

Dear Readers,

there is potential content in this book that may cause some readers to feel uncomfortable. For this reason, there is a content notice on the last page. This contains spoilers for the entire book!




For the ones who want to be the lifeblood of this book. For the ones who want to keep its heart beating, its pages turning, and its story alive.
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Friends are like stars drawn on the night sky, each one a unique light in our story, shimmering with laughter and love, they brighten our darkest hours.
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Bored – Billie Eilish

The Other Side – Ruelle

Hole in My Heart – Angus Powell

War Of Hearts – Ruelle

Paralyzed – NF

You Say – Lauren Ridings

In My Veins – Andrew Belle

Don’t Go Through It Alone – Aine Deane

Rain – Breaking Benjamin

Run to You – Lea Michele

Jungle – Emma Louise

Fade Into You – Mazzy Star

Anchor – Novo Amor

Broken – Isak Danielson

Certain Things – James Arthur

Forget I Exist – Sam MacPherson

Home – Dotan

Lost Without You – Freya Ridings

I'll Be Good – Jaymes Young

Strong – London Grammar

Home – Ellie Goulding

Saturn – Sleeping At Last

Youth – Daughter

To Build A Home – Patrick Watson

I Found – Amber Run

Stay – Rihanna

Family Line – Conan Gray

Mum – Luke Hemmings

You Are a Memory – Message To Bears

Heal – Tom Odell

I love you – Billie Eilish

Silhouette – Aquilo

Euphor – Novo Amor

Alps – Novo Amor

Need 2 – Pinegrove

Let Me Breathe – Georgia Cavallo
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CHAPTER 1
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Erase his touch

Maybe I was just too tired to keep lying to myself and pretending that I didn’t feel anything at all.


[image: ]


No matter how many times I told myself I was okay, the truth was that my heart was breaking apart every time he didn’t answer my texts or calls, every time I thought about it over and over again. Trying to convince myself that he had moved on and was happy, it now felt like a losing battle. Every part of me wanted him back in my life, but I was scared of how he would react if I told him the truth. I had to make a decision. I knew it wouldn’t be easy and that it could possibly ruin our “friendship” forever if things didn’t work out the way I wanted them to. But at least that way, I wouldn’t have any regrets or questions.

In a way I wanted him to be happy and that was not possible with me. With a heavy heart, I forced myself to write him a letter. It took me hours to get all my feelings down on paper, but eventually I had it. My next step was nerve wracking, at least for me; I had to figure out how and when I should give it to him. After much deliberation, I decided that the best way would be face-to-face. But how could I face him after all what happened? Also, I couldn’t face him, even if I wanted to. He had gone straight to England after our breakup. And I knew that if I didn’t do it now, I would never do it. So, I took a few deep breaths and decided to take the plunge. I walked up to his house, rehearsing what I wanted to say to his mom, if I gave her the letter over and over again in my head. I was about to knock on the door when my heart started racing faster than ever before. Suddenly, all my courage vanished, and I found myself unable to move anymore. An old memory flashed in front of my eyes, and I couldn’t. I couldn’t give him that letter because I knew I wasn’t enough. I was nothing more than a piece of his past, a piece that he had moved on from.

Turning away from the door, I pulled out the letter and tore it to shreds. As each piece fell, all of my anxiety disappeared, and peace filled me up instead, at least for a moment. With each tear the memories faded away until there was nothing left but acceptance of what had happened. And I hoped it would hold on for a long time, but I knew that it wasn’t that easy.

And maybe it was the right decision, but only maybe. And that “maybe” was killing me slowly. What if he still wanted me?

With less motivation and energy, I went to my training that day. When I entered the ice rink, a cool but pleasant air came towards me. It was the air that made me breathe again, this cold blew away all the worries I was carrying around with me. My blades sliced through the ice, carving silence into the rink and my restless mind. With each glide, the chaos inside me melted away, it shrunk, leaving nothing but the rhythmic hum of the ice beneath me. Finally, my mind was at peace, and all my worries were left at the side of the rink. As my body warmed up, I could feel the tension leave. All the stresses and strains from the previous days, even weeks, seemed to melt away. I was free. Free to do whatever my heart desired, to do what I loved the most, to be one with the music, to skate.

My coach called my name, and the music started. I moved to the middle of the ice, took a deep breath, and got ready. The first notes of the music started; I closed my eyes and began to glide across the ice. I let the music guide me, and as the melody grew stronger and stronger, I knew it was time. With a quick jump, I gained speed, faster and faster, until the moment was right. Then I let go, and for a brief second, I felt weightless, as if the air was holding me up. As I touched the ice, the cold surface brought me back down, but still, I kept my momentum going. At first, I slid backwards outwards, on my right leg. Then I moved my left foot in the forward direction, shifting pressure to the forward-outward edge. During the jump, I swung out my arms vigorously, at the same time I brought my right leg to bent with momentum and close to the standing leg. In the air, I then made a 540° turn, bringing my legs close together so that the right leg was slightly bent on the left leg. After that I made a clean landing and took a deep breath. I did it.

«That was a nearly perfect Axel,» I heard my coach say while he was clapping.

I’ve been on the ice since I was two years old. The cold, slippery feeling of it, the way it lets me move faster than humanly possible, the roar of the crowd... it’s what I lived for. It was what my family wanted me to live for.

To live for that sport and not for myself.
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The next morning, I woke up with a heavy heart. As I looked out of the window, my eyes filled with tears and all I could think about was him. But it no longer mattered if he had moved on from me, now it was my turn to move on as well. I knew I had to piece together the fragments of my broken heart and find a way to keep going. My friends were there for me, trying their best to console me with words that didn’t even come close. But still, just knowing they were there helped more than they could ever know. Because that’s how I knew I wasn’t as alone as I thought, or even as I felt. I should begin to slowly step out of my comfort zone and check in with the people who have been around me. They were still there, cheering me on. It felt like they were waving signs that said, “You got this!” and “We believe in you.” I felt a sense of warmth wrapping around my heart for the first time in so long. This warmth wrap couldn’t heal my heart, but it was holding it together, so it wouldn’t fall into more pieces. I should start to accept that even though my loneliness still lingered, my friends were with me. Maybe it was worth trying.

But now I needed to get to school, and the thought of walking that path alone filled me with fear. For so long he walked that way right beside me. I was so scared of being judged or laughed at, but I subsequently realized that it was a journey I have to take for myself and who would even care. I took a deep breath and started my walk down the familiar lane. Time passed by and every step felt slightly harder as my worries began to consume me. Usually, I didn’t care what others thought, but that time it was different, and I didn’t know why. It just felt so different.

I was lost in these thoughts when suddenly I heard someone call out my name. When I looked up, I saw my neighbor who never really talked to me, even though our parents were good friends. So, I wondered why he was calling with such a kind voice now.

«Why do you look so down? I am sure, whatever it is, it is definitely not worth worrying that much.»

He then searched for my eyes as if he was asking for permission to continue talking.

«I mean nothing works out like we planned it, but everything eventually works out for the best at the end of the day.» He said with a tender voice.

I didn’t know if he was serious or just found it funny. But I have to say he had managed to tear me out of my thoughts.

I had only seen him a few fleeting times while running. He was on the track and field team and often jogged around the neighborhood in the morning. Luke was tall and had a good body build, his honey brown eyes were lighting up his whole face while his slightly curled dark brown hair seemed so soft. Sometimes I had the urge to just touch it, I wanted to know if it was really fluffy.

«I think you should make your way to school now.» He spoke.

«It won’t do anyone any good if you keep wallowing in self-doubt!»

Weird. I smiled a bit, still not sure what to think of his sudden change of heart but it felt nice hearing someone tell me that life was worth living. I thanked him and made my way towards school feeling hopeful despite all the obstacles who were still in my way.

I soon reached the school and entered the classroom, some friends of mine were already there, chatting away and were fortunately seemingly unaware of what had just happened with my neighbor. It was not like they would know out of nowhere. It wasn’t like I was super happy that he talked to me or something like that, it just was weird, but not in a bad way. I was glad that they weren’t aware of how vulnerable I had been feeling moments ago. At least with a renewed sense of optimism, I took my seat and prepared to start a new day at school. Unfortunately, my thoughts kept wandering to my oh-so-great neighbor, to that crazy runner. He went to another school, which is why we didn’t know each other so well, but that wasn’t an excuse, because on the other hand, we’ve been neighbors for three years now. When I thought about my lack of knowledge about him, the teacher started the class. When she started to teach us some essential facts about Japanese culture. I had dived back into my world of thoughts, this guy just didn’t get out of my head, and it was getting on my nerves.

But at that moment I had other problems that I had to deal with, so the thoughts of him passed after some time. I tried my best to listen to the teacher’s lectures and take notes at the same time. She was explaining in detail about Japanese traditions and customs while I was looking around in the class. Suddenly, my eyes caught the view of a friend of mine. Devin. He was sitting at the back, doodling in his notebook and somehow, I felt relieved. I couldn’t explain why but it just made me feel better, I think it was just good to have a best friend on your side. I waved and smiled, signaling him to come over to me because we had a little break. When he eventually reached my desk, he revealed that he had discovered something strange a few days ago while exploring around town and since then he couldn’t stop talking. All I could do was to listen.

«May, are you even listening?»

Startled, I looked up from my notebook to see him looking at me with an amused expression on his face. His eyes twinkled with curiosity and excitement as he continued talking. He had heard rumors of Leyna cheating on Kai. The two were not only the most “famous” couple at our school but were also quite assholes. At least we didn’t like them. Both of them had quite an attitude.

«But why should I care?» I asked him skeptically. He shrugged.

«Curiosity, mostly. And don’t tell me you haven’t noticed the tension between them lately; it’s practically palpable around them. Plus, I can tell you this from personal experience: when two people break up, it doesn’t just affect those two people-it affects everyone in their lives as well.»

«I know that! You’re not the only one who’s ever been in a relationship, Devin.»

«Sorry I forgot...»

I sighed, suddenly feeling a wave of emotion. This was one of those times when I wished I could be more like Devin-carefree and eager to learn about the drama around us. At least it made school a bit more interesting.

«So, could you please keep an eye on them? You’re with Leyna in some courses. I really want to know what’s going on between them.» He said with a begging expression.

«Fine,» I said finally, «I’ll keep an eye on them.» Devin grinned in response.

He may be a bit too nosy sometimes, but I appreciated his ability to move on from one drama to the next so quickly. Even though I thought sometimes it was just a mask.
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The rest of the day was uneventful, but as classes ended and everyone began filing out of school, I noticed something strange in the air, the two people at the center of Devin’s drama were walking side by side. Maybe he was wrong. Too bad, I thought we were finally rid of this horrible couple. I felt an intense curiosity come over me, and before I knew it, I was following them. Weaving through the crowded hallways until we reached the back of the school by the fields. They stopped in front of a small stone monument that marked some forgotten part of history. The figure on top of it had been defaced with ugly graffiti, but that was not the point.

Here I was, a girl who was too shy to talk to her ex but was stalking other people. Then I looked at them again. I couldn’t help but wonder what had brought them here. The two exchanged a few whispers before they both looked up to the sky. A flock of birds flew overhead, and there was something in their eyes that seemed to say goodbye. Maybe that was their way of concluding with each other. I watched as the two slowly began to leave. When the gap between us widened, my heart began to hurt.

The two were able to conclude with each other, to do what I could never do with my now ex-boyfriend.

I was left alone with my persistent thoughts. I knew what I had to do, if only I was able to muster the courage, then things would be different. But here I am, watching time go by without doing anything about it. Soon enough, that moment passed, and reality dawned on me again. I didn’t know why I followed the two, probably just so that Devin didn’t hate me for going against our agreement. Or maybe because I wanted to see how it could have turned out with my ex and me, I didn’t know. But I decided to not waste anymore thoughts on him.

«So, stop it!» I said to myself.

«What should stop?», a rough and familiar voice sounded behind me, a voice that I knew far too well.

I froze. My heart sunk into my stomach as he stepped towards me, his eyes burning with intensity. His dark hair was a bit longer than before and he looked slightly different but the familiarity that shone in those eyes had never changed. I could barely believe what I was seeing and couldn’t stop myself from shaking a little.

It was Cole.
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CHAPTER 2
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Staring back on what we were

I thought he was in England.

«What are you doing here?» I asked, my voice a bit unsteady.

He didn’t answer me right away.

Instead, he walked closer and said softly, «I had to come back.»

He paused just briefly before continuing.

«You have no idea how much I’ve missed you.»

My heart started beating faster and faster. I wanted to believe him. I wanted to run into his arms and kiss him until all these sorrows faded away with the wind. But I just couldn’t, in the end I came to realize that it would just not work, and it never could. Not for him, not for me and especially not for us. I definitely wasn’t over him at that point, but it was my goal.

«You don’t get to do this, Cole,» I snapped, my voice trembling.

«You don’t get to walk away, disappear for months, and then show up like nothing’s changed.» I said, anger rising in my voice, trying to believe my own words.

«What is your fucking problem?» I added.

He seemed taken aback by my words and opened his mouth as if he wanted to say something but then closed it again. He sighed deeply before continuing,

«Look, I know what happened between us was wrong, but I promise you that I came back to make things right.» he said while looking deep into my eyes.

«But it was you who said that got over us!» I said, not sure what to believe.

«I did, but that doesn’t mean I stopped caring about you or that our relationship meant nothing to me. I know I said that I still wanted to be friends with you, but I realized in England that a friendship might not be enough for me after all.» he replied earnestly.

«Look…I’m here now and if you’ll allow it, I’d like to prove it to you.»

He stepped forward and gently took my hands in his own, but as soon as it happened, I slapped his hands away.

«Don’t you dare,» I said, stepping back.

«I don’t want to do this again. We already tried it once and it didn’t work out.»

I could not do it a second time.

He nodded in understanding, but he still seemed determined and a little bit hopeful.

«This time will be different,» he promised me.

«Give me a chance and I won’t let you down. I’ll prove to you that I’m here for you and won’t make the same mistakes again.»

I wanted to believe him, but at the same time, I was afraid of getting hurt again. Actually, I was the one who wanted to get back with him, but when he was standing in front of me at that moment, I just wanted to get away from him. After a few moments of silence had passed between us, he spoke once more.

«Just give me one more chance,» he pleaded.

«But I just can’t do it, it’s not that I don’t miss it. But I’m just not able to give you or even us a second chance. And if you really care about me then let me go.» I said with tears in my eyes.

He looked me dead in the eyes and said «Even if you don’t believe it yourself, I still love you. No matter how much time passes, I will never forget what we had together and the memories we shared. Please don’t push me away like this…I want to try it again».

«It’s not a thing of believing; it’s a thing of realization. If you loved me for even one second, you would have known how miserable I felt. You and your empty promises, I just can’t do that anymore. And yes, I realized that just now, love let me believe that it was normal. But it’s definitely not.» I replied, determined to avoid the sadness of a broken relationship.

Now I finally realized our situation. Even if I miss the time together, I don’t want to go back to that time now that I see him.

«You were in England when I cried my eyes out all these nights, and you say you cared. You didn’t even text me once.» I continued, my voice sounding desperate and weak.

«I just needed some time,» came like dry words from his lips, without meaning and just as an excuse.

«You had time, but all you used it for was running away. Running away from your problems, running away from me, from yourself, from us!»

He looked taken aback by my outburst, but he still remained silent. He was always good at being silent.

«I don’t expect you to understand why this is difficult for me,» I said quietly.

«But all that I ask for is that you just try to remember. Try to remember a situation in which you put my needs above yours. Just One!»

My heart sank as he slowly shook his head in refusal.

What did I even expect? And so, the last spark of hope I had for him died. And maybe that was my way of concluding with him. Maybe I didn’t need glances and whispers, maybe I just need that. I turned around and walked away, not looking back, not this time. I had to get out of there before I truly burst into tears again. The thought of the last moments together lingering in my mind as I grabbed a taxi and drove home. Our conversation didn’t go as I wanted but maybe it was right that way.
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As soon as I got home, I stormed through our garden gate and hoped my crying face would not be discovered by anyone. I was emotionally exhausted and all I could think of was curling up in my bed and letting the tears come out. I stumbled to my bedroom, unable to focus on anything else. Dropping onto my bed I let out all the tears I had kept back before. It felt like an eternity of grief and sorrow, a void that no words would be able to fill. Eventually the tears began to slow down and all that remained was a lingering headache. My head began to slowly clear, allowing me to think about what I wanted for the future. It was not that I didn’t have any feelings for him anymore, but I knew that I would feel better if I left him behind. I was just too dependent on him. It was time to stop waiting for someone else to fix me. If I wanted to heal, I had to start taking back control step by fragile step. It was never too late to start over again, rebuild my life and maybe find a better version of myself. Even though my situation was still chaotic, knowing that I had the strength to go through with it gave me a newfound hope and motivation. My life isn’t over yet, and I had the control to steer it in whatever direction I wanted. I thought about the possibilities and opportunities that were open to me, that were open to everyone who wanted to make a change in their life. I felt a sense of freedom wash over me. I was excited but it was also a bit overwhelming. So much had changed in such a short space of time! I decided to start with a clean slate. I was going to make some positive changes in my life and take more risks. I wanted to set goals for myself. At that moment I just needed my best friend but before I even had the chance to text Devin, I fell asleep.

Devin had been one of my closest friends for years, but lately we somehow grew apart. I’ve just been too busy with myself and the breakup with Cole. I decided to take a step and send him a text. I asked if he wanted to grab lunch later that day. Much to my surprise, he seemed genuinely excited about catching up with me. We agreed to meet at an old spot we used to hang out. When I got there, it was almost like no time had passed since we had our last lunch together. We saw each other every day at school and talked to each other a lot, but you couldn’t compare that to our friendship before. I still saw him as my best friend and it was good to have him, but I felt like I didn’t appreciate him as much as I should have. The more we talked, the more I realized how much I truly missed him, how much I missed those moments. He was a reminder of simpler times when things didn’t seem so complicated. Devin challenged me to think differently about life; he was an optimist for sure but also believed in taking risks and not being afraid to fail.

Half an hour after I arrived, my phone vibrated with an incoming call from an unknown number. I quickly excused myself from Devin and answered the call. My heart sank a little as I heard her voice on the other end of the line. She was an old friend of mine and had been in a nasty car accident a few years ago that left her with severe internal injuries. Unfortunately, we lost contact from that point on. She got my number through an old classmate, and she wanted to know how I was doing. Mina and I used to be good friends until life came in between. I had always wished back then that this friendship would be preserved, but it probably shouldn’t be. But the main thing was that she was doing well again. After a while, I ended the call and went back to Devin. He was still sitting in the same spot when I returned, a concerned look on his face was looking at me. He knew how close Mina and I had been through our school years, so he already understood by my expression that the phone call confused me a bit.

«What happened, I heard you say the name Mina?» He asked cautiously.

«Nothing happened, she just wanted to know how I was doing, and I realized that we would still be friends if I hadn’t wasted all my time on Cole.» I replied.

Devin seemed to be relieved by my answer.

He nodded in agreement and said, «That’s true, but you can’t blame yourself for the time you spent with Cole. Everyone makes mistakes in their relationships and learns from them. That’s all part of life.»

His words were reassuring, and I was grateful for his understanding, but still.

«And now that we are finally getting into a “real” conversation, how are you?» Devin asked.

I put on a smile and said, «I’m doing great, actually. I just had a really good training session yesterday. It was a lot of fun and really helped clear my head.»

I didn’t want to talk about the fact that it had been an escape from my thoughts about Cole. I told him quite clearly that I realized that it was just not right for me, but I still wanted to feel the feeling of security again. Our relationship wasn’t always as fragile as it was in the end, and I just didn’t want it to be true. I knew that I’d be lying if I said that I didn’t want to go back to that time when everything was still good. After some talking, he gave me a hug and said that he was sorry things had turned out the way they did. Devin knew it didn’t make sense for either of us to cling on to something that was clearly over. And that I had to give myself time. They always said a broken heart would hurt, but they never said it wouldn’t heal.
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As I came back, I stared at my pinboard which held many memories from my past and noticed that I had been surrounded by so much love, even when the situation was unbearable. So, I decided to put faith in those who cared for me and believe that one day things would eventually become alright again. I wanted to start to invest my energy in things that made me happy, like reading, listening to music, painting, and writing. I threw myself into creativity and eventually discovered a newfound joy in life. Slowly but surely, healing began to take place. It was a slow process but every day I reminded myself of the final goal, being able to love again without feeling scared or being worried about the pain that comes with it.
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It has only been two weeks since I got completely involved with myself. I just let it happen without forcing anything. I’ve learned that forcing anything only leads to disappointment and frustration. So instead, every day I just live a little better than the day before, step after step. I was finally actively taking part in things that make me happier, going for walks in nature, trying out new recipes, learning something new every day. Small changes started making an impact on my overall outlook, I felt more energized and motivated. I’m learning to appreciate myself more and I was finally starting to see worth in the things that made me unique, my story, my vulnerabilities, and even my mistakes.
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School was still boring, but Devin made it easier for me. His life-loving nature aroused something in me and reminded me why I loved spending time with him so much. But our popular school couple had really broken up and now Devin was constantly looking for new stories or rumors. Even if I didn’t really care, I noticed that I didn’t run into my oh so great neighbor Luke anymore. When I was at his house recently because our parents had arranged to have coffee together, his mother only said that he would come back next week. His mom said he was with the basketball team on some kind of trip. I knew that he was in the basketball team, but I also knew that the basketball team wasn’t on a trip at that time. And there they were again.

Lies.

Sentences or just some little words that people use to make their life easier.
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CHAPTER 3
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Favorite color

That was two weeks ago. When I asked Devin if he had any clue about what happened, he only said that Luke moved out with his bags in the middle of the night without saying anything. Devin’s friend also played in Lukes team, so I knew he heard some things. It was not like I was stalking him or something like that, but all that seemed to be weird. Through his little sister, whom I was babysitting for a few days a week, I knew that something was going on. All we knew was that no one had seen him since then and also nobody seemed to know where he was going or why he left. But now I could only narrowly escape Devin’s questions about why I was interested in it. The excuse that my parents were worried about him because he was the neighbor’s son was enough to calm him down. I couldn’t help but feel a bit worried about him. We had been neighbors for almost three and a half years. Even though Luke and I weren’t really that close, he had always been a reliable person who would take care of any issue without hesitation. He was often helping my mom bringing the groceries in when I wasn’t there. But now it seemed like he didn’t want to be found which made me even more concerned. But no one seemed to know anything, which only made the whole thing more confusing.
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Eventually, another neighbor told me that he thought he saw Luke a few minutes ago walking up a path leading into the woods. I followed the direction he gave me, and sure enough, there was Luke sitting on a park bench in the middle of nowhere. When I called out his name, he looked at me, a bit confused to see me.

«What are you doing out here?» I asked him.

And then I questioned myself. What the hell was I doing?

He hesitated for a moment but then finally answered me. He explained that his parents were getting divorced, and he needed some time for himself to think about everything that was going on in his life.

«But your parents still look happy together.»

As soon as these words left my lips, I regretted it. I could see that he was choking back tears. I could see him struggle.

«I thought so too, until I saw the two of them arguing.» he said.

He then told me about the constant arguing between his parents when he and his sister were already in bed and how they were slowly drifting apart. It had been going on for months, but they still tried to put up a happy face for the sake of Luke and his little sister. He said he felt helpless and wished there was something he could do to make things better. Unsure what to do I just offered him a hug and told
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