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**Episode 1: The Introduction**
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**The sun was setting over the city, casting a warm, golden hue across the skyline. Liza stood on the rooftop of her apartment building, leaning against the railing as she looked out at the sprawling metropolis below. The wind teased her dark hair, lifting it off her shoulders in gentle waves. There was something about this time of day that always brought her a sense of peace. It was the moment when the chaos of the day started to fade, leaving behind a quiet stillness that allowed her to reflect.**

Liza was known around town as a woman with a sharp tongue and an even sharper mind. At twenty-four, she had already made a name for herself as someone who didn’t take nonsense from anyone. Whether it was at work or in her personal life, Liza had a reputation for being tough. But those who knew her well understood that her tough exterior was reserved only for people who deserved it. She wasn’t mean-spirited or cruel; she simply didn’t tolerate bad behavior, especially not from those who thought they could walk over others.

To her friends and family, Liza was a completely different person. They saw her softer side, the part of her that was fiercely loyal and deeply loving. Her attitude was a shield, one that protected those she cared about from harm. It was a quality that made her both respected and feared, depending on which side of her you were on.

Liza’s family was the most important thing in her life. Growing up in a close-knit household, she had learned early on the value of sticking together. Her parents had instilled in her the belief that family came first, no matter what. And so, Liza had always been there for her family, supporting them through thick and thin. She had two younger brothers, Mark and David, who looked up to her as both a protector and a role model. They knew that no one could mess with them as long as Liza was around.

Her friends were like an extension of her family. Liza had a small but tight-knit circle of friends who had been with her through various stages of her life. They had seen her at her best and worst, and they loved her for who she was, attitude and all. Among them was Lee Yuan, a guy she had known since college.

Lee was different from anyone Liza had ever met. Where she was fiery and quick-tempered, Lee was calm and composed. He had a maturity about him that was beyond his years, and he carried himself with a quiet confidence that was both attractive and reassuring. Lee had a way of seeing the good in people, even when they didn’t see it in themselves. This quality had drawn Liza to him from the moment they met.

They had become fast friends during their first year of college. Liza, who had been struggling with the pressures of a new environment and demanding coursework, found comfort in Lee’s steady presence. He had a way of making everything seem manageable, even when it felt like the world was closing in on her. Over time, their friendship deepened, and they became inseparable. They were often seen together, whether it was studying in the library, grabbing coffee between classes, or just hanging out at one of their favorite spots on campus.

Now, two years after graduating, their friendship was still as strong as ever. Lee had become a constant in Liza’s life, someone she could always rely on. He was the one who could make her laugh when she was feeling down, the one who would listen without judgment when she needed to vent, and the one who would stand by her side, no matter what.

But lately, Liza had started to notice something shifting between them. It was subtle at first—an extra heartbeat when their eyes met, a lingering touch when they said goodbye, a flutter in her stomach when he smiled at her in that special way. It was as if something more than friendship was simmering beneath the surface, waiting to be acknowledged.

Liza had always prided herself on being in control of her emotions, but this was different. She found herself thinking about Lee more often, wondering what it would be like to be with him in a different way. She imagined what it would feel like to hold his hand, to kiss him, to be close to him in a way that went beyond friendship. It was a thought that both excited and terrified her.

The problem was, Liza had no idea how Lee felt. He had never given any indication that he saw her as more than a friend. He was always sweet and caring, but that was just who he was. Lee treated everyone with kindness, and Liza had always assumed that was all it was—kindness. But now, she wasn’t so sure. There were moments when she caught him looking at her with an intensity that made her heart skip a beat. Moments when his touch lingered a little longer than necessary, or when he seemed to be holding something back, as if he wanted to say more but wasn’t sure how.

Liza was no stranger to relationships. She had dated a few guys in the past, but none of those relationships had ever felt like this. With Lee, everything was different. There was a comfort and familiarity between them that she had never experienced with anyone else. But there was also a tension, a spark that had always been there but was now starting to grow into something more.

As the sun dipped below the horizon, Liza sighed and turned away from the railing. She wasn’t used to feeling this way—uncertain, vulnerable, unsure of what to do. For someone who was always so in control, it was a strange and unsettling experience. But if there was one thing Liza knew, it was that she couldn’t keep ignoring her feelings. Sooner or later, she would have to confront them, and when that time came, she would need to be ready.
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**The next day, Liza met up with Lee for lunch at their favorite café. It was a small, cozy place tucked away on a quiet street, far from the bustling crowds of the city. The café had become their go-to spot over the years, a place where they could unwind and talk without interruption.**

As they sat down at their usual table by the window, Liza couldn’t help but notice how comfortable it felt to be with Lee. They didn’t need to fill the silence with meaningless chatter; just being in each other’s presence was enough. It was something Liza cherished about their friendship—the ease with which they could be together without the pressure to constantly entertain each other.

“So, how’s work been?” Lee asked as he took a sip of his coffee. He had always been good at reading Liza’s mood, and today was no different. He could tell she had something on her mind, but he didn’t push. Instead, he started with something familiar, something that would help her relax.

“Same old,” Liza replied with a shrug. “Busy, but nothing I can’t handle. You know how it is.”

Lee nodded, his eyes never leaving hers. “Yeah, I get it. It’s been pretty hectic on my end too. But hey, at least it’s Friday, right? Got any plans for the weekend?”

Liza smiled. “Not really. Probably just catch up on some sleep, maybe hang out with the family. What about you?”

“I’m supposed to meet up with a few friends tomorrow,” Lee said, leaning back in his chair. “But other than that, I’m free. We could do something if you’re up for it.”

Liza hesitated for a moment. The idea of spending more time with Lee was appealing, but it also made her nervous. She wasn’t sure if she was ready to confront her feelings just yet. But then again, maybe spending more time together would help her figure things out.
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“Sure,” she said finally. “That sounds good. We could go to that new art exhibit everyone’s been talking about.”

Lee’s face lit up. “That’s a great idea! I’ve been meaning to check it out. It’ll be fun.”

They spent the rest of their lunch chatting about the exhibit, their conversation flowing easily as it always did. But underneath the surface, Liza’s mind was racing. She kept replaying their interactions over the past few weeks, trying to find clues that might reveal how Lee felt about her. Was she imagining the connection between them, or was there really something there? And if there was, what should she do about it?

After lunch, they parted ways, each heading back to their respective jobs. As Liza walked back to her office, she couldn’t shake the feeling that something was about to change. It was as if the universe was nudging her in a certain direction, urging her to take a leap of faith. But taking that leap meant risking their friendship, and that was something Liza wasn’t sure she was ready to do.
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**The weekend came, and with it, the long-awaited visit to the art exhibit. Liza and Lee met up on Saturday afternoon, both excited to spend the day together. The exhibit was being held at a well-known gallery in the city, featuring works from a variety of contemporary artists. The theme of the exhibit was “Reflections,” and it explored the ways in which artists captured and interpreted the world around them.**

As they walked through the gallery, Liza found herself drawn to a particular painting. It was an abstract piece, full of vibrant colors and bold brushstrokes. The artist had used a combination of light and shadow to create a sense of depth and movement, making the painting feel almost alive.

“This one’s interesting,” Liza said, tilting her head as she studied the painting. “It’s like the artist is trying to convey something beyond what’s on the surface. There’s an energy to it, something that pulls you in.”

Lee stepped up beside her, his eyes scanning the painting.

He said you are a bad painter 

Liza said yeah if I am bad then what about you Yuan smiled and said I was just kidding 

You are an amazing painter.
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**Liza was never one to back down from a challenge, especially when it came to standing up against injustice. She had always believed that bad people needed to be put in their place, and she wasn’t afraid to be the one to do it. Over the years, she had developed a reputation as someone you didn’t want to mess with. But while some might see her as confrontational, those close to her understood that Liza’s attitude wasn’t born out of malice—it was a protective instinct, honed over years of watching people she cared about get hurt.**

It was a Tuesday afternoon when Liza’s protective instincts were put to the test once again. She was at work, sitting at her desk and going over some reports, when she overheard a conversation between two of her coworkers, Jenna and Rick. Rick was one of those guys who always seemed to think he was better than everyone else. He was arrogant, condescending, and often made snide remarks that rubbed people the wrong way. Liza had managed to avoid most of his nonsense, but today, he had crossed a line.

“I’m just saying, Jenna,” Rick’s voice carried over from the next cubicle. “If you want to be taken seriously around here, you need to stop dressing like that. It’s unprofessional.”

Liza’s ears perked up, and she felt her blood begin to boil. Jenna was one of the sweetest people in the office, always kind and considerate, and she didn’t deserve to be talked to like that. Liza stood up from her desk and walked over to where Jenna and Rick were standing. She could see the hurt in Jenna’s eyes as she tried to defend herself, but Rick wasn’t backing down.

“Rick,” Liza said, her voice steady but with a hint of warning, “do you have a problem with the way Jenna dresses?”

Rick turned to look at Liza, clearly surprised by her sudden appearance. “Liza, I was just giving her some friendly advice. No need to get involved.”

“Oh, I think there is,” Liza replied, crossing her arms. “Because it
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