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I loved you


the way men love miracles—




with both hands open,




with a mouth full of prayers




I did not know how to finish.




For two years




I built a life around the sound of you.




Your name became a room




I slept inside.




Your silence, a weather




that followed me everywhere.




I did not know then




that love can be a slow erasure,




that devotion, unchecked,




learns how to kneel too well.




I believed in us




the way dying men believe in light— not because it is certain,




but because the dark offers no mercy.




You were not cruel.




That is the part that still cuts.




You were gentle with the knife,




you let me hold it first,




you called it “growing,”




you called it “truth,”




you called it “finding yourself,”




and I called it love




until my voice went hoarse from saying it.




The night you left




was not loud.




There was no thunder.




No door slammed hard enough to echo.
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You left the way fire leaves a house— quietly,




after it has taken everything.




I  stayed.




I  stayed long enough




to mistake smoke for warmth,




long enough to bargain with ghosts,




long enough to believe




that pain meant proximity.




That was when the ground opened.




Not beneath me—




but inside.




I did not fall into Hell.




I walked there,




carrying your absence




like a passport stamped in grief.




Every step downward




was a memory.




Your laugh on my shoulder.




Your hand leaving mine in sleep.




The way you said my name




when you still meant it.




Hell, it turns out,




is not fire.




It is repetition.




It is asking the same question




with no one left to answer.




I lost days there.




Weeks.




Versions of myself




that still believed in endings




that did not involve survival.




That was when I met him.




The Devil was not red.




He was not burning.
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He did not smile.

He sat beside me

like someone who had been waiting

a very long time

for me to arrive.

He knew your name

without asking.

He did not blame you.

He did not absolve me.

He only spoke in sentences

that did not flinch.

He said,

“Love is not what you give.

It is what remains

after someone stops taking.”

He said,

“You went to war for someone

who wanted a different country.”

He said,

“Two years is not a lifetime—

but it is long enough

to lose yourself

if you’re not careful.”

I wanted to argue.

I wanted to scream.

I wanted to defend you

one last time.

Instead, I listened.

Because Hell is where

the lies finally stop working.

This book is not about blame.

It is not about revenge.

It is not about winning.

It is about the moment

you realize love did not save you—
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but truth might.




It is about what survives




after the fire learns your name.




If you are reading this,




I have already come back.




Not clean.




Not forgiven.




Not untouched.




But alive.




And no longer willing




to call suffering




devotion.
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The night on Fifth Avenue


does not arrive.




It collects.




It gathers men who have spent their voices, women who have learned the weight of waiting,

coins warm from palms that do not want to be remembered.




Neon hums like a bruise.




Windows glow with other people’s endings.




A bus exhales.




Someone laughs too loudly and means it too little.




This is a street that knows names only long enough to forget them. The women stand spaced like commas in a sentence no one finishes. Coats thin as promises.




Shoes shaped by miles, not fashion. Lipstick reapplied with the discipline of someone clocking in without a clock. They call them hookers because it is easier than saying




women who learned how to survive




inside a system that charges rent for mercy.




Sandy stands closest to the light.




Not because she wants to be seen—




but because the cold feels sharper in shadow.




She is pregnant.




The word sits in the air around her




like something sacred and inconvenient.




Her belly is small enough




that some men pretend not to notice.




Large enough




that the city never forgets.
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She rests a hand there sometimes,




not protectively—




thoughtfully,




as if asking a question




the future has not answered yet.




The baby moves like an idea.




Persistent.




Unapologetic.




Sandy counts weeks




by sirens,




by paydays missed,




by how often she tells herself




just a little longer.




The men look at her stomach




as if it were a footnote.




As if life could be postponed




with a shrug.




Above them all,




a billboard sells perfume




using a woman who has never been cold.




The city is very good




at pretending.




Two blocks down




the diner stays awake




out of habit.




Its windows glow amber,




a small mercy floating in grease and coffee.




Inside, the counter remembers




every elbow that ever leaned too hard on it.




Pearl works the late shift.




She learned early




how to carry quiet




without spilling it.




How to listen




without offering rescue.
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Her hair is tied back

like she plans to stay.

Her apron smells of onions and time.

Her hands know the choreography

of refills, plates, restraint.

She watches Fifth Avenue

through the glass

the way some people watch weather— knowing it will pass through no matter what.

Sal comes in near midnight.

He always does.

He sits in the back booth

where the light flickers

like it’s thinking about leaving.

His jacket carries the night with it— rain, cigarettes, something unfinished. They don’t talk much at first. They don’t have to.

Love doesn’t always arrive loudly.

Sometimes it slips into a booth

and waits to be noticed.

Pearl brings him coffee

he doesn’t ask for anymore.

Their fingers brush

like an accident that keeps happening

until it becomes a choice.

Outside, Sandy shifts her weight.

The baby turns.

A cab splashes past like a decision

someone else made.

Fifth Avenue keeps moving.

It always does.

But inside the diner,

time slows just enough
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to remember what it costs




to stay human.
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Midnight does not strike—


it loosens.




It slips its hands




from the day’s collar




and lets the hour fall open




like a room with no rules.




The clocks soften.




The walls forget their purpose.




Smoke begins to write




its slow handwriting




across the ceiling.




Someone exhales.




Someone else answers.




The air thickens




with the memory of fire.




This is the hour




when bodies stop apologizing




for needing each other.




The music does not rush.




It circles.




It waits.




It learns your pulse




before it asks you to move.




Feet slide instead of step.




Hips remember older languages.




Shoulders loosen their armor.




Hands hover—




not touching yet,




but knowing exactly




where they will land.




Smoke curls like thought.




It erases edges.
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It forgives imperfections.




It turns strangers into silhouettes,




and silhouettes into promises.




Midnight teaches the body




how to listen.




The floor becomes a tide.




Each beat a small wave.




Each pause a held breath.




You sway not because you want to— but because stillness would be a lie.




Someone laughs behind you,




low and surprised,




as if they just rediscovered




their own mouth.




Someone else closes their eyes




and lets the rhythm




carry them somewhere




they have been afraid to go alone.




There is no choreography here.




Only consent.




Only gravity.




Only the old agreement




between music and muscle.




Smoke drifts between faces




like a blessing




no one asked for




but everyone accepts.




At midnight,




the body remembers




it is not an idea.




It is weight.




It
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