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	Foreword 

	 

	This volume is quieter than the ones before it.

	And that is exactly where its truth lies.

	Volume 9 does not tell a story of great victories or spectacular turns. It tells the story of what lies in between. Of the moments when you stay, even though you have long since felt that you are leaving. Of decisions that do not happen loudly, but prepare themselves over weeks, months, sometimes years.

	Of relationships that do not suddenly break apart, but slowly lose their language.

	This is a volume about realization.

	About the knowledge you have carried inside yourself for a long time before you finally speak it out loud.

	About goodbyes without drama.

	About love that no longer carries you, and about freedom that only begins to reveal itself once you find the courage to grow still.

	Volume 9 is also a volume about responsibility.

	For yourself.

	For animals who give you their trust.

	For dreams you do not give up, even when the road toward them hurts.

	For a life that does not have to be perfect in order to be true.

	This is not about guilty people.

	Not about winners or losers.

	This is about a person who has learned to look closely.

	And about the moment when you can say:

	I have known it for a long time.

	When you read this volume, read it slowly.

	Maybe you will recognize yourself in some of these thoughts.

	Maybe you will not.

	But one thing is certain:

	This volume is honest.

	And sometimes honesty is the bravest thing you can write.
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Chapter 1. The Meal of Love

	 

	My thoughts keep circling around Erik, not Elias. That thought is there before I can even grasp it, before I can push it away. It stays. Too much has happened with Elias. Not one single moment, not one big explosion, but many small things that gathered until they became heavy.

	I realize I can no longer forgive him, even when I try. Especially his ex is the one thing that blocks everything inside me. This constant closeness, this standing between us.

	And Elias cannot manage to tell him clearly that he should stop coming around. Every hesitation feels like a decision against me.

	For days now, I have been writing with Erik. No empty messages, no way to pass the time. Words that stay. Words that touch something in me I have kept quiet for a long time. The desire between us grows, not suddenly, but steadily.

	I feel it in the way I wait for his messages, in the way my body reacts before my head can catch up. It feels dangerous and honest at the same time.

	He is coming over for dinner soon. I have cooked my usual meal of love.

	Pork fillet in a white wine and marjoram sauce, broccoli, and potato rösti.

	Something reliable, something that gives me ground. Love goes through the stomach, I tell myself while stirring the sauce once more, as if I could smooth my unrest with it.

	My hands know these motions. My insides do not.

	It is five o’clock. When the doorbell rings, something inside me tightens. Excitement, nerves, anticipation. We have not seen each other for days, only written, built closeness without touch. Now he is really here.

	I go to the door and feel my heart beating all the way up into my throat.

	The elevator door opens, and our eyes meet. For a moment, everything stops. No smile, no word. Only this clear knowledge that this is not truly about dinner.

	That there is something between us larger than this evening.

	“Hey,” he says quietly.

	“Hey,” I answer, and my voice sounds softer than I had planned.

	We say nothing more. We do not need to. We walk down the long hallway into my apartment. Every step feels deliberate, almost heavy, as if we both know we are moving toward something that can no longer be taken back.

	I close the door. The lock clicks. An ordinary sound that suddenly gains meaning.

	He is close right away. Not rushed, not demanding. His hand rests against the wall beside my head. I feel his breath, his warmth. He looks at me as if he is checking one last time whether I am truly here.

	“Everything okay?” he asks softly.

	I nod, even though my body gives something else away.

	“I’m just nervous.”

	“Then that makes two of us,” he says calmly.

	Then he kisses me. Carefully at first, almost asking. Then with more certainty. I feel the wall against my back, his closeness in front of me, and something inside me loosens, something that has been under tension for a long time.

	This kiss does not feel wrong.

	It feels inevitable.

	And then the kitchen timer rings.

	The sound tears us apart without destroying the moment. I breathe out audibly and laugh briefly, more surprised than amused.

	“The food,” I say quietly.

	He stays close for one more moment and looks at me as if he is leaving the decision to me, what happens now.

	The evening stands still.

	Exactly here.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	


Chapter 2. After Dinner

	 

	After dinner, we went upstairs to my upper floor. The way there felt longer than usual, not because the staircase had more steps, but because every movement carried a tension that could no longer be ignored.

	Our hands found each other as if on their own, as if they had known each other before. No hesitation, no game. Only this quiet understanding that we both knew where this evening would lead us.

	When we arrived upstairs, he stopped for a moment. The light was softer here, the last rays of the day falling diagonally through the windows and bathing the room in warm gold.

	I felt my heart beat faster, not out of uncertainty, but out of expectation. When he looked at me, there was nothing demanding in his gaze. It was a look that asked whether I was ready, without needing a single word.

	Our lips found each other again, slower this time. The kisses no longer held anything rushed. They were warm, carried by the knowledge that we were allowed to take our time.

	His hands rested on my back, calm, present, as if they wanted to hold me, not possess me. I felt my body relax, felt something inside me let go that I had been holding on to for a long time.

	We undressed, not hastily, more carefully. Layer after layer of fabric disappeared, as if we were taking off more than clothes, as if we were also setting down doubt.

	 

	When I finally saw him completely, the sight hit me with an intensity I was not prepared for. His body was strong, shaped by muscles that showed beneath his skin without being loud.

	Especially his stomach drew my gaze. Muscles I had never seen like that before, not exaggerated, not displayed, simply there as if they belonged exactly that way.

	I let my fingers glide over him, feeling the warmth of his skin, that mixture of strength and closeness. That touch alone made something light up inside me, a feeling spreading deep through my body.

	It was as if my body understood faster than my head what was happening here. I did not need words to know that I wanted to be close to him. Completely.

	We made love from the last rays of the day onward. The light moved slowly across the walls, growing darker, softer, while we lost ourselves in each other.

	It was not a sequence of movements, nothing mechanical. It was togetherness, listening to the other’s breath, responding to the smallest changes. Pure passion, not loud, not wild, but deep and honest.

	With him, I could come again and again, not because anything was forced, but because of this incredible closeness. Even touching his stomach with my lips felt like a climax to me.

	It was as if my body answered every smallest gesture, as if it had been waiting for exactly this touch for a long time. My senses were awake, open, receptive to everything he gave me.

	 

	Our kisses were full of warmth and intensity. There was nothing fleeting in them. Every kiss felt like a promise, not for the future, but for this moment.

	My heart was beginning to fall in love with this demon, with that dark, magnetic side of him that held nothing threatening, only something honest. Something that drew me in because it pretended nothing.

	Time lost its meaning. I no longer knew how long we loved each other, only that it felt right.

	That I did not wonder whether I was too much or too little. That I did not think about what would come afterward. I was simply there, fully in my body, fully inside this feeling of closeness and trust.

	When it finally grew dark outside, the room lay in gentle shadow. Our movements grew calmer, not less intense, only carried by another depth.

	We held each other as if that mattered just as much as everything before. His breath against my skin, my head on his shoulder. These simple things suddenly carried a weight that touched me.

	After we had finished having sex, both of us were tangled in our heads. Not confused, more shaken by the realization of what had just happened.

	It was the greatest sex of my life, not because it had been spectacular, but because I had felt whole while it happened. Because nothing was played. Because nothing was missing.

	We lay beside each other, our bodies still warm, our thoughts slowly becoming reachable again.

	 

	He stroked my arm, a small, almost casual gesture that told me more than grand words ever could. A calm spread through me that I had not felt in such a long time. No emptiness afterward, no doubt. Only this quiet echo.

	I thought of all the moments when closeness had been complicated, when I had wondered whether I was doing something wrong. Here, that question did not exist.

	Here, there was only this feeling of having arrived, at least for this one moment.

	We had given each other everything. Not only our bodies, but also what lay beneath them. Love and safety, without a label, without a demand.

	It was as if, for a moment, we had both stopped protecting ourselves and had chosen instead to show ourselves.

	I lay there, listening to his breath, feeling the warmth between us, and I knew that this evening had changed something inside me.

	Not loudly.

	Not dramatically.

	Quietly.

	Lastingly.

	And no matter what would come afterward, this moment belonged to us.

	Completely.

	 

	 

	


Chapter 3. The Call

	 

	Erik is twenty-seven, a Taurus, grounded in the way he appears and yet full of contradictions. What weighs heaviest for me cannot be softened or explained away. He has a boyfriend.

	They have been living together for years, sharing rooms, routines, and a life that already seems firmly rooted.

	That knowledge settles over everything I felt before like a shadow. Again and again, I ask myself the same question without finding an answer.

	Why do I keep attracting demons who are already tied to someone else? People whose hearts already belong somewhere else, even if they themselves may not fully understand it yet.

	That evening should never have ended. Not because it was perfect, but because, for one brief moment, it silenced everything else.

	As long as the closeness was still fresh, as long as warmth and touch were still echoing, reality could be kept at a distance.

	Only later, when clarity began to return, did the weight of the truth arrive. In order not to be alone with it, I went to Barflow.

	The place felt familiar, almost protective. Voices, music, movement. All of it helped slow the carousel of thoughts inside my head.

	There, I told my colleague about it. Not out of a hunger for sensation, not out of carelessness. The urge came from an excess of feeling I could no longer hold back.

	 

	I was so high on cloud nine that I needed someone to listen to me without judging. Words spilled out of me, accompanied by that uncontrollable smile that gives you away before you even understand how deeply you have already fallen.

	She promised me she would not tell Elias anything. That reassurance felt like a small anchor, even though I knew how fragile such promises can be.

	In the days that followed, Erik came to visit me at Barflow more often. At first, it seemed accidental, almost casual. Over time, it turned into a regularity that could no longer be explained.

	Something held him there, something kept pulling him back to me, again and again.

	He came because he could not let go of me, even though he knew he should. Every visit intensified the tension between what we felt and what we were allowed to permit ourselves.

	Every day, he stood in front of me, seeking my closeness without making many words about it. And each time he left, tears broke from his eyes.

	There was nothing weak about those tears. They made him soft in a way that touched me deeply.

	His masculinity remained untouched, yet in my arms he showed a vulnerability that rarely gets space.

	It was exactly that mixture that would not let me go. Strength and fragility lay so close together in him that I could hardly escape it.

	Between us stood the same question, unspoken and yet everywhere. What are we supposed to do?

	 

	Neither of us could simply separate from his partner. Too much history, too many obligations, too many consequences.

	Decisions remained suspended because every direction promised pain. Closeness became comfort and burden at the same time. The longer this state continued, the more clearly I felt how it drained me.

	At some point, I reached a place where nothing worked anymore. Thoughts circled without stopping, sleep brought no rest, and even the moments that had felt light before suddenly became heavy.

	In order not to stay trapped in that condition, I made an impulsive decision. Suitcases were packed without much planning, almost hastily.

	The choice fell on Mallorca, not because of the place itself, but because of the distance.

	Without Elias, without Erik.

	Only me.

	I needed space in order to think clearly again.

	The flight felt like a cut through my life so far. With every kilometer that lay between me and everything that weighed on me, my breathing grew calmer.

	On the island, a different kind of silence welcomed me. The beach stretched wide and open, the sea moving in a steady rhythm that slowly carried me with it.

	Sand beneath my feet grounded me while I surrendered to the sound of the waves.

	 

	I lay there, let the sun work on my skin, and tried to become clear about so much.

	Questions surfaced that I had pushed away for a long time.

	What do I truly want?

	Where do I draw my boundaries?

	How much am I willing to carry before I lose myself?

	The answers did not come right away. Some thoughts stayed raw, others hurt more than I had expected. Yet for the first time in days, I had the feeling that I was arriving back inside myself.

	Then my phone vibrated.

	The screen lit up.

	A name appeared.

	My heart stopped.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	


Chapter 4. The Crack in Paradise

	 

	When my phone rings, I see with a shock that Elias is calling me. His name on the display feels out of place in this island quiet, as if someone has pushed another reality into my evening.

	My hand hesitates over the screen for a moment, even though I already know I am going to answer. The first sound in his call already carries storm weather, as if his anger has found its way to me before the conversation even begins.

	He is furious because my colleague told him I had flown on vacation with his new boyfriend. A sentence that falls apart in my head at once because it is not true, yet it is enough to poison everything.

	Right now, I cannot prove it to him. No photo, no proof, no quick explanation that can immediately dissolve the picture in his mind. From this distance, all I have is my voice, and it is not enough against what he already believes.

	“What the hell is this?” he snaps before I can even breathe properly. “You just fly away, and then I hear something like that?”

	“Elias, listen to me,” I say, trying to sound calm, though my pulse gives me away. “It’s not true.”

	“Of course,” he shoots back, sharp and hurt. “Of course it’s not true. Nothing is ever true when someone catches you.”

	The sentence hits me like a blow because he is not only angry. He is disappointed. Disappointment has a different color than rage.

	It burns more quietly, but deeper. I try to calm him down. Words gather, arrange themselves, then fall apart again because I can feel how little room he gives them.

	“I’m here alone,” I say. “I didn’t fly away with anyone. I had to get away so I could think clearly.”

	“Think clearly?” he repeats, and that one phrase carries mockery and pain. “And this is how I find out? From other people?”

	I swallow. The conversation keeps tipping back into the same place. The more I explain, the more it feels as if I have to defend myself.

	I do not want to fight. I want to be understood. But he does not let me reach him.

	“You could have told me,” he says, and his voice breaks for a second, so quickly that maybe he does not even want to hear it himself. “You didn’t have to leave me standing there like that.”

	“I didn’t want a fight,” I answer, and suddenly it sounds small, even though I do not mean it that way.

	“Then you shouldn’t have gone,” he says. “Then you shouldn’t have allowed someone to talk about you like that.”

	That is when I realize how much he still loves me. If he did not care, he would not be this angry.

	If he did not care, he would not call, would not tremble in his voice, would not sound as if the thought alone could destroy him, the thought that I might replace him.

	It is a bitter feeling because love does not feel like warmth in this moment. It feels like fear of possession, like control, like a hand gripping too tightly.

	“Elias,” I say more softly, “please. I’ll be home again in two days. Then we can clear everything up. Face to face. I promise you, I’m not here with anyone.”

	He is silent for a moment. The silence is not surrender. It is more like a struggle with himself. Then his voice returns, deeper, rougher.

	“I don’t know if I can believe you right now.”

	The sentence makes me go still. Not because I have no answer, but because I can feel how much is at stake in this moment.

	The line crackles, and the distance suddenly becomes real. I am sitting on the beach, listening to the waves, and still the space around me feels tight.

	“We’ll talk when you’re back,” he says at last, as if he has decided he does not want to hear any more sentences now. “Two days.”

	“Two days,” I repeat, and I hold on to that number as if it were a lifebuoy.

	When the call ends, my phone remains warm in my hand. The sky outside is dark, Mallorca is quiet, and inside me, suddenly nothing is calm anymore.

	All at once, Mallorca does not seem like such a good idea. It was supposed to create distance, yet all it creates are questions. Thank God I will be home again in two days. The thought hardly calms me, but it gives me a direction.

	I go to my room, sit down on my bed, and the island suddenly feels foreign. The suitcase stands half open, as if I never truly arrived.

	My phone lies in front of me, and I know what I have to do now, even though it hurts. I open the messages.

	Seventy text messages from Erik.

	The number alone leaves me breathless for a moment. Every message is a thread back to him, every line an attempt to hold on to me. I read them, not quickly, not casually.

	Some are short, some longer, yet all of them carry the same thing inside them.

	That he cannot let go.

	That he misses me.

	That it is tearing him apart.

	I feel that mixture of masculinity and softness again, see his tears in front of me, that breaking apart whenever he left. And exactly because of that, I know it cannot go on like this.

	I delete him from my life, piece by piece.

	Not out of hatred.

	Not out of coldness.

	Out of reason that feels like grief. There is no point because we can never be together.

	He has his life, and I have mine. Every further message would only pull us deeper into something that, in the end, would leave damage behind. With every deletion, it grows quieter, but the silence hurts because it sounds final.

	 

	My life is with Elias. That is the sentence I cling to as if it could give me ground. I do not know whether it will save me or only bring me back into something that has had cracks for a long time.

	Still, I hope it is not too late.

	I put the phone away, stare at the ceiling, and feel my heart contract. Two days.

	Then I will be standing in front of Elias again.

	Then I will have to clear everything up without evasions, without distance, without the sound of the island waves.

	Then there will only be the truth.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	


Chapter 5. Back in Hell

	 

	Back in hell, my heart races because I have to face Elias again. Even the way to the door feels like walking through fog, although everything lies clearly in front of me. Every movement carries the weight of the last few days.

	Mallorca has sorted my thoughts, yet that order feels fragile the moment I am back here. Behind this door, Elias is not the only thing waiting. The truth is waiting too, and I know it will not be gentle.

	When he sees me, he is happy that I am back.

	That happiness hits me unexpectedly because I had prepared myself for coldness. His face changes the moment he recognizes me. The tension in his shoulders loosens, his gaze turns soft, as if he has spent the last few days worrying.

	That warmth does not make it easier. It makes it harder because it shows me how much is at stake.

	“You’re back,” he says.

	“Yes,” I answer, and my voice sounds more fragile than I want it to.

	He comes closer without pushing. His hand briefly touches my arm, as if he is checking whether I am truly here.

	“I’m glad you’re back,” he says more quietly.

	“Me too,” I say, even though the words feel like a stone inside my chest.

	He draws in a breath.

	“Why did you just leave?”

	“Because I was broken,” I answer. “I couldn’t keep pretending everything was okay.”

	His gaze hardens, yet the hardness is not indifference. It is pain trying to find a shape.

	“You could have talked to me.”

	“I did talk,” I say, and I feel my hands holding on to each other. “I told you what was destroying me. Your ex. Your lies. These endless meetings with him. Every time, you made it smaller, as if it were nothing. To me, it was everything.”

	He opens his mouth, wants to answer, but I cannot bear to fall back into another loop where I have to justify myself.

	“Please just really hear me this once,” I say, calm but firm.

	Elias stays silent. It is the first time in a long time that he does not immediately interrupt. That silence gives me space, and I take it, even though my throat tightens.

	“It drove me into someone else’s arms,” I say.

	His face loses color.

	“What does that mean?”

	“I met someone,” I answer. “Erik.”

	The name falls, and I feel the moment change. Elias’ eyes narrow, his breathing grows flatter. His anger is there, yet beneath it lies disappointment, so clear it almost pulls the ground out from under me.

	“You cheated on me,” he says.

	No shouting.

	That tone is worse because it is so calm.

	“I hurt you,” I say. “Yes. And I’m not telling you this to talk my way out of it. I’m telling you because I have to be honest. I don’t want to lie anymore. Not to you and not to myself.”

	He turns his head away, as if he has to gather himself.

	“And you just tell me that like this. After Mallorca. After everything.”

	“I’m telling you because I want us to have a chance,” I answer. “If I hide it, it will stand between us. I will be ashamed, and you will feel that I am not completely with you. Then it will be over anyway.”

	Elias lets out a short breath, not out of mockery, more from being overwhelmed.

	“A chance. After something like that.”

	“I know it’s bad,” I say. “But I want you to see what came before it too. Months where I made myself small. Months where I wondered whether I still mattered to you at all.”

	I look at him and force myself not to look away.

	“I told you how much your behavior hurt me. You kept going. You left me alone with your ex, even though you knew how much it was eating me alive.”

	He looks at me again. There is something in his eyes that makes me fall silent for a moment.

	“You’re blaming me.”

	“No,” I say. “I’m not blaming you for my decision. That belongs to me. But I want you to understand why I was so broken. I didn’t just slip into something for fun.”

	My voice grows quieter.

	“I was at the end. And I was longing for closeness, for the feeling of being seen.”

	Elias’ jaw works as if he is fighting words he does not want to say.

	“I never stopped loving you.”

	“Then why did you treat me like that?” I ask. “Why was your ex more important than my boundary?”

	He breathes out heavily.

	“He wasn’t more important. I just… I didn’t end it because I hate conflict. Because I thought if I kept it calm, it would calm down by itself.”

	“It didn’t calm down,” I say. “It destroyed me.”

	A long moment hangs between us. No sound in the room can fill it. I feel my heart racing, not out of fear of him, but out of fear of what is about to be decided.

	“What do you want now?” Elias finally asks.

	“I want a new beginning,” I say. “I want us to start from zero. Not because I forget what happened, but because I believe we can still make it.”

	I hold his gaze.

	“But only if we are both honest. Only if we both draw boundaries.”

	“And Erik?” he asks, and the name alone sounds like a wound in his mouth.

	“I’ll stay away from Erik,” I answer. “As much as it hurts me. There is no point. He has his life. I have mine. I want my life with you, Elias.”

	He looks at me, searching, as if he is trying to find a crack.

	“And I’m supposed to stay away from my ex.”

	“Yes,” I say. “Not as punishment. As a decision for us. No more
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