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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
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