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To:

My illustrious and gorgeous husband, Paul Chow. Know that in order to write this adulterous novel I had to use pure imagination and research. You have my undying embers of love and devotion.  All honor is yours.

Tacoma, Washington 2024  Jodi Chow

This modern retelling of Madame Bovary fast forwards to a world 200 years after the original work.  Based in New York-not France- the mundane and repetitive nature of life is still harshly faced and critiqued by Emma Bovary, the great-great-great-granddaughter of the original adulterous farmgirl.

Emma Bovary's life appears perfect on the surface: a lucrative career, a stylish apartment in Brooklyn, and a well-respected husband, Franz, who is a kind-hearted but somewhat dull doctor. However, Emma's restless spirit craves excitement and passion that her routine urban life fails to provide. 

While attending a high-profile industry event, Emma meets Léon, a charming and creative man of mystery. They quickly form a deep connection, sharing a love for marketing, music, and the finer things in life. Léon is captivated by Emma's intelligence and beauty, and they begin a dance of intrigue. 

She dives into her past to redeem her present.  On a trip to Paris, she realizes the mistakes of her mother, but in duality she learns from these mistakes. Standing in front of the Eiffel Tower, she discovers a universal truth. Will the enormity of the situation prove to be too much pressure or will it be perceived for what it is- immense power?  Emma is faced with an unknown future.  Will she give it her all, or will she yield to nature’s unending mysteries? 

In the end, Emma Bovary emerges as a stronger, more self-aware woman who understands that true happiness comes from within. Urban Desires is a story of love, ambition, and self-discovery, capturing the essence of a modern woman navigating the complexities of life and love in a fast-paced urban environment.

Will seeing the hard truths of life and the unintentional nature of the world inspire her or destroy her? Join Emma as she waits to die.  
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In Brooklyn's heart, where the skyline's bright, I stand on the eve of my wedding night. With a fluttering heart and a wavering sigh, I ponder my future and question why.

Franz, my love, so gentle and refined, with a brilliant mind that's one of a kind. His touch, a promise of tender care, yet something stirs, a rumble that I may stumble into a subtle snare.

Intelligent, brave, a doctor so true, in his eyes, a world I should pursue. But deep within, a whispering fear, a shadow of doubt that's ever near.

In our stylish apartment, dreams take flight, yet my heart feels heavy on this starry night. Is it the weight of vows to come? Or a longing for a life that's just begun?

I see our future, clear and bright, and in the silence I hear that everything will be alright. Am I destined for joy, or bound to stray? On this threshold of love, an eternity of hope to pay.

Brooklyn's streets hum a lullaby sweet, as I stand alone, my thoughts entreat. To Franz, my love, I'll give my all, but will I rise or will I fall?

With a heart full of hope and a touch of dread, I step toward the path that lies ahead. For tomorrow, we'll wed, our fates entwine, In this city of dreams, where stars align.

The clouds hung low over New York City, casting a gray pallor over the bustling streets. It was a dreary fall afternoon, the kind that makes everything seem a little more somber, a little less hopeful. Emma Bovary, a modern woman, stood in front of the mirror in her Park Stone Brooklyn brownstone, adjusting the peplum-fitted white wedding gown that just touched her ankles. The dress was elegant yet understated, a nod to a classic era with a sophisticated twist. She couldn't help but feel like a modern-day Marilyn Monroe, but without the red lipstick, bleach, or reputation.

Dark humor played at the corners of her mouth as she imagined her mother watching her, shaking her head in disapproval. "This is it, Emma," she whispered to herself. "Your big day. Try not to look too excited."

With a final glance in the mirror, she grabbed her bouquet of Metropolitan Market roses and made her way to City Hall, or was it City Haul? She hated thinking about going into a government building with the lack of care most citizens showed.  It made running into a worker in a bad mood almost impossible to avoid.  No matter, she had a marriage to participate in. She straightened her clothes and tried not to think about this occasion as if she were a clown in a world-class circus. Taking a final look, and then heading outside into the fresh wet air, she let her heels clank rhythmically against the sidewalk. The streets of New York seemed indifferent to her journey, the usual cacophony of honking horns and chatter providing a dissonant soundtrack to her thoughts.

As she entered City Hall, the cold marble floors and stark lighting only heightened her sense of unease. Franz stood there, waiting for her patiently in a blue suit that was slightly too big for his large frame. His eyes lit up when he saw her, but the sparkle quickly faded to a look of quiet resignation. They both knew this wasn't a fairy tale. With hushed whispers and muted excitement, they stood before the judge. 

Emma stood facing the stand where a tired looking man with white hair sat.  Her slender body moved slightly towards Franz.  He cupped her delicately manicured hands in his.  Normally at this time, he would be in the operating room holding someone’s heart, but today he was holding his- Emma blushed knowing that it was her. The judge smiled at their physical differences. She was slender and short while he was voluminous and bulky. The judge laughed as he helped the couple tie the knot. The ceremony was brief, efficient—just like everything else in this city, Emma thought. The judge's monotone voice echoed in the cavernous hall, a stark contrast to the vows of eternal love and commitment he recited. Emma glanced at Franz, who offered her a small, reassuring smile. They both knew it wasn't passion that brought them here, but practicality.

A smile crossed her lips at the redundancy of it all. When the judge pronounced them husband and wife, Franz leaned in and kissed her. It was a polite, almost obligatory kiss, lacking the fiery passion of romance novels. Emma closed her eyes and tried to summon some emotion, but all she felt was a strange mix of relief and trepidation. After the ceremony, they walked out into the crisp autumn air. The sky was still overcast, the threat of rain hanging in the air. Franz took her hand, and they made their way to IHOP for brunch. It was a fittingly mundane end to their unremarkable wedding day, Emma thought with scorn. Doing her best not to unleash her rage on Franz, the waitress came over quickly and greeted them with a forced smile.  Emma knew the drill, she sat stalk still and they ordered pancakes and coffee. The syrupy sweetness of the pancakes did little to mask the bitter taste of reality. 

Franz checked his watch frequently, clearly anxious about returning to the hospital. Emma sipped her coffee and stared out the window, watching the world go by. They exchanged a few words, and they mostly ate in silence. It wasn't an uncomfortable silence, but it wasn't the comfortable kind either. It was the silence of two people who knew they had made a decision and were now dealing with the consequences. Franz, satisfied, made the uncomfortable first move to begin exiting their booth.  Feeling full and ready to leave, Emma grabbed her soft pink overcoat and grumbled in her seat.  

When the check came, Franz paid, and they stood to leave. He kissed her on the cheek and promised to be home by dinner. Emma watched him walk away, his figure quickly swallowed by the crowd. She stood there for a moment, feeling a strange sense of loss. Then, with a sigh, she turned and headed back to her apartment. As she walked through the city, the weight of her decision settled on her shoulders. She wasn't sure what the future held, but she knew one thing: this was her life now. No turning back, no second chances.  In the colorful library of her city dwelling, Emma Bovary found herself utterly overwhelmed by the dusty volumes that lined the shelves. Many books whispered secrets of a bygone era, holding within its pages the tales of her illustrious lineage. Her fingers traced the spines delicately, as if afraid to disturb the echoes of the past that lingered in the air. Her past wasn’t a fairytale or beautiful.  It was dark and disillusioned, marked with chaos and betrayal.  Breathing in a deep sigh, she let the weight of the world escape her lips.  

It was here, amidst the leather-bound tomes and the soft glow of antique lamps, that Emma discovered a hidden diary belonging to her great- great-grandmother, Berthe Bovary. It seemed like fate that she found it on this special occasion. The yellowed pages revealed a life of daring escapades and forbidden romances, chronicling Berthe's journey from a stifling existence in provincial France to the bustling streets of New York during the strife before World War I.

As Emma read, she felt a kinship with Berthe, whose yearning for freedom and passion mirrored her own. Emma looked up from the pages and silently cursed to herself.  She had been such a baby.  The brownstone was a gift from her mother who inherited it from her mother, who got  it from Berthe.  Her whole life, Emma always measured Grandma Berthe’s successes to her own.  This kept her sharp, but also unsteady. Accepting her new life, she continued to read. 

As the shadows of World War I loomed over France, young Berthe Bovary found herself in desperate circumstances. Her mother, also named Berthe, was left orphaned and destitute after her mother's tragic suicide. Her father, the town’s doctor, slowly fell into ruin.  No one in Yonville gave two shakes about Berthe, so she was sent to live in an orphanage.  She spent her life in poverty and died of the affliction. The younger Berthe was then left alone in the world just like her mother. 

Berthe woke up before dawn, shivering under a thin, worn blanket. The wooden bed creaked as she sat up, rubbing her eyes and looking around the dimly lit room. There was no one to greet her, no mother to offer a warm smile or a father to ruffle her hair. The silence was her only companion.

She pulled on her ragged dress and threadbare shawl, slipping her small feet into oversized clogs. The shoes clunked awkwardly as she moved about the small space, gathering her meager possessions for the day ahead. In the corner of the room, a small iron stove barely provided enough heat to cook a simple meal. Berthe lit a fire with trembling hands, using the last bits of kindling she had collected from the forest. A thin porridge simmered on the stove, its meager aroma filling the tiny room. She ate quickly, knowing that every moment of daylight was precious.

Arriving in the village, Berthe headed to the market square, hoping to find some work. The vendors knew her situation and sometimes took pity on her, offering small tasks in exchange for food or a few coins. Today, Madame Lefevre, the baker's wife, allowed Berthe to sweep the floors and clean the baking trays. It was hard work, but the promise of a loaf of bread at the end of the day kept her motivated.

Her fingers ached from the cold and the scrubbing, but Berthe worked diligently, determined to earn her keep. She listened to the villagers’ gossip, hearing snippets of a world that seemed so distant from her own struggles. They spoke of dances, harvests, and family feuds, while Berthe’s world was a constant battle for survival.

Tears welled in her eyes, but she brushed them away, determined not to succumb to despair. She knew she had to be strong, had to keep going, if only for the hope that someday, somehow, things might get better. As sleep finally claimed her, Berthe dreamed of a better life, one where she was not defined by her poverty or her orphaned status. Berthe's life took a drastic turn when a sailor named Lucien came into her village.

Berthe’s first tale was of her youth in rural France, where her beauty caught the eye of a wealthy soldier, Lucien. Their courtship was swift, a whirlwind of stolen glances and secret rendezvous. Yet, beneath the surface of their romance, there was an undercurrent of tension. Lucien's family disapproved of Berthe, seeing her as nothing more than a poor orphan unworthy of their son. Despite their bitter hearts, Lucien married Berthe and brought her to New York. 

Lucien, a rugged yet kind-hearted man, had been stationed in France as part of the American Expeditionary Forces. Moved by Berthe's plight and captivated by her striking resemblance to the Virgin Mary, he struck a deal with the local authorities. With promises of a better life in America, Lucien convinced them to allow him to take Berthe with him.

Berthe, with nothing tying her to her homeland and intrigued by the prospect of a new beginning, embarked on a tumultuous journey across the Atlantic with just a suitcase and a letter from her grandmother Emma. Lucien, true to his word, cared for Berthe during the voyage, shielding her from the horrors of war that raged around them.

Upon reaching America, Berthe found herself in a new world of opportunity and challenges. Lucien settled in a bustling port city, where Berthe struggled to adapt to the language and customs. Despite the initial hardships, Berthe's resilient spirit and determination allowed her to flourish in her new surroundings.

Years later, as Berthe reflected on her journey from the quiet French countryside to the bustling streets of America, she often thought of her grandmother, Emma, and the tragic legacy that had shaped her own path. 

She was terrified of leaving her miserable life in France, but Berthe, with her indomitable spirit, did not wallow in despair. Instead, she transformed her sorrow into a steely resolve. She left her village, moving to the bustling city of Brooklyn where she reinvented herself. She became a sought-after seamstress, her designs adorning the elite of American society. The year was 1922, and America was roaring with prosperity and opportunity. The brownstone Lucien  had his eye on stood proudly on a tree-lined street, its red-brick façade and wrought-iron railings exuding a sense of stability and permanence.

He approached the building, heart pounding with a mix of excitement and apprehension. The realtor, a sharp-dressed man with a thin mustache, greeted him with a firm handshake and a smile that spoke of deals closed and futures secured. Lucien had saved every penny from his job in the military, working tirelessly to afford this piece of the American dream.

Inside, the brownstone was everything he had hoped for. High ceilings, large windows that let in streams of sunlight, and enough space to start a family and maybe even a business. Lucien signed the papers with a sense of finality, his name now tied to his family’s success.

Meanwhile, Berthe's life had taken a turn for the better. After years of struggle and hardship, she had found her niche in the vibrant community of Brooklyn. Her skills as a seamstress, honed in the quiet desperation of her youth, had become her ticket to success. The early 1920s were a time of fashion and flapper dresses, and Berthe's delicate handiwork and eye for detail were in high demand.

She started small, sewing for neighbors and friends, but word of her talent spread quickly. Soon, she had regular clients from all over the borough, women who came to her for custom dresses, intricate alterations, and fashionable accessories. Her little workshop, set up in the parlor of the brownstone, was a hive of activity. Fabrics of every color and texture filled the space, and the hum of the sewing machine was a constant background noise.

In the spring of 1920, Berthe gave birth to her first and only child, a daughter named Stella. The brownstone, once echoing with the sounds of construction and business, now also resonated with the soft cries of a newborn. Stella was a tiny bundle of joy, with her mother’s dark eyes and her father’s determined spirit.

Berthe balanced her growing business with the demands of motherhood, finding a rhythm in the chaos. Stella often slept in a bassinet beside the sewing table, lulled to sleep by the rhythmic clatter of the sewing machine. Berthe’s clients would coo over the baby, bringing little gifts and offering advice.

Lucien and Berthe’s hard work began to pay off. The brownstone became a symbol of their success and resilience. Lucien, ever the entrepreneur, started a small carpentry business on the side, using his skills to craft custom furniture for the growing number of new homeowners in the area. His pieces, known for their craftsmanship and durability, quickly gained popularity.

Berthe's seamstress business continued to thrive. She hired two young women to help with the increasing workload, transforming her parlor into a full-fledged atelier. The demand for her dresses and alterations grew, and she began to receive commissions from wealthier clients in Manhattan.

Despite their newfound prosperity, the past still lingered in Berthe’s mind. The hardships of her childhood, the poverty, and the loneliness were shadows that sometimes darkened her bright new life. But with Lucien by her side and Stella in her arms, she found the strength to push those memories aside.

She worked tirelessly not only to provide for her family but to create a legacy. Berthe wanted Stella to grow up with the opportunities she never had, to be proud of her heritage and her parents' hard work. She taught her daughter the values of resilience, creativity, and independence.

In their Brooklyn neighborhood, the family became well-respected members of the community. Neighbors admired their hard work and determination. Berthe was known as a talented seamstress and a loving mother, while Lucien was respected for his craftsmanship and business acumen. They attended local church services, community events, and were active participants in the cultural tapestry of their neighborhood. The brownstone, once just a house, became a home filled with love, laughter, and the promise of a brighter future.

When Stella became of age, she decided to skip the altar boys and go straight for the money. Stella, not keen on getting married, found love in a man named Antoine. He was a French man living in Boston, running a bank, and Stella fell head over heels for his boyish charm. However, Antoine was a man of many secrets. One night, as they strolled along the Seine on a business trip, he confessed to Stella that he was already married. His wife, a frail woman of considerable wealth, lived secluded in their country estate. Stella was devastated, yet she could not bring herself to end their affair. The forbidden nature of their relationship only intensified their bond, but it was not sustainable. When Antoine’s wife discovered their liaison, she confronted Stella, offering her a substantial sum to leave Antoine and never return.

Stella was sitting in a small, dimly lit café on the outskirts of Paris, her fingers tapping nervously against the delicate porcelain cup. She had chosen a table in the corner, away from prying eyes, hoping to find a semblance of solace in the hustle and bustle of the city. The 1940s were a time of both glamour and struggle, and Stella had tasted a bit of both.

Her thoughts were interrupted by the sharp click of heels on the tiled floor. She looked up to see a frail yet elegantly dressed woman approaching her. The woman's eyes, though sunken and tired, burned with a fierce determination. This was Antonie’s wife, Marguerite, a woman of considerable wealth and influence.

"Stella, I presume?" Marguerite's voice was cold, devoid of the warmth that one might expect from such a refined exterior.

Stella nodded, her heart pounding in her chest. "Yes, that's me."

Marguerite sat down without invitation, her movements deliberate and controlled. She placed a neatly folded handkerchief on the table, smoothing it with meticulous care before looking Stella straight in the eye.

"You know why I’m here," Marguerite began, her voice low and trembling slightly, though her composure remained intact. "I know about you and my husband. I know everything."

Stella swallowed hard, her mind racing. She had feared this moment but had never truly prepared for it. "I...I didn't mean for things to get out of hand," she stammered. "I love him."

Marguerite’s laugh was bitter, a sound that echoed with years of pent-up frustration and hurt. "Love? What do you know of love, child? You’ve known him for a fleeting moment. I’ve spent my life with him, stood by him through every triumph and every failure."

Stella lowered her gaze, shame washing over her. "I’m sorry," she whispered. "I didn’t mean to hurt anyone."

The older woman sighed, her expression softening just a fraction. "Perhaps not. But you have. And now we must deal with the consequences."

She reached into her elegant handbag and pulled out a checkbook. "I understand you are pregnant," she said, her tone matter-of-fact. "This complicates things. However, I am prepared to offer you a substantial sum of money to leave my husband alone. To go back to wherever it is you came from and never return."

Stella felt a lump form in her throat. She was carrying Antonie’s child, a child conceived out of love—or what she thought was love. But the reality of her situation was harsh and unforgiving. "How much?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Marguerite’s eyes gleamed with a murderous resolve. "Enough to ensure you and your child are taken care of. Enough to start a new life, far away from here."

Stella hesitated, the weight of the decision pressing down on her. She knew that accepting the money meant giving up any hope of a future with Antonie. But what kind of future would she have if she stayed? Living in the shadows, always the other woman, never truly accepted or loved.

Finally, she nodded. "Alright. I’ll go."

Marguerite scribbled a figure on the check, tore it out, and placed it gently on the table in front of Stella. "Take this," she said. "And leave tonight. For your own sake, and for the
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