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Dedication

To those who have loved deeply, lost painfully, and yet found the courage to carry love forward.
And to the memory of those whose presence stays with us, always.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Disclaimer

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is purely coincidental.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Introduction

Love is a journey of joy and heartbreak, of moments so tender they leave marks on the soul. Sometimes, love finds us in the quiet corners of the world, in places that feel like home. Sometimes, it challenges us, wounds us, and teaches us lessons we never expected.

Old Feelings, New Wounds is the story of Jessica and Anthony—a love born in the serene hills, blossoming in stolen moments of intimacy, laughter, and connection. But fate is unpredictable, and life’s fragility becomes painfully clear. Through love, loss, and the echoes of memory, this story explores the enduring power of the heart and how the people we love never truly leave us—they remain, always, in the whispers of the world around us.

This book is for anyone who has loved deeply, grieved completely, and discovered that love can transcend even the harshest wounds.
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Chapter 1 – A Stranger in the Hills

Section 1

The hills did not announce themselves loudly. They revealed their presence slowly, like a secret meant only for those who were willing to listen. Mist floated lazily over pine-covered slopes, and the narrow road curled upward as if unsure of its own destination. When the bus finally stopped with a tired hiss of air, Anthony stepped down into a silence so deep it felt almost unreal.

He stood still for a moment, his boots sinking slightly into damp earth, his breath visible in the early morning cold. The hill town was barely awake. A single tea stall glowed faintly under a flickering bulb, steam rising from metal cups like fragile ghosts. Everything else—houses, trees, distant ridges—was blurred by fog, as though the world itself had chosen to hide.

Anthony tightened his grip on the strap of his bag.

He had not come here with excitement or hope. He had come because he had nowhere else to go. Cities had become unbearable, filled with echoes of laughter that no longer belonged to him and rooms that felt too empty even when crowded. Every street reminded him of what he had lost, of who he used to be. The hills, at least, promised unfamiliar pain—and unfamiliar pain felt easier to survive.

He walked toward the tea stall, his steps slow and uncertain. The stall owner, an elderly man with deep lines etched into his face, glanced up briefly. There was no curiosity in his eyes, no interest in Anthony’s past or purpose. He simply poured tea, slid the cup across the counter, and nodded once.

Anthony found himself grateful for that silence.

As he sipped the hot, bitter tea, he looked around. The town seemed suspended in time, untouched by urgency. A stray dog slept near the road. Somewhere, a temple bell rang softly, its sound dissolving into the mist. For the first time in months, Anthony felt his chest loosen—not because the pain was gone, but because it was no longer being questioned.

He wondered how long he would stay.

He had asked himself that question on the bus ride up, watching cities fade into forests and forests rise into hills. The answer had never come. Days, perhaps. Long enough to forget a face that haunted his dreams. Long enough to stop waking up with a name on his lips.

Long enough to feel nothing.

Anthony paid for the tea and turned away, unaware that someone had been watching him from a short distance away.

Jessica had lived in the hills long enough to recognize change.

It wasn’t dramatic—no loud arrivals or sudden disruptions. Change came quietly here, carried in unfamiliar footsteps or faces that didn’t quite belong. That morning, as she walked toward the library where she worked, she sensed it immediately. The air felt heavier, as if the hills themselves were holding their breath.

Then she saw him.

He stood near the tea stall, tall and still, his shoulders slightly hunched as though he was carrying more than his bag. He looked out of place, not like the tourists who arrived with cameras and careless laughter. There was something withdrawn about him, something tired in the way he held himself.

A stranger.

Jessica slowed her steps without realizing it. Her shawl slipped slightly from her shoulder, but she didn’t adjust it. Her attention was fixed on the man who seemed to be staring at the hills as if asking them a question only they could answer.

Their eyes met.

It lasted barely a second, but it was enough.

There was no spark, no sudden rush of emotion. Just a quiet jolt—like recognition without memory. Jessica felt her breath catch, not from attraction, but from something deeper and more unsettling. His eyes carried a heaviness she knew too well, a weight she had learned to live with.

Anthony looked away first.

Jessica continued walking, telling herself it meant nothing. Strangers came and went. The hills were full of brief intersections, lives brushing past each other without consequence. Still, as she walked on, she found herself thinking about the way he had stood there—alone, unmoving, as if he didn’t know where to place himself in the world.

Anthony felt it too.

As he walked away from the stall toward the small guesthouse he had been directed to, an unfamiliar sensation stirred inside him. He told himself it was nothing more than exhaustion, that the thin mountain air was playing tricks on him. But the image of her—wrapped in a shawl, eyes steady and observant—lingered longer than it should have.

He didn’t know her name.

He didn’t know that she worked at the library, that she preferred silence to conversation, or that she carried her own quiet grief like a second heartbeat. All he knew was that something about that brief moment had unsettled him more than the journey itself.

The guesthouse was simple, perched on the edge of a slope that dropped into a valley of clouds. Anthony’s room overlooked that vast emptiness, and as he set his bag down and sat on the narrow bed, he felt a strange sense of relief mixed with fear.

Here, no one knew him.

Here, he could disappear.

Yet even as he stared out at the fog rolling endlessly below, the thought crept in uninvited—disappearance did not guarantee peace. Sometimes, it only made old feelings louder.

Outside, the hills stood quietly, watching both Anthony and Jessica go about their separate paths, knowing something they did not.

This was not just an arrival.

It was a beginning.

Section 2

Morning unfolded slowly in the hills, as if time itself had learned patience from the mountains. The mist thinned but did not disappear, clinging to the edges of rooftops and tree branches like a reluctant guest. From the narrow window of his room, Anthony watched the valley stretch and breathe beneath shifting clouds. It was beautiful in a quiet, almost painful way.

He hadn’t slept well.

Dreams had found him easily here, uninvited and sharp. He woke before sunrise, heart pounding, the echo of a voice still trapped in his chest. For a moment, he forgot where he was. Then the unfamiliar ceiling, the distant call of birds, and the crisp chill of the air reminded him—he was far away, in a place that knew nothing of his past.

That was supposed to help.

Anthony stood, pulled on his jacket, and stepped outside. The guesthouse was silent except for the soft creaking of wood and the distant sound of water flowing somewhere below. He began to walk, letting instinct guide him. The path curved downhill, leading him toward the center of town.

He didn’t plan on seeing her again.

Jessica arrived at the library earlier than usual. The building was old, its stone walls darkened by decades of rain and moss. Inside, it smelled of paper and dust, a comforting scent that grounded her. She unlocked the door, flicked on the lights, and placed her bag behind the desk.

Yet her mind was elsewhere.

The image of the stranger from the morning before lingered with an odd persistence. She replayed that brief moment—the way his eyes had looked almost startled when they met hers, as if he hadn’t expected to be seen. It unsettled her more than she wanted to admit.

Jessica prided herself on control. Life in the hills demanded it. She had learned to accept routine, to find stability in repetition. New people, especially those who carried visible weight in their expressions, often disrupted that balance.

She told herself to forget him.

But when the library door creaked open a few hours later, her heart skipped—not from excitement, but from instinct.

Anthony hesitated at the entrance, uncertain if he was allowed to step in. The library looked like it belonged to another time, quiet and warm against the cold outside. Rows of books lined the walls, their spines worn and familiar. He had wandered without direction, following the pull of the town, and somehow ended up here.

Jessica looked up.

Their eyes met again, and this time, the pause lasted longer.

“Can I help you?” she asked gently.

Her voice was calm, unassuming. Not curious. Not guarded.

“I was just… looking around,” Anthony replied. His voice sounded rough to his own ears. “I didn’t realize this was a library.”

Jessica nodded, studying him briefly before gesturing inside. “You’re welcome here.”

Something in her words—simple, unforced—eased the tension in his shoulders. He stepped in, the door closing softly behind him. The quiet felt different from the silence he had known elsewhere. This silence felt lived-in, shared.

Anthony wandered between shelves, running his fingers lightly over book spines. He hadn’t read much in recent months. Words had felt too heavy, too honest. Yet here, surrounded by stories, he felt something stir—curiosity, maybe even longing.

Jessica watched him from behind the desk, pretending to organize papers. She noticed how carefully he moved, as if afraid of disturbing the space. He didn’t belong to the kind of people who took things for granted.

“Are you staying long?” she asked before she could stop herself.

Anthony looked up, surprised. “I don’t know,” he said truthfully. “I just arrived.”

She nodded again, as if that explained everything.

“My name is Jessica,” she offered after a moment.

“Anthony,” he replied.

Saying his name aloud felt strange, like revealing more than he intended.

They didn’t talk much after that. He picked a book at random and sat near the window, reading without really absorbing the words. Jessica returned to her work, aware of his presence in a way that felt both intrusive and comforting.

Time passed unnoticed.

When Anthony finally stood to leave, he hesitated. “Thank you,” he said, though he wasn’t entirely sure what he was thanking her for.

Jessica smiled faintly. “You’re welcome.”

As he stepped back into the cold, Anthony realized something unsettling. The hills still felt quiet—but no longer empty.

And Jessica, watching him walk away through the glass, felt the same.

Section 3

The days that followed settled into a rhythm neither Anthony nor Jessica had planned, yet both found themselves quietly accepting. In the hills, time did not rush forward—it circled, lingered, repeated itself until moments lost their sharp edges. For Anthony, this rhythm was unfamiliar but strangely soothing.

He began to walk the same paths each morning.

From the guesthouse, he would take the narrow trail that curved past tall pines and opened toward the river below. The sound of water cutting through stone followed him, steady and persistent. Sometimes he stopped to watch the current, imagining what it would feel like to be carried away without resistance, to surrender completely.

But surrender had never been his strength.

Memories crept in when he least expected them. A laugh overheard from a distance. A song drifting faintly from a passing car. Each reminder struck like a bruise being pressed again and again. Anthony learned to pause when that happened, to breathe through the ache instead of running from it. The hills seemed to approve of this quiet endurance.

Jessica noticed his routines before she admitted it to herself.

She would see him pass by the library window at nearly the same time every day, hands tucked into his jacket pockets, gaze fixed ahead. Sometimes he came in, sometimes he didn’t. When he did, he always chose a seat near the window, as if he needed a view of the outside world to remain grounded.

They spoke more often now, though never about anything important.

The weather. The books he borrowed but rarely finished. The way tourists complained about the cold while locals barely noticed it. Their conversations were gentle, careful, circling deeper truths without touching them.

Jessica liked it that way.

She had spent years learning how to live with unanswered questions. Loss had taught her that not everything needed explanation, and some wounds healed best when left undisturbed. Anthony felt like someone carrying a fragile secret, and she wasn’t sure she was ready to know it.

One afternoon, the rain came without warning.

Jessica had just locked the library doors when the sky darkened, clouds rolling in heavy and fast. Rain fell in sharp sheets, drenching the narrow streets within moments. She pulled her shawl tighter and started home, but the path was already slick beneath her feet.

Anthony was out walking when it happened.

He hadn’t planned to be far from the guesthouse, but the hills had a way of pulling him deeper. When the rain began, he quickened his pace, boots slipping slightly against wet stone. He told himself to be careful, but distraction came easily—his mind drifted back to a memory he had been trying not to revisit.

The slip was sudden.

His foot slid on moss-covered stone, and he fell hard, pain shooting up his leg. He swore under his breath, rain soaking into his jacket as he struggled to sit up. For a brief, bitter moment, he laughed. Even here, even now, he couldn’t seem to stay on his feet.

“Anthony?”

He looked up, startled.

Jessica stood a few steps away, holding an umbrella, her eyes wide with concern. Rain dotted her hair and darkened the edges of her shawl.

“I’m fine,” he said automatically, though his ankle throbbed fiercely.

She didn’t look convinced. “You’re bleeding.”

He glanced down and saw a scrape along his hand, red against pale skin. It didn’t matter. Somehow, the pain felt distant.

“Can you stand?” she asked.

He nodded, though the truth was less certain.

Without waiting for permission, Jessica stepped closer and offered her arm. Her grip was firm, steady, grounding him in a way he hadn’t expected. Anthony leaned on her slightly as he stood, surprised by how natural it felt.

“You should sit,” she said, nodding toward a nearby bench sheltered by trees.

They moved there slowly, the rain softening around them as if aware it was intruding. Jessica knelt briefly, tearing a piece of cloth from her bag to wrap around his hand.

“You’re not very good at being careful,” she said quietly.

He smiled, faint but genuine. “I guess not.”

For a moment, they sat in silence, rain tapping gently against the umbrella. Anthony felt something loosen inside him—not pain, but resistance.

“Why did you come here?” Jessica asked softly, surprising herself.

He hesitated. The answer hovered on his lips, heavy and dangerous. Instead, he shook his head. “I don’t know yet.”

She nodded, accepting it without judgment.

As the rain slowed and the clouds began to lift, neither of them realized what had changed. The hills had drawn them closer, gently, deliberately—opening old feelings neither had named, and setting the stage for wounds yet to come.

Section 4

After the rain, the hills seemed quieter, as if the land itself was catching its breath. The paths glistened under a pale afternoon sun, and the scent of wet earth hung thick in the air. Anthony walked more carefully now, his ankle wrapped and aching, but the pain felt manageable—almost welcome. It reminded him he was still present, still capable of feeling something real.

Jessica had insisted on walking part of the way with him that day.

They moved slowly along the narrow trail, the silence between them no longer uncomfortable. It felt earned, shaped by shared moments rather than absence. Anthony noticed how naturally she navigated the uneven ground, how she seemed to belong to the hills in a way he never could.

