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A Small Note From Me 

Thank you for opening this story. 

If Outside Her Door stayed with you after the last page, I would love for you to stay for the next one too. 

I write stories about people, memories, difficult emotions, and the quiet things that change us. 

I also write something a little different— 

Daughter of the North, a historical fiction series following Viking girl Alva through a world of survival, family, and difficult choices. 

If you would like to read more stories or follow my writing journey, you can find me here: 

Instagram: mariaelva.author 

Substack: mariaelva 

Thank you for reading. 
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I have always been a happy person. 

Life is difficult, of course, but strangely I have always thought it was also simple—if I can say it like that. I have always believed that happiness is less about what happens to us and more about what we choose to hold on to. You have to look at what you have and be grateful for it instead of mourning everything you don’t have. Every problem has a solution. Every hardship passes eventually. That is what I used to tell myself. 

That was before my daughter became a teenager.  
Before family life slipped quietly into autopilot.  
Before we stopped talking to each other. 
Before days started blending together until weeks disappeared without leaving behind anything memorable. 
“Where are you going?” I ask as my husband reaches for the front door. 
Noah turns around slowly and looks at me. For a moment, I hardly recognise him. The man who once seemed larger than life—strong, broad-shouldered, stubborn and impossible to break—suddenly looks tired. 
His dark hair has faded into grey at the temples. Deep lines sit permanently between his brows. His shoulders seem lower somehow. He seems smaller, almost pitiful. 
“I’m going to pick up the keys to the new house,” he answers. 
I stare at him. 
“The new house? I already told you. I can’t move.” 
Noah lets out a long sigh and lowers his eyes toward the floor before looking back at me. 
“We need a fresh start,” he says quietly. 
Then after a pause he adds, 
“You need a fresh start.” 
I shake my head. 
“What about Melissa? That—” 
Noah interrupts before I can finish. 
“Start packing.” 
His voice is calm, almost too calm, and before I can answer he is already halfway out the door. I don’t get the chance to say anything else. The front door closes behind him, and I remain standing in the middle of the room. 
My eyes move slowly across the house. Across everything that needs to be packed. Everything that needs to be thrown away. Everything that needs to be given away. 
Why leave this? 
This is where my life is. Every corner of this house contains something. 
Birthdays. Arguments. Movie nights. School mornings. Lazy Sundays. 
This house has watched my family grow up. How are people supposed to just leave? 
I sigh and walk into the kitchen. If Noah wants me to pack, I might as well start sorting through things. 
I begin washing dishes and opening cupboards to see what should stay and what should go. 

Then I find it. Hidden all the way in the back. A ceramic mug. Uneven and covered in bright shades of blue, purple, and pink. Across the front, written in thick black letters: 

MOM. 

I let out a quiet laugh. I had almost forgotten about this. Melissa made it for me when she was in primary school, and her class went to one of those pottery workshops. 

She came home practically glowing with excitement and handed it to me as if she had created something priceless. 

It was honestly the ugliest mug I had ever seen. Completely useless. If you actually tried drinking from it, tea would slowly leak out from somewhere near the bottom. 

But at the same time— 
It is the most valuable thing I own. Because it wasn’t made to be beautiful. 
It was made with love. 
I run my thumb over the uneven edge and smile to myself. 

DUNK. 

Something falls upstairs. I freeze. 
Then I hear movement. Someone walking. 
Something shifting across the floor. 
I glance at the clock. It’s late. She should be sleeping by now. 

I place the mug carefully on the kitchen counter and walk upstairs. The house feels strangely quiet. Only the sound of my footsteps follows me. 

I reach the hallway and stop in front of the reddish-brown door. 

Melissa’s door. 

I stand there for a moment. Thinking.  
Maybe I should go in.  
Maybe I shouldn’t. 
But now it sounds quiet again. Maybe she finally settled down. 

I clear my throat. 
“Melissa? Are you okay in there?” 
No answer. Of course. Typical. I smile to myself. 

“No? Alright then. Try to sleep now, sweetheart. It’s late.” 

I wait for a moment. Nothing. Then I turn around and walk back to my room. 
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I wake up when sunlight falls across my face. For a moment, I stay still and stare at the ceiling. Then it comes. That familiar feeling. The tightness in my stomach. 
The pressure in my chest, as if someone is standing on it with both feet and refusing to move. 
I close my eyes again. I am so tired. Not the kind of tired sleep fixes. The tiredness where everything hurts. 
Not sharp pain. Nothing I could point at or describe properly. Just a dull heaviness in my body, spreading into my arms and legs and settling somewhere deep inside me. 
I turn over and push lightly against Noah’s shoulder. 

“Noah, you need to wake up.” 
He grunts. 
Without opening his eyes properly, he rolls out of bed and walks toward the bathroom. 
I watch him disappear. 
“Good morning to you too,” I mutter quietly, dripping with sarcasm. 

He doesn’t hear me. How did we become like this?  
We used to kiss every morning. 
We used to say I love you before starting our day, even if we were annoyed with each other. 
We used to fall asleep on the couch watching movies, laughing at scenes that weren’t even funny because we were exhausted and happy and together. 
We used to sit close enough that our legs touched. 
We used to reach for each other without thinking. 
What happened to us? When did love become schedules and silence? 

I force myself out of bed. The day begins exactly the way I don’t want it to. 

Packing. 

Noah already left for work. He only planned to stay half the day before coming back to finish packing and move the rest of our things. 

I still hate hearing myself think those words. 

Move. From a house with a garden. To a small apartment in the city. The thought alone makes me feel sick. 

Sometimes I wonder if I should just let Noah leave. Let him move. 

I could stay here. Melissa and I could stay. Neither of us wants this. This is where we belong. This is where Melissa took her first steps. Where we stood with markers and measured her height against the doorframe every year. 
Where we celebrated birthdays. 
Where she started school. 
Where she made friends. 
How do people just decide to leave all of that behind? 
I move around the kitchen absentmindedly. I find tape, boxes and start to sort everything I can find. 

Eventually, I stop and open the fridge. Then I smile. 
Pancakes. Melissa’s favourite. 
Maybe she’ll eat today. The thought fills me with unexpected hope. 
I make them slowly. The smell of pancakes fills the house. 
I even cut up some fruit, placed it in a small bowl, and poured a glass of orange juice. 
I arrange everything neatly on a tray. It looks perfect. 

The hallway is quiet. 
I stop outside the reddish-brown door. 
I look at the handle. Just looking. 
I shift the tray to one hand. 
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