

    
        
          A Kiss In Winter

        

        
        
          For The Love Of, Volume 2

        

        
        
          I.D. Williams

        

        
          Published by I.D. Williams, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      A KISS IN WINTER

    

    
      First edition. November 25, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 I.D. Williams.

    

    
    
      Written by I.D. Williams.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Chapter One: The Man in the Snow

Chapter Two: The Taste of Snow light

Chapter Three: The Warmth Beneath the Cold

Chapter Four: What the Fire Reveals

Chapter Five: Echoes of Frost and Flame

Chapter Six: Whispers Between Pines

Chapter Seven: Fires in Quiet Places

Chapter Eight: Beneath the Falling Snow

Chapter Nine: Lanterns and Laughter

Chapter Ten: Snowbound Confessions

Chapter Eleven: Fireside Whispers

Chapter Twelve: Snow and Secrets

Chapter Thirteen: The First Spark

Chapter Fourteen: The First Kiss

Chapter Fifteen: Snowbound Confessions

Chapter Sixteen: The Frosted Trail

Chapter Seventeen: Hearthside Promises

Chapter Eighteen: Shadows in the Snow

Chapter Nineteen: Beneath the Winter Moon

Chapter Twenty: The Thaw of Spring

Sign up for Ian Williams's Mailing List

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One: The Man in the Snow
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Snow fell the way Elias imagined memories did — gently, silently, covering everything in a soft white hush. Frosthaven looked like a postcard as he stepped off the bus, dragging a battered suitcase behind him. The cold bit at his cheeks. He didn’t mind. At least cold made sense. Unlike people.

He adjusted his scarf, inhaling pine and woodsmoke. For the first time in months, he felt something loosen in his chest.

“Welcome to Frosthaven,” said the driver, already closing the doors. “Stay warm out there.”

Elias offered a polite nod and turned toward the narrow street leading to the small cabin he had rented. Lights glowed from cottage windows. Somewhere, a dog barked. In the distance, the frozen lake glimmered under the moonlight.

He looked down at the map on his phone and began walking.

Five steps later, he stepped on a patch of invisible ice.

His foot slid.

“Oh—no—”

He braced for impact.

But instead of hitting the ground, he collided with something solid. And warm. Strong hands wrapped around his arms.

“Easy,” a voice said, low and warm as mulled cider. “I’ve got you.”

Elias blinked up.

The man holding him was wrapped in a thick coat dusted with snowflakes. Hazel eyes met his — bright, amused, and far too beautiful for a stranger encountered in the middle of the night.

Elias’s breath caught.

“I—sorry,” he managed. “I wasn’t looking.”

“That’s alright,” the man said with a smile that softened the edges of the winter night. “The ice is sneaky this time of year.”

The stranger helped him upright but didn’t immediately let go. His touch was steady, grounding. Elias realised his heart was beating too fast.

“I’m Rowan,” he said, finally releasing him.

“Elias.”

Rowan nodded as if memorising the name. “You new in town?”

“Just arrived,” Elias said. “I’m... staying at a cabin near Pine Circle.”

Rowan’s eyebrows lifted. “That’s on my route home. If you want, I can walk you there. Ice is less dangerous when there’s two of us.”

Elias hesitated — he wasn’t used to kindness from strangers. But the cold wind swept around them, and Rowan’s smile made something warm unfurl inside him.

“Alright,” he said softly. “Thank you.”

They walked side by side through the snow-covered street. Rowan pointed out little shops, each glowing with yellow light. Frosthaven felt alive, even in the stillness of night.

“So what brings you here?” Rowan asked.

Elias exhaled a puff of white mist. “Trying to write. Trying to breathe. Trying to figure myself out, I suppose.”

Rowan didn’t laugh. He simply nodded. “Winter’s good for that.”

They reached the cabin — a small wooden structure with frost tracing the windows. Elias paused at the gate, reluctant for the moment to end.

“Thanks again,” he said.

Rowan smiled, hands in pockets. “Anytime. I’m usually at the wood shop near the lake. If you need help... or company.”

Elias felt heat rise to his cheeks — surprising, in the freezing air.

“I might,” he said before he could stop himself.

Rowan’s smile widened, slow and warm.

“Then I’ll see you soon.”

He turned and walked away, boots crunching in the snow.

Elias watched him go, a strange flutter in his chest. He hadn’t expected anything from this winter — not hope, not connection, certainly not the feeling that one wrong step on the ice could lead him straight into someone’s arms.

Yet here he was, standing in the snow, unable to wipe the small, disbelieving smile from his face.

Winter had just begun.

And so, perhaps, had something else.
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Chapter Two: The Taste of Snow light
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The next morning arrived pale and quiet, as if the world were holding its breath. Snow had continued falling through the night, settling in a powdery sheen over the village rooftops and softening every edge. Elias woke early—earlier than he meant to—and found himself listening for something he couldn’t quite name.

Or perhaps... someone.

He dressed slowly, brushing the sleep from his face, still thinking about the stranger who had stood in the snow like he belonged to it. Rowan. Even the name had rooted itself somewhere deep inside him, refusing to be shaken free.

Elias stepped into the cold morning air, a woven scarf wrapped around his throat. The snow bit at his ankles, but there was a strange lightness in his chest. For the first time since arriving in Frostmere, he felt anticipation instead of the familiar ache of loneliness.

He told himself he was only going to the market for bread.

He told himself lies often.

The quiet swirl of activity greeted him—stall owners setting out wares, horses stamping the snow from their hooves, children tracking fresh footprints down the lane. Elias drifted through it, offering polite nods, yet his attention kept wandering.

And then, he saw him.

Rowan stood near the well, sleeves pushed up, emptying a wooden pail with easy strength. His dark hair was tied back, though several strands had escaped, softening the sharpness of his jaw. He looked up at the exact moment Elias noticed him.

Their eyes met. Not a lingering gaze, not a dramatic pause. Just recognition. Quiet, undeniable.

“Morning,” Rowan said, lifting a hand in greeting.

Elias felt his breath catch—annoyingly, embarrassingly—and gave a small nod. “Morning.”

Rowan approached with a steady, unhurried stride. “You found the inn all right last night?”

“I did,” Elias said, surprising himself with how warm his voice sounded. “Thank you again.”

“You still look cold,” Rowan remarked lightly, tilting his head as though assessing him. “Do you walk around without gloves on purpose?”

“I left them in my room.”

Rowan let a low laugh slip. “You’re either brave or foolish.”

“Both,” Elias said before thinking, and Rowan’s smile deepened.

For a moment, they stood there, wrapped in the soft hush of morning. The world around them seemed to fade, leaving only the gentle cloud of their breath mingling in the cold.

Finally Rowan nodded toward the street. “Come on. You haven’t seen the village properly. Walk with me?”

Elias didn’t trust his voice not to betray him, so he simply fell into step beside him. They walked past stone cottages, past the baker’s glowing windows, past snow-draped pine trees heavy with silence. Rowan spoke easily, pointing out small details Elias wouldn’t have noticed—the blacksmith who carved wooden toys when business was slow, the old priestess who wrote poems on scraps of parchment and left them in random places for people to find.

Elias listened, feeling something in him quietly thaw.

As they passed the frozen river, Rowan slowed. “Elias,” he said, tasting the name carefully. “You don’t seem like someone running toward something.”

Elias stiffened. “What makes you say that?”

Rowan’s eyes softened. “You look... carried. By something heavy.”

A strange, unwelcome warmth spread through Elias’s chest. No one had ever spoken to him like that. Not with such calm truth.

“I didn’t come here to be read,” Elias murmured.

“No,” Rowan said gently. “But you came here to rest.”

Elias swallowed. The familiarity in Rowan’s tone felt dangerous, like someone stepping into a locked room inside him.

“You barely know me.”

“I know what loneliness looks like,” Rowan answered simply.

They held each other’s gaze for a beat too long, until Elias had to look away.

They continued walking in silence, but it was a different silence—fuller, warmer, shifting between them like a living thing. When they reached the small stone bridge overlooking the river, Rowan rested his arms on the railing.

“Winter is beautiful here,” Rowan said. “But it holds onto people. Makes them stay longer than they planned.”

“Is that what happened to you?” Elias asked softly.

Rowan smirked. “Maybe.”

There was a flicker in his eyes—something unspoken, half-shadowed—but before Elias could name it, Rowan turned back to the path.

“Come. There’s something I want to show you.”

They walked into the forest, the sound of snow crunching beneath their boots echoing between the pines. Elias felt his heart thrum faster with every step, though he wasn’t sure if it was the cold or the way Rowan kept glancing back, as though checking that Elias was still with him.

They reached a clearing where thin sunlight poured through the branches, washing the snow in pale gold.

Rowan stopped. “Here.”

Elias blinked. “It’s... beautiful.”

“I come here when I need to think,” Rowan said. “When everything feels loud.”

“I could use that,” Elias admitted quietly.

Rowan turned to him, expression unreadable. “What happened to you before you came here?”

The air tightened.

Elias hesitated. How to explain the hollow ache of leaving his life behind? The suffocating expectations, the person he had been forced to love, the guilt, the exhaustion? Words felt brittle.

“I lost something,” Elias said finally. “Or maybe I gave it up. I’m still not sure.”

Rowan stepped closer—not touching, but close enough that Elias could feel the warmth of him in the cold air.

“You don’t have to explain.” Rowan’s voice was soft. “I’m not asking for the pieces you’re not ready to give.”

Elias breathed out a small, shaky laugh. “You speak like someone older than you look.”

“And you listen like someone who hasn’t been listened to in a long time,” Rowan murmured.

The words hit Elias like a touch. A gentle one. A needed one.

Their faces were closer now, closer than before, and for a moment the world narrowed to Rowan’s
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