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The snow fell gently over the cobblestone
streets of Cortina d'Ampezzo, blanketing the picturesque Italian
town in a soft hush of white. The air was crisp, scented with
woodsmoke and the faint aroma of espresso drifting from nearby
cafés. Hannah pulled her wool coat tighter around her as she
stepped out of the chalet, her breath curling in the cold air.
Beside her, Lily adjusted her knitted hat, her golden-brown hair
peeking out in loose waves.

“This place is magic,” Lily murmured, slipping
her gloved hand into Hannah’s. A rush of warmth spread through
Hannah’s chest, though it had little to do with their thick winter
clothes.

“I know,” Hannah agreed, squeezing Lily’s hand
gently. “I can’t believe we actually made this trip happen.”

A week in the Italian Alps had been a
spur-of-the-moment decision, a much-needed escape from the gray
monotony of London. What neither of them had anticipated was how
the snow-covered landscapes and intimate evenings by the fire would
bring them closer than ever before.

That evening, after a long day on the slopes,
they found themselves curled up on the couch in front of the
fireplace, glasses of deep red wine in their hands. Lily leaned
into Hannah, her body radiating heat even through the layers of
their thick sweaters.

“You’ve been different here,” Lily said softly,
her voice barely above a whisper. “More… present.”

Hannah turned, meeting Lily’s gaze. The
flickering light of the fire cast golden hues across her skin,
highlighting the delicate curve of her cheekbone, the way her lips
parted slightly in anticipation. The moment stretched between them,
thick with unspoken words and an undeniable pull.

“I think it’s because I have you all to myself,”
Hannah admitted, setting her wine glass down. She traced a slow,
tentative finger over the back of Lily’s hand, watching as
goosebumps bloomed along her skin.

Lily’s lips curled into a knowing smile. “Is
that so?” she murmured, shifting to face Hannah fully.

Their breath mingled as the distance between
them disappeared, as natural as the snowfall outside. When Lily
finally pressed her lips against Hannah’s, it was slow and
lingering, a kiss filled with all the words they hadn’t yet spoken.
It was the taste of wine, the heat of the fire
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