
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Lost in London



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1 — Rain and Red Buses
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The rain had been falling all morning, soft at first, then persistent, turning the streets of London into a blur of gray and gold reflections. Léo ducked under the awning of a small café on Shoreditch High Street, camera bag slung across his shoulder, notebook damp from the drizzle. He’d come to London chasing inspiration, chasing stories—but mostly, chasing a feeling he couldn’t quite name.

He watched the crowd pass by: umbrellas bobbing like jellyfish, slick shoes splashing through puddles, double-decker buses rumbling past. The city had a rhythm all its own, chaotic yet hypnotic, and Léo felt both lost and alive in it.

That’s when he saw him—Daniel Hayes, again. Not the same Daniel from Santorini, but another kind of Daniel: tall, lean, with sharp eyes and a smile that made Léo’s pulse skip. They had met briefly at a mutual friend’s gallery opening weeks ago, and now, amidst the London drizzle, Léo didn’t expect to see him again—but there he was, striding down the street, coat collar up, hair damp, looking like he belonged to the city itself.

Léo hesitated, gripping his camera. “Should I... say hi?” he murmured to himself.

Daniel’s eyes flicked up, catching his. For a moment, the rain, the crowd, and the city noise all disappeared. Léo saw a spark there—recognition, curiosity, something unspoken but electric.

“Léo,” Daniel said, voice carrying over the drizzle as he approached. “I didn’t expect to see you here.”

“I could say the same,” Léo replied, smiling despite the dampness. “London’s big, but apparently not big enough.”

They fell into step together, walking past red phone booths and storefronts dripping with rain. Daniel’s presence was grounding, steady—a contrast to the bustling city around them.

“Coffee?” Léo suggested, nodding toward the café awning he’d ducked under.

Daniel hesitated, then nodded. “Yes. Definitely.”

Inside, the café smelled of roasted beans and warm pastries. They settled at a corner table, shaking off water and rain. Léo pulled out his camera instinctively, but Daniel waved it away.

“Not today,” Daniel said, voice soft but teasing. “I want to see you, not the lens.”

Léo smiled, lowering it. There was a comfort in Daniel’s tone, an invitation to forget work, forget schedules, forget the noise of the city. For the first time that day, he felt present.

They talked easily at first—about London, about photography, about fleeting impressions of the city. Then, as the rain tapped softly against the window, the conversation deepened. Daniel shared memories of growing up near the Thames, of late-night walks through foggy streets, of a longing for something he didn’t have words for until now.
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