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Intro


The first snowflakes of winter drifted gently down from the sky, settling like a quiet greeting on the rooftops of Flakeville. Davis stood at the window of his small apartment, watching as the world was slowly blanketed in white. The streets grew quieter, the sounds of the city muffled, as if the snow were laying a cloak of calm over everything.


A smile flitted across his face. Memories of the winters of his childhood came to mind – building snowmen, snowball fights, and the carefree feeling the snow always brought. On impulse, he decided to go outside. He put on his warm coat, pulled a hat over his head, and stepped out into the crisp, cold air.


The city had transformed into a winter wonderland. The trees were covered in a delicate layer of snow, and the streetlights cast a warm glow over the snowy paths. Davis strolled along the walkways, enjoying the crunch of snow beneath his shoes and the peaceful silence all around him.


The road led him down towards the park. At the edge of his vision, Davis saw a blonde girl shaping small snowballs with her hands and throwing them to the ground, laughing. Then she lifted her arms, as if to embrace the falling flakes. He watched her for a moment before turning away and continuing on.


He stopped by the frozen lake, gazing at its smooth, glassy surface that reflected the sky. Suddenly, he heard a soft melody. Curious, he followed the sound and discovered a young woman sitting on a bench, quietly singing to herself. Her voice was clear and gentle, blending harmoniously with the wintry scene.


Fascinated, Davis stood still. Without thinking, he sat down on a nearby bench and listened. The woman noticed him and offered a warm smile.


‘Lovely evening, isn’t it?’


‘Yes, truly beautiful,’ he replied. ‘Your voice fits the moment perfectly.’


She gave a soft laugh. ‘Thank you. Music is my way of feeling the world around me.’


‘I know that well,’ said Davis. ‘I’m a musician too.’


‘Perhaps our paths will cross again,’ she said mysteriously, rising to her feet. ‘Enjoy the evening.’


Before he could say a word, she had already vanished into the darkness. Davis remained, with the feeling that he had just experienced something special. Inspired and filled with fresh energy, he made his way home, wondering what the winter still had in store for him.
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Snow Life


Roses are red, baby


Snow is white


Violets are purple


Where we’re going tonight


Three winters had passed since that snowy night when Davis had met the mysterious singer in the park. Since then, his life had changed, and Stella had become a constant part of it.


The streets of Flakeville were almost deserted; only the footprints of pedestrians and tyre tracks etched patterns into the snow-covered ground. It was that silence, that gentle melancholy, that Davis loved — or hated. At times, he couldn't quite tell whether it was solitude that drew him in or solitude that threatened to crush him. A fine line that always remained blurred for him.


‘What are you thinking about?’ asked Stella, her voice delicate, almost like a melody that didn’t want to disturb the snow. She stood before him, a figure in red — her scarf the only colour in the white-grey world around them. Her eyes looked into his with curiosity, and Davis sensed she wasn’t simply asking for words. She wanted more, wanted to go deeper, to dive into his thoughts.


‘I’m thinking that you probably can’t ever truly stand still,’ Davis replied with a faint smile. He watched as the wind played with her hair, her movements like a slow-motion dance. It was as if she were part of the snow itself — a living flake that could never come to rest.


Stella spun once in a circle, her long hair swirling around her face like golden threads of an artful web.


‘Stillness is death,’ she said softly, yet with conviction. Her words sounded like a mantra she’d repeated many times. ‘Do you know what I love about snow?’


‘Aside from the fact that you can dance in it?’ Davis replied dryly, trying to cover his uncertainty. But Stella ignored his remark. Instead, her eyes followed the falling flakes as she spoke.


‘It’s like frozen time,’ she said, her voice gentle, as if she’d found her own reality. ‘Each flake is a moment, alive for a brief time and then gone. But in that moment, it’s perfect. Any moment could last forever.’


Davis looked at her — the way she lived in an endless spiral of thoughts and words. She was unpredictable, full of life — and yet carried a weight within her that she never fully revealed. He felt drawn to her, not just because of her beauty, but because she was so elusive, so enigmatic.


‘You’re a riddle, you know that?’


‘A good riddle or a bad one?’ she asked, spinning again, this time with arms wide open as if she wanted to take in the snow.


‘One I want to solve,’ Davis murmured, just loud enough for her to hear. His heart beat faster, and for a moment he felt like a teenager in love for the first time.


Stella smiled enigmatically. ‘Maybe you shouldn’t try. Some riddles lose their magic once they’re solved.’


The silence between them was broken by a distant honk. A single car passed by, its headlights casting long shadows across the snow.


Stella looked at him intently, her eyes searching his for a truth neither of them might be able to say aloud. ‘You’re too much of a romantic for your own good, Davis,’ she said at last, reaching out to brush a snowflake from his shoulder. ‘But that’s exactly what I like about you.’


He chuckled softly, feeling a warmth in his chest untouched by the night’s cold. ‘Maybe that’s my weakness.’


‘Or your strength,’ she replied, taking his hand. Her fingers were surprisingly warm, and her touch sent a small shiver through him. ‘Come on, dance with me.’


‘Here? In the snow?’ He laughed in disbelief, a sudden urge to lighten the moment taking over.


‘Yes, here,’ she said, stepping closer. Her eyes sparkled in a way that nearly took his breath away. ‘Roses are red, baby, snow is white. That’s all that matters.’


She smiled, and in that moment, she seemed both tangible and infinitely distant — like an illusion he could never quite hold on to, no matter how hard he tried.


He hesitated only a moment, then took her hand. Together they turned slowly in a circle, their footsteps leaving a pattern in the fresh snow. The world around them faded as they focused on one another.


Davis began to sing:


I’m standing in the snow the best that I can


Listen, baby, I just wanna be your man


Pistol whip me, put your gun to my head, because


Roses are red and I feel like I’m dead


His voice was soft, yet full of emotion. Stella smiled, closed her eyes, and let herself be carried by his melody. She felt safe, as though nothing could reach them in that moment.


And everywhere we go


She dances in the snow


She makes my body so hot


Livin’ the snow life, now please don’t stop!


‘Tell me, Davis,’ Stella began when the melody faded, her voice light and teasing, ‘do you have plans for tonight?’


Davis raised an eyebrow and replied with a crooked grin that was almost an invitation: ‘Depends. Are you asking me out?’


‘Maybe,’ she answered, drawing the word out with a mischievous smile. Her eyes sparkled as she paused before continuing. ‘Or maybe I just want to know whether I have to compete with a band rehearsal.’


He laughed gently, his laughter warm and relaxed. ‘Actually, yes. Rehearsal. The guys would kill me if I skipped.’


‘Ah, I see,’ she said with mock disappointment. ‘A man of commitments. But don’t worry,’ she added playfully, ‘I’m patient. Maybe there’ll be a moment after rehearsal.’


Davis nodded, his gaze lingering on hers a moment longer than necessary. ‘Maybe,’ he repeated softly, his voice sounding like a promise.
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Son of a Gun


Now I don’t care for the fame


I don’t care for the money


I just wanna make music


And keep on running


The stale air in the rehearsal room was filled with a chaotic mix of drum beats, bass riffs and distorted guitar sounds. Davis sat on a stool, his guitar resting loosely on his knees, and watched with amusement as Peter String, the lead guitarist, cursed over a snapped string.


‘That’s the third string this week!’ Peter shouted, throwing the broken piece into a corner in frustration. ‘I swear my guitar neck is cursed.’


‘Or maybe you just play too wild, mate,’ said Johnny Sways with a wide grin as he tuned his bass. The bassist was known for defusing any moment with a cheeky remark.


‘Shut up, Johnny. You only play four strings – and you barely use two of them,’ Peter shot back.


‘Quiet back there! I’m trying to concentrate,’ grumbled Jimmy Drums, sitting at his kit with a serious look, adjusting his cymbals like a mechanic. ‘If we ever want to sound like a proper band, you lot better learn how to come prepared.’


‘Sounds like you think you’re the only professional in here, Jimmy,’ murmured Davis, strumming a melody. ‘How about we just start?’


‘Finally, a sensible idea,’ said Johnny, planting his feet and getting ready to bring his bass into the mix.


Jimmy counted them in, and the band launched into Son of a Gun. The room was instantly filled with thundering drums, powerful basslines, and Davis’s passionate voice.


Woke up this morning with my whiskey in bed


Son of a gun


Picked up the phone and I told Jimmy to


Just bring the drums


And maybe we can get our friend Johnny Sways


To play the bass


Now we are young, we are rough and wild


So let’s play


His voice was clear and full of energy. But after just a few bars, chaos broke out. Peter hit the wrong chord, Johnny lost the rhythm, and Jimmy threw his sticks into the air in fury.


‘That was catastrophic!’ Jimmy shouted, shaking his head. ‘Peter, could you maybe tune your strings before we start? And Johnny, what the hell was that timing?’


‘Hey, I’m here to have fun, not to get shouted at,’ Johnny replied, grinning as he lounged back onto his amp. ‘Maybe we should just take it easy. Davis, what do you think?’


‘Or are you too busy thinking about your new mystery girl?’ Jimmy cut in.


Davis froze for a moment before turning his eyes to the guitar.


‘What’s that supposed to mean?’


‘Oh, come on,’ Jimmy pressed, his grin conspiratorial. ‘You still seeing her? You never introduced her! How’s it going?’


‘It’s going how it’s going,’ Davis dodged, strumming a few random chords. ‘And I don’t think that’s anyone’s business here.’


‘Well, you know what they say – big inspirations often come from small encounters,’ Jimmy joked, earning a cymbal strike from Peter.


‘Leave him be, Jimmy,’ Johnny said eventually. ‘Maybe this one actually means something to him.’ Davis took a deep breath before standing up.


‘You know what? Maybe we should just keep playing before we kill each other in here.’


The band retuned their instruments, and after a few shaky bars, they finally found the groove. Despite the teasing and the mess, Davis couldn’t help but be swept up in his bandmates’ energy. For a moment, he forgot the memories that haunted him. Now Peter said, he’s got a broken string


On his guitar


Man, that’s ok, we gonna rock this place


Just like a star


And you can see my hunger written


All over my face


Cause we are young, we are rough and wild


So let’s play


Davis gently set his guitar aside as the band took a short break. The room was filled with the silence that follows loud chords still hanging in the air. Johnny glanced at him.


‘Fresh air always helps, man,’ he said with a grin, sipping from his beer.


Davis simply nodded and stepped outside. The cold evening air hit him like a blow. He pulled his phone from his pocket and began scrolling aimlessly through old photos. Shots from tours, endless nights in smoky bars… and then he stopped.


The photo showed him and a young woman with long, dark hair. Her arm was wrapped around his shoulder, while he raised a half-full glass of whisky to the camera. Her smile was radiant; his eyes, on the other hand, held that rebellious glint he hadn’t felt in a long time. A wave of nostalgia and discomfort surged through him.


‘Guess who’s here,’ whispered a familiar voice behind him, as two hands covered his eyes.


Davis froze briefly, then lowered the phone and smiled.


‘Stella,’ he said. But before turning to face her, he felt her hands trembling. He followed her gaze and saw that she was staring at the photo still glowing on his screen.


‘Who is she?’ Stella asked, her voice calm, but with a trace of something Davis couldn’t quite place.


He hesitated. ‘That’s… her.’


His words hung heavy in the chill of the night air.


Stella kept her eyes fixed on the photo. ‘I thought you weren’t hung up on her anymore,’ she said eventually, looking at him. Her eyes were weighed down with something between anger and sadness.


‘I’m not,’ Davis replied quickly. Too quickly. ‘Oh… and why are you looking at your old photos with her then?’ she asked, her voice softer now, but sharper.


Davis had no answer. They both stood in silence, the weight of the question pressing between them.


‘You coming, Davis?! We’re picking it back up!’ Johnny called from inside the rehearsal room. His voice sliced through the stillness like a blade.


Stella let out a short, bitter laugh. Her eyes filled with tears, but she held them back.


‘You know, Davis,’ she said at last, turning away, ‘I came to listen to your rehearsal… but clearly, you’d rather she listened instead.’


Without waiting for an answer, she walked off. Davis remained still, phone still in hand.


The first snowflakes of the night drifted through the window; their gentle hush replaced the echo of the out-of-tune chords still lingering in the room.
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I Could Be Your Lover


…and I could be your lover, baby


I could love you like no other


If you let me be your lover, baby


Not your sister or your mother


One winter earlier.


It was a frosty night when Davis drove his old red Ford through the streets of Flakeville. The engine hummed monotonously, and the radio played a soft jazz tune from the sixties. The city lights flickered through the misted windows, while snowflakes landed gently on the glass and melted instantly. Davis had no real plan, no destination. He just needed to get out of his small flat, where the silence felt suffocating and the walls seemed to be closing in on him.


His hands rested wearily on the steering wheel when he saw her. She stood alone under a flickering streetlamp, in a side alley that rarely saw any foot traffic. Her slim frame was wrapped in a thin coat that offered little protection against the cold. She had her arms crossed over her chest and shifted from one foot to the other, trying to stay warm. Her blonde hair fell messily over her shoulders, and even from a distance he could see the exhaustion in her posture.


Something in him urged him to stop. Maybe it was pity, maybe curiosity, or perhaps something else. He pulled over to the side of the road and rolled down the passenger window.


‘You alright?’ he asked cautiously.


She lifted her head and looked at him with large, tired eyes. There was a hint of suspicion in her gaze. ‘What do you want?’ Her voice was firm but hoarse, as though she hadn’t spoken in a long time.


‘I just thought you might need help,’ Davis replied with a slight shrug. ‘It’s cold, and this area’s not exactly the safest.’
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