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WHEN HEART TURNS GREEN


I remember exactly how it all began. I had no idea that a journey could change your life so profoundly. I was just travelling with no great expectations; perhaps I was even a little tired of everyday life and having the same thoughts all the time. Then, when I landed, it began: a green carpet opened up beneath me — not just a colour, but a way of life. A promise. It was a feeling that spread quietly but inexorably through my chest.


When the aeroplane door opened, the air smelt different. Fresher. Softer. Like rain that tells stories. As I stepped out, it was as if an invisible arm was wrapping around me, saying, “You've arrived. Not just anywhere. But here."


On my first night in Ireland, I found myself in a small, welcoming pub that felt timeless, as if it had always stood in that spot. The wooden floor creaked with every step, glasses clinked with the lively chat, and from a dark corner, a musician played a tune that was both unfamiliar and instantly recognisable. As I looked around the room, even though there were strangers everywhere, I didn't feel alone. A woman with damp curls smiled at me warmly, as though she'd been waiting for me. A local old guy told us about a lake nearby where, apparently, if you're brave enough to make a wish, it'll come true. At that moment, I felt something stir inside, as if part of me was opening up again, ready to feel things in a new way.


The next day, I drove out into the countryside. The roads were narrow and winding, as if they were just there. I stopped whenever I felt like it, and eventually, I found myself on top of a cliff, leaning into the wind like an old friend. From there, I looked out over the stormy Atlantic, watching the sky change all the time – sometimes serious, sometimes bright, sometimes rainy. It was as though the sky mirrored my own emotions.


When I was standing on that cliff, I suddenly realised that silence in Ireland isn't just emptiness. Instead, it's more like a kind of conversation – a quiet exchange with something greater, something you can't really put your finger on but is always there.


Later, I strolled along a path that disappeared between two hills. The ground, softened by rain, gave way gently beneath my feet, and with every step, I felt lighter—as though the land itself was steadily absorbing my worries. In the end, I came to an old stone ring, plain but meaningful. I sat down and put my hand on the warm stone, and I was hit with this feeling that I couldn't really describe. It felt like I had found a new version of myself in this place I had never known before.


In the days that followed, something remarkable happened: I stopped just observing Ireland. Instead, I began to see myself within it — in the wildness of the sea, the tranquillity of the moors, and the cheerful eyes of the people who welcomed me as if I had never been a stranger. I felt truly seen, even though no one was actually watching. And then I had this realisation: this country doesn't do love on a grand scale. It's a quiet, but deep love. This country doesn't like a lot of noise. It's a real romantic.


When the time finally came for me to leave, I found myself sitting in the airport, with a lump in my throat that I just couldn't shake. I had this feeling that I couldn't really explain, like a part of me had been left behind. But actually, I was also carrying something with me—a feeling or memory you can't put in a suitcase, no matter how hard you try.


Even now, on quiet days, I am reminded of that pull. Sometimes it's the sound of rain tapping on my window, and sometimes it's a tune that's full of longing. When that happens, you get that feeling again – it's there, but it's not too obvious or too intense. It's a quiet voice in my head, saying: "Come back. I'm still here."


A Chuisle Mo Croi


Is tú mo Ghrá









THE ROAD TO IRELAND
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The rain fell from the sky in weird and wonderful patterns, creating new ones on the lush green landscape of Ireland with every drop. It was as if the weather had its own signature, stretching over the gentle hills. The clouds hung heavy and restless in the sky, and the rain dripped non-stop onto the windows. The humid air was full of salty aromas, mixed with the unmistakable scent of moor, which carried memories of vastness, freedom and hidden stories.


Cian was waiting in front of the cottage. He was wearing a black rain jacket and his hood was pushed back a bit. He stood there calmly, like he was used to storms and they were just another part of everyday life for him. He had a warm smile when he noticed me. Even when the weather was at its harshest, her smile made her look like she felt safe and at home.


"Great to see you," Cian said, grabbing my suitcase. He picked up the luggage with ease, as if it was as light as a feather. He was in good form, and his words were full of the usual Irish hospitality: "That's how Ireland greets you in its own way." It was like he was doing everything he could to make it easier for me to get there and to make the special magic of this place real.


The fireplace in the cottage crackled and radiated a comforting warmth, providing a sharp contrast to the relentless rain hammering the windowpanes outside. Cian was busy in the kitchen, making a cuppa, and had a quick look at me every now and then. He was definitely checking out my looks, but only to make sure I felt welcome and at ease. With every little thing he did, he made me feel safe and secure – like my arrival wasn't just a physical thing, but an emotional one as well. The whole thing felt like an unexpected beginning, but in a good way. There was a nice, calm feeling in the air, and it felt like you could almost touch the peace.


When the rain finally stopped, we set out together. The streets, still wet from the rain, shone in the afternoon sun, while the hills sparkled with a deep green colour. Cian drove with such ease that it was obvious he was familiar with the area; every turn was like he was chatting to the scenery. He seemed to know every bend and hill, so travelling through the Irish countryside felt more like being immersed in a world full of stories and possibilities than just moving from one place to another.


"I'll show you the places that have shaped me," Cian said. His voice was all serious, and he meant it. His words suggested something personal – he seemed willing to share not only the landscape, but his own treasured memories and experiences, as though he was offering me a glimpse of his own history interwoven with the land.


Our first stop was the magnificent cliffs of Loop Head. Even from a distance, I could feel the power of the wind buffeting us, so strong that I instinctively stretched out my arms to steady myself. The air was filled with the sound of the surf crashing far below, and the horizon stretched out before us. Cian was close behind me, his hands on my shoulders, giving me a sense of safety and comfort in the chaos of the elements.


"Here you can feel what's important," he whispered softly, as if this place were a sacred space where everything else fell away. For a moment, I felt like the world was breathing with us – as if every breath, every feeling and every thought was connected to the raw beauty of these cliffs. It was a moment of pure clarity, closeness and deep connection that I'll always remember.


In Kilkee, we took refuge in a pub whose atmosphere gave the impression that no one had felt the urge to throw someone out for a century. The wooden beams were dark and worn, the light dimmed, and everything radiated a timeless cosiness. The owner recognised Cian immediately and greeted him with a loud, heartwarming "You old dog!". Cian laughed heartily, the two exchanged a look full of old familiarity – as if such greetings were part of good manners here. We found a place in a quiet corner.


While the rain pattered against the windowpanes outside, Cian began to tell me about his youth. They were stories from another time when he performed here as a musician – of long nights full of laughter, overflowing beer glasses and moments that are stuck in the memory but can never be captured in photos. Every word reflected the special magic of this place, where music and community determined life.


After a while, Cian stood up and grabbed an old, out-of-tune guitar hanging on the wall – probably older than myself. He carefully struck the strings and tuned the instrument with practised movements before he struck up a song. There was no stage, no spotlight, just him and a few chords that filled the room. Immediately, everything around us fell silent, as if the whole pub was holding its breath. I had heard Cian sing many times before – but never like this. The music filled the room with an intensity that touched deeply, and for a moment time seemed to stand still.


In the evening, we stood together on the beach of Dingle, while the light lay over the landscape like soft velvet. Cian led the way, his steps forming clear traces in the fine sand that stood out next to mine and connected us with each other.


After a while, he sat down on a rock and said in a low voice: "Music sounds different here." The words echoed in the still evening air, as if they themselves were part of the melody that arose immediately afterwards. Cian began to play. The melody was unknown to me, but it was warm and vulnerable, and I felt every note echoing deep inside me – as if the music was absorbing the environment and mirroring my feelings.


While he was playing, the wind blew his hair into his face. Almost automatically, I brushed it away from him, a tender, almost casual gesture. Our gaze met, and there was a serenity in his face, a gentleness that touched me and underlined the mood of the moment.


"I like you in Ireland," Cian finally said. The words stopped between us, full of meaning and quiet uncertainty. I wasn't sure if he meant to say, "I like you" or "Only here can I say it". Maybe it was both – and maybe that was what made this moment on the beach in Ireland, between music and wind, so special.


Later in the evening, as the day faded away, we snuggled up together in the cottage beneath a soft blanket. Outside, the rain pattered gently against the windowpanes, the sound soothing and soft making the quiet inside even more profound. Cian stretched out his arm to me, and I nestled against his side, his warm breath softly brushing my hair. Although the storm still raged beyond our walls, our little world felt undisturbed—safe and peaceful, a cocoon away from the wildness outside.


Eventually, Cian broke the silence. "You know..." he began, his voice hesitant, but this time he found the words: "It feels good when someone stays." I laid my hand on his gently, letting it remain there—a silent gesture of closeness that lingered between us, expressing more than words ever could.


The following morning, Eimear the pony was already waiting outside the cottage, as though he were a natural part of our small adventure. With a nudge to Cian's shoulder, he turned to me, sniffing with unmistakable curiosity. Cian grinned, his eyes glinting with mischief. "If Eimear likes you," he joked, giving me a wink, "you're officially part of our group."


Together, we set off, riding across the rolling hills of Ireland and passing by ancient ruins that looked as though they belonged to another era. As we travelled, Cian began to share memories of his childhood: secret adventures and long nights spent around the campfire with his siblings. With every story, he opened further, inviting me into the depths of his reminiscence. I saw sides of him no interview or public conversation could ever reveal—moments of trust, openness, and a quiet, profound connection.


The secret bay was truly a hidden gem—well-sheltered from the wind, with soft, smooth sand and water shimmering turquoise, even beneath a sky blanketed with thick clouds. We waded through the shallow water, the coolness tickling our feet. Suddenly, Cian gave me a playful shove into the water, his laughter infectious. Before long, we were both drenched, caught up in the moment. Laughing, he spun me around, making me forget all my worries.


"You bring light to this place," he whispered, his forehead resting gently against mine. The world seemed to hold its breath—so quiet and peaceful that even the waves seemed to be whispering.


In the afternoon, a classic Irish storm rolled in not just persistent rain, but fierce gusts of wind, giving the sense that fresh stories were being written with every shift in the weather. Without hesitation, Cian seized his guitar and, laughing and full of intent, pulled me along to the old bridge. "Trust me!" he shouted above the roar of the wind, gripping my hand tightly. There we stood, rooted in the centre of the storm, hair soaked, feet firmly planted, as Cian began to play. The wind whipped around us, and the spray from the waves drenched us, but Cian remained unwavering—his voice strong and his music uniting us amidst the chaos. For that moment, the storm felt less like a threat and more like an accompaniment, and I realised that sometimes closeness is found not in silence, but in the midst of turmoil. That's when I realised: Closeness sometimes lives from chaos, not from silence.


The following morning, the sea revealed its gentle side: its surface was as smooth as glass and utterly peaceful, as if in apology for the previous night's storm. We sat together barefoot on the rocks, soaking in the slowly strengthening sun. Cian rested the guitar on his lap, playing soft, welcoming melodies that greeted the new day. After some time, he spoke in a quiet voice, "I like the person I am when you're there. Maybe that's the most beautiful aspect of this trip." His words were honest and direct, and as my fingers intertwined tightly with his, we shared a silence filled with warmth—a prelude to a day brimming with lightness.


The rest of the day unfolded at a leisurely pace. We hiked together, shared conversations, laughter, and enjoyed the comfortable quiet between us. Cian took me to secret places off the beaten path—rocks etched with age, narrow trails where the sky felt closer than the earth beneath our feet. Each step, each moment of discovery, deepened the sense that this was something far greater than a simple holiday.


It was more than just a holiday


It was not a concert


It was a deep connection.


The sun was higher in the sky now, giving us a soothing warmth. For the first time in days, Ireland seemed mild and friendly. There was no storm or rain to disturb the peaceful silence of this moment. Only a gentle breeze played with the grass, as if silently observing our little hike.


Cian and I followed a narrow path winding between two gently rising hills. For Cian, this path was full of familiar memories. His steps were calm and sure, as if he knew every blade of grass along the way.


After a while, Cian broke the silence. “This is where I used to walk,” he said quietly, his gaze drifting over the wide-stretching landscape. “Whenever I needed clarity or couldn’t find the words for what I felt.” There was a softness in his voice that revealed how much this place had helped him sort through his thoughts and find answers. I glanced at him and asked, “And today?” His smile was gentle and warm. “Today, I can say everything. If I want to.” The words lingered in the air — like a promise, to himself and to me. In that moment, I realised how much Cian had changed and how much our trust and sense of security had grown. As we continued walking, accompanied by sunlight and the wind, we carried with us the understanding that sometimes you need silence to find your voice.


Reaching the top of the highest point, the bay unfolded before us, and beyond it the Atlantic stretched out in shimmering infinity. Light danced across the water, casting a glow that made the entire landscape feel almost magical. Cian sank into the grass, tapped the ground beside him, and gently drew me closer with his hand. His thumb traced over my fingers—slow, soft, a touch that felt careful, maybe even a little hesitant, yet unmistakably sincere.


We sat close, shoulder to shoulder, letting the quiet settle around us. The wind played with Cian’s hair, brushing it across his forehead, and when he tilted his head toward me, his brow touched mine. The closeness was quiet, natural — easy in a way that needed no words.


“You’re good for me,” Cian finally said. His words came quietly, without any grand gesture—direct and sincere. It wasn’t an empty phrase, but an honest admission that made the moment all the more intense.


After a while, Cian reached for his small travel guitar, the one that always accompanied him on his journeys. He began to gently pluck a few notes, searching for a melody that didn’t seem to exist yet. The music—soft and tentative at first—floated between us before he paused and looked at me, as though seeking reassurance or inspiration.


“Can I show you something? I hadn’t planned this, but ever since we’ve been on the road, it’s been there…” His voice, low and reserved, held a quiet uncertainty about sharing the moment. I nodded, accepting his invitation without words, and he began to play.


The melody grew slowly, warm and unhurried — like an afternoon unfolding in its own gentle rhythm. With each note, the atmosphere deepened, touched by a lingering wistfulness. When the music faded, it left behind a silence that felt charged and meaningful, the wind settling softly around us as it carried away the last tones.


“It’s not perfect yet,” he murmured, almost confessing a secret. His uncertainty was clear, but beneath it lay a deep honesty. Meeting his doubt, I replied, “Yes, but it’s sincere.” In that moment, it was authenticity—not perfection—that truly mattered between us.


He held my gaze for a long time, his eyes speaking more than words ever could. The silence that followed was intense and full of meaning. Then, with gentle care, he brushed a loose strand of hair behind my ear — a gesture cautious and hesitant, as if he wasn’t sure whether he should dare, yet hoping to. The touch was soft and honest, creating a closeness that couldn’t be rushed, but deepened with every shared moment.


In the afternoon, Cian guided me to a place he called his secret. It lay hidden in a small, sheltered valley between two weathered cliffs, a quiet world folded gently into the landscape. A clear, cold stream threaded its way through the grass—grass so lush and vivid it seemed to breathe, untouched by wind or worry. The air itself felt hushed, as though nature had crafted this refuge for moments that required stillness, reflection, and a rare kind of honesty.


Cian told me that, as a teenager, he had often come here, certain that the world stretched far beyond anything he had known. As we walked barefoot through the icy stream, he reached for my hand, steadying me. His grip tightened, not out of necessity, but out of meaning—an unspoken sentiment carried across the water. Then he paused, took both my hands in his, and met my gaze with a depth that quieted the world. When he spoke, his voice was warm and unguarded, confessing that my presence meant more to him than I understood. His words, threaded with sincerity, created a moment in which time seemed to pool and settle, as if the valley itself were holding its breath. Everything else fell away, leaving only the soft pulse of mutual respect and something tender, unnamed.


As daylight faded and dusk descended over the sea, we built a small fire on the beach. Its flames cast a golden shimmer across the sand, sending shadows fluttering like wings over the water’s surface. In a gentle act of care, Cian draped his jacket around my shoulders—offering warmth, but also a sense of safety that reached deeper than the fabric. He sat close beside me, close enough that the heat of the fire mingled with the warmth radiating from him. The flames reflected in his eyes as if the evening had settled there, glowing in hues of amber and copper. For a heartbeat—or perhaps longer—it felt as though the night existed outside of time, without beginning, without end.


“I wish this day would never end,” Cian said softly, his voice barely rising above the whisper of the waves. The words drifted into the dusk like a fragile wish released into the air. I rested my head on his shoulder, drawn to the quiet assurance he offered. Without speaking, he wrapped his arms around me, holding me in a way that welcomed stillness rather than demanded it. A quiet understanding blossomed between us—unhurried, unforced, woven from trust rather than words.


And in that suspended moment, as the world around us seemed to hush, Cian began to hum the melody that had accompanied us earlier. The sound was so delicate it felt meant for my ears alone, blending seamlessly with the soft crackling of the fire and the rhythmic sigh of the waves. It was then that I sensed something profound settling between us — something that needed no language, something that revealed its strength and depth most clearly in the shared silence.


The night sky stretched above us, crystal clear and sprinkled with stars. Our fire flickered steadily, casting a soft, warm glow across the beach, while the breeze carried the salty tang of the sea and the earthy scent of the land around us. Cian sat close by my side, his arm draped loosely and naturally over my shoulders, as though our closeness had long since become instinctive. He began to speak, then paused, as if searching for the right words. His hesitance was unmistakable, and I turned slightly toward him, letting him see that I was willing — even eager — to listen.


“What is it that I wouldn’t know?” I asked quietly, my voice open and inviting.


Cian drew a deep breath before he finally spoke. His voice was unguarded, sincere, admitting how remarkable it felt to have someone at his side who remained steady and present, no matter what the world demanded of us. As he spoke, his gaze stayed warm and kind, and I felt how deeply the moment resonated with him.


Gently, I placed my hand over his heart — a silent gesture of trust and solidarity. He bowed his head for a moment, accepting the closeness, while the sea murmured softly behind us. The warmth between us didn’t rise from words, but from a quiet, mutual understanding. I whispered his name, and Cian lifted my chin with delicate care, resting his forehead against mine. For that heartbeat in time, the world around us fell away; there was nothing but the honesty we shared.


It wasn’t a dramatic or cinematic moment — no sweeping music, no thunderous kiss in the rain. Instead, it was quiet, sincere, and captivating in its simplicity. Cian reached out, his hand coming to rest on my cheek, and I watched a visible ease wash through him. His touch drifted to the back of my neck, and we lingered there in that fragile stillness, where everything that mattered existed without a single spoken word.


Uncertainty flickered in his eyes. “I’m not sure where this is going,” he admitted softly, his voice threaded with vulnerability. “But I know how it feels.” His honesty revealed how seriously he took this moment — how carefully he was treading.


Then, with gentle caution, he leaned forward and kissed me. It was soft, searching, as though asking if I was ready too. The kiss carried everything we had built throughout the evening: tenderness, truth, and a closeness expressed through silence rather than passion.


When he slowly drew back, he rested his forehead against mine once more. A quiet meaning settled between us, as if he had finally given voice to something he had held close for a long time. I closed my eyes and let the moment breathe, acknowledging his feelings without needing to speak. Time seemed to pause as the first soft light of dawn unfurled across the beach.


After sunrise, we lay side by side on the beach, sheltered beneath Cian’s jacket, draped protectively over us both. His arm was wrapped warmly around me, and I rested my head against his shoulder. The morning air was crisp and fresh, but it was his closeness that truly kept the cold at bay. In silence, Cian gazed out across the vast, tranquil sea, stretching endlessly beneath the soft light of dawn.


After a while, he spoke, his voice gentle and thoughtful. “I’ve always believed that Ireland is the only place where I can truly breathe,” he said quietly, his words hovering somewhere between memory and the present moment. He turned toward me, brushing a tender hand across my forehead before continuing. “But I feel that way now—when I’m with you.”


The simplicity of what he said resonated deeply, touching something unspoken inside me. In that moment, we both understood, without needing to say it aloud, that sometimes a single person can turn any place into home.


I met his gaze, clear and bright in the morning sun. His smile was subtle, a little shy, yet filled with unmistakable warmth and sincerity, wrapping the space between us in quiet reassurance.


Eventually, we rose, slipped off our shoes, and wandered barefoot along the shoreline. The waves lapped playfully at our ankles, cold and invigorating. Cian reached for my hand, lacing our fingers together so naturally it felt as though they had always belonged that way. We walked in comfortable silence, aware of a newfound closeness — a bond that had deepened overnight and filled the new day with a gentle sense of hope.


After breakfast, we decided to climb to a secluded rock overlooking the bay, a place Cian affectionately called the Breath Claw. With a mischievous glint in his eye, he explained the name. “Because the view takes your breath away—every single time.”


The path was steep, but breathtaking in its own way. Below us, green meadows spread out like soft carpets, and as we climbed higher, the wind grew stronger, more insistent—a vivid reminder of Ireland’s ever-changing, capricious nature.


“Stay behind me!” Cian called over his shoulder. I followed closely, but suddenly a loose stone betrayed him, and he slipped, landing with a surprised laugh. He was unharmed, thankfully, though the shock sent both our hearts racing.


“That’s what happens when you’re trying to look impressive,” he joked, reaching out his hand. As I helped him up, he tugged me playfully toward him, and we both tumbled into the grass, breathless and laughing. Lying close, his grin softened, and he murmured, “I could get used to this—falling.”


I knew then that he meant far more than the stumble itself. It was a quiet confession of trust, of letting go.


When we finally reached the top, the view unfolded before us in all its wild beauty. The sea stretched endlessly into the distance, the wind whipping fiercely around us, yet somehow making the moment feel safe rather than harsh. Cian stepped behind me, wrapping his arms securely around my waist. Despite the cold gusts, the warmth of him was unmistakable, especially when his lips brushed softly against my neck.


“I have something to tell you” he said, his breath warm against my skin. I turned toward him, drawn by the seriousness in his eyes, already sensing the weight of his words.


“I’ve felt you for a long time,” he admitted quietly. “Even before we came here, a part of me knew you would become important to me one day.” His hands found mine, holding them firmly as he looked into my eyes. “And now,” he said softly, “I know.”


The meaning of his confession settled gently between us, steady and certain, anchoring the moment in honesty—and in something that felt unmistakably real.


Though the wind kept rising in strength, a tender, comforting silence wrapped itself around us. We remained on the summit, unhurried, until the gusts slowly softened and the world seemed to draw a quiet breath.


Cian sat down and gently drew me into his side. I leaned against him, fitting there as if I had always belonged. His fingers slipped softly through my hair, each touch careful and unspoken, as though he wished to preserve the moment exactly as it was—every sensation, every fragile closeness.


“I want this feeling to last,” he murmured, his voice carrying both longing and quiet hope. “Perhaps it won’t remain just like this, but it’s what it awakens in us.” I lifted my head and met his gaze. “Me too,” I whispered. With those words, everything that mattered had been said. Nothing more was necessary.


His kiss followed—deeper, slower, filled with warmth and a sense of being utterly safe. The back of his hand traced my cheek and the line of my neck, each gentle movement infused with a tenderness and intensity I had never known with anyone but him.


Together, we breathed in harmony with the landscape below, as if, at that moment, we had become part of it. It felt as though Ireland itself stood witness to the beginning of something new between us—a significance neither of us could yet fully articulate.


As we made our way down the hill, the wind had finally settled, leaving the world in a gentle hush. The sun reappeared from behind drifting clouds, bathing everything around us in a golden light that seemed to soften every edge of the landscape. Meadows and rocks alike were washed in this warm glow, their contours blurred, lending the world an almost dreamlike quality. For a fleeting moment, it felt as if time itself had slowed, allowing us to savor each step.


Cian walked close beside me, his hand entwined firmly with mine. Every so often, his thumb traced small, absent-minded circles on my skin — a quiet, reassuring gesture that spoke wordlessly of our growing connection and his wish to reaffirm it, again and again.


After a comfortable silence, Cian finally spoke, his voice soft and tinged with surprise at his own candor. “You make this so easy,” he said, almost as if he were discovering the truth of his feelings in that very moment.


I turned towards him, searching his eyes for the meaning behind his words. “What do you mean?” I asked quietly, inviting him to share more.


A gentle smile flickered across his face as he gave a small, almost bashful shrug. “Everything. I… I just feel good. Free, somehow.”


There was a rare honesty in his admission, as though he had dared to let down his guard and reveal a part of himself usually kept hidden. Suddenly, he stopped walking and turned fully to face me. His gaze was earnest and warm, filled with a depth that made the moment feel significant.


“And that doesn’t happen to me often,” he added, the weight of his words lingering in the air.


I responded with a smile, feeling the same sense of ease and lightness he described. Without another word, Cian gently drew me closer, resting his forehead against mine—a gesture that was tender and full of trust. It was a moment without uncertainty or hesitation, a simple expression of closeness and connection that required no further explanation.


Back in the cottage, a pleasant calm spread through everything. The windows were wide open, allowing the constant sound of the sea to fill the room. While Cian put water on to prepare tea, the scent of herbs slowly spread, making the atmosphere even more relaxing and homely.


From the kitchen, Cian looked over at me. His voice was calm as he said, “You know… I like it when you’re just there. Without big words.”


The moment was marked by a natural familiarity that needed no further explanation. I sat down on the countertop and let my legs dangle loosely. Cian slowly came over to me, stood between my legs, and placed his hands gently and warmly on my hips. The touch felt natural — a silent sign of closeness and trust that seemed even more meaningful in the quiet of the room.


“I’m glad we’re here,” he said softly, his gaze wandering attentively over my face.


A kiss followed—slow, deep, and warm—adding to the already intimate atmosphere of the cottage.


Outside, the wind continued to sing, but in the kitchen the world seemed to grow smaller and more beautiful at the same time. The feeling of security and togetherness was unmistakable, giving the moment a quiet, lasting significance.


Later, we left the house together and followed a narrow path winding through the tall grass. The sun was already sinking toward the horizon, bathing the fields and meadows in a soft golden light that spilled across the land like liquid honey.


Suddenly, Cian stopped. His gaze was fixed on a single point ahead. “Here,” he said quietly, pointing forward. “This is my favourite place.” There was something in his voice—a tenderness that revealed how deeply this place mattered to him, and how much he wanted to share it with me.


Before us, the land sloped gently down toward the sea. There was no sandy beach, only a wild stretch of rocks and moss that gave the landscape a raw, untouched beauty. Gulls drifted lazily above the water, and sunlight shimmered across the small waves in countless bright reflections. The scene radiated a profound calm that seemed to settle around us both.


Cian sat down on one of the rocks and patted the space beside him. I joined him, and without hesitation he slipped his arm around me. The gesture was warm and protective. When he rested his head lightly against mine, I felt the quiet significance of the moment, as though he were anchoring himself there—with me. After a while, he broke the silence in a low voice.


“I don’t know what comes after this journey,” he said, “but I wish it didn’t have to end.” I tightened my fingers around his hand, answering without hesitation. “It doesn’t have to,” I said softly.


For a brief moment, surprise flickered across his face, followed by a gentle, almost disbelieving happiness. It was as if something had fallen into place— an unspoken certainty we had both been waiting for. Without another word, Cian reached into his travel bag and pulled out a guitar.


“I was still working on it last night,” he murmured, before he began to play. The melody was quiet and intimate, perfectly attuned to the place and the moment. The rhythm of the waves and the steady breath of the wind blended seamlessly with the sound of the strings. When he began to sing, his voice was soft, almost shy. The song was unfinished—but that was precisely where its beauty lay. It held the essence of the moment: incomplete, unspoken, yet deeply felt. When the final note faded, Cian set the guitar aside and looked at me with calm seriousness.


“Sometimes,” he said quietly, “you discover something unexpectedly— and it feels as though it has been waiting for you all along.” I reached out and touched his face. He closed his eyes and leaned into my hand, accepting the gesture as his answer.


We walked back to the cottage slowly, unhurried, as if we wanted to stretch the stillness for as long as possible. Inside, Cian lit a few candles. Their soft glow filled the room with gentle warmth, pushing the world outside into the distance.


He settled onto the sofa and drew me close, draping a blanket over us. His arm rested loosely around my shoulders, his hand tracing my arm in a slow, reassuring rhythm. The room felt safe, quiet, suspended in time. After a moment, he turned to me.


“I feel like I’ve known you for a long time,” he said softly. “Some people feel familiar,” I replied, meeting his gaze, “even when you’ve only just met them.”


A tender smile touched his lips. He drew me closer, pressed a gentle kiss to my forehead, and held me as though he wanted to hold on to the moment forever. Warmth settled between us, filling the space until everything else faded away.


The next morning, the cottage was still wrapped in the hush of early hours when I woke to the sound of quiet footsteps. The movements were steady and familiar—each one a gentle promise that the day would begin softly. When I opened my eyes, I saw Cian already in the kitchen, his hair tousled from sleep, a cup in hand, his expression dreamy and not quite awake. He noticed me watching and offered a warm, genuine, “Good morning,” his voice carrying a reassuring honesty, as if confirming that we were beginning a new day together.


I sat up, pushed the blanket aside, and studied him. “What are you working on?” I asked, my tone soft and curious. With a wry grin, he replied, “Breakfast—at least, that’s what I’m trying to do.” He eyed a piece of bread with suspicion, clearly struggling with the quirks of the old stove. “The stove has… certain peculiarities,” he added, shaking his head as though negotiating with it in silence.


A spontaneous, unguarded laugh escaped me, filling the room and breaking the morning’s quiet. Cian’s gaze softened, and in a low voice he said, “Your laughter might be the best way to start the day.” The sincerity in his words left a tender warmth hanging in the air.


He came to sit beside me on the bed, moving closer before gently tucking a stray lock of hair behind my ear. The simple gesture created a moment of quiet affection—unplanned yet perfectly suited to the morning. In that instant, nothing else mattered but the gentle familiarity welcoming the day.


It was around midday when we set off toward a place that held special significance for Cian, a spot he affectionately called “the cradle of the wind.” Even as we travelled, I could sense how deeply this place mattered to him. Our route led us through a string of quaint villages, their charm heightened by winding roads bordered with ancient stone walls. Cian drove with quiet confidence, his calm presence reassuring. Every now and then, he would rest his hand lightly on mine—a simple gesture that carried both intimacy and ease.


When we arrived, it was immediately clear why the place had earned its name. Perched on a low, softly rounded cliff, the wind moved gently and steadily, brushing over the landscape and over us, lending the moment a rare tenderness. Standing behind me, Cian explained that he often came here to pause and reflect. This time, though, he made it clear that sharing this cherished place with me meant something special.


After lingering in the stillness, we followed a narrow path winding between ferns, flanked by two gentle hills. The track eventually led us into a thicket of low, densely clustered trees. Cian pointed toward what looked like a clearing, but as we continued, the path grew increasingly uncertain. Soon we found ourselves between two large rocks, sheltered in a natural gorge. With a wry smile, Cian remarked that Irish paths often take unexpected turns, adding a quiet sense of adventure to our wandering.


We ventured on together, descending deeper into the forest. The atmosphere wrapped around us like a protective cocoon—tranquil, safe, and softly dim. Eventually, the dense growth opened into a secluded clearing, reminiscent of a hidden garden. Sunbeams filtered through the branches, casting a gentle golden glow across the ground, while clusters of small yellow flowers shimmered among the trees.


Cian paused, taking in the scene with a thoughtful expression before shaking his head almost imperceptibly. “Maybe Ireland intended for us to end up here,” he murmured, his voice touched with quiet wonder. The air felt brushed with a subtle magic, as though the land itself had drawn us into a secret embrace. We allowed ourselves simply to be, sharing the tranquillity and understated beauty of the place.


Cian lowered himself onto the soft moss and gently drew me down beside him. We leaned back together, completely at ease in each other’s presence. His hand, warm and steady, traced slow, soothing circles along my arm—a gesture of closeness and comfort. Without hurry or expectation, he guided my legs over his and nestled me closer, savouring the intimacy of the moment. In the deep hush, a profound sense of safety settled around us. I rested my head on his shoulder, breathing in the quiet rhythm of his breath against my hair. With tender affection, Cian pressed a long, gentle kiss to my temple, conveying everything words could not.


“It just feels right to have you with me,” he whispered, his voice filled with a warmth that left no doubt about the sincerity of his feelings or the significance of this moment for him.


Later, as we made our way back to the cottage, the evening sky shimmered with a soft golden glow. Cian held my hand the entire time, never once letting go—a quiet promise that we would see the day through together. We walked side by side in an easy, unspoken harmony, until at last he broke the silence.


“I used to think travelling was what inspired me. But this time… I’ll find you.” His voice was gentle, almost hesitant, yet full of meaning. I stopped, and he did too, turning toward me. He lifted his hand to my face, brushing my cheek with his thumb, his gaze warm and full of affection.


“I want you to know how important you are to me. Truly important,” he said softly. My reply came out as little more than a whisper. “You are to me too.”


For a while we simply stood there, wrapped in the golden light, the world narrowing to just the two of us. Cian’s smile was tender, and when he pulled me into his arms, it felt as though nothing could disturb the quiet peace of that moment.


As evening gently settled over Ireland, it draped the landscape in a soft, delicate veil. After our long walk, neither of us felt any urge to hurry back to the cottage. Instead, Cian guided me toward a nearby flat cliff, its gentle slope easy to climb. From the top, an unbroken view of the vast sea stretched out before us.


“I often come here to clear my thoughts,” Cian said quietly as we gazed across the panorama. The sky was brushed with soft shades of pink, orange, and gold, the sun slowly sinking below the horizon and bathing the world in warm light. Far beneath us, the sea moved with serene composure, its steady rhythm echoing the calmness of our breathing.


Cian settled onto the soft grass and drew me close, nestling me between his legs so I could lean back against his chest. His arms wrapped securely around me, and his chin came to rest lightly atop my head. Within that embrace, time seemed to pause, filling the moment with a deep, soothing sense of peace.


“That’s what it feels like when everything is right,” he murmured, his words barely carried by the breeze. I turned my face toward him, and he pressed a slow, tender kiss to my forehead. The simple gesture spoke volumes, deepening the trust and closeness that had grown between us.


The air was crisp and fresh, yet the warmth radiating from Cian wrapped around me, growing more familiar with each passing moment. For a while, the world atop the cliff was reduced to its essentials: just the two of us, the endless sea, the wide sky, and the quiet bond holding us together.


“Shall we stay a little longer?” he asked at last, his gentle smile inviting me to remain. I nodded, snuggled closer into his embrace, and together we let the evening draw to a peaceful close, quietly connected in the fading light.


By the time we returned, night had already fallen. Cian pushed open the door, and suddenly the reason behind his mysterious smiles became clear. Candles glowed throughout the cottage—on the table, the windowsill, even beside the fireplace. Their golden light shimmered softly, casting a warm, welcoming glow across the room and filling it with a tender sense of romance.


“I thought we could have a little evening just for us,” Cian murmured, glancing down with a shy hint of bashfulness. The blend of strength and gentleness in him was utterly captivating. With a loving gesture, he reached for my hand, guiding me inside and closing the door behind us, cocooning us from the outside world.


In the soft candlelight, he stood before me, the flickering flames reflected in his eyes. Slowly, he lifted his hand and brushed my cheek with the back of his fingers, as though I were something precious. His touch was gentle, almost reverent.


“With you, I feel like I’m coming home,” he whispered, “even though I never realised I’d been missing that home.” His honesty stirred something deep within me. He stepped closer, closing the space between us until only a breath remained. His warm, gentle breath brushed my skin, making time stand still. He kissed my forehead, then my temple, then my cheek—each touch slow and careful, as if asking for silent permission. The tenderness in his approach swept away every uncertainty. When our lips finally met, the moment was quiet and profound, filled with trust and emotion that wrapped around us both.


His hands rested softly on my waist as my fingers slipped to the back of his neck. Our kiss deepened, growing more passionate yet never losing its tenderness—a silent promise that made the evening feel truly special.


We settled onto the blankets Cian had arranged in front of the fireplace. The fire crackled softly, and the candlelight painted warm, dancing shadows across his face. A soothing sense of safety filled the room, wrapping around us like a gentle embrace. Cian drew me into his side, his arm around my shoulders so I could rest against him, feeling the calm rhythm of his heartbeat. It was a moment rich with closeness, where words felt unnecessary.


“I want you to know something…” he began, pausing before continuing. “It’s not always easy for me to open up. But with you, I can’t help it. It just feels right.” I placed my hand on his chest, feeling the steady beat beneath my palm. I let the silence linger, letting the feeling grow between us, before whispering, “I feel the same.”


Cian closed his eyes for a moment, inhaled deeply, and when he looked at me again, his gaze held a warmth that spoke of deep respect and true tenderness. It felt as though a quiet pact had been sealed between us.


Later, as the fire faded and the cottage settled into soft twilight, Cian took my hand and led me to the window. Outside, the sky glittered with stars, and the wind rustled gently through the grass, filling the night with peaceful silence.


After a long, quiet moment, Cian’s voice broke the stillness, barely above a whisper. “I don’t know where this path leads,” he confessed, his tone filled with raw honesty. There was a vulnerability in his words, an unguarded hope that stirred something profound in my heart. He paused, then added with gentle determination, “but… I want to find out together with you.”


He rested his forehead against mine and brought our hands together, his thumb tracing slow, loving circles over my skin. In that wordless exchange— overflowing with meaning—time seemed to come to a gentle halt. Everything else faded away, leaving just the two of us wrapped in a fragile, hopeful moment. The connection between us was unmistakable, and for a brief, perfect instant, the future felt full of promise.


The soft pattering of rain woke me gently that morning. It was that unmistakable Irish rain—mild, almost musical, as if it were humming a quiet song. Beside me, Cian lay on his side, already awake, his head propped on his hand. He watched me with a warm, attentive expression, as though he had been keeping silent company with my dreams.


“Good morning,” he whispered, offering a sleepy, tender smile. It washed through me like sunlight, lightening my heart. I asked softly, “Did you sleep at all?” Cian’s smile deepened. “Maybe a little. But I didn’t want to miss a single moment.” His words sent a warm flush to my cheeks. He laughed quietly, pulled me closer, and rested his forehead against mine. “You’re softening me,” he murmured. “In the most beautiful way.”


While the rain composed its gentle melody outside, a deep sense of safety settled within me—as if everything that morning was exactly as it was meant to be.


Later, when the rain grew heavier, Cian sat down by the windowsill and picked up the guitar that stood in the cottage. “She’s a little out of tune,” he said with a crooked smile. “Just like I am sometimes.” I joined him, watching as he carefully adjusted the strings while raindrops traced paths down the glass. Then he played a few chords—soft, melancholic, almost tangible, like a distant memory returning. “I wrote it last night,” he said quietly.


As he continued to play, the gentle, heartfelt melody filled the room. It was restrained yet deeply moving, as though it carried all the unspoken feelings between us.


“It sounds like the rain is playing along,” I murmured, listening to the harmony between his guitar and the rhythmic pattering outside. For a moment, everything aligned—music, nature, and the closeness between us.


Cian paused, his fingers resting lightly on the strings. There was a quiet vulnerability in his voice when he said, “I think… you’re the reason this song exists.” The words lingered in the air, carried by the intimacy of the moment. I placed my hand gently on his. Without speaking, he intertwined our fingers. He played on with one hand, while the warmth of his other hand remained firmly in mine—a silent promise of trust and connection.


By midday, the rain eased and sunlight streamed into the cottage. Cian set the guitar aside and stepped to the window, nodding with a spark of excitement. “Perfect timing. I have an idea,” he said, his tone hinting at something special. When I asked if it was dangerous, he gave a soft smile. “Just a small trip.” His voice left no doubt that he had something memorable in mind.


We drove to a hidden bay, known only to locals. The narrow country roads were lined with sheep that wandered across our path, forcing us to stop and laugh. Eventually, Cian pulled over. “We’re here,” he said.


Before us lay an untouched beach—dark sand, jagged rocks, and waves crashing in bursts of white foam. The wind was strong but warm. Curious, I asked why we had come. Cian slipped off his shoes and stepped barefoot onto the sand. “Sometimes you have to do things that seem completely pointless—just because they feel right,” he said, his open smile inviting me to follow.


Hand in hand, we walked across the beach. The wind tossed our hair, the sea misted our skin, and Cian’s laughter echoed through the bay, blending with the wildness around us. Everything felt free and unrestrained, as if we had become part of the landscape itself.


After a while, he led me toward a large rock jutting into the water. I hesitated, glancing up. “Up there?” He nodded, offering both encouragement and his hands. He climbed first, then reached down to pull me safely up. His steady presence made every step feel secure.


From the top, the sea stretched endlessly before us, waves rolling like deep breaths. Cian stood beside me, his hair tousled by the wind, his expression calm yet intense—a combination that stole my breath and grounded me at the same time.


“What do you see?” he asked. “Beauty,” I whispered. He smiled gently. “I meant the horizon.” I met his eyes. “I know.”


For a moment, everything was open between us—a silent understanding carried on the wind. As the gusts grew stronger, I moved closer, and he placed a protective hand on my waist, steady and reassuring.


“Don’t worry,” he whispered, his voice calm and certain. “I’ve got you.” I looked up at him, the wind brushing our faces. Our eyes met—direct, unguarded, without distraction. Cian leaned in slowly, without urgency. It wasn’t an impulsive kiss, but a careful approach shaped by tenderness and restraint.


When our lips finally met, the kiss was gentle, full of quiet intensity and meaning. It held safety, presence, and a connection that felt as steady as the rocks beneath us. The wind roared and the waves crashed, but we remained in our own world.


The descent was slower than the climb—not because it was difficult, but because Cian held my hand tightly, neither of us wanting to break the spell of the moment. In the distance, the sun began to set, painting the horizon in gold and red. The wind softened, as if granting us peace.


Back on the beach, we walked side by side. “These places feel different to me today,” Cian said thoughtfully. “Because you’re experiencing them with someone?” I asked softly. He paused, turned to me, and simply said, “Yes.” He brushed his thumb over my knuckles. “That must be the reason.”


When we returned, the cottage was bathed in the warm glow of late afternoon. The windows reflected the fiery orange sky, the grass looked impossibly green, and everything seemed to echo the closeness between us.


Cian opened the door but remained standing in the frame, blocking my way. “Excuse me?” I laughed. He gave a crooked smile, though his eyes were serious. “Sometimes I have to remind myself that you’re really here.”


He stepped closer, placing his hands gently on my waist—the warmth of them unmistakable. “It feels like you’ve always belonged in this place.” I rested my hands on his neck. His skin was warm, his gaze soft. For a moment, time held its breath. He drew me closer, our foreheads touching, his breath brushing my lips—but he didn’t kiss me.


It was a moment suspended between two heartbeats, charged with quiet tension. Softly, he whispered, “Come in. The evening is ours.”


After Cian closed the door, we suddenly heard voices—not from inside the cottage, but from out on the street. Cian grinned. “Oh dear. They’ve discovered us.” Astonished, I asked, “Who?” “The neighbours,” he replied, amusement and resignation mingling in his eyes. “If they know I’m here, there’s no escape.”


Curious, he opened the window a crack. Two elderly Irish ladies stood outside, waving enthusiastically. “Cian! Come out, boy! We brought stew!” they called with cheerful delight.


I laughed so hard I had to hold on to the table. Cian sighed dramatically. “Don’t think I’m exaggerating… Wait until you meet them.” With a gentle, conspiratorial kiss on my forehead, he added, “Just be yourself. They’ll like you.”


When we stepped outside, the two lively women welcomed us with warm laughter. “Is that our pretty visitor?” one asked. “The one with the shining eyes?” the other chimed in. “Cian, take good care of her!”


Cian leaned casually against the wall, hands in his pockets. In that moment he looked younger, a little embarrassed, but unmistakably happy. “I’ll pay close attention,” he promised with a smile.


With a playful farewell, the women wandered down the path until they disappeared from sight.


After they left, Cian slipped his arm around me and took a deep breath. “I’m sure they know everything before I know it myself.” I laughed. “So now they know about us too?” He nodded. “Definitely. And they’ll never forget it.”


Back inside the cottage, Cian placed a few logs in the fireplace. Soon the flames were crackling again, but the atmosphere had changed—softer now, more familiar, and somehow more intense.


He picked up the guitar but didn’t play right away. Instead, he looked at me, head tilted slightly, as if searching for the right moment. “I could tell you now… play the rest of the song I wrote.” “The one about the rain?” He nodded. “I wrote it because of you.”


He sat beside me—closer this time, his shoulder brushing mine, his knee resting lightly against my leg—and began to play.


The melody was gentle, flowing like quiet water. His voice followed softly, almost a whisper, yet every note carried emotion. It wasn’t a typical love song, but something deeper—honest, reflective, born from thoughts he might never have spoken aloud.


When the last notes faded, he set the guitar aside. For a moment he simply looked at me, as though he had revealed a part of himself he rarely showed. “Do you like it?” he asked softly, almost hesitant.


I touched his cheek. “It’s beautiful.” He closed his eyes, savouring the closeness. Silence settled around us—warm, intimate, full of unspoken understanding.


As the fire dwindled to a soft glow, Cian suddenly rose and walked to the window. He gazed out into the darkness that had settled gently over the land. Then he turned back to me. “Come with me,” he said quietly. “Where?” His expression told me the destination didn’t matter. “Trust me.” I slipped on my jacket and followed him into the night.


The sky was astonishingly clear, embroidered with a thousand silver stars. Cian took my hand and led me up the small hill behind the cottage. There was no wind, no sound—just the two of us and the soft rustling of grass. The silence felt enchanted, wrapping the world in a serene stillness.


At the top, he paused and breathed in the cool air. “Do you see that?” he whispered, pointing upward.


The sky stretched endlessly above us, vast and bright. He looked up with quiet awe, as though the world itself had paused.


“That’s why I love Ireland,” he said. “Everything feels bigger here… and somehow simpler.” I leaned into him, and he instinctively wrapped his arm around my waist. The closeness felt natural, as though the moment itself demanded it.


“And tonight,” he whispered, “it’s even more beautiful.” “Why?” I asked softly. He only smiled—a smile that said everything without a single word.


We walked on until we reached a low, ancient stone wall softened by moss and time. Cian sat down and tapped the spot beside him. “Sit with me.”


I did, and he immediately drew me close, his arm around my shoulders, his chin resting gently on my head. Time seemed to dissolve, each second stretching into something timeless.


“I used to come here often,” he said quietly. “Whenever things overwhelmed me… or when I didn’t have the words I needed.” A peaceful stillness settled around us, as though even the night was listening.


After a while he continued, “But tonight is different. Tonight, this isn’t a place for brooding. Tonight… it’s a place to feel.”


I turned toward him, drawn by the warmth in his eyes. “What do you feel?” I whispered.


He lifted his hand and traced my cheek with tender fingers. “Connectedness,” he murmured. “Trust. And… maybe something that could grow, if we let it.”


A sudden gust of wind swept over us—not cold, but full of energy. Cian laughed softly. “Ireland always sends a signal when something important happens.”


“And what do you think this wind means?” I asked, my gaze drifting across the dark landscape.


He placed his hands on my waist and pulled me closer, until the world around us faded. “That I want to show you something,” he said.


He stood, took my hand, and led me farther up the slope. The walk was quiet, unhurried, the grass whispering beneath our feet. At last, we reached a small hidden ledge.


“Here,” Cian said, “is my secret place. I don’t bring anyone else here.” Surprised, I looked at him. “But me…?” “You,” he said without hesitation. His voice was calm, sincere. “Because you… you’re right.”


We stood together, gazing over the vast Irish landscape. Moonlight washed the hills and meadows in silver. Cian touched his forehead to mine, our breaths mingling in the cool air.


“Sometimes,” he murmured, “you only realise something is missing when you finally receive it.”


Warmth bloomed in my chest at the honesty in his voice. He placed a gentle hand on my back, giving me space to take in the moment. “And now?” I asked quietly. He smiled—soft, warm, certain. “Now I just want to stay here with you. No goals. No time. Just this.”


We remained in silence, wrapped in moonlight and the whispering wind. For a fleeting moment, the world felt utterly perfect.


On the way back, Cian reached for my hand with quiet determination, his fingers closing around mine as though making a promise that extended beyond the night. The path was dark, but he guided us carefully, always attentive. Every so often our shoulders brushed, deepening the sense of closeness.


After a while he spoke. “I like it when you walk beside me,” he said, his voice steady. “Why?” I asked. He smiled gently. “Because then everything feels natural.”


When we reached the cottage, we paused in the doorway. Cian turned to me, his expression calm but earnest. “Would you like to come in?” “Yes,” I said simply.


His grateful smile was all the invitation I needed. Together we stepped inside, carrying the quiet contentment of the night with us.


The sun rose early that morning, its golden light spilling gently into the cottage. It was this soft warmth that stirred me from sleep, yet I sensed even before opening my eyes that Cian was already awake. He sat at the edge of the bed, barefoot, his hair tousled from the night. There was a quiet ease about him as he gazed out the window, his expression free of worry or sorrow—only calm, steady peace.


Curious, I asked what had captured his thoughts. He turned toward me with a slow, tender smile and said it was simply a comfort to wake and not be alone. His voice carried a serene honesty that settled warmly in my chest.


I moved to sit beside him, and he took my hand with such natural familiarity that the morning seemed to brighten around us. After a moment, he remarked that the cottage felt different today—lighter, warmer, almost changed. When I asked why, he answered without hesitation: because I was here. Then he lifted my hand and placed it gently against his chest. The gesture was quiet, intimate, and full of meaning—an unspoken affirmation of the bond growing between us.


After breakfast, we sat side by side at the small wooden table, our hands wrapped around warm teacups. Birds were chirping outside, and sunlight spilled across the grass beyond the window, filling the cottage with a sense of calm and safety. Absentmindedly, Cian traced his finger along the tabletop, sketching an imaginary map—an affectionate, whimsical gesture that drew a playful closeness between us.


Eventually, he broke the comfortable silence. “So,” he said lightly, “we could… just do nothing at all.” The simplicity of it made me laugh. “You call that a plan?” I teased. “With cheerful certainty, he nodded. “In Ireland, that’s a fantastic plan.” Then, with a mischievous glint in his eyes, he leaned closer and whispered as if sharing a secret, “Or… we could go somewhere I’ve never shown anyone before.” Surprised, I asked, “No one yet?” The thought sent a warm ripple of anticipation through me.


Cian shook his head, and something in his expression softened—almost shy. After a brief pause, he added quietly, “There’s an old boathouse. A bit hidden, a little run-down… but when the sunlight comes through, it feels like it belongs to another world.”


His words wrapped around me like a warm breeze, offering a glimpse into a place that clearly meant something to him. Without hesitation, I said, “Then let’s go.”


Cian’s smile in response was gentle and full of meaning—one of those rare smiles that says more than words ever could. In that moment, a silent understanding passed between us: we would discover this special place together.


The drive to the boathouse followed an uneven path, winding through small forests and along narrow country roads. Quiet lakes appeared beside us one after another, their surfaces so still they seemed to have been waiting for centuries. Cian guided the car slowly, his hand resting lightly on the steering wheel. Every so often, he reached for my hand—a warm, wordless gesture that spoke more clearly than anything he could have said.


We travelled for a long while in comfortable silence, the passing landscape


a gentle backdrop to our thoughts. Eventually, Cian broke the quiet, his eyes still on the road. “I’m glad you’re here. Not just… here in the car. I mean…” He hesitated, searching for the right words. “…here. In this part of my life.”


I placed my hand on his, and he intertwined our fingers with a soft, deliberate motion. In that simple gesture, everything important was said.


When we reached our destination, a small, half-ruined boathouse appeared on the lakeshore. Moss covered the roof, and the wooden doors bore the marks of time—weathered, cracked, and beautiful in their own way. Sunlight slipped through the gaps in the wood, casting golden patterns across the ground and giving the place an almost magical glow.


Cian pushed the door open carefully and stepped inside, and I followed. The interior was enchanting: dust floated in the sunbeams, and the lake shimmered through a hole in the wall. The air smelled of wood, water, and years gone by—a quiet history lingering in every corner.


“I used to write here,” Cian whispered. “Whenever everything outside became too loud.” He walked toward an old table in the corner, where a faint pencil mark still remained—a fragment of text from another time. “Were you alone then?” I asked softly. He nodded, answering only after a pause. “Until today.”


The warmth in his gaze was unmistakable as he looked at me. “I wanted to show you this place because you… bring calm. Because you radiate tranquillity.” His honesty gave the moment a depth that settled warmly in my chest.


Behind the boathouse, a narrow staircase led down to the water. Cian sat on the lowest step, stretching out his legs and pulling me gently to his side. “Put your hand over the water,” he murmured. I did, and the lake was so clear that my reflection appeared instantly.


Cian held his hand close to mine, our fingers barely touching. “Do you see that?” he whispered. In the water, our reflections seemed to merge into one. “Sometimes,” he breathed, “the water shows us things before we understand them ourselves.”


Our eyes met and lingered. There was a quiet honesty in his gaze, a depth that needed no explanation. We stayed like that for a moment, the silence between us carrying more meaning than words ever could. Then, without looking away, Cian reached for my hand. He lifted my fingers to his lips and pressed a slow, warm kiss to them—gentle, almost reverent, like a silent promise.


When he finally spoke, his voice was calm and low, yet full of intent. “I think I want to find out where our path is taking us.” His words settled into the stillness of the boathouse like an intimate vow.


We settled into an old rowing boat resting on the shore. Its gentle creak felt oddly reassuring, as if the boat itself had been waiting for us. The lake lay before us in perfect stillness, mirroring the drifting clouds above. Afternoon sunlight wrapped everything in a warm, golden glow.


As Cian took up the oars, his hands brushed mine in small, deliberate touches. Each one felt intentional, seeking not just closeness but connection. Words became unnecessary; the quiet between us grew intimate and full.


“It feels like the world pauses for a moment,” I whispered, gazing across the water. Cian met my eyes and smiled softly. “Sometimes she does.”


We let the boat drift, listening to the soft splash of water and the distant calls of birds. The journey became something more than a simple outing—it felt like a moment suspended outside of time. Cian shifted closer, placing his hand on my shoulder and drawing me in. “You know…” he murmured, “if you’re here, then everything is just right.”


As the sun dipped lower, painting the landscape in gold and amber, Cian released the oars and let the boat glide freely. “Hold me tight,” he said quietly. I wrapped my arms around him as he leaned back into me, and for a moment, it felt as though we had become one. “This is what freedom feels like,” he whispered.


We sat together in peaceful silence, accompanied only by the gentle sounds of the drifting boat. No words were needed; our closeness said everything. After a while, Cian whispered, “I want to capture this moment forever.” I nodded. “It’s ours.”


As we rowed slowly back to shore, Cian stayed seated and drew me onto his lap. We surrendered to the gentle rocking beneath us, the world around us fading into a soft hush. Only the wind in our hair and the rhythmic splash of water remained.


“I don’t want to let you go,” he whispered. His words stirred something deep within me. I met his gaze—steady, honest, full of quiet depth. “Neither do I,” I replied. A new closeness blossomed between us, feeling as natural as breathing.


We stayed like that for a long time, wrapped in each other’s warmth. The old rowing boat had become more than a vessel—it was our small sanctuary, hidden from the world.


After a while, Cian spoke again, his voice thoughtful. “You know, sometimes all it takes is water, wind, and silence to understand what really matters.” His words echoed inside me as I nestled closer to him. “There’s only one thing that matters to me right now… you,” I whispered. Cian held me tighter. “That’s enough.” And in that moment, I felt as though I had finally come home.


Back at the cottage, we shrugged off our damp jackets. Cian fetched a blanket and wrapped it around both our shoulders. “For us,” he murmured. We settled together on the sofa, surrounded by the soft crackle of the fire and the gentle flicker of candlelight painting golden patterns on the walls.


“You know,” Cian breathed, “I didn’t realise until recently that closeness doesn’t have to be loud. Most of the time, it’s quiet—simply allowed to exist.” His words lingered between us. “Then let’s just be present,” I said, placing my hand in his. He nodded, leaned back, and drew me closer. The firelight danced in his eyes, filling the room with a profound sense of safety and belonging.


That night, the world outside faded into silence. There were only us and the warmth growing quietly between us. We spoke little, letting the stillness settle around us. Every now and then, Cian brushed his fingers along my arm, or I rested my head on his shoulder—a tender, unspoken language all our own.


Eventually, he whispered, “I never imagined a place like this could feel so perfect. And someone like you could make it even more so.” His words filled me with a deep, grateful warmth. “I never knew you could grow so close to someone so quickly,” I admitted softly, “and feel such longing at the same time.” He smiled and kissed me—warm, gentle, full of quiet assurance. It wasn’t a kiss of passion, but one that said, You belong here. With me. In this moment.


As the night stretched on beyond the cottage walls, time seemed to stand still. We held each other close, and nothing else mattered.


The morning unfolded in a gentle, almost magical silence. A delicate mist lay across the meadows, shrouding the landscape in an ethereal, dreamlike light. Even before the world had fully awakened, everything seemed wrapped in a soothing calm. As I slowly opened my eyes, I saw Cian beside me. The soft morning glow illuminated his face, making his features appear even more peaceful. The only sound in the room was the steady rhythm of his breathing—a quiet presence that deepened the stillness around us.


I placed my hand gently on his shoulder. Cian turned toward me, his eyes opening slowly as he greeted me with a sleepy smile and a soft “Good morning.” I whispered my reply. No further words were needed. The silence that surrounded us felt warm and familiar, as though it existed solely for us. We simply enjoyed the closeness, content in the quiet understanding that flowed between us.


Outside the window, the world remained veiled in fog, creating a private, secluded atmosphere. Time seemed to slow as we slipped into our jackets and stepped into the muted morning. The forest felt hushed, almost reverent, and the earth beneath our feet was soft and damp. Under the mist’s gentle veil, the colours of nature appeared subdued, each hue softened into calm.


Without speaking, Cian reached for my hand. Our fingers intertwined naturally—a small, silent affirmation of our bond. “It feels like we’re the only two people here,” he murmured. I smiled. “In a way, we are.”


We wandered through this quiet world, the only sounds our soft footsteps and the crisp morning air filling our lungs. Everything beyond this moment faded away, and the peace allowed us simply to exist.


After a while, Cian broke the hush with a gentle confession. “I like the silence here… and that we can just be who we are.” I leaned against him, and he wrapped his arm around me protectively. In that simple gesture, I felt utterly safe, as though nothing could touch us.


Our path led us along the lakeshore, where we discovered a small, deserted hut nestled among the trees. The weathered wooden door creaked softly as Cian pushed it open. With a warm smile, he said, “You see, sometimes you stumble upon forgotten places… until someone comes along to breathe new life into them.” His words lingered, deepening the sense of magic that surrounded us.


Cian stepped inside first, and I followed. The scent of wood, moss, and water enveloped us instantly. It felt as though the air itself encouraged us to slow down. We settled on the floor, our backs resting against each other, letting the quiet wrap around us like a comforting blanket. The shared silence felt rare and precious.


“I could stay here forever,” Cian whispered. “Just the two of us. No noise, no thoughts of tomorrow.” His words drifted through the stillness. I rested my head on his shoulder and murmured, “Then that’s exactly what we’ll do.”


We remained like that, content as the outside world faded away. After a moment, Cian reached into his backpack and pulled out his guitar. “I’ve started a new song,” he said softly. “It’s unfinished… but maybe it belongs to this silence.” He began to play, letting the gentle melody fill the hut and mingle with the soft lapping of the lake outside. I listened, placing my hand on his, feeling the delicate vibration of the strings. “That sounds beautiful,” I whispered. He looked up at me with a warm smile. “It will be even more beautiful with you.” In that moment, the music drew us even closer, strengthening the quiet bond between us.


When the last notes faded, we settled by the open window. The fog outside began to lift, and sunlight broke through, casting golden reflections across the water. Cian drew me onto his lap, holding me close. “You know,” he whispered, “sometimes all it takes is one place, one moment… and everything else loses its meaning.” I nestled into him, listening to the steady rhythm of his heartbeat. “Then let’s preserve this moment,” I murmured. He rested his chin gently on my head. “Forever,” he whispered.


Silence wrapped around us again—this time filled with a profound sense of belonging.


Around midday, we set off on another adventure—this time to a remote waterfall Cian had mentioned before. “No one knows exactly how to get there,” he said as we drove along winding country roads. “Perfect for a little adventure.”


When we arrived, I reached for his hand. The path ahead was uneven, but its natural beauty was overwhelming. “You really have a talent for finding magical places,” I said. Cian chuckled. “Maybe… or maybe they find me.”


We pressed on through tall grass and over small streams. The air was thick with the scent of moss and damp earth, giving life to everything around us.


Eventually, the sound of rushing water grew louder. “There it is,” Cian breathed. Before us, a slender waterfall cascaded into a crystal-clear pool, its edges lined with moss-covered rocks glistening in the light. We stopped, hand in hand, quietly taking in the beauty of the hidden place.


“It’s… breathtaking,” I whispered. Cian looked at me. “Do you know why I brought you here?” I shook my head. “Because I wanted you to see this place properly. And then me—in it.”


He settled onto a large rock and called to me, “Come here, it’s safe.” I made my way over and took his hands. “Ready?” he asked with a mischievous grin. I nodded, and he leapt into the water with a joyful laugh. His happiness was infectious, and soon I followed.


The cool water splashed around us as we laughed together, carefree and alive. Cian pulled me under, and we resurfaced side by side, swimming, jumping, holding each other close. Everything felt vivid and tender at once.


When we finally climbed out, we perched on a large rock, our legs dangling in the pool. Cian wrapped his arm around my shoulders and leaned his head against mine. “I think we could spend the whole day here,” he murmured. “Just the two of us.” I snuggled closer. “It’s perfect.”


The waterfall murmured softly in the background, its constant song weaving through the air. Sunlight danced across the water, scattering golden reflections across our faces and the mossy stones. We sat in companionable silence—not because there was nothing to say, but because every glance, every touch, every shared smile spoke for us.


As the afternoon faded and we walked back to the car, the sun dipped behind the hills, painting the world in warm hues of amber and gold. Cian reached for my hand, our fingers intertwining as naturally as breathing. “You know,” he said softly, “some moments you just want to preserve. Today is one of them.” “We can preserve it,” I replied. “In our memory. In us.” Cian smiled, slipped his arm around my shoulders, and drew me close. Side by side, we walked along the quiet country lane, the evening sun warming our backs, our hearts light and completely fulfilled.


When we were back at the cottage, we hurriedly hung up our wet things. Suddenly, Cian picked up his guitar and said softly, "I've written a new song– all for us." The guitar was like a familiar bond between us, and as we sat down on the sofa in the flickering candlelight, he began to play. Soft, almost whispered sounds filled the room and felt like an embrace of melody and silence.


"It sounds like freedom," I murmured, prompting a gentle smile from him as he drew me closer. As his playing continued, his fingers brushed lightly along my arm, a gesture full of warmth and gentle familiarity. "And for closeness," he added quietly, "for us." His eyes were sincere, deep, and filled with affection. The music enveloped us, but we formed its heart – our connection the steady rhythm within the hush.


Once the final notes faded, Cian moved to the small kitchen table and began to prepare a simple meal, taking care and putting love into every step. We sat side by side, sharing laughter over little things and swapping stories about past journeys. Time drifted by unnoticed, lightened by the ease and comfort we shared. At last, he said, "You know, I never really had anyone who understood me that way. But this now... It feels completely different." I placed my hand gently over his and replied, "I feel the same. It's not loud or artificial, it just feels right." He held my gaze in the soft candlelight, his expression calm and content. "That's exactly what I mean – right," he echoed.


After dinner, Cian led me outside into the quiet of the night, where fog drifted gently along the path. The moonlight shimmered in puddles, and the air was crisp and clear. Together, we soaked up the unique atmosphere, feeling the day settle into a gentle peace. "I like it when everything gets quiet at night," Cian whispered, his voice soft in the stillness. "Then you feel everything more intensely." The darkness lay over the landscape like a soft veil, and as he took my hand, he led me up to a hill. From there, we had a sweeping view of the village lights twinkling in the night, vibrant against the hush.


"Up here, everything... has a deeper meaning," Cian said thoughtfully. "Can you understand that?" I nodded and leaned into him, feeling his closeness like a silent promise. "Yes, I understand you," I replied quietly, as we stood together, looking out over the glowing house lights. The sounds of the village at night drifted up to us, becoming part of our moment. Cian wrapped his arm around me and drew me close. After a while, he murmured, "Sometimes I wonder how lucky I was to meet someone like you." I turned to him, catching his eyes, gentle and sincere in the moonlight. "Maybe it was Ireland that brought us together," I whispered, feeling how deeply this place had drawn us close. He nodded, holding me tight, and with quiet certainty said, "Then I never want to let you go again." That night, surrounded by moonlight and silence, we felt an unbreakable bond drawing us ever nearer.


Back in the cottage, we settled into the sofa and wrapped ourselves together in a soft blanket. The warmth of the fire crackled nearby, creating a cocoon of comfort and gentle intimacy. In the hush of the room, our shared silence felt protective, drawing us even closer. Cian's hand found mine, his touch slow and thoughtful, and he rested his head lightly on my shoulder, lingering there in a moment of simple closeness and trust.


His voice, hardly more than a whisper, broke the quiet: "I have the feeling that every moment today... was special. And that we will both remember it forever." I answered him softly, "We will. This day belongs only to us."


We let the silence return, content, listening to the gentle crackle of the fire and letting the night remain outside, distant and unimportant. The closeness we shared filled the space between us, bringing a deep sense of peace and security. After a time, Cian spoke again, his words gentle: "You know, I wish we could show each other how much is possible as long as we stick together."


Leaning my head against his, I replied quietly, "Then let's try it together." So, the night drew to a close—quiet, warmly comforting, and full of tenderness—a farewell to the day that left our bond even stronger than before.


The day began gently, as dense fog enveloped the hills and lent the landscape a mysterious, tender beauty. Everything outside was cloaked in a quiet, white and grey twilight, while inside the cottage, a unique peace reigned. Upon waking, I spotted Cian by the window. His hands were thrust deep into the pockets of his jacket; his hair tousled from sleep. He gazed out into the misty hush, as though greeting the new day with silent reflection.


"Good morning," I murmured quietly. Cian turned, gifting me a sleepy yet warm smile. "Good morning... It's nice to know you're here." His words came softly, familiar and gentle, as if woven into the fabric of dawn itself. I joined him at the window and placed my hand on his; he intertwined our fingers, making an unspoken promise for the day ahead. In that stillness, everything felt safe and warm, woven together by trust and tenderness.


After a slow breakfast, filled with soft conversation and meaningful glances, Cian proposed a stroll along a hidden path he'd mentioned before. "No one gets lost here," he said with a smile, "just the wind, the trees... and us." There was a note of anticipation in his voice, promising an uninterrupted moment together.


We wandered through tall grass and crossed slender streams, the fog wrapping everything in a soft blanket. The world was hushed and mysterious, as if we had stepped into a space belonging solely to us. Cian's hand found mine again, pulling me closer whenever we met uneven ground. Each small gesture held care and closeness, quietly deepening our bond.


"It's nice having you so near," he whispered. "It feels as though the world around us fades away." His words resonated in the quiet as I nestled closer, savouring his warmth. Right then, I knew we belonged exactly where we were – far from everything, entirely together.


Eventually, we reached a small clearing, just as the sun began to pierce through the fog. The light painted everything softly, turning the scene into a living portrait – tranquil, vivid, and beautiful. For a heartbeat, time seemed suspended, and the world existed only for the two of us.


Cian found a spot atop a rock and gestured for me to join him. "I come here when I want to be alone," he admitted quietly. His gaze travelled over the landscape, searching for answers, but today he seemed fully present. "Today, I wanted company." Smiling tenderly, I rested my head on his shoulder. "Then we'll stay here together," I replied. In those words, was a promise that lingered beyond the moment itself. He softly stroked my back and leaned into me, sharing a gesture rich with closeness and familiarity. The moment felt calm, almost sacred, filled with deep meaning and comfort.


A sudden breeze swept through the clearing, breaking the silence and threading its way playfully through our hair. The air carried with it the scent of fresh grass and damp earth, drawing us more deeply into the gentle embrace of nature. For a fleeting moment, it felt as though the world itself was wrapping us in a protective cocoon, highlighting the uniqueness of the moment we shared.


Cian let out a soft laugh and turned towards me, his hands settling gently on my hip. In his gaze, there was a warmth and sincerity that reached to the very heart of me. "This wind... shows me that anything is possible – even the two of us," he said, his words hanging between us like a promise offered to the morning. Meeting his eyes, which shimmered with both depth and affection, I whispered in return, "Then let's try the impossible together." In that instant, it felt as though we were the only two people in the world, sheltered beneath the breeze, our foreheads nearly touching, united in an unspoken pact.


As we made our way back, Cian intertwined his fingers with mine, holding tight. His voice was calm and steady when he said, "I like it when you come with me. Not only today, but on each of our paths." I answered gently, "I like to be with you, no matter where the road leads." We continued in companionable silence, the hush between us suffused with closeness, trust, and warmth. Every step underscored the strength and depth of our bond.


Once home at the cottage, we settled by the window with a shared cup of tea, watching as the fog gradually lifted and the first rays of sunlight began to pour into the room. There, in the comfort of each other's presence, the world outside faded away. "See?" said Cian, gesturing towards the shifting light outside, "the world is changing – sometimes rapidly, sometimes gently. And we are right in the middle of it." The significance of his words lingered as I rested my head on his shoulder. In the peaceful quiet, we made a silent vow to truly experience each moment together and to welcome the changes that life would bring, side by side.


Early in the morning, I was gently awoken by the sound of water splashing softly against the wooden boards. Cian had risen before me, preparing the little rowing boat and quietly waiting by the lake – a simple, silent testament to his anticipation and thoughtfulness.


"Are you coming?" he called softly, his voice low so as not to disturb the morning peace. I quickly shrugged on a jacket and stepped outside, letting the freshness of the dawn air envelop me as I joined him.


The lake, bathed in the first light of day, was utterly still. A delicate mist hovered over the water, transforming the landscape into a dreamlike realm caught between light and silence.


With gentle care, Cian took my hand as we stepped into the boat. "Sometimes you have to let go to find out where you're going," he murmured, his gaze thoughtful as he looked over the water. In that moment, letting go became an act of trust and a sense of shared security.


We rowed slowly out onto the lake, the boat swaying gently beneath us. The crisp morning air mingled with the comforting warmth of being close. Every breath we drew, every soft laugh, and each subtle touch became an expression of our deep connection and familiarity.


After some time, we set the oars aside, letting the boat drift quietly across the water. Cian drew me gently onto his lap and wrapped his arms securely around me, as if intent on capturing the serenity of the moment and holding it close.


"Do you see how peaceful everything is?" he whispered. "That's exactly how it feels when the world stands still and only the two of us remain." His words surrounded us, much like the mist, blurring everything beyond our shared experience.


Resting my head on his shoulder, I replied softly, "It's perfect," allowing a wave of happiness and closeness to wash over us. He let his chin rest lightly on my head and said with gentle sincerity, "It's important to me that we consciously experience every moment." In that quiet, the silence itself drew us even closer, emphasising the uniqueness of each moment together. We remained in that peaceful stillness, the boat drifting across the tranquil lake, as if the world, for a time, consisted solely of the two of us.


Cian stepped back, ensuring our gazes met. In that moment, a rare vulnerability shone in his eyes as he quietly confessed, "I have never felt such closeness to anyone before." His forehead lowered slightly, betraying the emotional weight of his admission. "Not in this intensity and authenticity." Responding with an affirming smile that conveyed all my feelings, I replied calmly, "I feel the same way, but it seems appropriate," infusing my words with the same depth reflected in his gaze.


With measured care, Cian leaned in for a kiss. It was not hurried or passionate, but rather slow and thoughtful marked by restraint, trust, and mutual respect. This gentle contact underscored the unique bond we shared.


After the kiss, Cian's forehead lingered against mine for a moment, holding onto the intimacy as long as possible. "I want to emphasise," he said quietly, "that every moment together is meaningful to me." His words sounded like a promise, deepening the strength of our connection. I replied with conviction, "Every single one." In this shared silence we found a profound sense of unity that enveloped us both.


Sometime later, as the sun rose higher and sparkled across the water, we rowed back together. Cian helped me from the boat, holding my hand tightly, as if unwilling to let go of the moment. The warmth between us spoke of our wish to hold onto the closeness we had discovered.


On the way to the cottage, Cian broke the quiet with gentle words, "You know," he said softly, "I think this changes everything." His statement underscored the importance of what we had experienced together.


"For us?" I asked, my voice tinged with hope. He nodded with a smile. "For us."


Hand in hand, we felt the closeness, the heartbeat and the warmth that bound us and made this day so extraordinary.


As evening descended, casting the world into gentle darkness, Cian lit candles once more. Their soft glow reflected in the windows, bathing the room in a soothing, warm light. He sat opposite me, guitar in hand, and offered a gentle look.


"I wrote a new song for you today," he said softly. The first chords he played were as quiet as a whisper, and as he began to sing, his voice was gentle, honest, and full of tenderness. Each note and every word seemed to convey his feelings, making our bond even more tangible.


As he played, I placed my hand atop his, feeling the music pulse through his fingertips and a wave of warmth and closeness fill the room. For that moment, it felt as if we were communicating solely through melody. In a hushed voice, I breathed, "You put all your feelings for me into that melody, don't you?" Cian responded with a gentle smile, drew me closer, and together we spent the evening by candlelight. The music enveloped us like a protective cloak, and in the eloquent silence there was a profound tenderness.


The next morning arrived shrouded in mist, a blanket of gentle grey and silver stretching across the meadows and lending the world a soft, tranquil quality. Cian stood by the window, his hands tucked into his pockets, his gaze absorbed in the quiet landscape outside.


In a friendly tone, he called out, "Are you coming with me?" I slipped on my jacket without hesitation and stepped into the cool, fresh air. The world outside felt both mysterious and serene, the fog giving the impression that time itself had slowed to a gentle pause.


Cian reached for my hand, and together we walked along the narrow path we had discovered the previous day. "This silence is wonderful," he whispered, "it makes everything else fade away." I nestled closer to him, comforted by his nearness. "And it leaves only the two of us," I replied softly, the words a gentle affirmation of our shared solitude.


Eventually, we arrived at the small clearing, now revealed in the slow-growing morning light. Sunlight hesitated through the thinning fog, painting the grass with streaks of gold. In that quiet moment, it seemed as though the world consisted of just the two of us, surrounded by the peaceful beauty of nature.


Cian settled onto a tree stump and gently pulled me onto his lap. The world was still as he spoke quietly, "I come here when I want to rest." His words felt like an invitation, welcoming me into this personal retreat. I leaned against him, comforted by the steady beat of his heart. "Today we're both here," I whispered, my voice reflecting the happiness of being together in that moment. He rested his head against mine and closed his eyes, and together we lingered, enveloped in a peace marked by trust and closeness. For a while, it felt as if time had stopped for us.


After some time, Cian guided me further along an almost hidden path into the heart of nature. "I want to show you something else," he said softly, his eyes meeting mine. We continued our walk until we reached a narrow, winding river. Behind the water's edge, nestled under ancient trees, was a secluded bench—clearly a place only discovered with guidance.


"I only bring people here with whom I feel a special closeness," Cian shared in a gentle voice, adding significance to the hidden spot. I sat beside him, and he placed his hand on mine, a silent emphasis of our bond. "I already feel like I belong here," I murmured, and he looked at me intently. "You do, and I want you to know that" he replied, making me feel truly welcome. With quiet tenderness, Cian touched me, demonstrating his affection and respect. "I don't want to pressure you," he whispered, "but it matters to me to show you how much I appreciate you." His sincerity was unmistakable. I closed my eyes, and we shared a slow, meaningful kiss—a moment full of mutual understanding and appreciation.


When we finally parted, Cian kept his forehead against mine for a lingering moment, as though wanting to hold onto our closeness just a little longer. "Every moment with you means a lot to me," he said quietly, highlighting the unique nature of our time together.


Hand in hand, we made our way back to the cottage. As the sun broke through the lingering fog, it illuminated the landscape, bathing everything in a gentle, golden light. Cian held my hand firmly, our fingers comfortably intertwined, anchoring us in the moment. With a warm smile, he said, "I could spend the whole day like this. Just the two of us, without time pressure." Together, we savoured the peacefulness and sense of familiarity that made this time feel uniquely special.


"I feel the same way," I replied, my voice reflecting the genuine comfort I felt. "There is no other place I would rather be now." Once inside, Cian settled by the window and invited me to sit on his lap. "Sometimes it's the little moments that mean the most," he remarked softly. I leaned against him, enjoying the calm and the atmosphere filled with gentle intimacy. The time we spent together was marked by tranquillity and a deep, tangible connection, strengthening the trust and closeness between us.


The following morning, Cian suggested that we explore a little-known forest path. "It's a bit hidden," he explained, "but it's worth the walk." We set offside by side, the sound of leaves rustling under our feet. The trees above formed a lush, green canopy, while the air was rich with the earthy fragrance of moss and fresh water. "Nature gives a feeling of security," I remarked, appreciating the peaceful surroundings. "It allows us to be authentic." Cian placed his hand gently on mine and drew me closer. "That's exactly what I meant," he replied, his tone calm and contented. "Away from everyday life – just the two of us."


After a while, we reached a small clearing where sunlight filtered through the trees, illuminating patches of moss and grass. Cian sat on a mossy stone, and I took a seat beside him. "I visit this place occasionally to think," he shared, his voice soft. "Today I decided to share the experience." I rested my head on his shoulder and whispered, "Then we're together today." The pause that followed was comfortable, filled with mutual trust and familiarity. Looking at me, Cian explained quietly, "Sometimes I find it difficult to talk about certain topics. But in conversation with you, many things are different." I touched his arm reassuringly and said, "You can talk to me about anything. I'm listening."


Cian took a deep breath and tilted his head towards me. "I have the feeling that I have not yet met anyone who understands and reassures me in this way," he confessed quietly. His words were sincere and open, offering a glimpse into his inner world. Gently, I placed my hand on his cheek and suggested, "Let's consciously perceive this moment." The gesture underscored the trust between us and created an atmosphere brimming with warmth and security.


He drew me closer until our foreheads touched softly. "I want you to know that I..." he began, but before he could finish, I kissed him slowly and meaningfully. In that moment, I showed him that I was fully present with him and that I valued our closeness as deeply as he did.


"The time with you is precious," he said quietly, gratitude shining in his eyes. "And I want to consciously experience every moment of it," I replied, feeling how much these moments were drawing us even closer together.


Hand in hand, we made our way home. As the sun gently chased away the lingering fog, the landscape was transformed, glowing with a warm, golden radiance. Cian drew me lovingly towards him, his tone dreamy as he said, "Imagine if every day could be like this – just the two of us, nature and this silence."


"I wouldn't like to do anything," I breathed in response. "Nowhere would I like to be right now." Our exchange spoke volumes about the deep connection we shared and the desire to hold on to these special, fleeting moments.


Back at the cottage, we nestled together by the window, watching as the candlelight flickered and the day slipped quietly away. The gentle glow and tranquil surroundings created a cocoon of peace and safety, providing the perfect backdrop for these cherished moments.


"You know," Cian murmured softly, "it's often the little moments that mean the most." "Then let's enjoy it consciously," I replied quietly. In the calm and sense of belonging that enveloped us, we sat side by side, surrounded by warmth and gentle light, feeling the bond between us deepen with each passing moment.


The morning unfolded gently, with a peaceful calm enveloping the lakeshore. Only the soft sound of water lapping against the edge disturbed the stillness, as Cian sat quietly by the lake, his guitar resting across his knees and his feet dangling in the cool water. With a quiet, inviting "Are you coming?", he beckoned me to join him. I slipped off my shoes, settled beside him, and dipped my own feet into the refreshing lake. The atmosphere felt timeless, prompting me to whisper, "It feels like time has stopped flowing."


Cian responded with a gentle smile and began to strum soft chords on his guitar. "Sometimes it just has to," he mused, placing his hand lovingly over mine so that our fingers naturally interlaced. "Just the two of us. Exactly the same." The melody he played was delicate and soothing, its rhythm flowing gently like the water before us. "That sounds... after us," I murmured while listening to the tune. Cian met my gaze, his eyes warm and open. "And for closeness," he whispered, pulling me even closer until our shoulders brushed together. His music became a silent dialogue, each note echoing affection, trust, and security—a wordless language that expressed our deep bond.


Once the last notes faded, we wandered together along the water's edge. The sunlight danced across the surface of the lake, and once again Cian took my hand, his fingers weaving through mine. "There are moments that you want to capture forever," he said softly. I replied, "Then let's hold her." In that instant, we both felt the deep trust and joy that came from our closeness.


In comfortable silence, we walked side by side, our intimacy and mutual appreciation revealed in every smile and glance. Eventually, we found a small rock at the water's edge and settled there. Cian invited me to sit on his lap, gently wrapping his arms around me. The closeness was familiar and secure, as if we had left the concerns of daily life far behind. "I could stay here for a long time," Cian murmured as I rested my head on his chest, listening to his calm heartbeat. For a moment, it felt as if the world had paused—just the two of us, surrounded by nature and the gentle sounds of the lake. "Then we'll just stay seated," I replied quietly, and together, we surrendered to the serenity of the moment.


The silence between us was not ordinary, but rich with attentive presence and intense closeness. The scene was marked by the shimmering water, the warmth of the sun's rays, and the feeling of being wholly with oneself and each other. As evening approached, the sun set over the lake, painting the sky in vivid oranges and pinks and lending the atmosphere an even greater sense of intimacy and belonging.


Cian gently touched his forehead to mine and said, "Sometimes it's simple moments that have the most lasting effect." His words lingered, making time stand still. "Then this moment remains," I replied softly, my words carrying the promise to hold onto this memory with intention.


With a tender smile, Cian kissed me gently. The kiss was slow and full of meaning, deepening our sense of belonging and bringing us even closer together. Afterwards, we sat quietly, gazing at the lake and the setting sun, feeling that we were sharing a moment meant to be remembered—a moment that would linger in our hearts.


The next morning arrived quietly, bringing with it a sense of promise. Cian suggested that we set off together to explore a hidden garden he had discovered earlier. There was a mysterious glint in his eyes, and his smile hinted at something extraordinary about this place. "Hardly anyone stumbles across it," he confided in a soft whisper, "the place is... unique."


Side by side, we wandered along a narrow path that was bordered by wildflowers in full bloom. The summer air was fragrant, filled with a sense of freedom and possibility that made everything seem light and unburdened. "It smells like summer, like freedom," I breathed, letting the moment wash over me, "and like something that belongs to us." Cian simply grinned, caught my hand in his, and together we stepped into the garden.


Gentle sunlight filtered through the leafy canopy above, dancing over the bright blossoms so that their colours seemed almost to glow. "See?" Cian whispered, his voice thick with warmth and pride as he drank in the beauty of this special place. "I wanted you to know this place. And also, me in it." His words revealed just how much this moment, and our shared experience, meant to him.


We found a small bench nestled amongst the flowers, surrounded by the delicate scent and the cheerful chirping of birds. Cian placed his hand gently on mine, drawing me closer so that we were wrapped in the peace of this secluded oasis, far removed from the rest of the world.


"When you're here," he began quietly, "the world sometimes seems very far away." I knew that "here" meant more than just the garden—it was the two of us together. Leaning into his embrace, I let myself bask in his closeness and warmth, feeling entirely safe.


He rested his chin softly atop my head and his words came gently: "I want you to know how much you mean to me." With my eyes closed, I allowed myself to dissolve into the comfort he offered, feeling the depth of our connection. "And you're very special to me, too," I breathed in reply.


After some time spent in quiet togetherness, Cian led me to a nearby hill. "From here you can see the whole valley," he said, a smile lighting up his face. The vast view before us emphasised just how unique the moment was, and Cian confided that this was his favourite place for sharing special experiences. We stood together, soaking in the panorama and the peaceful silence, preserving a moment that would remain meaningful to us both.


After we had climbed the hill, we settled ourselves in the soft, welcoming grass, allowing our legs to dangle freely and comfortably. The sun stood high above, casting a golden glow over the entire landscape, bathing everything in a gentle, warm light. Our hands found each other naturally, fingers entwining in a silent gesture that spoke volumes about our deep connection. Cian turned towards me, his expression serene and filled with affection, and in a voice barely above a whisper, he said, "You know, there are moments that should never be forgotten." His words echoed within me, resonating as we gazed out across the expanse together. I replied just as softly, "Then we'll keep this one," catching the sparkle in his eyes as the sunlight danced across his features. In that instant, time seemed to pause; the world around us faded away, leaving only the two of us in that perfect moment. "Forever," Cian breathed, just as a gentle breeze swept over the hill, playfully tousling our hair.


Gently, Cian turned to face me, resting his forehead lightly against mine. He began, "I want you to know..."—his words thick with emotion and sincerity. Before he could continue, I leaned in and met his words with a tender kiss, slow and filled with warmth and intimacy. The kiss expressed what words could not: "You're exactly where you belong. With me. Now and always."
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