
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Snowfall in Edinburgh
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Chapter One — A Whisper of Winter
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Snow had begun falling before sunrise, soft flakes drifting over the stone courtyards of the University of Edinburgh. The campus looked like something out of a postcard—quiet, dusted white, and shimmering under the early light. Students hurried between buildings clutching scarves and steaming cups of coffee, but Bill moved more slowly, boots crunching through the snow as if afraid to disturb the beauty of it.

He liked it this way—the world muted, softened, safe.

Bill kept his head down while walking, shoulders hunched beneath his coat. He wasn’t used to people noticing him. Most days he slipped through classes like a shadow, listening more than speaking, watching instead of participating. It wasn’t that he didn’t want connection; he just didn’t know how to make it without feeling exposed.

His stomach rumbled.

He hesitated before pushing the door into the packed student dining hall. The warm air hit him instantly—savory smells, cheerful conversations, dishes clattering. Bill paused at the entrance as if he needed permission to exist inside such lively chaos.

Then he saw Robin.

The cook was behind the counter, sleeves rolled up, laughing as he flipped something in a pan. Robin always seemed to shine even under the harsh kitchen lights—dark hair messy in a charming way, an easy grin that drew people toward him like warmth itself. Everyone seemed to know him. Everyone liked him.

Bill lingered awkwardly with his tray until Robin’s eyes flicked up.

A bright smile appeared immediately.

“Morning, snowflake,” Robin teased, his tone playful but soft enough that Bill didn’t run for the door. “You brave enough to walk here in that frost?”

Bill’s cheeks heated. “It wasn’t... too bad.”

Robin leaned closer over the counter, lowering his voice. “Well, you made it. Want your usual?”

Bill nodded quickly, unable to meet his eyes. Robin remembered his usual. That alone sent his heart racing.

While Robin prepared the plate, Susan appeared beside him.

Tall, controlled, wrapped in crisp professionalism even in an apron, she looked like winter embodied—cool, composed, quietly beautiful. She checked the kitchen schedule with her usual precision.

Then she glanced at Bill.

Her gaze softened—just a bit.

“You’re early today,” she said, her tone firm but not unfriendly.

Bill swallowed. “Couldn’t sleep.”

“Snow does that,” she murmured, before returning to her clipboard.

Robin slid the plate across the counter, winking. “Extra bacon. Don’t tell Susan.”

“I heard that,” Susan said without looking up.

Robin chuckled, unbothered.

Bill took the plate and found a corner table, where he always sat. But today, as he ate, he caught Robin stealing glances at him. Not the teasing kind—something gentler. And once, when Susan walked past with a tray of clean mugs, she paused, brushing a bit of snow from Bill’s coat sleeve with an absent, unexpectedly tender gesture.

Bill froze, unsure how to respond.

“Try to stay warm,” she said quietly before moving on.

He watched them both from the corner of the room—Robin’s laughter, Susan’s calm strength—and felt something he hadn’t in a long time: a stir of curiosity, maybe even hope. Something about them pulled at him, like stepping closer to a fire on a cold day.

And as he stepped back outside into the falling snow after breakfast, he realized the warmth from inside followed him—settled beneath his skin, melting some small, long-frozen part of him.

Maybe winter wouldn’t feel so lonely this year.
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Chapter Two — The Warmth Beneath the Cold
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The snow thickened as the day went on, soft flakes drifting past the tall, ancient university buildings like feathers. Students rushed between lectures bundled in layers, but Bill took his time, his thoughts drifting back to the dining hall—Robin’s teasing smile, Susan’s unexpected gentleness.
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