

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 myself

You are enough




Be loud for those who stay hidden in the silence.

Be the light for those who lost themself in the darkness.

Be the voice for those who are never heard.

And hope for those who have forgotten how to dream.




Playlist

Scan me to get to the playlist
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Look After You – The Fray

Iris – The Goo Goo Dolls

You Found Me – The Fray

Fine Line – Harry Styles

I miss you, I´m sorry – Gracie Abrams

Hometown Glory – Adele

Sailor Song – Gigi Perez

Fable – Gigi Perez

The Cut That Always Bleeds – Conan Gray

The Winner Is… – DeVotchKa

Sweater Weather – The Neighbourhood

Back to friends – sombr

Unsteady – X Ambassadors

Where´s My Love – SYML

Willow Tree March – The Paper Kites

Bad Dreams – Faouzia

Breathing – Jamie Duffy

I Just Want You – Mercuzio Pianist

RUNNING – NF

Indigo – Sam Barber

Call your Mom – Noah Kahan

Rescue – Lauren Daigle

Carry You – Ruelle

I Found – Amber Run

Anchor – Novo Amor

Constellations – Jade LeMac

Heal – Tom Odell

Mr. Brightside – The Killers

The Hearts Wants What It Wants – TommyMuzzic

Fire On Fire – Sam Smith

The Wisp Sings – Winter Aid

Look After You – Aron Wright

Doubt – Twenty One Pilots

The Exit – Conan Gray

Love In The Dark – Adele

Happier Than Ever – Billie Eilish

Please Be Rude – Gigi Perez

With You – Dean Lewis

Light – Sleeping At Last

Every Words – Ivan Castro

I Wanted to Leave – SYML

Let Down – Radiohead

Nothing breaks Like a Heart – Mark Ronson

Friends – Chase Atlantic

She Knows – Ne-Yo

Lights Down Low – Maejor

Shameless – Chamila Cabello

Eternity – Alex Warren

Use Somebody – Kings of Leon

Not Strong Enough – boygenius

Brother – Matt Corby

FALLING FOR YOUR EYES – DA TI

Wish That You Were Here – Florence

Can´t Pretend – Tom Odell

Sing Like Madonna – Sebastian Schub
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What happened in the last book:

After May and Luke finally found each other, a tragic accident drove them far apart. While Luke forgot May, the person he loved, May had to learn to live with the fact that she was the one he could no longer remember. While Luke’s friends thought it was all her fault, the only person she could talk to was Devin, her best friend. But it seemed like destiny still wasn’t done with her, because just after she had adjusted to her new life, Devin ended up dying in a car crash, leaving her alone. Surviving the accident that killed him weighed heavily on her shoulders. The only thing that made her past with Luke seem easier was the fact that her family moved to Germany for a while for her figure skating career.
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CHAPTER 1

May
 Locked doors

It has been 30 days and 6 hours since I left and went to Germany, leaving everything that happened behind me. Even though I left the country behind, my broken dreams and memories were still haunting me every day and every night. I felt them in every breath I took and every step I made, I just couldn’t escape them. I knew that they were a part of my story, a part of my life. In the end you couldn’t tell a story without the beginning, but some memories are destined to be buried in your past. Normally, I wasn’t lost so deep in myself, I learned how to make the best out of my situation and how to live with it. But that day was Devin’s funeral. It was the day I needed to bury my best friend, the one person who always supported me in every kind of situation. He was the one who dressed me in his poetic words that made every oh so terrible second of my life doable. And at this moment all I could do was to look up to the stars and remember him. To remember his kind smile, the loving hugs, his smell, how his eyes sparkled every time he saw me and his voice. And it broke my heart to slowly forget about the small things about him, because they were what made him him. A few weeks after he died, I named a star after him, now he is really shining on the night sky like no other star. Even if I couldn’t see him, I knew that he was there watching over me.

I was still sitting in the car trying to calm down a bit. I knew that he was dead, but after that day the door to our past was forcefully closed by life. And not only closed but also locked. Maybe my mind could still not fully believe that he was really dead. That he still held a place in my heart but didn’t have one in my future.

As I finally got out of the car and forced myself to walk towards the funeral, cold sweat covered me like a second skin. I could feel my heartbeat getting faster and faster and feel my breath changing with that. As I walked past other people, I couldn’t bring myself to look into their faces, I knew that if my eyes would catch their views reality would hit once again. And at that moment I just couldn’t take it.

While his coffin was embedded in the earth, my tears nearly drowned me in their sorrow. After a while, everyone could say goodbye one last time, one final last time. His dad walked up first and with trembling hands accompanied by tears streaming down his face he threw a red rose on top of the coffin. Devin had a hard time living with his dad, but he also was just a human being. A human being who just lost his one and only son. When it was my time, I could feel my body freeze, and I needed to catch my breath before being able to take a step. This step was the move which locked the door. It felt so heavy on me until I thought of Devin gentle words that covered me in a comfortable blanket, warming up my freezing body. With the rose I also threw some tiny stars on top of the coffin. As I looked up, my eyes met the ones from Devin’s dad and that helped me to step back again. Walking back felt like I abandoned him, and I needed to control myself not to run to the coffin again. My eyes were already swollen and painted with a red color, and I could feel them stinging. All these tears.

After the funeral was over, I was still sitting by his grave, talking to him as if he would still be alive.

«May you find your peace in the stars,» I whispered with my broken voice.

It was time for me to go and even if it felt like the hardest step ever, I tried to get up. But suddenly my view went all blurry, and I lost my balance. But before I could fall somebody caught me in the last second. And I never wanted to open my eyes again. Because I knew him, I knew how his skin felt and how he smelled. Before he could even say a word, I knew exactly how he sounded like. And even though my eyes were closed I saw him.

Luke.
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CHAPTER 2

Luke
 Broken wings

She looked so fragile while she was sitting next to that grave. That girl reminded me of a little butterfly with broken wings who wasn’t able to fly anymore. As I wanted to walk away, I just noticed how her body was about to fall and thankfully I could catch her at the last moment. Her body felt tense and way to light for a girl her age. For a second it felt like time stood still and a strange feeling was spreading through my body. She somehow felt familiar. It felt like I knew her touch and how she smelled like. Yet we were strangers. After some time, she broke the silence with her broken voice.

«Thanks,» was the word she said while avoiding looking at me.

Her voice was filled with sadness and covered in sorrow. But what was strange was that I expected what she sounded like, she felt like a long-forgotten memory of my past.

«You are welcome,» I answered while letting a polite smile dance on my lips even though she didn’t see it, after all it was just a habit.

Later that day I helped my little sister Rya with her homework, while trying to forget that next year I would also need to go to school again. Because of my accident the hospital recommended that I should stay at home for about eleven months. That didn’t mean I would have no school at all during that time – I was just home schooled. But even just thinking about being around all those people again gave me goosebumps. I was just so sick of explaining to everybody what happened just to get those pitiful gazes. Our cat Hope pulled me out of my thoughts while trying to get some attention. I didn’t exactly remember how we got her, but some feeling was telling me that some good memories were connected to that little kitten.

«Luke, you were supposed to help me and not to pet Hope,» my sister bellowed while crossing her arms.

«Okay. Okay,» I let out with a chuckle.

Even though some memories of our past were still hiding somewhere, our bond didn’t change at all. Rya was still my beloved little sister – she was my everything. And seeing her so horrified months ago at the hospital scared the shit out of me. I never saw her so scared before in my entire life and hopefully I would never see her like that again.

My whole life felt like a big question mark. Even though everyone I knew was around me it felt like something was missing, it felt like someone was missing. The doctors said that I still didn’t regain all my memories, but at least I remembered every person in my life. So, who the hell was I missing? It was just driving me crazy.

Weeks went by and nothing changed, that strange feeling was still living inside of my heart. And it felt like it was holding the place for something else, for somebody else.
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«Luke? Are you even listening?» Liam said while looking at me.

«Sorry. What did you say again?» I asked.

«We were talking about the trip we are planning for next summer,» he explained while his eyes caught a worried expression.

I didn’t understand why everyone was always so worried about me.

The following days I really enjoyed the time with my friends, but at the same time it was so tiring. It always felt like the air was full of worries which didn’t let me breathe normally. And on top of that were these suffocating thoughts I nearly heard in every single step I made. Voices ringing in my head not letting me rest, not letting me find peace. It felt like something didn’t want me to finally rest.

Lost somewhere deep in myself I couldn't escape all of these voices. But suddenly a tiny furry animal pulled me out of my thoughts once again.

The little thing named Hope.
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«Luke, can you help me for a second?» Rya’s voice echoed through the air.

«Sure!» I quickly answered and went through her room, where her voice was coming from.

«Mom and dad are coming home every minute, and I promised to clean my room. Can you please help me?» she asked me while looking at me with eyes that sparkled like whole galaxies.

«Of course, sis.»

While I picked up all of her coloring books from the floor, she cleaned her desk. I was just about to put the books in one of her drawers as a note fell into my hands. It wasn’t in the best condition, but you could still clearly read what was standing on it.


Dear Luke,

Even if you don’t know who I am anymore. I love you with the depth of a thousand oceans, the breadth of ten galaxies, and the burning heat of an eternal flame. And I always will. All I want for you is to be happy.

-Your May



«Who is May?» I murmured.

My sister looked at me dumbfounded and quickly snatched the note out of my hands. An expression spread on her face that I couldn't read. She clearly concealed something from me.

8 months later
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CHAPTER 3

May
 Touching gazes

Each glide etched silence into the ice and my mind, a reprieve from the relentless storm inside me. It had been eight months since the funeral, and it had left nothing but that storm. It wasn't a storm made out of roaring voices or loud sounds – it was a storm made out of silence. Nothing but silence. For 243 days everything inside of me went completely quiet, it felt like everything shut down. And yeah, it got a little bit better with time, but just a little bit. The last eight months were hell on earth. Moving to Germany just for ice figure skating competitions was hard. While a private teacher took care of my education and my coach and father cared only about all these competitions, I didn’t have time for friends. I didn’t even have time for myself. Better, faster, and higher, that was everything that mattered. During that time, Aidan and I got pretty close, we only had each other in a foreign country. While he was just doing it because my father was paying him, I did it for Devin. I did it because it was the last thing he wished for, that I was dancing like a little star on that ice. I wasn’t shining for myself – I was only shining for him.
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As I got out of the plane, the warm air was kissing my skin. It was already October, but in Germany it was way colder than in the states. Back in my home country everything felt a tiny little bit better, a little bit more doable. I needed a moment until my brain could realize that I was really back and with that the feeling of finally arriving spread throughout my whole body. I was finally back again. During my stay in Germany the relationship between my parents and me worsened. And my brother hated me even more than before. Every time he looked at me, his eyes had insulted me in any possible way, they were filled with nothing but hate. My dad didn’t even need to look at me – I could feel his disappointment and anger in every step I took. And mom’s eyes finally lost their last spark, the last spark of hope, of love, of life. The only good thing was that I could finally go back to school. I could reconnect with some friends and maybe find new ones. But even though the thought felt like I was replacing Devin, it felt like I would forcefully fill that hole in my heart that was missing him. I knew that he would have wanted me to find some new friends, but it just felt so wrong.
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It was the first day of school when my parents told me that I couldn’t go back to my old school. They said that the school wasn’t allowing it. It was a private school, so they couldn’t accept everybody and because I was just home schooled the last eight months, they said my academic achievements weren’t good enough anymore. I never was the new one and I really hated that thought, but in the end, I couldn’t change it.

I needed to force myself to get out of the car as we arrived in front of the school. It was Luke’s old school and just brought up old memories that I didn’t want to remember. Memories that I just couldn’t remember.

«Whenever you see me, you don’t know me! I definitely don’t want to be connected to you in any kind of way,» James said with a rough voice before shutting the door of the car.

I took a deep breath even though I had the feeling that nothing could help me.

Walking through the school building was better than expected, at least I wouldn’t collapse in some corner because of all these memories that were nearly drowning me. But during the whole-time cold sweat clung to my skin like a thick layer. My body felt tense, and my chest was stinging like hell. I felt my hands tremble and my head ringing as if it would explode every second. With every single second it got worse, and I reached my limit before my first class even began.

You got this, just breathe, I said to myself while Devin’s voice was echoing in my head. His voice and the way he sounded like felt so near but far away at the same time. Like something that was right in front of my eyes but still couldn’t be touched at the same time.

And then I saw him.

Luke.

He was standing right next to Liam who was leaning against a wall. Luke’s brown hair was longer than before. He looked terrible, as if he was haunted by something. The dark circles under his eyes were clearly marking some sleepless night. And even if a smile would dance on his lips, it couldn’t reach his eyes. While not even a word left his mouth, his eyes were nearly screaming. Even though I was able to hear these screams I couldn’t understand them.

And then he saw me.
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CHAPTER 4

Luke
 Echoing sobs

Her long blond hair was like curtains that blocked the view to her eyes. Normally, I could recognize people by their eyes. But even without seeing hers, I was sure that she was the girl from the cemetery months ago. I didn’t know why I remembered her, but she was definitely that girl. The room was full of people, and my eyes still caught her sight, as if they were dedicated to her. As if it was their only purpose. Her sight felt so familiar even though we were just strangers. It was kind of weird.

When I looked back at Liam, I caught him looking at her too. But he didn’t look at her how strangers would look at each other. His eyes were just so full of emotions, as if he knew her. I saw how his body got tense, and an angry expression spread through his face while his eyes were twitching.

«Do you know her?» I asked him while I pointed in her direction.

«Nah, she just reminded me of someone.» He firmly said while shaking his head.

Lies.

I was so familiar with all these lies that I could smell them. And even if that was not the case, Liam and I have known each other since childhood. There was absolutely nothing I didn’t know about him, memory loss or not. He was my best friend, and I could read him like an open book. So, it just hurt more knowing that he was obviously lying.
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Eight hours never felt as long as that day, it felt like the time passed by in slow motion, every following second slower than the last one. Even though the accident happened a while ago, everyone was still walking on glass around me. To them I wasn’t Luke or a classmate, to them I was still only the boy who had lost his memories and nothing more. They didn’t talk to me with a normal voice, didn’t look at me with a normal expression, to them I wasn’t “normal” anymore. And even if I would have regained all my memories, their behavior would have probably never changed. Everybody just remembered me as the boy who had lost his memory. And I was so sick of it. Something deep inside of me wished that I was more than that, I really hoped that I was more than that. But in the end, I wasn't sure myself who I even was.

Later that day I walked through the empty school, I was passing classrooms, the cafeteria, and some toilets. While the others were sitting in their classes I needed to stretch my legs, so I just asked if I could step out for a minute. The only good thing about my situation was that the teachers couldn’t say “no” to me anymore. Me, the poor boy. Step after step I was finally able to breathe again, all these eyes that were laying on me for hours made the air way too heavy to breathe in. I began to love the silence. Nobody was asking me how I was feeling if I was fine or if I already regained all my memories. Nobody was pestering me with all their questions as if they had nothing else to do in their lives. I was so tired of it all. Was it really so hard for them to just concentrate on their own life?

The silence gave me a break, when everything went quiet, I could finally catch my breath again without battling with all these questions. The silence made all these question marks vanish into nothingness. Even though I could still feel their weight resting in my shoulders, they were not dancing anymore in front of my eyes letting me feel so fucking confused. So, I really enjoyed this moment, I let the silence seep into my exhausted body, drenching my soul and mind in its quietness. And the only thing I felt was peace.

As I was about to make my way back to class, a fragile sobbing behind a door made me stop. I could hear the trembling pain in her voice, and it made my heart ache like nothing else had ever. The sound wrenched my heart with every tone, leaving me behind with the need to comfort that girl, whoever she was. I didn’t want to hear her cry. I wanted to hold her in my arms and never let go again, but I didn’t know why. I didn’t see her face, but it felt like I was supposed to be by her side, making her feel alright. Something inside of me told me to dry her tears and ensure that she never ever cried alone again. Why the hell was I attached to a total stranger?

I stood there for a few more minutes, I just couldn't bring myself to even move an inch. I just wasn’t able to leave her side even though there was a door between us. But I had the feeling that she could sense me, that she knew that I was there. And after a while the sobbing stopped, now there was just silence between us both. I heard her trying to catch her breath and after that running water. She was probably rinsing of the tears trying to get rid of the red colors they left behind. I finally walked away with fast but unsteady steps – I knew that it would have been embarrassing for both of us if I stayed. But I still had the feeling that I helped her to calm down a little bit.
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Even hours after school ended the sound of her sobbing still echoed in my head. There were so many thoughts and questions crossing my mind not letting me rest. Did I know her? How did she look like? Why did she cry? Was she a part from my past that I still wasn't able to remember?

How could such a simple sound get into my bones like that? It just didn’t make sense at all. And there it was again, the feeling of missing something. It settled down somewhere deep in my heart, getting more present with every breath I took. It felt like a warning, like a sign to keep looking for the missing memories, as if I was missing something really important.
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I took the long way home trying to enjoy the moments of silence just a tiny little bit longer. As I arrived at our house I could hear an argument from our neighbors through an open window.

«Just because I’m your biological father doesn’t mean I owe you anything. A simple blood connection will not force me into any kind of father role. You want a dad? Then ask someone who actually wants to be one, because I didn´t sign up for it,» I heard a raging voice filled with anger scream.

His words just... stung. I could feel them like heavy weights pressing on my chest, stealing my breath away. I was unable to speak, as if he threw these words directly at me. I actually felt lost in the silence. After a moment I was finally able to move my frozen body again, even though my whole body was covered in goose bumps. As I made it through the door, I felt my heart race in my chest while my breath fastened. I didn’t know why these words, which weren’t even for me, had such a big impact on me. The last few days were really emotionally draining but without an explanation that gave it all sense. There was so much in life that didn’t make any sense.
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CHAPTER 5

May
 It’s okay to not be okay

His words cut me like sharp thorns, piercing my heart and soul with every single letter, letting tears being born in my eyes. Tears that burned in my eyes, hot and stinging. Finding their way down my face. And blinking only made it worse, each movement was just another sharp wave. The bitter heat blurred my vision more and more until it took my whole sight. But it wasn’t just the tears themselves – it was the ache behind them, the deep, smoldering pain that refused to be soothed. A pain caused by wounds that couldn’t heal, not even with time. In the end these tears were the only way my screaming heart could express itself. Because a heart doesn’t carry a voice, a heart made use of silent tears that felt louder than everything else.
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My father’s raging voice was still ringing inside of my head, when my alarm reminded me that another tiring day was beginning. I didn’t sleep last night – I couldn’t even close my eyes without seeing the image of that terrible man. With every day passing it just got worse, he just got worse. Every single word that left his mouth had something to do with not wanting to be my father and with me not being enough. It sounded like I wasn´t worth being called his daughter, his own flesh and blood. Something inside of him must have hated the idea of caring for me the same way he cared for James. I was always nothing and James everything. I thought I was used to it, the feeling of not being enough settled down in my heart a long time ago. At least I wished that I was used to it, but I was still waking up every day hoping that things would change. The little girl inside of me cried for it every single night, she was begging for nothing else. And I knew somewhere hidden behind all the darkness was still a spark of hope which didn’t die yet. Burning with a tiny flame, a flame that wasn’t able to spread any light or warmth, a flame that would be killed soon. But it fought to be seen, to be felt.
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That day I chose to walk to school, I couldn’t bear to sit in a car with people that despised me with their whole heart. And even if I was way too exhausted to walk, I somehow got to school on time.

As I arrived at school, I saw a young girl saying her goodbyes to her dad. Her little wave on which he answered with a big warm smile. He blew her kiss before she entered the school.

Oh, to be loved.

I took a deep shuddering breath trying to calm myself down a bit, but in the end, it couldn’t get worse than the day before. Because that day I broke down in the bathroom, everything was just too much. All the unfamiliar faces and classrooms, the fact that that was my first day of school back in America without Devin. And his sight. Seeing Luke but not being able to ask how he was if he was okay. Seeing him but being able to touch him, to hug him, to even let our eyes meet. To get lost in the eyes I fell in love with. All I could do was to love him from a distance, while trying my best to get rid of these feelings. The feelings that should no longer linger in my heart, feelings that didn’t have a chance to survive anymore. There was just no place for them.

What made the day even worse was the fact that I had a long training session that day. I once loved the ice rink from the bottom of my heart, it gave me some inner peace. Ice figure skating once let me feel. But now I wasn’t skating for myself anymore, no, I skated for Devin. I tried my best to make him proud. He gave me a reason to continue skating because he was the reason. Only thinking of him flooded my heart with emotions and I really wanted to cry.

The school bell rang, and I shuffled to class, my mind still tangled between Devin and the mess of my father’s words. Without paying any attention, I bumped into somebody and without needing to look up, I knew that I just walked straight into Luke. I could feel the air leave my lungs and my heart racing in my chest.

«Sorry,» Luke said and backed up.

My mouth went dry, and I forced my eyes to look anywhere but him.

«Are you okay?» he asked.

«Yeah, I’m fine,» were the only words I could bring myself to say.

Without letting my eyes meet his I walked away but was soon noticing that he was heading in the same direction. And now I was also sure that he was the guy behind that door the day before. The one who soothed my tears with presence. At least I wasn’t imagining things.
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It turned out we really did have a class together, because when I left the changing room, my eyes found him in the gym. We had sports together. And even though boys and girls are normally separated during sports, I would still see him. And I knew that my mind could never rest when there was a possibility for my eyes to catch his sight. Every single inch of me missed him like hell and it was tearing me apart, knowing that he didn’t even waste a thought on me. While I saw our past, our shared memories in him, he saw completely nothing in me, just a stranger.
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As I got out of school, I could see the rain dance with the sun while a wonderful rainbow was shining on my left. And as the rain was falling from the sky, I felt it could touch my skin. I caught Luke and Alice walking side by side sharing an umbrella while they exchanged warm smiles. My eyes got wet, and my sight went blurry, but that was not the rain. It was just me crying over him again. Suddenly a warm hand was covering my eyes not letting me see those two. Even though the air was filled with silence the rain was so loud. Louder than my tears, so I just let them run. The hand didn’t move an inch and from the beginning I knew it was Aidan. After some time, I turned around to take a look at him.

«You look stunning even with tears streaming down your face,» his soft voice was pronouncing as soon as his eyes found mine.

A small smile danced upon my lips as I heard the words, he just said to comfort me.

«I’m okay.» I spoke.

«You sound like you want to convince yourself and not me,» Aidan answered.

He was right, but I hoped that someday I could fool myself to believe those lies as if they were the truth.

«Come here,» he murmured and opened his arms to hold me.

I hesitated for a short moment, my mind racing with a thousand thoughts, but the pull of his warmth was just too strong to resist. So slowly, I moved into his embrace, letting the tension in my body melt away as his
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