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	Foreword

	 

	There are books that do not begin on the first page.

	They begin in the wound that had remained open long before, in the gaze that could no longer forget, in the silence that one night still seemed bearable and by the next day had become unbearable.

	Book 4 arises from exactly that.

	Not from a hard-won peace.

	Not from a story that has already been resolved.

	It arises from the moment when one realizes that love does not disappear just because it hurts, and that pain does not always destroy: sometimes it reveals. It reveals who stays, who flees, who promises, who falls silent, and who finally learns to look directly at themselves when there is no excuse left behind which they can hide.

	This book is not about perfection.

	It is about desire, about fear, about loss, about bodies seeking one another so they will not break, about distances that weigh more heavily than words, and about feelings that arrive without asking permission and change everything. It is about hope when it already seems foolish to keep believing. It is about disappointment when it falls exactly upon what had been most idealized. It is about the human heart, which is sometimes brave and sometimes only tired, even as it keeps beating with a loyalty that is frightening.

	 

	Within these pages, there are no flawless heroes.

	There are people who love too much, who doubt too much, who make mistakes, who return, who fall again and yet never stop longing for something real. There are nights that promise shelter, and mornings that demand decisions. There are names that become fire, shadow, memory, guilt. And there is one question that runs through every chapter like a hidden current:

	What remains of us when we can no longer lie to ourselves?

	Book 4 is more intimate, more exposed, more aware.

	It does not try to beautify the cracks. It shows them. It does not try to offer easy answers. It would rather remain where the soul trembles, where love stops being fantasy and becomes a trial. For to love truly does not always mean being loved in return. Sometimes it means enduring the truth. Sometimes it means letting go. Sometimes it means staying. And sometimes it means discovering that the most difficult person one ever had to hold was oneself.

	This book is for all those who waited for a call that never came.

	For all those who turned a gesture into hope.

	For all those who loved someone who awakened a sleeping part of the soul.

	For all those who have felt too intense for this world and still refused to stop feeling.

	And also for all those who have understood that growing up does not only mean surviving the pain, but also learning not to lose oneself within it.

	 

	Thank you for still being here.

	Thank you for stepping into this story once again, with an open heart and a brave gaze.

	Thank you for daring to walk with me through this part of the journey as well.

	Welcome to Book 4.

	 

	M. E. Capwell
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Chapter 1 – The Silence Before the Door

	 

	It is still September 9, 2000, 7:54 p.m. The hallway of hell breathes cold smoke, somewhere a glass clinks, and inside me something clinks along with it.

	I knock on John’s door. For the second time that day. His steps come closer, a shadow briefly under the gap, then the door opens.

	He studies me once, without hurry, as if reading the edges of a letter he already knows by heart.

	“You made a decision?” he asks.

	“I don’t know if it’s the right one,” I say. “Aron hasn’t gotten in touch until now. To me, that feels like a sign. Miri has won. I love him, but whoever loves lets go when it begins to tip. Fighting for a love that is no longer carried by both sides ends up cutting everything apart. Maybe it’s better if we break up. Maybe then we can become friends. As much as I love him, I can feel that I don’t mean anything to him anymore. This decision will be final. I only want one thing: for Miri to accept us.”

	John does not step back. He stays in the doorway, half light, half hallway, and lets the sentence breathe.

	“Are you sure silence really means surrender?” he asks quietly. “Or is it just fear, the thing you read faster than words?”

	 

	I take a breath. Sparkling wine from downstairs, rain from outside, memory from everywhere. “I can’t beg anymore,” I say. “Not for time, not for space, not for a we wedged between names that won’t disappear. I’ve waited long enough. Today I don’t want to keep waiting until hope turns into something that devours me.”

	John nods almost imperceptibly. “If you leave, then leave upright,” he says. “Tell him what is written inside you. No scene. No poison left over. Only truth.”

	For a moment we stand there wordless, the door between us a thin frame against a loud world.

	Inside me, images gather: Aron’s laugh, the one that belonged only to me, his forehead against mine, his messages that I saved like proof that closeness was not always imagination.

	And between them Miri, the firm grip she had on his evenings, the way old stories make the present smaller.

	I can feel my heart beating more quietly. Not from indifference, from clarity.

	“If you love him, you have to believe him,” John says. “And if you don’t believe him anymore, then you have to believe yourself.”

	I nod. “I don’t want to be the second choice anymore.” The sentence stands in the room like a candle burning for the first time without flickering.

	“Then shape it in a way that does not wound, but reveals,” he says. “Call him. Meet him. Today. No running, no test, no silence as punishment. You have a voice. Use it.”

	 

	His hand touches my forearm for a brief moment. A short, sober warmth. Not a promise to save me. A reminder that I can do it myself.

	I walk back up the hallway, step by step, into my apartment again. The door falls shut behind me, the rain draws lines on the window as if it is writing along with me.

	My diary lies on the table, open, the fountain pen lying across the last line. Beside it my phone, silent, carrying the weight of a stone. I sit down. My pulse is calm, surprisingly calm, as though the trembling has understood that today it will not be in charge.

	I think of everything we had, everything we failed to protect, and what we might still be able to save if we speak honestly now.

	No ultimatum. No either-or. A sentence that comes from me and not from my fear.

	I pick up the phone and see my reflection in the black display. My face looks older than it did that morning, not tired, only freer. I press Call.

	It rings. Once. Twice. Three times.

	With every tone, the hallway from before grows quieter inside me.

	“Aiden?” Aron says when he answers. His voice has that deep, careful timbre it gets when something matters.

	 

	 

	“Yes,” I say. “It’s me. Listen. I love you. I want us to talk. Tonight. Without an audience, without old names in the background. If you want, I’ll come to you. If you don’t, tell me now. I’m not running after you anymore. I’m not running away either. I’m standing here, and this is my place.”

	On the other end he takes a breath. The rain at my window keeps going, as though it has its own rhythm.

	In that moment I understand that decisions do not come with thunder. They come when you finally grow still.

	“Come,” Aron says. “Now.”

	I hang up. I stand up. I take my jacket, my keys, my diary. Hell outside is wetter, but lighter. And as I open the door, I know this:

	This is not a goodbye born of spite.

	This is the beginning of a truth that both of us deserve.

	If it holds, we stay.

	If it breaks, I leave—

	upright.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	


Chapter 2 – The Hand on the Heart’s Place

	 

	I wanted to go. I wanted to grab my jacket, tear open the door, run down the stairs, out into the wet hell, to him.

	The decision stood there like a chair in an empty room: ready, placed, dependable.

	Then something came in between, quiet, stubborn, impossible to grasp.

	Was it Miri, was it fear, was it that image of being alone that feels like a cold doorknob in the hand?

	I do not know. I only know that a place inside me has remained empty.

	Exactly where my heart used to live.

	Someone carried off the furniture, cleaned the windows, switched off the light.

	What remained was a room that carries nothing anymore. I sit on the bed and stare at the door as if it should be the one to open me first.

	The phone lies beside me, face down, as though it were guilty.

	“Come,” he said.

	One single word, so brief it was almost tender.

	Something inside me answered, but it never reached my mouth.

	 

	My body grew heavy, my knees wooden, my breath shorter.

	It is strange when you realize you are not standing in front of someone else, but in front of yourself.

	And that you cannot get past yourself.

	Outside, the rain draws lines through the air, and the streetlamps paint edges around the puddles, as if the night were outlining itself.

	Inside the apartment it smells of detergent and a perfume that no longer belongs to me.

	I place my hand where the rhythm used to be, the old steady drum.

	Nothing. No answer. Only that faint humming that appears when a line remains open.

	I could call John.

	I could tell him that I cannot do it today, that my courage is hanging in the crack of the door, that I still have to learn how to leave without fleeing, and how to stay without turning to stone.

	I do not do it. I stay silent. I try to listen to myself without persuading myself.

	What is happening inside me is not shame and not anger.

	It is emptiness.

	A kind of peace, only without warmth.

	I imagine myself ringing Aron’s bell now, the door opening, his face carrying that serious shadow I like when things matter.

	 

	I imagine taking off my shoes, saying “I love you” without theater, without accusation, without old names standing between us.

	I also imagine him nodding, the two of us sitting down, talking, slowly and carefully, so that nothing still worth saving breaks.

	Then the other image comes, quicker, brighter, louder:

	me, unable to finish my sentences because the pain speaks faster; him, clinging to the back of the sofa as though the upholstery were a better answer; both of us trying to close a door that is already hanging open into the courtyard.

	The phone vibrates. A short jolt, then silence. I do not turn it over.

	I do not want to live inside the second that chases me anymore. If we still have a chance, then not at a sprint.

	I smooth the blanket and sit upright against the wall, as if I were trying to recover my backbone.

	Hell is rarely quiet. Today it is.

	I hear only the water running off the gutter, as though someone upstairs were pouring out time.

	“I’m not coming,” I say softly into the room, just to hear how it sounds.

	No defiance. No threat. Only a sentence describing what is true right now.

	I’m not coming. Not like this.

	 

	Not when I do not know whether, after the embrace, I will simply become the same person again, the one who clings to numbers on displays and to voices that settle in my head at night.

	I do not want to become the one again who rattles doors until the handle breaks.

	My thoughts go to Miri, even though I do not want them to.

	Her laughter in the hallway, that look she has when she confuses possession with togetherness.

	Maybe she was only ever a mirror. Maybe she only shows me the places inside myself that I still have not put in order.

	I made her into a reason so that I would not have to say that I myself am afraid.

	Afraid of closeness that no longer fills me. Afraid of a we that no longer warms me. Afraid of the possibility that love might remain and I might still be cold.

	I place my second hand on the heart’s place.

	Wait. Breathe. Search for the smallest remaining pulse.

	In the corner the diary lies open, its pages not full, and they will not be tonight either.

	No lists. No rules. No conclusions. Only this one thought, slowly taking shape:

	Maybe I first have to arrive back in myself before I ring his bell. Not to test him. To stop losing myself. The phone vibrates once more.

	I turn it over, do not read, only see his name.

	It glows tenderly in the dark, like a lamp in the neighboring window.

	I run my thumb over it, not to open it, only to feel that something is there.

	Then I place it beside the lamp, as though it were a glass that must not be knocked over.

	I stand up and go to the window.

	Down below, the rain reflects the lights, and hell looks clean, as if the noise had been briefly washed away.

	Somewhere a dog barks. Somewhere someone pulls down a blind. Somewhere someone is kissing who is not doubting tonight.

	I breathe in and count to four, hold, count to four, breathe out, and let go of whatever does not want to remain in me.

	Maybe that is the only brave decision today:

	to do nothing. Not because I do not care how it ends.

	Because I no longer want to act like someone desperate to be chosen.

	If I go, then upright. If I stay, then whole. For anything else, I am too tired.

	I switch off the big light and leave the little lamp on.

	The room softens.

	I lie down on my side, draw my knees up slightly, and listen to see whether anything stirs inside me.

	 

	A very faint rhythm, far in the back, almost impossible to catch. No loud march. No drumfire. More the beginning of music.

	“Tomorrow,” I say into the half-dark, “I’ll talk to you.”

	The words settle beside me like a hand that does not press.

	Tonight I stay here. With myself.

	In the room that has become empty and wants to be lived in again.

	Maybe only then will I come back to you— with a heart that is once again where it belongs.

	Inside me.

	And not in the echo of your footsteps.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	


Chapter 3 – Four Weeks Is Not a Life

	 

	I did not get in touch for two days. Not with Aron, not with John. A silent experiment to see whether the world would come toward me on its own. It did not.

	When I finally run to John, he opens the door immediately, as if he had already been standing behind it.

	His look shows that he missed me; two days without me is a small eternity for us.

	“What happened?” he asks, and I can feel the ground giving way beneath me.

	“I don’t know where to begin. It’s over. This time for good.”

	John lifts his eyebrows. “You’ve said that before.”

	“To you, not to him. This time he threw us away.”

	“Why?”

	I breathe out hard, the sentence tastes metallic.

	“I found out a few things today. Yesterday Andre, some guy, slept at his place. Supposedly nothing happened. Andre says the hickey was older. And at Ellinors, guests told me Aron had said we’d been together four weeks and that was enough before it got boring. That’s the story. I’m drawing my conclusions from it. For me it’s over. He can go where the pepper grows. Better to end it now with pain than later with even more.”

	John tilts his head. “You believe the guests?”

	“I believe the sum of it. The night at his place, the talk at the bar, the silence in between. And then in my head I still hear his Sunday: ‘I only love you. You’re the most important person to me.’ Today I think he can go to hell. I have to stay consistent and end this before his way of being destroys me.”

	John stays calm. “You know I’m always here for you. No matter what comes, no matter who hurts you. I stay beside you. Have you been to him yet? Have you said it out loud?”

	“Not yet. I’m doing that to protect myself. I want to say it to his face. No dramatic message, no disappearing act.”

	He nods slowly. “Then breathe, sit down, sort your sentences. No avalanche of accusations. Say what is, what was, what you need. Keep the door to your self-worth closed.”

	I sink onto his kitchen chair, feel the rough wood as if it has to keep me awake.

	Everything in me wants to explode, but I force myself to stay quiet.

	Images pass through me: Aron behind the bar, the half-smile that used to belong to me; my number on his display; the nights when we were truly us; Ellinors, where voices carry more weight than actions; hell, where every rumor gets gilded until it shines like truth.

	I wrap my fingers around the empty glass on the table and hold on as if my pulse were hanging there.

	 

	 

	 

	“Four weeks is not a life,” I say after a while. “But in those four weeks, I placed a lot on him. Maybe too much. Maybe I was, once again, the one hoping that closeness would heal me. He lifted me up. I let myself be handed over. And now I’m standing here again with messages that contradict each other and names living between us as if they had keys. I don’t want to wait in other people’s doorways anymore.”

	John pulls his chair closer. “Tell him exactly that. Without shouting. Without comparisons. ‘I want a relationship that doesn’t make me smaller. I don’t want someone who swears love to me and feeds strangers’ stories the next evening.’ And then go.”

	I nod. “I’ll name the things. Andre. The talk at Ellinors. His silence. I’ll name myself too: my fear, my clinging, my need to control, my too-muchness. I’ll take my share, but not his place.”

	“Good,” John says quietly. “If he wants to keep you, he’ll act. If he doesn’t want to keep you, he’ll talk. You’ll hear it immediately.”

	I can feel something sorting itself inside me. No rush, no dizzy spell, more like a cold line I can step onto.

	“I’m going now,” I say, stand up, then stop again. “Do you know what hurts most? Not Andre. Not the guests. Not even Miri. It’s the realization that once again I imagined I could prove love through steadfastness while he was only a moment. I don’t want to be a moment.”

	John places a hand on my shoulder. “Then go as someone who is not a moment.”

	 

	On the way down the stairs, I hear hell breathing. Outside the front door, cold air hits my face, the asphalt shines, streetlights throw nails of light onto the ground.

	Every step is a decision against waiting.

	In front of Aron’s house, I stop briefly, take my diary from my jacket pocket, note the date: 12.9.00, 10:55 p.m. Underneath I write: I am coming to be true to myself. Then I ring the bell.

	He opens the door. His look is surprised, not hardened.

	“Aiden.”

	“I’m not here to fight,” I say. “I’m here to speak cleanly.”

	I step inside and stay standing in the hallway.

	“I heard Andre slept here. I heard what you supposedly said at Ellinors. Maybe none of it is true. Maybe part of it is. What matters is what I notice: I’m losing myself. I’m becoming small. I’m becoming suspicious. I don’t want that anymore. If you want me, then now and without background noise. If you don’t want me, say it and I’ll go. I don’t need comfort. I need clarity.”

	He breathes out, long, his hands on the door as though he needs to hold on.

	“Andre slept on the sofa,” he says. “The hickey is old. The talk at Ellinors is garbage. I was angry and talked to the wrong people. I didn’t call because I thought you needed distance. I love you.”

	I hear the words, I see the mouth that forms them, and at the same time I hear hell hissing behind my back.

	 

	Earlier, I would have thrown myself at the words like a rope in the water. Today I stay standing.

	“If you mean it, don’t prove it to me with sentences in hallways,” I say calmly. “Prove it with actions that last. No nights where I have to guess who’s sleeping beside you. No lines meant to make you sound cool. No excuses. I don’t give you a second role in my life, and I won’t take a second one in yours.”

	He closes his eyes briefly. “Give me a week,” he says. “I’ll put things in order. Inside me. Around me. I don’t want to lose you.”

	I nod. “A week is not a life. But it’s enough to show whether someone means it.” I turn toward the door. “I’m not sleeping here. Don’t call me every hour. Tell me in seven days what you’ve done. And if it’s nothing, then this was our cleanest moment.”

	Out on the street, I walk away without turning around. The wind carries the smell of wet stone, somewhere cutlery clatters in a kitchen.

	I stop for a moment, rest my forehead against a cool wall, and feel my heart beating louder, but not faster.

	Inside me there is no victory, no defeat. Only that clear strip I keep walking on.

	At home I write in my diary: Four weeks are not a life. But they are enough to teach me how I want to stand.

	Then I switch off the big light and leave the small lamp on. Hell outside hums as though it agrees with me. I lie down and fall asleep without waiting for a message.

	A decision can also consist of finally closing your eyes.

	


Chapter 4 – The Yellow of Goodbye

	 

	I do not know whether I am experiencing it consciously or only as a shadow moment.

	I come back from Aron’s place, pull the apartment door shut, and sink onto my yellow Rolf Benz sofa, that reliable place where decisions become clearer.

	Inside me there is a pain with no shape.

	It does not burn, it does not tear, it is simply there, like a stone too heavy to lift and too heavy to ignore.

	I get up again because sitting changes nothing, and I take the elevator down to John.

	The stairs would give me time I do not want today.

	The cabin hums, the numbers jump, the mirror shows me a face that belongs to me and still feels unfamiliar.

	In the hallway there is the long row of doors, each with a peephole, each with a lock.

	In my mind one opens after another, and behind every one of them stands Aron, kissing someone else, laughing, moving on as if I were a thought from yesterday.

	The image hits me unprepared, I blink hard and walk faster. John opens the door before I can even ring.

	“You look very sad today,” he says, soft and clear at the same time.

	“We broke up,” I say.

	The words fall between us without an echo.

	He lifts his gaze. “And the seven days you wanted to give him?”

	“What am I supposed to wait seven days for, for someone who changed so much in four weeks that I hardly recognize him anymore? I need a constant. Someone who sees me. Not a clock that is always running by other people’s time.”

	John steps aside, I go into the kitchen, sit down at the table where I have already sat too often with questions disguised as answers.

	The silence stands upright in the room.

	“You love him,” he says quietly, “and you’re giving up too soon.”

	I shake my head. “I’m not giving up. I’m refusing to give myself up. Is it too much to ask for affection, to feel understanding, without having to beg for it? I don’t need a stage. I need a place.”

	John sets a cup down in front of me without asking what I want.

	“You’re right. You must not lose yourself. Over the last few days you kept making yourself smaller so it wouldn’t explode.”

	I breathe through it, my chest wants to stay tight and then gives in anyway.

	“I could cry all day today,” I say. “Even though I miss him, I don’t want to be strung along anymore. I’ve played this game too many times. In the end I was always the one still standing there with open hands while the other was already leaving.”

	 

	“What did you say to him?” John asks.

	“I went there without drama, without witnesses. I spoke cleanly. Andre, the talk at Ellinors, his silence, my mistrust. I named my share. I said what I need. No ultimatum, just clarity. He wanted a week to put things in order, inside himself and around himself. I realized I can’t endure that week. Not out of impatience. Out of self-protection.”

	John nods slowly. “Then today isn’t giving up. It’s holding on. To yourself.”

	I lower my forehead into my hands, let my fingers rest at my temples.

	Images rise up, the good ones first, as if they want to test me. Aron’s forehead against mine. His laugh when things mattered. The message that sounded like rescue. Then the evenings that grew later and later. Names that crept into our conversations until they lived there. My gaze sticking to doors too often. I lift my head.

	“I wanted love,” I say. “Not a test of how much I can endure.”

	“Then stay with that sentence,” he says. “It carries.”

	We do not speak for a while.

	The kitchen breathes, the refrigerator hums, outside the rain pulls streaks through the light.

	I can feel the trembling inside me easing. Not peace, not yet, but a line I can step on without falling.

	“Are you going back upstairs?” John asks.

	“In a moment.” I stand up, pause once more by the door. “Thank you for reminding me of my center.”

	“That’s what I’m here for,” he says, smiling, not too broadly, exactly right.

	The elevator takes me back up, the hallway is the same as before and yet different.

	The doors are only doors. I no longer let the images run into me as if they had a right to. Inside the apartment it is quiet. The yellow sofa is waiting.

	I sit down, pull the diary toward me, and write the date.

	The lines fill calmly, without hurry:

	I stopped waiting for proof. I started believing myself. Love must not make me smaller. If it wants to grow, it will find me where I am whole.

	I put the pen down and lay my hand on the page until warmth moves through the paper.

	Then I pick up my phone. No escape into silent mode, no hunting mode. I do not scroll. I do not stare. I place it beside the lamp as if it were only an object. On the balcony there is a remnant of summer air.

	Hell below glistens with rain, and the light above it seems softer.

	I lean against the frame and breathe. The pain is still there, but it is no longer challenging me.

	It sits with me, as if it knows that today it is not directing anything.

	Inside, on the sofa, a decision takes shape for the next few days: no clubs, no tests, no looking for a replacement. Breakfast with John, work, sleep. Music that holds me, not music that chases me.

	If Aron stands before me in a week with actions, I will listen. If he stays silent, I will stay quiet too and keep walking. I do not want to be second fiddle

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

cover.jpeg
\Y E CAPWELL

:? "{g
“Sometimes

shadows take people CAPWELL

PUBLISHING

away from the world

for a while.” o
G, l.f { £
1
b .
NS K
A\ % "..-,-':., o« R
R

QUEER ROMANCE . £ .

w -
== BOOK 4=






