirked.

“Ah... escalation.”

Michael smiled slightly.

“She used to text now.”

He picked up his phone and turned it in his hand.

“Time to make it real.”

Back in Tyler...

Danielle sighed and set her phone down on the couch beside her.

“This crazy,” she whispered.

“Why I’m even worried...”

She reached for the remote and turned the volume up on the TV.

But her eyes kept drifting back to her phone.

Every few seconds.

Like she was waiting.

Listening.

Hoping.

Buzz.

Her heart jumped.

She grabbed the phone quickly.

Not a message.

A call.

Unknown number.

Danielle froze.

Her eyebrows pulled together.

“Who...?”

She stared at the screen as it continued vibrating in her hand.

Unknown.

Her mind started racing.

Spam?

Telemarketer?

Or—

The phone stopped ringing.

Silence filled the room again.

Danielle exhaled slowly.

“That was weird...”

She placed the phone back down.

But something in her chest didn’t settle.

It rang again.

Same number.

Unknown.

This time...

She hesitated.

Her thumb hovered over the screen.

“Don’t answer that...” she whispered to herself.

But curiosity...

Loneliness...

And something deeper she didn’t want to admit...

pushed her finger forward.

She answered.

“Hello?”

There was a brief pause.

Then—

A voice.

Deep.

Smooth.

With a faint accent.

“...Danielle?”

Her heart skipped.

She sat up straighter on the couch.

“...Michael?”

A soft chuckle came through the speaker.

“Yes... it’s me.”

Danielle’s eyes widened slightly.

“You calling me?”

“I wanted to hear your voice,” he said calmly.

The words hit differently than text.

Heavier.

More real.

Danielle swallowed.

“Well... you got it now,” she said, trying to sound casual.

But her fingers tightened around the phone.

Across the ocean, Michael leaned back in his chair, smiling.

The room around him was noisy.

But his voice...

His tone...

It was controlled.

Carefully measured.

He stepped outside onto the balcony, closing the door behind him to block out the background.

Now it sounded quieter.

More believable.

More... intimate.

“You sound beautiful,” he said softly.

Danielle rolled her eyes instinctively.

“Boy stop...”

But she smiled.

He heard it.

“I’m serious,” Michael replied.

“I imagined your voice... but this is even better.”

Danielle leaned back slowly.

Her guard... shifted.

Just a little.

“So why you calling from a blocked number?” she asked.

Michael paused.

Then answered smoothly.

“My work phone has issues sometimes with international calls. I didn’t want to lose the chance to speak with you.”

Danielle nodded slightly.

It sounded reasonable.

At least... enough.

A silence fell between them.

Not awkward.

Just... new.

Different.

More real than messages.

Danielle broke it.

“So... what you doing over there right now?”

Michael leaned against the railing, looking out at the dark street below.

“I just finished reviewing a construction plan,” he said.

“Now I am relaxing... talking to someone special.”

Danielle shook her head.

“You always talking like that?”

Michael chuckled.

“Only when I mean it.”

Inside the apartment, Danielle adjusted her leg.

Her ankle throbbed slightly, but she barely noticed.

Her focus was on his voice.

It was calming.

Steady.

Confident.

Too confident.

“You got a lot of confidence, don’t you?” she said.

Michael smiled.

“Confidence comes from knowing what you want.”

“And what you want?” she asked.

There was a pause.

Long enough to feel intentional.

Then—

“You.”

Danielle laughed.

But it wasn’t the same laugh as before.

This one...

Had weight.

“Boy you don’t even know me.”

“I’m learning,” he replied.

“And what I see... I like.”

Across the balcony, Michael’s expression shifted slightly.

The warmth in his voice stayed.

But his eyes...

Were calculating.

Every response.

Every pause.

Every emotional reaction from her—

he was tracking it.

Back in Tyler, Danielle’s fingers traced the edge of her coffee mug.

Her voice softened without her realizing.

“So what made you message me?”

Michael didn’t hesitate.

“Your smile.”

Danielle smirked.

“You said that already.”

“And it is still true.”

Another pause.

Then he lowered his voice slightly.

“But also... your eyes.”

Danielle blinked.

“My eyes?”

“Yes,” he said.

“They look like someone who has been through things... but still believes in something better.”

That hit deeper than she expected.

Her expression changed.

Just slightly.

She didn’t respond right away.

Michael noticed.

And leaned into it.

“You are strong,” he continued.

“I can hear it in your voice.”

Danielle swallowed.

“Nah... I just... I get by.”

“That is strength,” he said.

The conversation stretched.

Minutes turned into an hour.

Then more.

They talked about:

Her injury

His “projects”

Her life in Tyler

His “travels”

Her favorite foods

His “late wife”

Every topic layered with emotion.

Connection.

Trust.

At one point...

Danielle laughed so hard she had to catch her breath.

At another...

She went quiet listening to him talk.

Really listening.

By the time the call started to slow...

The room around her felt different.

Warmer.

Fuller.

Less empty.

“I should let you rest,” Michael said gently.

“It is late for you.”

Danielle glanced at the clock.

10:02 PM.

“Dang...” she whispered.

“I ain’t even realize.”

“That is because we were enjoying each other,” he replied.

She smiled.

“Yeah... I guess we was.”

A pause. “Can I call you again tomorrow?” he asked.

Danielle hesitated.

Just for a second.

But it was weaker than before.

“...Yeah,” she said.

“I’d like that.”

Michael smiled slowly.

“Good.”

Then softly—

“Sleep well, Danielle.”

“Goodnight, Michael.”

The call ended.

Silence filled the apartment again.

But it wasn’t the same silence.

Danielle sat there, staring at her phone.

Her heart beating just a little faster.

Her mind replaying the conversation.

His voice.

His words.

His tone.

She leaned back on the couch slowly.

Exhaled.

Then whispered to herself—

“...that felt nice.”

Thousands of miles away...

Michael walked back into the
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