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Prologue
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The world had always told them that love needed a place.

A street where two people accidentally met.
A café where their eyes first found each other.
A park bench where a first confession was whispered.
But nobody had ever told them that love could begin in the quiet darkness of a room, with two strangers staring at a glowing screen thousands of miles apart, wondering why a person they had never touched could suddenly feel like home.

It started on a rainy evening in two different corners of the world.

In the city of Liora, where ancient streets carried the smell of coffee, old books, and memories, lived Amelia Rose, a young woman who had learned to smile even when her heart was tired.

Amelia was the kind of person who noticed little things — the way the sky changed colors before sunset, the sound of rain tapping against her window, the sadness hidden behind someone’s laughter. She believed deeply in love, but life had slowly convinced her that beautiful things were not always meant to stay.

She had watched people promise forever and disappear.

She had seen relationships begin with fireworks and end in silence.

So she protected her heart carefully, like a fragile piece of glass.

Her evenings were usually quiet. A cup of tea beside her, a book in her hands, and music playing softly in the background.

Until one ordinary night changed everything.

Across the ocean, in the city of Valen, lived Daniel Carter, a man who had everything people thought would make him happy.

A successful career. A comfortable life. A future that looked perfect from the outside.

But inside, Daniel carried a loneliness he never admitted.

He could fill a room with people and still feel alone.

He could hear hundreds of voices around him and still search for one voice that felt different.

The world knew his achievements.

Almost nobody knew his heart.

That night, a simple mistake brought their lives together.

A message sent to the wrong person.

A few words appearing on a screen.

"I think this was meant for someone else, but I hope your night is beautiful anyway."

Amelia stared at the message and smiled.

She did not know why.

Maybe because nobody had wished her a beautiful night in a long time.

Maybe because there was kindness in those few words.

Maybe because sometimes the heart recognizes something before the mind understands.

She replied.

"Thank you. I think your message found me at the right time."

Daniel looked at the reply and felt something unusual.

It was only a sentence.

Only words.

But somehow, those words felt warmer than all the conversations he had forgotten.

That night, they talked until sunrise.

They talked about childhood dreams.

About places they wanted to visit.

About fears they never shared with anyone.

About the strange feeling of missing something they had never had.

They laughed.

They teased each other.

They discovered that two people from different worlds could somehow understand each other perfectly.

Days became weeks.

Weeks became months.

Their messages became the first thing they searched for in the morning and the last thing they waited for at night.

Daniel learned that Amelia loved watching the stars because they reminded her that even things far away could still shine.

Amelia learned that Daniel always helped strangers because he believed kindness was the only thing in life that multiplied when you gave it away.

They created a world between them.

A world made of conversations.

A world made of dreams.

A world where distance did not exist.

But the real world was waiting.

Because love is easy when it lives inside imagination.

The true test begins when it steps into reality.

After a year of late-night conversations and silent promises, Daniel finally said the words they had both been afraid to say.

"I want to meet you."

Amelia stared at the screen for a long time.

Her heart raced.

Her hands trembled.

Because meeting him meant something terrifying.

It meant discovering whether the person who felt like home through a screen would still feel the same standing in front of her.

It meant risking the beautiful dream they had created.

But love had never been about safety.

Love had always been about courage.

So she whispered to herself:

"Some people spend a lifetime searching for someone who understands them. Maybe I found mine across an ocean."

Months later, at an airport filled with strangers, two people from two different worlds stood frozen.

Daniel looked through the crowd, searching.

Amelia held her breath, wondering if she would recognize him.

And then their eyes met.

For a moment, everything disappeared.

The voices.

The footsteps.

The distance.

The thousands of miles between them.

Because sometimes the heart does not need an introduction.

Sometimes it simply knows.

Daniel walked toward her slowly.

Amelia smiled through tears.

And when they finally stood face to face, after all the nights they had spent dreaming of this moment, Daniel whispered:

"I spent so long looking for a place where I belonged... I never realized it would be a person."

She looked at him and answered:

"Thousands of miles separated us, but somehow my heart always knew the way to you."

But their journey was only beginning.

Because love across the world would not only be tested by distance.

It would be tested by families who did not understand.

By cultures that saw life differently.

By fears they had hidden from each other.

By the question that haunted them both:

Could two hearts from different worlds build one future?

Or was their love only a beautiful story written between two screens?

Only time would reveal the answer.

And this was the beginning of the love that crossed the world.
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Amelia always believed that some days were just ordinary until something happened that forced you to look back and realize that day had been the beginning of everything.

That was the strange thing about life. The important moments rarely announced themselves. There was no music playing in the background, no sign telling you, Pay attention, your world is about to change.

Sometimes it was just a normal evening.

A quiet room.

A tired person.

A small decision.

And then suddenly, nothing was the same anymore.

The rain had been falling since late afternoon in Liora. Not the dramatic kind of rain people write poems about, but the soft, endless kind that made the whole city slow down. The streets shined under the yellow lights, people walked faster with their coats pulled close, and the old buildings looked even older, like they were carrying thousands of stories inside their walls.

Amelia loved rainy evenings.

She never really knew why.

Maybe because the rain made the world quieter. Maybe because it gave people permission to stay inside and think about things they usually avoided.

She sat near her apartment window, holding a warm cup of tea between her hands. The tea had already gone cold, but she didn’t notice. She was too lost in her thoughts.

That happened a lot.

Amelia had a habit of disappearing into her own mind.

Her friends always joked about it.

“You are physically here, Amelia, but your thoughts are somewhere across the universe.”

She would laugh whenever they said that, but secretly she knew they were right.

Her mind carried too many memories.

Too many questions.

Too many things she never said out loud.

She was twenty-eight years old, at an age where everyone seemed to have an opinion about what her life should look like.

Her mother believed she should settle down.

Her friends believed she should go out more.

People around her believed love was something you found if you searched hard enough.

Amelia wasn’t sure anymore.

She used to believe in the kind of love that made ordinary moments feel magical. The kind where two people could sit together in silence and still feel completely understood.

But then life happened.

People changed.

Promises became easier to make and easier to break.

After a while, Amelia learned how to protect herself.

Not because she stopped wanting love.

Actually, it was the opposite.

She wanted it too much.

And wanting something deeply always made losing it more painful.

She opened her laptop, mostly because she didn’t know what else to do. She had finished her work hours ago, but she stayed there, scrolling through random pages without really seeing anything.

Then she saw a message.

A notification.

A name she didn’t recognize.

For a moment she thought about ignoring it.

She usually did.

The internet was full of strangers, and most conversations disappeared as quickly as they started.

But something made her open it.

The message was simple.

"I think this was meant for someone else, but I hope your night is beautiful anyway."

She stared at the words.

A small smile appeared on her face before she could stop it.

It was ridiculous, honestly.

A stranger had written one sentence and somehow it felt different.

Maybe because it was kind.

Maybe because kindness had become rare.

Maybe because some nights you don’t need a big miracle. You just need one small reminder that someone out there sees you.

She typed a reply.

"Thank you. I think your message found me at the right time."

She almost deleted it.

It sounded too honest.

Too much.

But she sent it anyway.

Across the ocean, in another city where the morning sun was just beginning to rise, Daniel Carter looked at his phone.

He was standing in his kitchen, waiting for his coffee to finish brewing. The apartment was quiet, almost too quiet.

Daniel had always been good at building a life that looked successful.

He worked hard.

He achieved things.

He made people proud.

But sometimes, when the day ended and the noise disappeared, he felt something he couldn’t explain.

A strange emptiness.

Like he had reached places he once dreamed of reaching, only to realize he was standing there alone.

His phone lit up.

A reply.

He read it once.

Then again.

He smiled.

It was strange how a few words from a person he didn’t know could change his mood.

He typed back.

"Maybe some messages find the right person by accident."

Amelia looked at the screen.

She didn’t know this man.

She didn’t know his voice.

She didn’t know his smile.

She didn’t know anything about him.

And yet, somehow, talking to him felt easy.

The conversation started slowly.

Nothing dramatic.

Just two strangers talking.

They talked about the weather first, which was probably the most boring topic in the world.

But somehow they made it interesting.

Then they talked about cities.

Daniel told her about Valen, the place where he lived. A city full of movement, tall buildings, and people always rushing somewhere.

Amelia told him about Liora.

She described the old streets, the little cafés, the places where people still knew each other’s names.

“You make your city sound like a person,” Daniel wrote.

Amelia smiled.

“I think every place has a personality.”

“And what is yours?”

She thought about it.

Nobody had asked her that before.

“My city?”

“No,” he replied.

“You.”

She looked at the message for a long time.

It was such a simple question.

But sometimes simple questions are the hardest ones to answer.

Who was she?

Not the person everyone expected her to be.

Not the person she pretended to be when everything was difficult.

Who was she really?

Finally she typed:

“I think I’m someone still figuring that out.”

Daniel replied almost immediately.

“Maybe that’s not a bad thing.”

She smiled.

“Why?”

“Because people who are still discovering themselves usually have the most interesting stories.”

She didn’t know why that sentence stayed with her.

Maybe because she felt understood.

Maybe because Daniel had a way of making ordinary words feel important.

The hours passed without them noticing.

Midnight came.

Then one in the morning.

Then two.

Neither wanted to end the conversation.

It was strange.

They had never met.

They lived in different countries.

Different worlds, really.

Their lives had nothing obvious connecting them.

But there they were.

Two people sitting alone in their rooms, feeling less alone because of a conversation that should have meant nothing.

Before they said goodbye, Daniel wrote:

“Can I tell you something?”

Amelia replied:

“Of course.”

“I don’t know why, but talking to you feels familiar.”

She read that sentence again.

And again.

Her heart reacted before her mind could explain why.

She typed:

“I know what you mean.”

That night, Amelia went to sleep with a smile she hadn’t had in a long time.

She didn’t know that somewhere across the world, Daniel was doing the same.

She didn’t know that this stranger would slowly become the person she looked for every morning.

She didn’t know that one day she would stand in an airport, searching through thousands of faces, hoping to find the one face she already knew by heart.

All she knew was that something had changed.

Something small.

Something impossible to explain.

A simple message.

A simple conversation.

A beginning neither of them saw coming.
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The funny thing about new beginnings is that they rarely feel like beginnings.

They feel normal.

Just another morning. Another cup of coffee. Another message waiting on your phone.

You don’t wake up and think, Today I’m going to meet someone who will change my life.

No.

Most of the time, you have no idea.

Amelia woke up the next morning expecting everything to feel exactly the same.

The same apartment.

The same quiet.

The same routine she had built around herself for years.

But something was different.

Her first thought was not about work.

Not about the unfinished tasks waiting for her.

Not even about the rain that had kept her awake the night before.

It was him.

Daniel.

She opened her eyes and immediately reached for her phone, then stopped halfway.

She laughed quietly at herself.

“Really, Amelia?” she whispered.

She felt a little embarrassed, even though nobody was there to see it.

She had known him for one evening.

One conversation.

That was all.

And yet there she was, smiling at a screen like a teenager waiting for a message.

It was silly.

But also... it wasn’t.

Because something about him had felt different.

Not perfect.

Not like those unrealistic stories where two people meet and suddenly everything makes sense.

It was simpler than that.

He listened.

That was what surprised her the most.

Daniel didn’t just wait for his turn to speak. He actually paid attention.

When she told him about her love for old bookstores, he didn’t say, “That’s interesting.”

He asked why.

When she mentioned a childhood memory, he remembered small details later.

People underestimated how powerful that was.

To feel remembered.

To feel like your words landed somewhere instead of disappearing.

Her phone finally lit up.

A message.

Daniel.

"Good morning. I hope your city is still beautiful today."

She stared at it for a moment.

Then she smiled.

"Good morning. I hope your coffee is better than mine was yesterday."

A few seconds later:

"Was it bad?"

"Terrible. I made it too strong."

"I didn’t know coffee could be too strong."

"That tells me everything. You’re clearly not a serious coffee person."

She laughed.

A real laugh.

The kind that surprised her because she hadn’t expected it.

And that was how their days started becoming connected.

Not dramatically.

Not all at once.

Just little pieces.

A message while waiting for a train.

A photo of the sky.

A random thought sent in the middle of the afternoon.

Small things.

But small things have a strange way of becoming important.

Daniel started learning her habits.

He knew she drank tea when she was stressed.

He knew she would forget to eat when she was busy.

He knew she always listened to the same song when she needed to think.

Amelia started learning his too.

She knew he walked when he was worried.

She knew he hated silence but secretly needed it.

She knew he pretended to be stronger than he actually was.

And she knew there was a sadness inside him that he rarely showed.

One evening, they talked about family.

It was the first time the conversation became serious.

Not heavy.

Just honest.

Daniel told her about his parents.

“They love me,” he said. “I know they do. But sometimes I feel like they love the version of me they imagined.”

Amelia understood that feeling.

More than she wanted to admit.

“My family is the same sometimes,” she replied. “They have this picture of who I should become. And when I don’t match it, I feel like I’m disappointing them.”

Daniel was quiet for a moment.

Then he wrote:

“Maybe we spend too much time trying to become someone everyone else can love.”

Amelia read the sentence slowly.

Because it felt true.

Maybe that was why talking to him felt safe.

Neither of them had to pretend.

They weren’t trying to impress each other.

They weren’t showing the best versions of themselves all the time.

They were just two people being honest.

And honestly, that was rare.

Weeks passed.

Then months.

Their connection became something neither of them talked about directly.

Almost like if they named it, it would become too real.

They avoided the obvious questions.

What are we?

Where is this going?

Can this actually work?

Because the truth was complicated.

They lived thousands of miles apart.

Different countries.

Different cultures.

Different lives.

Reality had a way of waiting quietly in the background.

But for now, they had their little world.

A world built between midnight conversations and morning messages.

One night, Amelia had a difficult day.

Everything felt heavier than usual.

Her boss had criticized her work.

A friend had canceled plans.

Nothing huge.

Nothing life-changing.

But sometimes small disappointments collect until your heart feels tired.

Daniel noticed immediately.

“You’re quiet today,” he wrote.

“I’m fine.”

He replied:

“You always say that when you’re not.”

She smiled sadly.

Because he was right.

She hated that he was right.

“Maybe I’m just tired.”

“Then be tired. You don’t always have to be strong.”

That sentence stayed with her.

Because Amelia had spent years believing she had to handle everything alone.

And now someone thousands of miles away was reminding her that she didn’t.

She wiped her eyes before she realized she was crying.

Not because she was sad.

Because sometimes being understood hurts a little.

In a good way.

The kind of hurt that comes when you realize how long you have gone without something you needed.

That night, they talked until almost sunrise.

They talked about dreams.

Daniel wanted to travel more.

Amelia wanted to write a book someday.

“You should,” he told her.

“What if nobody reads it?”

“Then I’ll read it.”

She laughed.

“You’re one person.”

“One person is still someone.”

She looked at those words for a long time.

It was strange.

A stranger had become the person she looked forward to hearing from.

A stranger knew things about her that some people close to her didn’t know.

And somewhere along the way, without either of them noticing the exact moment it happened...

He became part of her life.

Not physically.

Not yet.

But emotionally.

And maybe that was the dangerous part.

Because once someone becomes important to your heart, distance starts to feel much bigger.

The next morning, Daniel sent her a message.

A simple one.

But it changed something.

"I wish I could show you my city."

Amelia looked out of her window at the streets of Liora.

For the first time, she imagined standing somewhere else.

Somewhere far away.

Somewhere with him.

And that scared her.

Because dreams were easy when they stayed inside your mind.

But once you started wanting them to become real...

everything changed.
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The first time Amelia realized Daniel had become part of her everyday life, it wasn’t during one of their long conversations.

It wasn’t during one of those nights when they stayed awake until they forgot what time it was.

It was something much smaller.

Almost nothing.

She was walking through the streets of Liora on a cold morning, holding her coffee in one hand and her phone in the other, when she saw a little bakery they had talked about a few days earlier.

Daniel had never been there.

He had never smelled the fresh bread coming from that place.

He had never stood under the old stone buildings surrounding the street.

But somehow, when she looked at it, she thought of him.

And that surprised her.

Because before Daniel, when she saw beautiful things, she kept them for herself.

A sunset.

A funny moment.

A song she discovered.

Now her first thought was always:

I need to show him this.

She stopped walking for a second and smiled at herself.

“Careful, Amelia,” she whispered. “You’re getting attached.”

She said it jokingly.

But there was truth hidden inside the joke.

And she knew it.

The strange thing about falling for someone slowly is that you don’t notice it happening.

There is no exact moment where your heart says, This is it. This person matters now.

It just happens.

A name becomes the name you look for.

A message becomes something you wait for.

A voice becomes something you miss.

Even before you admit it.

Daniel felt it too.

He noticed it one evening when something funny happened at work.

Usually, he would tell his colleagues and laugh with them, then forget about it.

But that day, the first person he wanted to tell was Amelia.

Not his friends.

Not his family.

Her.

He sat at his desk staring at his phone, smiling like an idiot.

His coworker noticed.

“Good news?”

Daniel quickly locked his screen.

“No.”

The coworker raised an eyebrow.

“That smile says otherwise.”

Daniel laughed.

“It’s nothing.”

But it wasn’t nothing.

That was the problem.

It was becoming something.

Something real.

And real things came with risks.

For a while, they allowed themselves to live in the beautiful part of it.

The easy part.

The part where distance didn’t matter.

Where they could talk about anything.

Where they could pretend the ocean between them was just a small inconvenience instead of a massive reality.

They learned each other’s little habits.

Daniel knew Amelia always read messages twice when something touched her heart.

He knew she said “I’m okay” when she wanted someone to ask again.

He knew she became quiet when she was overwhelmed.

Amelia knew Daniel drank coffee too late at night even though he knew he wouldn’t sleep.

She knew he listened to old songs when he missed his past.

She knew he carried responsibility like it was something he couldn’t put down.

One night, they were talking about childhood memories.

Daniel asked her:

“What was your happiest memory?”

Amelia didn’t answer immediately.

She looked around her apartment.

The quiet room.

The old photos on the shelf.

The life she had built.

“I don’t know,” she finally wrote.

“That’s a sad answer.”

She smiled.

“Maybe.”

Then she added:

“I think I have happy moments. But I don’t know if I have one memory that feels like the happiest.”

Daniel was silent for a while.

Then:

“I hope you get one.”

“What?”

“A memory you’ll think about years later and say, ‘That was one of the best moments of my life.’”

Amelia felt something in her chest.

She didn’t know why.

Maybe because nobody had ever wished something like that for her.

People usually wished for success.

Money.

A good career.

Nobody talked about memories.

About moments.

About the small things that stay with you.

She typed:

“What about you?”

Daniel took longer to answer.

Finally:

“My happiest memory is probably from when I was a child.”

“Why?”

“Because back then, I didn’t worry about losing anything.”

That sentence stayed between them.

Amelia understood.

Because she knew that feeling.

When you are young, you don’t think about endings.

You don’t think about people leaving.

You just love.

You just trust.

Then life teaches you to be careful.

And sometimes, being careful protects you.

But sometimes it also keeps beautiful things away.

A few days later, something changed.

Not between them.

Around them.

The real world started knocking.

Amelia’s mother called one Sunday afternoon.

She answered while cleaning her apartment.

“Hi, Mom.”

“Amelia, how are you?”

“I’m good.”

Her mother paused.

Mothers always knew when something was different.

“You sound happy.”

Amelia smiled.

“Do I?”

“Yes.”

There was a silence.

A small one.

But Amelia felt it.

“What?”

“Nothing. I’m just happy for you.”

Amelia sat down.

Because suddenly she felt guilty.

Which was strange.

She wasn’t doing anything wrong.

She wasn’t hiding something bad.

But she knew her mother.

She knew the questions would come.

“Are you seeing someone?”

Amelia looked at her phone.

At Daniel’s last message.

A photo of the sunrise from his city.

She smiled.

“Not exactly.”

Her mother laughed softly.

“That means yes.”

Amelia didn’t answer.

And that silence said enough.

The conversation moved on, but the feeling stayed.

Because the moment she admitted Daniel existed, even indirectly, everything felt more serious.

It wasn’t just a private little world anymore.

Now there was the possibility of judgment.

Questions.

Doubt.

And maybe the hardest question of all:

How do you explain a love that nobody else can see yet?

How do you explain someone who lives thousands of miles away but knows your heart better than people who are close?

That night, Amelia told Daniel about the conversation.

She expected him to be worried.

Instead, he said:

“Are you afraid?”

She thought about it.

“Yes.”

“Of me?”

“No.”

She looked at the screen.

“Of losing something before I even get the chance to have it.”

Daniel didn’t respond immediately.

Then he wrote:

“I understand.”

And somehow, those two words made her feel better.

Because he didn’t try to convince her that everything would be easy.

He didn’t promise impossible things.

He just understood.

And maybe that was what she needed most.

Later that night, before they said goodbye, Daniel wrote:

“Amelia?”

“Yes?”

“If one day we meet...”

She waited.

“If one day we meet, I don’t want it to feel like meeting a stranger.”

Her eyes became warm.

“It won’t.”

“How do you know?”

She smiled.

Because she did know.

“I don’t know,” she replied. “I just feel like I’ve known you longer than I actually have.”

Daniel stared at the message.

Thousands of miles away, in two separate rooms, two people felt the same strange mixture of happiness and fear.

Because love was no longer just a conversation.

It was becoming a possibility.

And possibilities were dangerous.

Because once you start believing in something...

you start having something to lose.
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There are moments when you realize your life is changing, but you don’t know if you should be excited or afraid.

Amelia had been feeling that way for a while.

Like she was standing at the edge of something.

Something beautiful.

Something uncertain.

And honestly, those two things often felt exactly the same.

The days continued normally. She went to work, answered emails, met friends for coffee, walked through the familiar streets of Liora.

From the outside, nothing had changed.

But inside her, everything felt different.

Because now there was someone waiting for her at the end of the day.

Someone who asked how her morning went.

Someone who remembered the little things.

Someone who could tell when she was pretending to be okay.

Daniel had become part of her routine without asking permission.

And that was the dangerous part.

The heart has a strange way of making space for people.

Slowly.

Quietly.

Until one day you look around and realize someone has a place there.

A place you didn’t even know you were saving.

One Friday evening, Amelia was sitting in her favorite café, the one hidden between two old buildings near the center of the city.

It was small.

Almost too small.

Only a few tables, old wooden chairs, and shelves filled with books nobody seemed to buy anymore.

She loved it because it felt forgotten.

And maybe she liked forgotten things because they felt honest.

Nothing there tried too hard.

The owner knew her order.

“Tea again?” he asked when she walked in.

She smiled.

“You already know.”

“I do. You’ve been coming here for three years.”

She laughed softly.

“Has it really been that long?”

“Time moves faster when you’re not paying attention.”

That sentence stayed with her.

Because lately, she felt like time was moving too quickly.

Three years in the same café.

One year knowing Daniel.

One year of conversations.

One year of feeling something she still struggled to name.

She sat near the window and opened her laptop, but she wasn’t really working.

She was waiting.

She hated admitting that.

Waiting for a message.

Waiting for his name to appear.

Waiting for a little piece of another world.

Her phone vibrated.

She looked down immediately.

Daniel.

"I have a question."

She smiled.

"That sounds serious."

"It is."

She waited.

A few seconds passed.

"What would you do if you could go anywhere tomorrow?"

Amelia looked outside the window.

The streets were busy.

People walking home.

Cars passing.

Everyone going somewhere.

She thought about it.

"Somewhere near the ocean."

"Why?"

"Because I think the ocean makes people feel small in a good way."

Daniel replied:

"I like that answer."

"Your turn."

There was a pause.

Then:

"I would go to Liora."

Her heart skipped slightly.

She hated how easily he could affect her.

"Really?"

"Really."

"Why?"

His answer came slowly.

"Because I want to see the places you describe. The streets you walk on. The café you always talk about. I want to understand the world that made you who you are."

She stopped.

Just for a moment.

Because those words reached somewhere deeper than she expected.

People often wanted to know your achievements.

Your plans.

Your future.

But Daniel wanted to know where she came from.

The small things.

The places that shaped her.

And that mattered.

More than she wanted to admit.

That night, they talked about meeting.

Not seriously.

Not with dates or plans.

Just imagining.

“What would you do first?” Daniel asked.

Amelia smiled.

“I would probably be nervous.”

“You?”

“Yes, me.”

“I don’t believe you.”

She laughed.

“Why?”

“Because you always seem confident.”

She looked at the screen.

That was funny.

Because she never felt that way.

“I’m not confident. I just learned how to look like I am.”

Daniel understood.

He always did.

“I think a lot of people are like that.”

“Maybe.”

Then he added:

“But I think the right person makes you stop pretending.”

Amelia felt quiet after reading that.

Because she knew what he meant.

With Daniel, she didn’t feel like she had to perform.

She didn’t have to be impressive.

She didn’t have to have everything figured out.

She could just exist.

And that was rare.

But while their connection grew stronger, the distance started becoming more real.

Especially when Daniel’s sister found out about Amelia.

They were having dinner when she noticed him smiling at his phone.

“You’re doing it again.”
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