
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Writer’s Retreat 
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Chapter One — Arrival in the Mountains
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The train wound its way through the Swiss Alps like a silver thread, climbing higher and higher until the world outside Alen’s window was swallowed by snow-dusted pines and towering peaks. He watched silently, his breath fogging the glass as he tried to calm the jittery excitement inside him. A week-long writer’s retreat in a remote mountain lodge sounded like a dream—but also like a challenge. For someone who preferred quiet corners and familiar routines, heading into the unknown felt... daring.

But that was why he’d come.

Alen had reached a point in his life where stories called louder than fears. And maybe, beneath that, something else was calling him too—a longing for change, for connection, for something more than the safe little bubble he had wrapped himself in for years.

The train slowed into a tiny station that seemed carved into the mountainside. A wooden sign, dusted with fresh snow, read:

La Clairière Retreat — Where Stories Awaken

Alen pulled his coat tight, grabbed his backpack, and stepped into the crisp mountain air. The cold bit at his cheeks, but the beauty of the valley below warmed him instantly. The retreat lodge was supposed to send someone to meet him. He scanned the platform—

And froze when he saw him.

A tall man in a thick, charcoal-colored winter coat leaned casually against a wooden post, a bright red scarf wrapped around his neck. His eyes—dark, playful, confident—met Alen’s instantly.

“You must be Alen,” he said, pushing himself upright with an easy smile. “I’m Brian. Welcome to our little kingdom in the mountains.”

Alen swallowed, suddenly aware of the way Brian’s gaze lingered on him—not invasive, but intensely curious. “N-nice to meet you,” he managed, cursing the slight tremble in his voice.

Brian chuckled warmly. “Don’t worry, you’ll get used to the altitude. And to me.”

Before Alen could decide whether to smile or blush, Brian continued, “Brianna wanted to come along too, but she’s making sure everything’s perfect for your arrival. She’s... particular about details.”

He walked ahead toward a parked SUV, and Alen followed, his heart unexpectedly thudding. The moment he slid into the warm interior, he felt wrapped in the subtle scent of pine and cedar, something calming and intimate.

As they drove up the winding mountain road, Brian kept glancing at him with that same spark in his eyes. “So, writer and student? That’s a nice combination. What do you write?”

“Mostly short stories,” Alen said quietly. “But I’m hoping this retreat helps me start my first novel.”

Brian grinned. “Oh, trust me”—his voice dropped slightly, warm as velvet—“we’re very good at inspiring people.”

Alen wasn’t sure why that sent a shiver down his spine.

They reached the lodge—a gorgeous wooden structure nestled between rising pines, smoke curling from the chimney like something out of a winter fairytale. Lights glowed in the windows, soft and welcoming.

When Alen stepped out of the car, he barely had time to take in the view before a voice—smooth, feminine, confident—floated toward him.

“There you are.”

Brianna walked out onto the porch, her dark hair in a loose braid, her green eyes sharp and assessing, but not unkind. She wore a cream sweater that clung elegantly to her figure and gave off an air of effortless grace.

“Alen,” she said, taking his hand in both of hers. Her touch was warm, her smile intimate. “We’ve been looking forward to having you.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
DIFFERENCE






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





