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  To those who have lost love and still believe in its return.

May you find what you thought was gone forever.
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Chapter One: The Letter at Dawn

New York City – Present Day

Blake woke up to the sound of steam pipes clanging like ghosts in the walls. The radiator sputtered weakly, barely making a dent in the early February cold that crept through the cracked windows of his fourth-floor walk-up in Alphabet City.

His head pounded.

The aftertaste of cheap red wine, stale weed, and smoke lingered on his tongue. His black jeans were still halfway down his legs. He didn’t remember taking them off. A snare drum rim shot rang in his skull every time he shifted.

He sat up on the futon mattress that passed for his bed, coughing as dust rose into the air. Last night had been a blur. A “jam” at a SoHo loft owned by some trust fund guy named River. A haze of music, girls in leather jackets and no bras, open bottles of mezcal, and someone’s dog that kept eating leftover pizza off the floor.

It had all felt vaguely exciting. Vaguely familiar. Vaguely empty.

He stood up, wincing at the cold hardwood against his bare feet. His studio apartment was littered with detritus: tangled cables, empty ramen cups, cigarette butts floating in a half-full coffee mug. On the windowsill: a few Polaroids from years ago. A cracked black-and-white of his old band, High Times. A blurry one of a girl with long hair in a Zeppelin shirt—her middle finger in the air and her mouth mid-laugh.

Claire.

He blinked hard.

Then he saw it.

Amid a pile of threatening letters—overdue notices, final warnings, and one yellow envelope from ConEd—there was a pink envelope. Thick stock. Scented. Like something from another century.

Top left corner:

Claire Dennehy

Rue du Mont-Blanc, Geneva

His mouth went dry.

He picked it up like it might shatter. Held it for a long moment, afraid to open it, terrified not to. The paper smelled faintly of lavender and something else—vanilla? No. Memory.

He sat back down, staring at it, heart thudding.

He hadn’t heard her name—hadn’t spoken her name—in years. Not out loud.

But he’d never stopped thinking about her.

She’d been the spark in his life before everything got muddy. Columbia grad, whip-smart, beautiful in a way that wasn’t flashy but unforgettable. When she laughed, it felt like the world could crack open and something better might fall out.

For one hot, impossible summer, she’d chosen him. A broke cafeteria worker who played bass and believed his band was on the verge of something that never happened.

And then she was gone. Off to Europe. To career and power and everything she was meant for.

And he’d stayed here. Treading water. Playing basement gigs. Fixing amps. Burning through women and weed and weekends that blurred into years. Telling himself he was working on something. A record. A breakthrough. A future.

But the truth was simpler, sadder:

He was holding a torch for a ghost.

And now… the ghost had written back.

He tore the letter open with shaking hands.


Blake,

I saw your name online. A gallery used one of your restored photos in their write-up. You made something beautiful out of something broken. I thought that was worth saying.

I’m in New York next week. There’s a conference. I fly out Friday morning. But I’ll have a few hours free on Wednesday.

I know this is unexpected. Maybe even unfair. But if you want to see me—really see me—I’ll be at the café on Belmont at 11 a.m.

–C




He read it twice. Then a third time.

His hands were still trembling.

Belmont Café. Wednesday.

He glanced at the calendar. That was tomorrow.

The city moved outside his window. A bus honked. A siren wailed.

Blake sat there, letter in hand, surrounded by reminders of how far he hadn’t come. But for the first time in a long time, he felt something that wasn’t numbness.

It was pain, yes.

But it was also a chance.

A dangerous, beautiful chance to see the woman he couldn’t forget.

Even if she wasn’t the same.

Even if he wasn’t either.
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Chapter Two: New Clothes, Old Ghosts

Blake – East Village, 10:42 a.m.

The Goodwill on 14th smelled like dust and boiled denim. The fluorescent lights buzzed overhead as Blake rifled through the racks, looking for something that said Not a burnout. He passed up the ironic band tees—no time for self-deprecation today—and headed toward the button-downs.

He finally settled on a crisp charcoal shirt with all its buttons still attached, and a pair of nearly-new khakis that didn’t look too “youth pastor.” The changing room mirror was cracked, but even in fragments, he looked… different. Better? Maybe.

From there, he hit the barber two blocks down. The guy didn’t ask many questions—just said, “You want a Wall Street cut?” and Blake said, “Yeah. Sure.”

Twenty minutes later, his curls were tamed, his sideburns squared. He barely recognized the guy in the mirror. No flannel. No faded jeans. No nicotine-stained fingertips.

Last stop: Walmart. New brown boots. A plain silver watch that cost twelve bucks and looked like fifty. He caught a glimpse of himself in the security monitor near checkout. He didn’t look like a rock bassist from a SoHo dive. He looked like a guy trying not to be one.

And that was the problem.

Because this wasn’t him.

But it had to be.

Just for today.

Claire – Midtown, 2:08 p.m.

Bergdorf Goodman was calm and cool and expensive, just the way she liked it. She moved through the fragrance section like a woman on a mission.

“Baccarat Rouge 540,” she told the associate. “And the silk blouse in champagne. Size four.”

She could have worn something more casual. Jeans and a tee. Some gesture toward the past. But that wasn’t her anymore, and pretending wouldn’t make the day any more honest.

She was 35 now. A senior consultant. A rising name in policy circles. Smart. Disciplined. Composed.

Strikingly beautiful, yes, but in the way that made people lean forward and listen. Not the way they used to at concerts or after parties. She was sharp angles and long lashes and eyes that said I have a plane to catch.

As she stepped into the private fitting room, she caught her reflection. The blouse hugged her in all the right ways. The perfume lingered like a secret. She looked… perfect.

And yet—

A week ago, she’d been cleaning out her closet and found it: the old Motley Crüe T-shirt. Stained, threadbare, loud. A relic. She laughed aloud, standing barefoot in designer trousers, holding that piece of forgotten chaos.

It reminded her of Blake.

Of the girl she used to be when she was with him.

She’d made tea and sat out on the patio of her Dakota apartment, the city below like a moving sculpture. She had everything now—status, comfort, the life she fought tooth and nail to build. And still, her thoughts kept circling back.

That night in the hotel—Geneva-bound suitcase half-packed—she found herself reaching for pen and paper. No laptop. No agenda.

Just words.

She hadn’t meant to write anything deep. It wasn’t about getting back together. She wasn’t even sure it was about him.

Maybe it was about memory. About seeing someone who still knew the version of her that danced barefoot on rooftops and sang along to Bowie at full volume.

She folded the letter neatly. Addressed it.

Blake Del Amo

E. 5th St, Apt 4C

New York, NY 10009

And now—here she was.

Dressed for a future she owned, yet thinking about a man from a past she buried.














