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	Preface

	 

	Some stories do not begin with a beginning, but with a fall.

	Volume II is exactly that kind of story.

	This book does not lead into a healed world. It leads into nights that seem brighter than they are, into encounters that promise warmth, and into a heart that longs for something to hold on to while losing itself more and more.

	It is about longing, about pain, about false hopes, and about the desperate question of how many times a person can abandon himself before he no longer knows who he once was.

	In this continuation, many things grow darker. Feelings become harsher. Decisions become more dangerous.

	What looks like freedom often already carries the next collapse within it.

	And yet that is exactly where the truth of this story lies:

	Not every road into darkness is only destruction. Sometimes it is only there that a person reveals what truly lives inside him.

	Volume II is raw, intense, and close.

	It tells of emptiness, desire, and the desperate wish to find something that will finally silence one’s own pain.

	It is a book about escape and about the illusion that you can outrun yourself if only you run fast enough.

	As you read, I wish you not only suspense, but also the feeling of being drawn deep into this world.

	Into its nights.

	Into its wounds.

	Into its temptations.

	And into the heart of a person who still has no idea how much he will have to lose before he may one day find himself again.

	Welcome to Volume II.
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Chapter 1 – The Most Beautiful Moment

	 

	The most beautiful moment in life is that one instant when two gazes meet and everything inside you goes still.

	There is nothing loud about it.

	It does not force itself on you. It does not crash into your life. It is simply there. A brief heartbeat. A pause so slight you almost miss it. And yet you know at once that something has just happened that will not leave again.

	That was how it was with Tom.

	Yesterday at Ellinor, I saw him.

	He was standing behind the bar, a glass in his hand. The light lay warmly across his face. Around him there was movement. Voices. Glasses. Footsteps. Yet there was nothing hurried about him. He was doing nothing extraordinary. That was exactly what struck me.

	Then he looked up.

	When our eyes met, everything inside me stopped.

	I still remember how my fingers tightened around my glass. How my breathing changed. How the noise in the room suddenly seemed far away, as though everything were happening behind a closed door. Even the last few months lost their weight for that one instant. Everything that had been heavy moved aside. Every demon that had followed me stepped back from me.

	There was only him.

	I could not look away.

	Not because I had not tried. More because something inside me understood at once that I must not touch this moment if I did not want to destroy it. One wrong word would have been enough. One hurried movement. One attempt to seize something that was not yet ready to be held.

	I know myself well enough.

	I know how fast I usually am. How often I take what I want before a moment has even had time to settle. How quickly I use something up that might have remained if I had only let it breathe.

	With Tom, it was different.

	I stood there and knew only one thing: I do not want to ruin this.

	Not today. Not immediately. Not out of habit.

	Paul left earlier yesterday. That was nothing unusual.

	This morning, he was standing at my door far too early.

	Before I was even properly awake, the bell rang. That bright, impatient sound cutting straight through my sleepiness. When I opened the door, I knew at once why he was there. He did not need a long introduction. No detours. Barely had he sat down across from me before the question was already hanging between us.

	“And?” he asked. “What happened with the waiter yesterday?”

	I looked at him.

	 

	That calm feeling was still there. It lay beneath my skin. It sat in my eyes. In that small smile that simply would not go away, no matter how hard I tried to stay serious.

	“Nothing,” I said.

	Paul blinked.

	For a moment he looked at me as though I had stolen the punchline from a story. His forehead tightened. He leaned forward a little.

	“What do you mean, nothing?” he asked. “Are you seriously telling me you didn’t take him home with you?”

	I shook my head.

	“No.”

	This time he held my gaze longer.

	I could see him searching for the catch. For a grin. For some tiny twitch in my face. For anything that would prove I was playing with him. That everything was just the way it always was.

	He found nothing.

	“That’s not you,” he said softly.

	The sentence remained between us.

	Of course I knew what he meant. Paul knows me. He knows what I am usually like. He knows that I rarely hesitate. That I take what tempts me. That I live moments so quickly they never have time to become more than what they promise in the first minute.

	This time, I simply sat there.

	I let my eyes drop. Looked at my hands. At the cup in front of me. At the thin strip of light creeping across the table. I was not searching for a good answer. I was searching for the true one.

	When I looked up again, Paul was quiet.

	“I can’t tell you what happened yesterday,” I said at last. “I didn’t want to ruin that moment.”

	After that, he said nothing more.

	No laugh. No comment. No second question.

	Only silence.

	But it was not hard. It settled quietly between us, and for the first time I did not feel as if I had to explain myself. I did not have to make it bigger than it was. Did not have to diminish it. Did not have to pretend it had only been a look.

	Because it wasn’t.

	I could feel that something inside me had changed.

	Not loudly. Not with a tear. Not with a sudden turn.

	More deeply than that.

	Like something that has not moved in a very long time and is now, very slowly, beginning to live again.

	And while I sat across from Paul, I knew it with a clarity that frightened even me:

	Tom was not just a waiter.

	He was the moment that stayed.

	And maybe the beginning of something I do not want to lose for the first time in my life.

	


Chapter 2 – Something That Wants to Stay

	 

	That restlessness was already there in me in the morning.

	It did not sit only in my thoughts. It was in my hands, in my breathing, in every glance at the clock. I had to go back to Ellinors today. That thought alone made my heart beat faster.

	Not because of the place.

	Not because of the evening.

	Only because of Tom.

	His name alone was enough.

	I paced through my apartment, stopped in front of the wardrobe, and laid my hand on the handle without opening it at once.

	Usually, I would have flung it open already.

	I would have pulled everything out, thrown it across the bed, tried on one thing after another, taken it off again, rejected it, tossed it back on the floor. On other nights, something like this would have turned into a small battle.

	Against creases, colors, fabrics, reflections.

	Against everything that did not feel perfect.

	Today, I just stood there.

	I saw my reflection in the wardrobe glass and realized that something was different.

	I did not want to look polished.

	Not polished enough to draw attention.

	Not polished enough to show I had made an effort.

	I wanted to look breathtaking without it seeming like effort. I wanted Tom to look at me and see more than clothes. I wanted something about me to stay with him, something deeper than a good cut.

	The thought made me smile and at the same time made me even more nervous.

	I opened the wardrobe anyway. Fabric brushed against fabric. Dark jackets. Shirts I knew. Things that had worked on other evenings.

	Today, it all felt strange.

	Too loud.

	Too deliberate.

	Too close to a role I knew too well and that suddenly no longer felt like enough.

	I closed the wardrobe again.

	Not even ten minutes later, I was standing in my favorite boutique.

	The moment I stepped inside, there was that familiar scent of fabric, wood, and the faint trace of perfume that always lingers in places like that. The light was soft.

	Not harsh brightness.

	More that flattering glow that makes every movement seem calmer. The new collection hung neatly arranged between the racks. Nothing pushed itself forward.

	Everything waited.

	I let my fingers move across the fabrics.

	Smooth cotton.

	Heavier denim.

	Cool buttons.

	Fine stitching.

	Usually, I knew quickly what I wanted. Today, I kept stopping. Not because I liked nothing.

	Because it suddenly felt like more than just clothing.

	I was not simply searching for an outfit.

	I was searching for something that matched what Tom had stirred in me.

	That quiet pull.

	That warmth.

	That mixture of excitement and caution.

	It could not be too much. It could not reveal anything I still could not say out loud.

	It had to feel like me.

	Like the version of me that had gone completely still yesterday at Ellinors for the span of one glance.

	Then I saw the shirt.

	Checked. Dolce & Gabbana.

	The fabric fell softly and yet with clarity. The cut was slim. It followed the body without looking harsh. I took it off the hanger and held it up against myself. Even in that moment, I felt that I wanted to wear it.

	Not tomorrow.

	Not someday.

	Today.

	In the fitting room, I slid the shirt over my skin and felt immediately how it fit. It settled against my body as though it had been waiting for me all along. It emphasized exactly what it should emphasize.

	Not in an intrusive way.

	Not too polished.

	Just enough that when I looked in the mirror, I held my own gaze a second longer than usual.

	I buttoned it slowly.

	One button after another.

	With each movement, the restlessness became something else. It was still there, but it started to take shape. The fluttering feeling in my chest turned into tension. Doubt became anticipation. I smoothed my hand over the fabric, ran my fingers across the cuff, and lifted my eyes.

	There I was.

	Not disguised.

	Not polished enough to become someone else.

	Just me.

	Only clearer.

	I found the jeans shortly after. Versace. Light fabric. Clean cut.

	They fit close enough to give me posture and comfortably enough that I could move in them without constantly tugging at myself. When I put both on together, something in my reflection changed. It was not only the clothing. It was the feeling beneath it. The knowledge that tonight I was not going to Ellinors to be seen.

	I was going because I had to see Tom again.

	When I stepped out of the fitting room, my walk felt different.

	Calmer.

	More certain.

	And yet my heart was still beating far too fast. That was the contradiction I could barely endure. On the outside, I wanted to seem collected. Inside, everything was in motion.

	I paid, took the bag, and held it a moment more tightly against me than necessary, as though it contained far more than fabric and labels.

	Outside, the air hit me. Colder than I expected. It felt good. It pulled me for a moment out of the warm current I had been caught in since morning.

	On the way home, I did not consciously imagine Tom.

	And still, he was there.

	In every second thought.

	In every glance into a shop window.

	In that one question that would not let me go: Would he look at me the way he did yesterday?

	At home, I set the bag carefully on the bed and took the shirt out again. The checked pattern lay quietly beneath my hands. The fabric felt rich. Almost too beautiful to wear for only one evening. I held it against myself, looked in the mirror, and felt that warm pull deep inside me again.

	Tonight, I would go back to Ellinors.

	Not out of habit.

	Not for a drink.

	Not for just another evening that would sound like all the others in the end.

	I would go because someone was there whose gaze had touched something in me I had not felt in a long time.

	And when I laid the shirt and the jeans side by side on the bed, I knew I would feel wonderful in exactly that outfit.

	Not because of Dolce & Gabbana.

	Not because of Versace.

	Only because I was going to see him again.

	 

	 

	 

	


Chapter 3 – His Look

	 

	That evening, I arrived at Ellinors in the perfect outfit.

	Even before I reached the glass door, my heart was beating faster than usual. The checked shirt fit close against my body. The jeans sat exactly the way I had wanted them to.

	I drew one more deep breath, placed my hand on the handle, and stepped inside.

	It was warm in there.

	Light shimmered across bottles and glasses. Voices drifted through the room and passed around me. I did not have to search the space first.

	I saw him immediately.

	Tom was standing there with a tray in his hand. Two Sekt Red Bulls were balanced on it. He was in motion, and yet there was something calm about him. Then his eyes landed on me.

	They lit up.

	It was only an instant.

	Nothing more was needed.

	Something inside me turned soft and bright at once. I felt that pull in my chest again, the one that had not left me since our first glance. Tom was the new waiter, and by now I already knew that he was slowly taking my heart.

	Gabriel was far away in that moment.

	There was no echo of him left.

	No trace of longing.

	No question pulling me in that direction.

	Anything that had once pointed toward him had gone quiet. With every encounter, Tom moved deeper into me.

	Not loudly. Not insistently.

	That was exactly what reached me.

	He lifted his chin ever so slightly and gestured with his eyes toward an empty table. It was only the smallest movement. To me, it felt larger than anything else in the room. I walked over and sat down. I placed my hands calmly on the table, even though there was nothing calm inside me.

	Tom came over.

	“And tonight you’re on your own?” he asked.

	His voice was warm.

	Not too deep.

	Not put on.

	And still it hit me far more strongly than it should have. I looked up at him and realized that, all at once, I had become shy.

	“No. Paul’s coming later.”

	He stayed there for a moment longer than he had to. His gaze moved over me and settled on my shirt. Then he looked back at my face.

	“That’s a nice shirt you’re wearing,” he said.

	Heat rushed through me. Not only into my cheeks.

	The compliment went deeper than that, straight to the place that had been open since yesterday. I had bought that shirt for him. For this evening. For that look. And now he was standing in front of me, truly seeing it.

	“Thank you,” I managed softly.

	I noticed at once that he lingered by my table longer than he did at the others.

	It wasn’t much. Nothing obvious. No deliberate delay. No open game.

	Only a few quiet seconds more.

	I felt every one of them.

	“A Sekt Red Bull?” he asked.

	I nodded.

	Anything more would have been impossible in that moment. My voice would have betrayed me. Tom went back to the bar and returned shortly afterward with my drink. As he set the glass down in front of me, our hands brushed.

	That small touch ran through my whole body.

	His fingers were against mine for no more than a heartbeat. Even so, the place they touched stayed warm. I held my breath without realizing it. Only when he pulled his hand away did I notice how tightly I was gripping the glass.

	Then Paul arrived.

	He sat down across from me and started talking at once. Something about the evening. Something about his way here. I heard him, and yet I didn’t. My eyes kept returning to Tom.

	Every time he passed our table, everything inside me leaned toward him. Whenever I heard his voice somewhere in the room, there was that secret flicker in me again.

	Paul was sitting in front of me.

	Tom was everywhere.

	I lifted my glass and took a sip, barely tasting anything. The evening moved on. Guests came and went. Empty glasses disappeared. Laughter rose and faded. Somewhere, a chair hit the floor again. Yet inside me, something had already taken on a life of its own.

	I was far too enchanted by Tom.

	By his eyes. By his voice. By the way he paused at my table. By that soft light in his gaze when I walked through the door. It had not been a great moment for the room.

	For me, it was everything.

	And while Paul kept talking and I listened with only half an ear, I already knew that the evening was slipping away from me.

	Tom had claimed it long before I understood it.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	


Chapter 4 – When Time Disappeared

	 

	The evening was slowly drawing to a close.

	At Ellinors, the voices had grown lower, the light softer, the movements slower. Glasses were being cleared away. Jackets were lifted from the backs of chairs. Farewells were already hanging in the air. I was sitting there and felt almost none of it, because my eyes kept drifting back to Tom.

	At some point, I noticed that Gabriel was watching him too.

	Not casually. Not by accident.

	It was that kind of look that lingers too long to mean nothing. A silent measuring. An interest that struck me at once like a blade. Gabriel did not say a word. He did not need to.

	I felt it anyway.

	Maybe Tom noticed something.

	Maybe he didn’t.

	He kept moving through the room, calm, self-possessed, with that way about him that threw me off balance every single time. Whenever he passed my table, something of him seemed to remain behind.

	A glance. A smile.

	That nearness which needed almost nothing and still took the entire evening away from me.

	Later, we all went on to Clip.

	It was different there. Darker. Warmer. The light lay across the bar like liquid color. Music vibrated beneath the skin. People laughed, talked, ordered another round, as if the night had only just begun.

	And in the middle of all that rush, something suddenly appeared that belonged only to us.

	Tom and I sat down at the bar.

	There was almost no distance left between us.

	Only a little air.

	Only a few inches I was far too aware of. I could see his profile whenever he turned his head. The line of his mouth. The calm in his eyes. The way the light moved across his skin.

	Everything around us was still there, and yet, minute by minute, it drifted farther away.

	Time began to dissolve.

	I do not know what we spoke about first.

	Maybe something trivial.

	Maybe nothing important at all.

	What stayed was not the content.

	It was the way he looked at me when I spoke. The way he listened.

	Completely.

	Without impatience.

	Without that half-turned look so many people had the moment they thought they had already heard enough. With Tom, I was still there in every sentence. Not merely present.

	Present to him.

	It had never been like that with the other demons.

	There had been looks, desire, curiosity, a spark for a few hours. Something quick. Something that knew immediately where it wanted to go. With Tom, everything felt deeper. Slower. More precious. As though each moment were saying that it wanted to stay, if only I let it.

	I sat beside him and felt the nervousness slowly giving way to something warmer.

	It was not certainty.

	Not yet.

	More that quiet trust that never announces itself and is suddenly there all the same. My hand lay on the bar. His was not far from it. At times our fingers moved almost at the same moment.

	A nearly invisible coming closer.

	A pause.

	Nothing was said.

	And still, it was alive between us.

	After a while, I looked at him and knew I had to ask.

	My heart was pounding all the way up in my throat.

	“Would you like to come home with me?”

	I said nothing more.

	Anything more would only have burdened the moment.

	Tom did not need time to think. His answer came at once, warm and clear.

	“Yes.”

	That single word slid deeper beneath my skin than anything else that evening.

	We both lived in hell.

	He in a shared apartment.

	I in my own place.

	When we left Clip and stepped out into the night, something new lay between us. No uncertainty anymore. No careful circling. Only that quiet knowing that we both wanted the same thing.

	The walk to my place felt shorter than it was.

	Tom walked beside me so close I could feel his warmth. Our steps found the same rhythm almost on their own.

	Every now and then his arm brushed mine. Each time a fine tremor went through me. The night around us was dark and yet soft. Windows glowed in the distance. Voices drifted out through open doors. At that hour, hell felt strangely peaceful.

	When I unlocked the door, my heart was racing again.

	We stepped inside.

	For a moment, neither of us said anything. The silence in my apartment was different from the silence in the bars. It was closer. Truer. Everything we had still been able to carry with a glance or a smile out in the night now stood openly between us.

	Tom looked at me.

	I looked at him.

	Then we kissed.

	Nothing about it was hurried. Nothing raw.

	It was the first kiss of two people who had already felt something of one another long before finding the courage to touch it. His lips on mine were warm. Gentle at first. Almost careful.

	As though he needed to make sure this was really happening.

	I laid my hands on him, felt the fabric of his shirt, the warmth beneath it, the breath that mingled with mine.

	The kiss deepened.

	Not wild.

	Only fuller. More beautiful.

	So beautiful that for one moment I closed my eyes and wanted nothing in the world except to stay exactly there.

	When we finally drew apart, our foreheads stayed resting together for another second.

	I smiled without being able to help it.

	Tom did too.

	Then we went upstairs to my bedroom.

	 

	 

	The light was softer there. The world smaller. Everything below that still carried the sound of night and movement remained far away. We stood facing each other and looked as though we were discovering one another anew, though in truth we had already found each other.

	What happened between us was not driven by haste.

	It was our first time together.

	That was exactly why there was a tenderness in it that reached me deeply.

	We took our time.

	Not because we hesitated.

	Because we wanted to feel.

	Every touch was given room. Every closeness its own breath. His hands learned my body as though there were something precious there that must not be passed over. I touched him the same way. Slowly. Openly.

	With an attentiveness that said more than words ever could.

	It was not about getting somewhere quickly. It was not about the act alone.

	It was about skin on skin.

	About warmth.

	About that careful wonder of realizing that someone is truly there, someone entrusting himself to you.

	I felt the way Tom looked at me, as though he did not only desire me, but truly saw me.

	And I let him.

	The night carried us through that first time without harshness, without hurry, without the urge to take everything at once. We found each other piece by piece.

	In kisses.

	In touches.

	In those quiet smiles in between, whenever one of us looked at the other and knew that this, right here, was exactly right.

	When at last we lay side by side, the room was still.

	Our breathing slowly began to ease. The warmth of his skin still rested against mine. One of his arms lay over me, light and natural, as though it had always belonged there.

	Outside, the night went on.

	Somewhere in the distance, life still sounded faintly on.

	Up here, there was only us.

	I turned my head and looked at him.

	Tom’s eyes were half closed. That soft expression rested on his

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

cover.jpeg
M.E. CAPWELL

“Sometimes Z : o % g
4 - ," n

you only realize
how deep a shadow

GAPWELL

PUBLISHING

was when the light
of true love

b

changes everything.”

———

NG 75
N, N ¥sQUEER ROMANCE ‘ %
= = QO

— BOOK 2— ., pwELL

PUBLISHING





