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Two ordinary people.

An imperfect world.

A connection built slowly, tenderly... until it becomes something real.

This isn’t a story of grand gestures or perfect romance,

but of quiet moments, stolen hours, and the simple courage to let someone in.

It’s about finding warmth in unexpected places — and learning that even in a messy, complicated world, love can take root.
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David

Another long day.

Six hours gone already—and five more to go. I sat in front of the screen, listening as my students spoke, but now and then my thoughts drifted elsewhere. A quick glance at the corner of the screen told me the class was almost over.

During the COVID pandemic, every time I flew, I had to spend two weeks in a hotel room for quarantine. That was when I picked up this side job—teaching English online. I’d grown to love it—not just for the decent pay, but because I’m genuinely fascinated by people’s thoughts. Everyone is different. Everyone has a story.

I often wonder what my students look like. Without a clear image, they remain mysterious to me—only a name, a voice, sometimes a profile photo. But more important than appearances are the connections I build with them.

I stood, stretched, grabbed the cold coffee from the fridge, and sat back down at my desk. Time for the next class.

A new student’s name appeared on my screen. “Ahh, a new face,” I thought.

“Gooood afternoon!” I said dramatically. “Ah, we have a new student. Faye, tell us about yourself.”

“Good afternoon, David—and everyone. My name is Faye,” she said, her tone polite but brief.

I chuckled. “Faye, where do you live?”

“I’m in Taiwan,” she answered automatically.

Everyone in the class laughed, and I couldn’t help joining them. “Which city?”

“I’m in Taipei. How about you?”

I liked that—how she turned the question back on me. It made it feel more like a real, everyday conversation.

“I’m in Taitung,” I said. “And what do you do?”

“Well, currently, I’m between jobs. I just finished a contract and moved back to Taiwan from the U.S.,” she said.

Then she added, “Hey, David, since we’ll be working together for a while, I’m sure we’ll get to know each other better soon. And there are some other students—shall we move on?”

Smooth. I caught the shift immediately. She didn’t want to linger on herself.

While the class was ongoing, my eyes drifted toward Faye’s profile picture. It looked like a selfie—an interesting one. A pretty one, too. The Eiffel Tower stood behind her like a giant party hat on her head. Her hair matched the tower’s color. Was it the lighting, or a dye job? Sunglasses hid her eyes, but a faint smile curved her lips. I bet she had beautiful eyes.

Did she wear makeup? I couldn’t tell, but the soft shade on her lips hinted at a touch of lipstick. Hmm—the Olympic Rings on the Tower.

So... she’d just been to Paris recently?

Time slipped away; the class had run five minutes over. I wrapped it up quickly, curious what she might reveal next time.
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Faye

A divorce is never easy—especially when kids are involved. You never thought you’d get divorced when you got married.

After years of focusing on raising her son, something shifted during a family trip to Europe last year. She realized that, from now on, she would be on her own. Not because she had a bad relationship with her kids—quite the opposite. She’d raised them to be strong, independent, and capable. Maybe a little too independent.

To them, she was more like a close friend than a traditional mom. And now, they were off enjoying their young lives—as they should be.

Back in Taiwan in June, after finishing her work contract abroad, she returned to familiar streets, a familiar city, and friends who were thrilled to see her again.

“You should start dating again,” some suggested, with hope.

Her life was comfortable. Peaceful, even. She didn’t need someone. But sometimes... sometimes she longed for a hand to hold, a presence beside her during quiet mornings or evenings. Not out of necessity, but out of want.

“You should try a dating app. That’s how people meet these days,” her students would say.

Still, the idea of dating apps made her cringe. The thought of “selling” herself—uploading photos, writing bios, swiping endlessly—felt foreign, artificial. She’d much rather spend her time reading, cooking, hiking, or cycling alone.

“What do you think about me using a dating app?” she asked her son.

“Go for it,” he replied casually.

She let the thought simmer. But after a few days, she decided.

Screw it. That’s just not her.

Her “toys” had served their purpose over the years. They filled some needs, some satisfactions. But they could not replicate what she truly craved: arms holding her, the warmth of touch, the weight of a body on hers.

The whispering. The kissing. The breathing.

But that was life.

If she was going to be alone—and all she could “own” were toy partners—then so be it.

Time passed. Life continued. She wasn’t happy all the time—but she was content most of the time. The thought of finding someone faded.

Then, as a birthday gift to herself, she signed up for English lessons. A small indulgence, a gift of growth. A way to stretch her mind, her life.

That’s how she met him.

At first, it was only two classes a week. Then she even signed up for the intensive IELTS prep course, four times a week. She began to anticipate each session, finding herself looking forward to the moments they shared. Maybe it was his British accent. Maybe it was the way he saw the world. Maybe it was his sense of humor or his unique background. Or maybe it was the way they could discuss serious topics—agree or disagree—without judgment, that excited her.

Whatever it was, she could feel the attraction between them growing.

She tried not to. Reminded herself of the age gap. Tried to stay grounded. Professional. But nothing worked.

Soon, their conversations moved beyond the classroom. Each message was a tiny pull, a reminder that she could still want.

She tried not to notice the attraction. Each message, each joke, each laugh drew her closer.
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