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Crimson Reveries: The Art of Letting Go

By: Edgar Agayi 

A SHORT STORY

“He sat there, drenched in hopelessness and solitude. She never waited, never cared. After giving all he had, he was left hollow, alone—emptiness his only companion. It felt as if life itself was punishing him for the one simple truth: he dared to fall in love.”

“In the end, Eli understood: some loves aren’t meant to be, no matter how deeply you wish for them. And sometimes, the greatest act of love is knowing when to walk away.”
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Chapter 1: The Weight of Waiting
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Eli sat by the window of a small, dimly lit café, watching as the sky burned crimson above the city. The sun was setting, painting the world in hues of deep red and orange. To anyone else, it might have been beautiful, a moment to savor. But for Eli, it was just another reminder of the time slipping away, of the hours he had wasted waiting—waiting for someone who would never come.

The coffee in front of him was cold now, untouched, just like the many hopes he'd held onto for far too long. His fingers traced the rim of the cup absently, the ceramic cool under his touch, a stark contrast to the fiery emotions churning within him. Lena. Her name echoed in his mind like a haunting refrain, pulling at his heart even though he knew better.

She had always been just out of reach—like a dream that dissolved the moment you tried to grasp it. From the moment they met, there had been something about her, something untamed, that drew him in. Her laughter, sharp and wild, had wrapped around him like the wind, and her presence had been intoxicating. She was like fire—beautiful, intense, but impossible to hold.

And Eli, poor Eli, had spent years trying to tame that fire, to convince her that he was the one who would be there through it all, that he could love her fiercely enough to make her stay. He had waited for her to see him, to realize that he was always there, steady, constant, in the background. Yet, he knew—he always knew—that her heart had never belonged to him.

It belonged to Ari.

Eli didn’t need to ask. He didn’t need to pry or force confessions from Lena. He had seen it in the way her eyes clouded over whenever Ari’s name was mentioned, in the way her smile faltered when the memories of him rose unbidden. Ari was the man she had loved before Eli, the one who had left her with scars she refused to show. And though he was no longer in her life, Ari was the shadow that lingered over them, the ghost that haunted her every move.

No matter how much Eli tried, he could never be Ari. He could never fill the space that Ari had carved out in Lena’s heart.

Eli exhaled slowly, his breath fogging the glass in front of him. How long had he been sitting here, waiting? Waiting for her to come back, waiting for her to realize that he was the one who loved her? It felt like an eternity, a lifetime spent in the grip of hope that refused to die, even when he knew it should have withered away long ago.

The bell above the café door jingled, a brief interruption to the silence. For a moment, Eli’s heart quickened, a flicker of hope flaring inside him. But it wasn’t Lena. It never was. Just another stranger walking in, another reminder that life moved on even when he couldn’t.

His phone buzzed on the table, vibrating softly against the wooden surface. He glanced at the screen—no new messages. He had sent Lena a text that morning, a simple, innocuous message asking if she wanted to meet up. She hadn’t replied. Of course, she hadn’t. She rarely did, not anymore. And yet, here he was, still sitting in that café, still waiting for her as if she would walk in at any moment and make everything right.

He should have walked away. He knew that. But walking away meant accepting the truth, and the truth was that Lena had never really been his. She was still chasing the memory of Ari, still waiting for him to return, even though deep down, Eli knew Ari was never coming back. And yet, in his own way, Eli was just like her—waiting for something that would never happen, clinging to a love that had always been just out of reach.

The door jingled again. This time, Eli didn’t bother looking up.

The night Lena had first mentioned Ari, they had been sitting in this very café. She hadn’t said much, just enough for Eli to understand that Ari had been someone important to her, someone who had left a mark that no amount of time could erase. She spoke about him the way someone speaks about a place they once called home—nostalgic, distant, but with an ache of longing that could never be fully hidden.

At first, Eli hadn’t let it bother him. After all, everyone had a past, didn’t they? But as time went on, it became clear that Ari wasn’t just part of Lena’s past—he was still living in her heart, taking up space that should have belonged to Eli.

Eli remembered the look in her eyes when she talked about Ari, the way her voice softened and her gaze turned inward, as if she were lost in the memory of him. It was a look that Eli had never seen her give to him. And no matter how hard he tried, no matter how much he loved her, that look never came.

Instead, Lena would smile at him, a soft, distant smile that made him feel like he was standing on the edge of her world, looking in but never truly part of it. She would brush a hand across his cheek, whisper something sweet, and for a moment, Eli would believe that maybe, just maybe, she was finally letting him in. But then she would pull away, retreating into herself, leaving Eli feeling more alone than before.

He had loved her, though. God, how he had loved her. He had loved her with a kind of desperation that scared him, a kind of devotion that left him vulnerable and exposed. He had loved her through her silences, through her disappearing acts, through the way she always seemed to be somewhere else even when she was right in front of him.

But love, as he was learning, wasn’t always enough.

As the night deepened, Eli’s phone buzzed again. This time, it wasn’t just a vibration—it was a call. Lena’s name flashed across the screen, and for a split second, his heart leapt into his throat. He hesitated, his thumb hovering over the screen. Why was she calling now? After days of silence, why now, when he had finally begun to accept that she wasn’t coming?

He answered the call, his voice tight. “Lena?”

Her voice on the other end was soft, almost broken. “Eli... can I come over?”

Something was wrong. He could hear it in the way her voice trembled, the way she said his name as if it were a lifeline. “Yeah,” he replied, his pulse quickening. “I’ll be there in fifteen minutes.”

As he hung up the phone, Eli grabbed his coat, the cold air outside rushing in to meet him as he stepped into the night. The crimson sunset had long since faded, leaving the world dark and uncertain, much like his feelings for Lena.

He hurried down the street, his mind racing. What could have happened? What had changed?

Deep down, Eli knew. It was Ari. It always came back to Ari.

Lena was sitting on the steps of her apartment building when Eli arrived, her arms wrapped around
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