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To the love of my life—

still worth believing in, still worth waiting for…

And to all who trust that love’s timing is wiser than our own.


Love leaves traces,

quiet signs that even in silence,

the heart remembers about what it once dared to feel

When past and present meet,

the heart learns every secret has a purpose—

and every revelation has its time

Some love will never fade,

it simply rises when hearts are ready,

revealing truths meant for their own time
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WINTER ECHOES
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WINTER’S INVITATION
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T


he first hints of winter arrived earlier than expected.

Frost clung to the windowpanes, a quiet reminder that the seasons were shifting once again. The air carried the weight of change—brisk, sharp, yet somehow invigorating. And with it came a decision they had talked about only in passing until now.

It had been nearly three years since their journey began, and several months since he moved to her area, the convergence of timing and circumstance pulling their lives closer and allowing the potential between them to be explored.

Since then, life had not slowed, though their love continued to blossom.

There had been laughter, conversations, and silent moments that still felt light and unburdened. They continued to rediscover what it meant to feel understood, appreciated, desired, and loved. Each in their own way and in their own time.

Disagreements were more awkward due to their infrequency, and while they seemed inevitable in any relationship not carved from illusion, nothing was able to derail them, let alone fracture them. If anything, such events exposed the raw edges of two people still learning about and from each other, while continuing to test the boundaries of trust and patience.

The remarkable thing was not the absence of struggle. It was the return, every time, to something steady. Their willingness to show up again—to be present, even when there was a struggle for words.

Their last trip to the cabin felt like a distant dream—a memory not forgotten but treasured. Now, with the year waning and the first snowfall starting its quiet descent, the thoughts and feelings that memory brought seemed less like a recollection and more like an invitation.

She took a moment from her work to look outside at the falling snow, once again igniting a flood of memories. She picked up her phone and typed her message.

Know what I’m thinking about?

The text itself, while vague and potentially cryptic, made her smile. His response didn’t take long to arrive.

The night we met?

She shook her head and chuckled to herself.

How did you know?

His response came just as quickly.

I was just looking outside and thinking the same thing.

Beautiful, isn’t it?

She leaned back in her chair, letting her thoughts settle. Beautiful indeed. While not a fan of the cold, winter now held a different, somewhat special place in her heart, for several reasons.

As she gazed outside, more memories of their first experience at the cabin surfaced—the awkward moments with the motel clerk, their first conversation, the snowcat, the hidden treasures, and their first intimate moments—

Her fingers moved just as quickly as she interrupted her own thoughts.

It is! Want to go back?

The resort where things began had been both a refuge and a catalyst. It was a place where walls lowered, honesty slipped through defenses, and the presence of a new friend made it possible to ease their hold on the past.

It was where they had first seen each other, in several ways. Not as perfect versions, but as flawed, weary, resilient, and beautiful souls.

While they had carried challenges with them through the seasons that followed, the cabin still held a special place for them. It would likely be a cherished location going forward—and a permanent fixture in their ongoing story.

His response was not a surprise.

Always! 

I can’t think of a better place to celebrate three years.

She loved his message and placed her phone down as she walked to the window.

The city outside continued its steady rhythm of traffic, obligations, work, family, friends—but now, beneath all of it, she felt a quiet pulse of anticipation.

To return to a place that represented something rarely found. Where the world seemed untouched, with space unclaimed. And this winter they would return once again.

Intentionally.

Together.
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Packing was usually a routine task, yet tonight each item chosen felt to be infused with a memory. While there had been several similar purchases since then, she pulled out the midnight-black nightie and robe she had picked up on impulse three years ago.

It was a fitting and ceremonial selection.

She thought of the rhythm of their time together. While they were no longer new, that didn’t mean they were finished becoming, which was a process that may never stop. And shouldn’t.

Beneath all of it was the simple, startling fact that he kept showing up—always there, even when not physically present.

Of course, there were days when her guard had risen without warning, when old doubts whispered she was safer keeping herself at a distance, or even apart.

But then there were his hands—steady, waiting—and his eyes, which carried no demand other than honesty.

He didn’t promise perfection. He only promised his unwavering desire for her—and to always give his best, for her and for them. And for her, that had been enough.

She lingered over the small pile of clothes by her bag, as though the fabric itself held the imprint of time. She folded the last sweater slowly, her fingers smoothing over the material as if ironing out the last of her reflections.

She zipped up her bag and sat on the edge of the bed, listening to the quiet around her. Though they would only be gone for the weekend, she was already missing her daughter, who seemed to be growing into more of a young woman with each passing day. Time away from her was always difficult, but now the absence felt different because she was no longer “alone,” if she didn’t want to be.

Her thoughts drifted to his girls as well—older now, nearing adulthood, each of them beginning to find her own path. She had only glimpses of their lives, as he did his best to stay connected with them across the distance.

Time itself seemed to be passing differently as well. Not just faster, which seems to happen naturally, but in the way memories are captured and stored. Perhaps more selectively than when she was younger.

It felt like things were turning more toward legacy, not just love.

She caught her reflection in the darkened window and tilted her head. For years she had measured herself by resilience—how much she could carry, how well she could stand alone.

Now she measured herself by something quieter, in her willingness to lean into the sometimes-discomfort of trust and vulnerability.

The thought startled her as much as it comforted her.

She closed her eyes, picturing the cabin’s rough-hewn beams, the quiet press of snow against its walls, the way the silence there had held them both without judgment.

Perhaps that was what drew her back—not entirely nostalgia, but possibilities. Something unfinished.

A chance to see how they had changed since a freak snowstorm first placed them together, and to continue their story after their last visit nearly a year and a half ago.
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He arrived to pick her up, and though the sun was already bright, the cold bit harder than expected.

The car warmed as he loaded her bags—their weight familiar, but symbolic. The last time he’d carried her bag into the cabin through the snow, he had been more cautious, even more nervous than he let her see.

Now, the weight steadied him. It meant she had chosen this—and chosen him, again. She had already become a central presence in his life. With his girls entering new stages of their own lives, navigating the late-teen years had been a struggle, especially at a distance. He had continued to hope they would see him in a healthy relationship, and perhaps that would still come in time.

His breath hung in small bursts as he looked out over the fresh dusting of snow, muffling the world and softening its edges. It reminded him of those first two nights—how chance had pressed them together in ways neither of them could have imagined.

He thought of what had followed—how her laughter broke through his guardedness. Her questions that pulled truths from him he hadn’t voiced in years.

Her strength, even quiet at times, when she may have doubted herself or remained humble.

He thought, too, of the nights they had misread each other, the rare silences that had stretched longer than usual, the times when patience felt thinner than it should have.

And yet here they were. Still showing up. Still leaning forward instead of away.

It wasn’t perfection that steadied him. It was the desire they shared, along with the effort—hers, his, theirs.

She came bounding out, reluctantly, into the fresh powder still drifting calmly from the sky. As he opened the passenger door, she gave him a quick kiss and settled in as the quiet of the car now filled with something warmer.

He reached for her hand as they prepared to drive away. Their fingers laced easily, like a habit learned through practice, yet never feeling routine. The familiar spark, carrying the electricity of something cherished, continued to run between them, even three years later.

For a moment they sat without moving, the hum of the car surrounding them, the world outside hushed.

“Ready?” he asked.

She nodded, her eyes soft and steady. “More than ready.”

The warmth began to spread as he put the car into drive, their hands still joined as the tires crunched over the fresh snow.

Neither of them wondered if they still belonged there—they were being called. While they didn’t know what this trip would bring, neither of them gave any thought to what lay ahead or what the cabin might ask of them this time.

It was another quiet beginning of something taking shape.


FAMILIAR ROADS
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T


he world around them softened as the city faded away. Their departure held a certain amount of silence, however, not from the lack of words. It was a different kind of weight than emptiness—a sense of peace, anticipation, reverence, as if both were embracing and allowing the moment to breathe.

It was not a surprise that even the silence felt comforting.

The road stretched ahead, long and waiting—a ribbon of white and gray winding into the distance. The snow was not heavy, but steady—flakes drifting like a hush across the windshield. It reminded them both of the first time, though this time the weather was not nearly as intense or threatening.

Eventually, she broke the stillness, and she looked over at him and smiled.

“Hi,” she said in her playful nature.

“Hi!” he responded, matching her enthusiasm with a smile.

“Do you think it will feel the same?” she asked.

“Mixed feelings,” he responded. “Part of me thinks it will… and part hopes it feels even better.”

She gripped his hand a little tighter. The one thing she knew was that not only did he mean that, but he would likely do whatever he could to make that happen. That was just his way.

The cabin itself seemed to hold more than just memories. There always seemed to be something more waiting for them.

“Do you ever think about how much has happened since our first nights?” he asked.

She gave a short laugh, soft but genuine.

“All the time. Sometimes it feels like it was in another life. Other times, like it was yesterday. It’s amazing. That storm. That night. It changed my life… your life… just as quickly and easily as it changed the landscape. Even now, it continues to make an impact. I guess that’s how fate works.”

He looked over and gave her a smile, and she took the opportunity to continue the conversation.

“When did you first know you loved me?”

Her question landed hard. Not because it was unexpected, but because he wasn’t entirely sure of the answer. He thought back to the poems he had written, each one carrying its own meaning and feelings which had grown and shifted over time.

She giggled to herself. Not just at the pause, but at the look on his face, which told her he was deep in thought—trying to find the right words without being vague or oversimplifying the question. It was one of his more endearing traits, and luckily, she was patient enough to wait for a response she knew was coming.

“I think I knew from the moment I met you,” he said, “and it just took me a long time to convince myself it was okay.”

She laughed, this time loud enough for him to hear, and gave his hand and arm a slight shove.

“Okay then,” she said, shifting slightly. “How did you know?”

She was surprised when his response came much faster.

“When I felt that you were all that mattered. I knew.”

She raised her brow, waiting. He glanced over, chuckling softly at her expression before continuing.

“I wanted you in my life. And I knew that if we were by each other’s side… I could handle anything… and everything. Or we could handle it together. There was nobody else I wanted to navigate life with. You were enough.

That’s when I knew.

Ask me again later,” he added, “because it seems to happen again every day. Today it was when you walked out to the car and I immediately forgot how cold it was.”

He looked at her again. She couldn’t laugh, even at something so cheesy, mostly because she knew he meant it in his own romantic way. Her smile, however, suggested she might be waiting for more.

“What?” he asked with a laugh.

“Oh, nothing,” she replied, her smile widening.

“Okay then,” he said. “What about you?”

She did her best to mimic his deep-in-thought expression before she couldn’t resist.

“Oh, that’s easy,” she said. “It was the sex. Hands down.”

His expression didn’t change.

“What?” she laughed.

“Oh, nothing,” he mimicked. “I just can’t decide if that’s the best response ever, or if I should feel slightly offended.”

“Yes,” she giggled as she realized how rarely they circled each other anymore—how often they simply met where they needed to be.

She released his hand, loosened her belt, and turned in her seat to face him. Trust rose easily as she leaned toward him, one hand braced against the seat, careful not to block his view. She slipped her arms around him, nuzzling her face into his neck before pulling back just enough to say what they were both thinking.

“Don’t drive into the ditch! Remember, I’m in the car with you this time.”

She leaned closer, kissed him, and spoke softly into his ear to answer his question.

“You didn’t give up. And while there were times I wasn’t sure I could trust you, you didn’t do anything to prevent that trust from growing. Not intentionally anyway. You waited. You continued to find new ways to show me… you.”

She paused, smiling against his neck.

“And even after three years you always seem excited to see me, no matter what we’re doing or how long it’s been. You can’t fake that. I feel it.”

She shifted again as her fingers started tracing his chest.

“You’re genuine. Honest. And while you don’t talk as much as others, which I appreciate, you have a way with words. I like hearing you talk.”

He smiled at the irony of her comment, and she drew a slow breath before continuing.

“You’re true to your word. Whatever you say you’ll do… you do. And I’ve never met someone so determined and patient to get, and keep, what they want. Nobody seems to wait, or fight, for anything they want anymore.”

She pulled back just enough to give him a small wink before kissing him again.

“And I think it took me a while to realize that included me.”

She rested her forehead against him, her voice softer now.

“You make me feel like I’m the only one around. No matter where we are or what we’re doing. I used to think you were looking at everything, and everyone. Now I know you’re just empathetic, and super sensitive to your surroundings. I know you’re still… present. Focused on me and with me.”

He met her eyes briefly before returning his focus to the road.

“It took me a while to realize you were giving me the most precious part of your life,” she said quietly.

“Not the gifts, or poems, or dinners,” she continued. “Those are wonderful. But your time. Your willingness to make room for me. To keep choosing me. To keep trying.”

She hesitated, then asked quietly, “Why did you wait for me?”

He took a moment and glanced at her. His smile told her he already knew the answer.

“Remember the gaps we had between seeing each other? When we weren’t really spending a lot of time together, or even talking much, while we were still trying to figure ourselves, and us, out?”

“Like we’re still trying?” she quipped.

“Absolutely,” he confessed. “How did you feel when we finally reconnected after any of those gaps?”

“I’m not really sure,” she said. “How did you feel?”

“I felt a sense of peace,” he said. “Calm. A feeling of connection. Even if it was after a simple text exchange, regardless of whether it had been days, weeks, or even months in a few cases. I think I craved those moments.”

“So… why did you wait for me?” she asked again.

“I think we both had our chances to move on,” he said. “But in any relationship, there are times when one person can give more than the other. It’s rare that it’s ever perfectly balanced. What matters is giving one hundred percent of what you’re capable of at the time.

I could give more during that time. And you were worth waiting for. Still are. Always will be.”

She kissed his nose and smiled as she undid the top button of his shirt. Then another. And another.

“Are we there yet?” she whispered, her fingers still grazing his chest.

“Not soon enough,” he replied. “That also might be the most you’ve ever said to me at once,” he teased. “I never get tired of your voice. And the more you talk, the farther I fall.”

She leaned down and gave one of his nipples a gentle, playful bite.

“Mmm,” she murmured, her thoughts drifting again.

She pulled him closely to her, holding him tightly. Their embrace settled them into silence once again, warm and unhurried. She pulled back, kissed him deeply, and smiled as he tried to balance his attention between her and the road.

“Really?” she asked, smirking. “You fall in love with me… because of my voice?”

“For sure,” he said as he thought back to her original response.

“But mostly, it’s the sex.”

“Touché.”
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The conversation drifted into companionable silence, a quiet woven with trust where presence alone was enough.

He looked over at her beside him. She was relaxed enough to close her eyes—feeling at ease in the shared stillness. Peaceful. Beautiful.

For a fleeting moment, he thought of how fragile it all was—how easily life might have carried them elsewhere, how unlikely it was that they had found their way back to the same road, at the same time, willing to risk what they now shared.

The thought didn’t frighten him. It filled him with quiet awe. Not all of it had been simple, nor easy—but it had been real.

The sky darkened early as winter skies do, the horizon blurring into indigo and slate as their headlights cut through the hush. By the time the first sign for the turnoff approached, night had fully settled.

Whatever waited for them, unchanged or altered by time, was coming soon.

The road narrowed as he followed the turnoff sign.

And just like that—the world closed behind them.


WARMTH AGAINST WINTER
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T


he blanket of fresh snow muffled their footsteps, softening the night as the door shut behind them. Inside, the cabin exhaled warmth. The scent of wood and cast iron, hints of old pine and faint cinnamon wrapped around her like a promise.

She paused just inside the kitchen door, letting the heat settle into her, easing the bite of winter and the restless energy humming beneath her skin. Her small bag slipped from her shoulder and landed quietly by the door, its weight insignificant compared to the ache curling low inside her—a pulse she hadn’t managed to still during the drive.

It wasn’t just desire. It was fragile hope—walls lowered more than she’d ever expected, and the quiet belief that what they’d begun here several years ago would continue.

She glanced at him and caught the tired smile softening his eyes, causing her own to bloom in return.

“I can’t believe we’re here again,” she whispered.

The words lingered as memories stirred—laughter, conversations, fantasies, intimacy—all events that marked the beginning of something unnamed and undeniable. The cabin had witnessed many parts of their slow unfolding, moments like this charged with quiet anticipation.

He stepped closer, his own bag thudding softly to the floor.

“I know,” he murmured.

His gaze traced the curve of her face, lingering just long enough to send a thrill straight through her.

Her fingers trembled slightly as she shrugged off her coat, the chill still clinging stubbornly to her skin. The flush in her cheeks deepened at the contrast between restraint and desire as heat slowly made its way in, chasing away any tension nestled within her.

She took a quick glance around the cabin, the limited light coming through the windows casting shadows onto the familiar fireplace. A part of the cabin that held a lot more than just their memories—and surely there was more to come.

Without thinking, she hoisted herself onto the kitchen island, sitting on the edge—legs swinging freely, ankles crossing with casual grace. Her sweater slipped slowly off one shoulder, revealing the delicate lace against her skin.

The cool surface pressed against the fabric of her pants and the soft skin beneath. It was a sharp contrast to the heat kindling beneath her—between her legs, grounding her with the sense of anticipation.

He stepped forward, stopping just in front of her. His hands rested lightly on either side of her hips—not quite touching, but close enough to promise everything. His eyes held a slow, smoldering fire, and she felt the familiar warmth of being seen and desired.

“I was going to unpack,” she said, her voice dropping to a husky whisper, “But somehow, this feels… better.”

His smile deepened, slow and knowing.

“I was hoping you’d say that.”

She let her fingers tangle through his hair, tugging gently as she pulled him closer. Their lips met in a tentative kiss that quickly deepened, hungry and searching. Her legs wrapped around him, drawing him flush against her, the heat between them sudden and fierce.

His hands slid beneath the hem of her sweater, fingers tracing the soft curve of her ribs. She gasped when his thumb brushed the peak of her breast through the thin fabric—feather-light, electric—quickly stiffening her nipple.

He tugged the sweater upward, pulling it over her head in one smooth motion. Her bra followed just as easily, giving way beneath his fingers until her bare chest was exposed to the warm kitchen air.

Moonlight filtered through the window, catching the flush of her skin, her nipples still taut beneath his gaze. His palms cupped her breasts, savoring their warmth, while his lips traced the curve of her collarbone.

She slid her hands under his shirt, feeling the heat of his skin and the strength beneath. With a smooth tug, she peeled it over his shoulders and let it fall to the floor.

They paused only long enough to hold each other, skin to skin, breath shared, energy pulsing.

Then his hands moved lower—slow, deliberate, tracing her waist and hips. They lingered at the edge of her pants, teasing the lace beneath with gentle tugs. Her breath hitched as his fingers slipped inside the waistband, drawing lazy circles on her heated skin.

OEBPS/images/image.png





OEBPS/images/image7.png









OEBPS/images/image.jpeg
SECRETS OF INTIMACY

Some Stories Should 1 .ast Forever

"T'rue love is not found once—
it waits to be rediscovered

each time the heart opens.

Jason Schubert





