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To everyone who has ever
loved fiercely, fallen deeply, and risen again.
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in the end, found themselves.
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Prologue

I[sabelle had made her decision. She was going back to
Europe and leaving Nick. He had tried to change her mind,
but in the end, had accepted her choice. She was leaving
later that day.

It was one of those busy, noisy New York mornings.
I[sabelle dragged two suitcases behind her, both heavier
than they had any right to be. Her flight to London was
not until the evening, which meant she had several hours
to fill before she officially walked out of Nick’s life.

On the corner of 3rd Avenue, she spotted a Starbucks
and headed inside for a coffee and somewhere to leave her
bags. The place was packed. She left the suitcases by a table
near the door and ordered a muffin and a tall latte. While
she waited, her eyes wandered across the street; she saw
a big, bright yellow Kodak sign that read: One Hour Photo.

The films from the Bahamas were still in her bag.

Perfect, she thought.

She asked the guy at a nearby table to watch her bags,
flashed him a quick smile, and then ran across the street



with three rolls of film in her hand. The clerk told her the
photos would be ready in an hour. Isabelle returned to
Starbucks, sat with the friendly stranger, and pretended
she was just another girl killing time in the city.

Nick didn’t call. Instead, he sent a brief message asking
about the time of her flight and wishing her all the best.
[sabelle’s heart twisted at the politeness of the message.
She wanted to hear his voice, but she didn’t dial his
number.

Everything was going the way she’d planned until she
opened the envelope.

The pictures from the Bahamas were sunshine trapped
on glossy paper: Nick’s arms around her waist, Isabelle’s
head thrown back in laughter, the ocean behind them, the
sky impossibly blue above them. They looked like two
people in the middle of a perfect love story.

Isabelle fled the photo shop before tears spilled over.

In a side street off 3rd Avenue, she sat down on the
curb, with her suitcases at her feet and the envelope in
her lap. She went through the photos again, slower this
time, tracing Nick’s face with her fingertips as if it could
bring him closer.

Her resolve cracked.

She pulled out her phone and dialed Nick’s number.

“Hey,” she said, shy and breathless.

“Hey.” Nick sounded tired, as if the night hadn’t given
him any rest either.

“My flight leaves tonight, at 8:30 p.m.,” she hesitated,
staring at a picture of him kissing her cheek. “Would you
like to see me before I go? We could have a coffee.”



The words were out before she could take them back.

“Yes,” he replied instantly. “Come to my building. You
can leave your bags here, and we’ll find a coffee place.”

Ten minutes later, she was standing in front of his
building. Nick took the suitcases from her without a word
and left them with the doorman. They walked together
to a small Italian coffee shop on 38th Street and sat at a
small table in the corner.

Isabelle’s hands were shaking. “It’s my third coffee
today,” she said. “I have only eaten a muffin.”

Nick caught her hand and held it between his. “You
don’t have to leave if you don’t want to.”

Isabelle forced herself to look into his eyes. The pain
she saw in them stunned her. She had grown used to her
own, but seeing it in him tore something open inside her.

“I know,” she answered quietly, “but it’s better if [ go.”

Isabelle pulled out the photos from her purse and
pushed them across the table. “I developed them today.
You can keep them. I have the negatives.”

Nick went through the pictures, one by one.

“What happened to these two people?” he asked at last.
“They used to be so happy. They used to love each other
so much.”

“I wish [ knew,” she whispered.

Silence settled between them, heavy and full of all the
things neither of them dared to say. When they finished
their coffee, Nick walked Isabelle back to his building.

“I left the door open upstairs,” he said. “You can go
upstairs, rest, and watch some TV. There’s no need to
wait at the airport all day. I'll call a car for you later.”



[sabelle nodded. Sleeping for an hour felt better than
sitting alone with her thoughts at the gate.

Upstairs, the apartment looked exactly as she had left it.
Her photos were still scattered everywhere. The framed
picture from Tremblant still sat on Nick’s bedside table.
He hadn’t removed a single trace of her.

Isabelle’s phone rang. Nick’s name lit up the screen.

“Will you stay one more night if I pay to change your
ticket?” he asked. There was a careful softness in his voice.
“I swear I'll take you to the airport tomorrow, and [ won’t
try to stop you in any way. Just one more night.”

I[sabelle closed her eyes. The truth was, she had been
wishing for him to say that.

“I'll stay,” she said.

Nick took care of the flight. In the meantime, Isabelle
called April and her sister to tell them she was leaving a
day later. Neither of them approved. Silvia said it was the
stupidest thing she could have done. April reminded her
there was nothing new under the sun. Isabelle promised
them both she would be on tomorrow’s plane.

That evening, Isabelle and Nick met at the market and
shopped like any normal couple. They bought fresh olive
bread —Isabelle’s favorite— as well as two steaks, two
burgers, salad, and a cheesecake. Back at the apartment,
they cooked together, moving around each other with
the ease of habit. They placed candles on the table, and
soft music drifted from the speakers. The city glowed
beyond the glass.

For a little while, it felt like the life they could have had.
Nick watched Isabelle as she ate, laughed at a small joke,
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and leaned back in her chair; the candlelight made her
hair look golden.

“What are you smiling at?” he asked.

“I was just dreaming,” she replied. “But I can’t tell you
what about.”

They took their glasses to the balcony. The night
wrapped itself around them. Isabelle stared at the skyline
and finally said what had been sitting on her tongue for
weeks.

“I don’t know how to explain it,” she began, eyes on the
darkness. “Even though we’ve tried everything, and even
though we love each other, I'm not happy. I constantly
feel like I'm missing something. Something I'm not yet
ready to give up. Maybe I'm not ready for this kind of
commitment. Maybe it’s something else. [ have to go
back home and find out what it is; otherwise, I'll never
be happy. Does that make sense?”

Nick was quiet for a moment.

“You don’t have to explain anything anymore,” he said at
last. “Maybe if you go back home, you'll find what you're
looking for. Or maybe you'll miss me so much that you’ll
come back. I'll be here. I'll be waiting for you. Take your
time. Whenever you're ready, I'll be here.”

He took her hand and memorized her face, as if he could
save that image of her forever.

They went to bed, but not together. Isabelle took the
bedroom, and Nick took the couch. Neither of them really
slept.

In the morning, Nick carried Isabelle’s bags to the street
and waited with her until the car arrived. Their goodbye
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kiss was the kind that made strangers turn their heads,
the kind that was usually only seen in old black-and-white
movies.

“We’ll stay in touch,” he said, closing the car door.

The tears in his eyes matched the ones in hers. Isabelle
pressed her palms against the window as the car pulled
away, keeping Nick in sight for as long as possible. That
image—Nick standing on the curb with his hands in his
pockets and his heart in his eyes—seared itself into her
memory, more deeply than any of the photographs.

Atthe airport, Isabelle checked in and then went outside
to smoke. Her phone vibrated. It was a message from Nick.

[ will love you until I die. Please never forget me.

She read the message twice. Her heart lurched. For one
wild moment, she thought, I can’t leave. I can’t get on that
plane.

She tried to call him. Once. Twice. No answer.

Nick had turned off his phone. He knew her too well.
He knew she would try.

Inside, she heard her flight being called through the
loudspeaker. For a second, her legs refused to move. Then,
she forced herself to walk towards the gate. If she stopped
now, she knew she would never leave.

[sabelle boarded the Delta flight to London, and as the
engines roared and the plane lifted away from the city,
[sabelle watched New York shrink beneath the clouds.
Somewhere down there, Nick’s life was already continuing
without her. Up there in the air, suspended between the
past and whatever came next, Isabelle felt the clean, sharp
edge of the choice she had made.
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She had left the man she loved behind.

As the plane crossed the ocean towards London,
towards whatever waited for her there, one thought began
to form slowly in the quiet space inside her mind.

It may be the end of us, she told herself, but it’s not the
end of me.
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New C(ity,
New Stage,
New Beginnings

The plane landed at Gatwick International Airport.
Isabelle took the Gatwick Express to Victoria Station,
where April was waiting.

“I'm so glad you made it.” April pulled Isabelle into her
arms. “You poor baby, it must have been so hard for you.
Mama is here now to help you.”

It felt good to hear those words. It felt even better to
know April was on her side.

“You know what? Fuck Nick. The world is full of men,
and you're young and beautiful. We'll find you another
one, but somewhere closer this time. It sucks spending
eight hours on a plane just to get laid, doesn’t it?” It was
supposed to be a joke. But with April, one never knew.
She could also be serious.

“I love him, though. It's not just sex,” Isabelle tried to
explain.

April shushed her, placing her hand over [sabelle’s lips.
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“That’s it; no more Nick. I don’t want to hear his name
again. How am I supposed to cheer you up if you keep
thinking about him? Fuck him. He’s gone.” April’s eyes
were blazing. “Done. Now focus on the future.”

They loaded the suitcases into the back seat of April’s
brand-new Mercedes convertible. With the top down,
there was no space in the trunk.

The sun shone in London. Summer had arrived early
throughout Europe; it was about twenty-seven degrees
Celsius, which was pretty warm for the end of May. They
slipped into April’s CLK, and the city opened around them,
vibrant with the weekend light. Crowds spilled along the
pavements, and laughter mixed with the hum of traffic. It
promised to be one of those rare London afternoons that
felt generous, almost golden. They passed the Houses of
Parliament and followed the Thames towards the north.
Isabelle sat quietly, watching the sky. My body is here,
but my mind is in New York, she thought.

Her Spanish phone rang; the American one didn't work
outside the States. She answered it.

“How was your flight, honey?” It was Nick. “I just wanted
to make sure you're safe.” He had all her numbers, of course.

Even with an ocean between them, his voice felt close,
like he’d slipped into the seat beside her. I could never
really outrun this man; he’ll always find a way into my
life, both in body and spirit.

“I'm fine,” she said softly. “April picked me up, and we're
driving to her house now. How are you?”

“I miss you.”

Truth stirred in her chest. “I miss you too, honey.”
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“Well, say hi to April. I'll call you again soon.”

“Nick says hi,” she told her best friend.

April glanced over incredulously. “Oh my God, of course
it was him. Babe, you left New York to run away from him,
and now you're talking to him on the phone. That’s stupid.”

The car flew along. April drove like she knew only two
speeds: flat out or full brakes. Her driving was as hectic
and aggressive as everything else in her life.

“Give me his number,” April said. “I'll call him and ask
what that was about. You both need a break. Space. That
means no phone calls. Do you understand me?”

[sabelle nodded. She did understand. They were already
pulling up to the house.

“Look, this is your home, too,” April said. “You're not
a guest anymore. The first time, you were a guest. Now,
you live here.”

April dug in her bag and pulled out a keychain with
three keys.

“I made this for you. The first key is for the front door,
the second is for your room, and the third is for the office.
We always keep the office locked. Besides me and Robert,
you're the only person with a key.” April dropped the
keychain into Isabelle’s lap.

They carried the bags to Isabelle’s room.

“Unpack, take a shower, and get ready. We're going out
for lunch.”

It was Saturday afternoon. Robert and Tod were at a
football match, so the girls had some alone time. They ate
on the Virginia Quay in a small pub that served traditional
English food. The river moved like a slow thought.
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At night, they stayed in. Isabelle was still tired from the
flight, and April also needed to rest; she’d been working
every night for the past week.

On Sunday, they kept it quiet: Robert cooked lunch for
all of them; they watched classic movies on Sky TV and
Isabelle walked along the river, letting the chilly air rinse
the last traces of New York from her skin. Peace, please
hold still for a minute, she said to herself.

That night, Robert went to bed early and left the girls
alone with a bottle of wine in the backyard. As soon as he
closed the door, April opened a pack of cocaine.

“I've been saving this since you told me you were
coming.” She made two big lines on the table. “Welcome
to London, baby.”

They stayed up most of the night.

The next morning, April knocked on Isabelle’s door.

“Wake up! It’s time to get up, baby!”

They had coffee first, and then ran some errands.
Most of the afternoon dissolved into grocery shopping,
something unglamorous yet necessary.

“Did you make an appointment for me in one of the
clubs you told me about?” Isabelle asked as they loaded
the bags into the car. “I guess I need to audition before
they hire me, right?”

“You need to audition everywhere,” April said. “Crazy
Dolls is on Friday only.”

“What about the other place? Rainbows, something.”

“Same. Thursdays and Fridays. But if you want, I can
get you started tonight at the place where I'm working.
It’s called Shushu. You'll like it. It's new, clean, and only
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topless. Nothing like Secrets. It's smaller than Scores, but
classy.”

Isabelle considered it. She didn’t have many choices.
So, why wait until Friday and lose the whole week if she
could start right away?

“Are you sure it’s not a shit-hole like the last one you
showed me?”

“I'm sure. I'll go with you. If you don’t like it, we can
leave. I'll drive you back, and you can audition at Rainbows
on Thursday. Deal?”

Isabelle smiled, and they shook on it. She was excited
to see the place.

Nick hadn’t called her over the weekend. She’'d sent
him a few messages, but he hadn’t replied. She felt the
familiar ache, but she’d promised April not to speak about
it. Forget him. Ignore the feeling. Keep moving.

That night, April cooked dinner; Isabelle set the table, and
Robert did the dishes. For amoment, she felt part of their life.
“Get ready, we're leaving in half an hour,” April said.

Excitement replaced Isabelle’s nerves. It was a new city,
new club, new rules, new girls, new plans. I wish [ were
still in New York on my way to Scores, she caught herself
thinking, but let it go.

“Don’t worry,” April said, tapping her shoulder. “I've
got your back. The house mom is my friend, and so is the
manager. If you have any problems, or any of the bitches
tries to be smart with you, tell me and I'll take care of it.”

“I hope none of that happens,” Isabelle sighed.

She looked out the car window. The neighborhood was
elegant; beautiful buildings lined both sides of the street.
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“We’re here,” April said. “Now let’s see if we can find a
parking space.”

They circled three times before a spot opened.

ShuShu was an upscale bar-cabaret, and Isabelle liked
itthe moment she stepped inside. It was fancy; there were
dark red velvet booths divided by colored curtains. It felt
like a French boudoir with little light and many secrets.

A glass bar stretched from one side of the room to the
left of the entrance. The champagne lounge was screened
from the rest of the club by a smoked-glass wall, making
it impossible to see the room from outside, though the
club could be seen from inside. Smart, Isabelle thought.

The girls were well dressed, and most were genuinely
pretty. April was one of the few Black women; she was
easy to spot and impossible to ignore.

A friendly Spanish gentleman approached her with an
open smile; he was the manager. Isabelle straightened
her shoulders and met his eyes, looking ready. His name
was Juan.

The house mom showed Isabelle where the dressing
room was and explained the club’s policy. It was quite
similar to that of Scores: there could be no contact while
dancing, no drugs were allowed in the club, the girls
always had to arrive on time, and they had to keep their
heads clear.

[sabelle got changed and stepped onto the stage for her
audition. The lights hit her skin like a warm current. She
moved with a slow, confident rhythm, letting the music
take over. Two songs later, Gina, the house mom, waved
for her to stop.
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“You're hired,” she said, smiling. “You can start tonight if
you want. Go to the office with Juan and sign your contract.
We'll need a copy of your passport, and you’ll be all set.”

Isabelle smiled back, feeling the tension leave her
shoulders.

“Don’t be nervous,” Gina added kindly. “It’s all over now.
All you need is a stage name.”

“Oh, I have one already.”

“Let’s hear it

“Jordan.”

“Perfect,” Gina said. “I'll see you later, Jordan. The house
fee is fifty pounds, which is due by the end of the night.”

That night, Isabelle got lucky. She walked out of the
club with more than seven hundred pounds in her purse.

“I can’t believe it!” April laughed in the car. “Seven
hundred on your first night? Some girls need a week to
find their pace. What did you do to those men? What did
you tell the guy you took into the champagne room?”

[sabelle grinned. “Do you really want to know?”

“Of course! Tell me.”

“You won'’t believe me. I told him about me and Nick.”
She bit her lip, trying to hide her smile.

April slammed the brakes in the middle of the street.
The tires screeched. Thank God it was 3 a.m. and the road
was empty.

“You're kidding me!” April turned to face Isabelle,
wide-eyed. “That guy gave you five hundred pounds
to sit there and listen to you complain about your
ex-boyfriend?”

“Looks like it.”
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April shook her head, speechless. “That has never
happened to me. He must think the sun shines out of your
ass. What did you tell him, that you're Mother Teresa?”

[sabelle burst into laughter. “Actually, he had a similar
story with his girlfriend. That's why he understood me.”

“Babe, it’s a strip club, not a therapy session! Why do |
never meet customers like that? Every man [ meet wants
me to be his mistress. You walk in, and the first one you
meet pays you to talk?”

[sabelle was still laughing; tears ran down her cheeks.

“Tell me the truth,” April said, narrowing her eyes. “He
felt sorry for you, didn’t he?”

“Uh-huh. He even tipped me fifty pounds and paid Gina
my house fee.”

“Jesus! Tomorrow, I'll start complaining in front of
everyone about how awful Robert is. Let’s see if it works
for me, too!”

They both burst into laughter again. Isabelle wasn’t sure
they’d make it home alive, as April’s driving terrified her.

Finally, they reached the house.

“You're just like Alitalia,” Isabelle said, stepping out of
the car.

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“It's an airline.”

“Yeah, but why am I like an airline?”

“I'll tell you tomorrow,” Isabelle said, still laughing as
she shut the door. “Remind me.”

The next day, a friend of April’s stopped by the house.
Her name was Virginia, but she introduced herself as
Ginny—she also looked like one. Ginny was tall and curvy;
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she had long blond hair and bright blue eyes that got all
the attention.

“Ginny works with us,” April said. “She had the day off
yesterday. That's why you didn’t see her”

The three of them went shopping; they drove to the
center of London and spent hours wandering through
Harrods.

“Why are you so quiet?” Ginny asked Isabelle. “You look
sad.”

“I don’t know,” Isabelle said. “I just feel ... weird. I guess
I'm getting my period soon. It's late.” She paused suddenly.
“Oh my God, it's almost June and I haven’t had it since the
last time [ was here. Do you remember, April? The day we
flew in from Majorca?”

April and Ginny exchanged a look.

“Girl, that sounds like trouble,” Ginny said.

“I'm not pregnant,” Isabelle added quickly. “I don’t feel
pregnant.”

“And how would you know how it feels?” April shot
back. “Have you ever been pregnant?”

“No! But I would know if something was wrong. It’s just
stress. My hormones are a mess, that’s all”

“Let’s get you a test anyway,” April said. “One of those
early ones, only to be sure.”

“Fine.” Isabelle sighed. She would have agreed to
anything to end the conversation. She knew her body.
There was nothing wrong.

Later, none of them remembered to buy a test.

Isabelle was waiting outside a shoe store when her
phone rang. Her heart sank. It had to be Nick. For a
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moment, she hesitated: should she answer or ignore it?
April and Ginny were still inside, busy looking at sandals.
No one was there to stop her.

“Hey, babe. How are you?” His voice was light, joyful.
“I've been trying to reach you since last night, but no luck.
Don’t tell me you've already replaced me with some Brit.”

“No, silly” She giggled softly. “I started working at
April’s club last night and had turned off my phone.”

[sabelle told him about Shushu and her first night.

Nick’s tone changed; it was no longer as bright. “I
thought you were ready to quit all that dancing.”

“Yeah,  am. But first, | need to pay off my debts before I
start anything else. Do you think I have any other options
right now? I'll stay here, work, make the money I need,
and then I'll fly back to Palma. I hope it won't take long.
There’s no one to distract me here.” She highlighted the
word distract. “I made good money last night, and I'm
going to work every day until Friday. Depending on how
much money I've made by then, I'll know what to do next.”

“Who are you talking to?” April had stepped out of the
store; a large bag was swinging from her hand.

“Nobody.”

“Yeah, right. Is that Nick again?”

“No. I'm checking my voicemail,” Isabelle lied.

“And I'm naturally blonde.” April pointed at her hair.
Ginny followed behind, carrying her own bag. “She’s talking
to her ex again,” April said flatly. “I can’t deal with that
anymore.” She tugged Ginny along, leaving Isabelle behind.

“I'm sorry about that,” Isabelle whispered into the phone,
hurrying after them at a distance so they wouldn’t hear.
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“What does she want from you?” Nick asked.

“Not to talk to you.”

“That’s bullshit. It’s none of her business.”

“I know, but she means well. She wants me to get over
you as quickly as possible.”

“And you? Do you want to get over me?” His question
was direct, hitting her square in the chest.

The girls stopped in front of a Karen Millen shop,
chatting for a moment before going inside. Isabelle sat
on a bench outside, watching them through the window
while talking on the phone.

“Idon’t know,” she admitted. “I guess I can’t get over you.
[ still love you. I miss you like crazy.” The words slipped
out before she could stop them. Isabelle winced. She
shouldn’t have let Nick hear that. She had to be stronger.

“I love you too, Isabelle. I've been thinking a lot lately
about us. I still believe we belong together. I still believe
we have a future. Maybe you need more space, more time,
so take it. But I'll be here, waiting. I want to be here for
you as your boyfriend.”

Isabelle froze; she could hardly breathe. After
everything she had done, Nick still wanted her. After all
the pain, he still believed in them.

Her thoughts spiraled. Am I ready to go back? But I just
left him. God, what do [ want?

“I don’t know what to say, Nick.”

“Don’t say anything for now. Think about it. I don’t want
to pressure you to do anything, babe. [ only wanted to let
you know how I feel. If there’s even a chance for us, we
can’t miss it.”
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“I'll think about it,” she mumbled. The girls were
walking out of the store, so she had to get off the phone.
“I've got to go, honey. Will you call me later? I miss you. |
miss talking to you. I guess I miss everything about you.”

“I will,” Nick promised.

25



The New Rules of the Game

[sabelle slipped the phone into her purse before April could
spot it. But it was too late, as April had already seen it.

“You don’t need to hide it from me. [ saw you talking
this whole time. What does Nick want?”

“To be my boyfriend again. He said I can have as much
space as I need. All he wants is to be part of my life.”

“Oh, don’t make me throw up!” April pulled a face; a
half-comic, half-disgusted grimace. “That’s so romantic.
It’s like the script for a new Romeo and Juliet movie. What
did you tell him?”

“I told him I didn’t know, that I needed to think about it.”

“Good. At least you're learning. Let Nick suffer. You can’t
throw yourself at him right away. Make him respect you
first. Make him want you more than anything else, okay?
Do what I tell you and you can only win.”

“She’s right,” Ginny added. They stopped for coffee
before driving home.

Nick sent Isabelle a couple of messages afterwards,
telling her how much he loved her and how much she
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meant to him. [sabelle wrote back that she missed him
even more.

“You're all loved up again,” April teased her, looking
at Isabelle’s glowing face. “Well, there’s nothing wrong
with that. At least you tried. You tried to walk away. But
to be honest, you love him, babe. I can see it in your eyes.
You love him with all your heart. But this time we’ll put
love aside for a while and do it right. This time we’ll
make Mr. Walters play by your rules, and I'll help you
achieve that.”

A weight lifted from Isabelle’s shoulders after hearing
April’s words.

“What do you mean?” she asked, unable to hide her
excitement.

“I mean, you can have your Nicky boy and still live the
life you want. And this time, he must agree to it. Otherwise,
he doesn’t get you. That means summers in Europe, and
the rest of the year in New York. And he’ll help you build
your fashion business.”

The thought made her dizzy with joy. If [ don’t hold
myself down, I'll float away. And yes, Nick would be the
one paying for it.

“If he wants you, he has to do it right,” April said firmly.
She had it all planned out already.

When they arrived home, Isabelle hurried to tell Robert
the news. He had just got back from work. She needed
to share it with someone, even though Robert had no
idea what she was talking about. He listened patiently,
nodding, and whenever she asked, “What do you think
about that?” he answered, “It’s great.”
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They went to work that night, and Isabelle felt like
she was flying. She floated across the floor, smiling,
looking radiant; her eyes sparkled like diamonds. April
told everyone Isabelle was back together with her
ex-boyfriend, and soon it became public knowledge.

“Is he coming to London?” people asked. “Is he rich? What
does he look like?” Isabelle answered each question happily;
she never got tired of talking or thinking about Nick.

He called ataround 2 a.m., while she was in the dressing
room getting ready to leave. The club closed at 2:30 a.m.

“Are you still at work?” His voice carried the background
noise.

“I was just leaving. I'm so glad you called. I've missed
you. [ couldn’t wait any longer. I was scared you might go
to bed, and I wasn’t sure what time you’d finish work. I
just wanted to wish you good night.”

“Oh, you're so sweet. I'm happy to hear your voice. I'm
happy to have you as my girlfriend.”

“I'm happy to have you as my boyfriend.” Isabelle
wished she could have seen Nick’s face when she said
the words, but she could imagine it clearly.

“You just made me the happiest man in the world,” he said.

They talked for a few more minutes before Isabelle had
to go. It was nearly 3 a.m. in London, but only 8 p.m. in
New York, where Nick was still in his office.

“I'll call you when I get home, in about an hour; if you're
still awake,” Nick said.

“I'll be awake for you. I still have to wait for April to get
ready. We won’t make it back to her house until 3:30 a.m.
So, call me. I love you.”
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Later, in the car, she repeated the whole conversation
to April. Ginny had joined them and was staying at her
house that night. Once home, the three slipped into the
kitchen and closed the door so Robert wouldn’t hear them
from the bedroom. They finished two bottles of wine and
three grams of cocaine. April finally stumbled off to bed
at around 5 a.m., but Isabelle and Ginny stayed up until
nearly 8 a.m. Daylight spilled through the windows when
they finally crawled under the covers.

“I surely can’t be pregnant,” Isabelle murmured to
Ginny as they lay side by side.

“I don’t think so either;” Ginny answered, and a minute
later, they both fell asleep.

April had left them two of her special sleeping pills, and
they were perfect. [sabelle woke up surprisingly early, at
2 p.m. April was gone, and so was Ginny, so she lingered
in the shower, standing under the hot water for half an
hour. Her body was exhausted, but her mind refused to
rest. Tonight, I'll be dead at work, she thought.
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The Love Trilogy was written not for fame or validation,
but to leave something that will last forever. Born from
real experience, it turns pain and chaos into art.

[t's not a story to admire, it’s one to understand. It’s not
about love as perfection but love as proof of life.

“The Love Trilogy is not a fantasy; it’s the truth
that most people are too afraid to tell. Isabelle isn’t a
character; she’s areminder. A living memory of what
it means to be human in love, in loss, in life.”

Mara Jane
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