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Have you ever wondered what makes you so special, reserved, and courageous? That’s because there is love in you and between us forever, always.  

Epigraph

“Some loves don’t end. They echo across lives, across worlds, teaching eternity how to feel.”

“Love is not measured by years, but by echoes that never fade. It lingers in the hush between heartbeats a forever that speaks, even when the world grows quiet.”

Preface

Love doesn’t arrive with fireworks. It slips in quietly like sunlight through curtains, or music heard from another room. When I think of Susieisla, it isn’t one moment that returns. It’s every small one, the way her laugh folded into the London air, the way her presence turned ordinary mornings into forever.

I used to believe time was linear, a line drawn straight from youth to old age. But then I loved her. And love, I learned, doesn’t obey time. It expands it. It rewrites it.

This isn’t a story about perfection. It’s about two people who grew up together who fell, broke, rebuilt, and bloomed again. It’s about coffee cups left half full, letters never sent, hands that found their way back in the dark.

And if you’ve ever truly loved, then maybe, just maybe, you’ll recognize yourself in these pages.

Because love doesn’t end. It changes form. It finds new ways to speak.

And sometimes, if you listen closely, it still whispers forever, always.

Chapter One  

The Day Everything Began

“Love doesn’t always announce its arrival. Sometimes, it just smiles at you on a London street.”

London woke that morning like it knew something wonderful was about to happen. The sky was brushed in gold and lavender, the air humming with early spring. Even the pigeons on the rooftops cooed with unusual cheer.

And I was running late, heart pounding, coffee in hand, laughter chasing my breath down Fleet Street.

It was the happiest day I could remember, and I didn’t even know why yet.

I worked as a photographer’s assistant in a little studio near Covent Garden. That morning, we were shooting an engagement spread for a magazine. The couple hadn’t arrived yet, so I stepped out for coffee, scarf half-tied, eyes half-open.

And that’s when I saw her.

Standing at the crossing, sunlight threaded through her hair like gold spun by angels. She wasn’t doing anything extraordinary, just holding a book, humming softly to herself. But there was something about her... something familiar.

When the light turned green, she looked up directly at me. And smiled.

That smile didn’t just light up her face; it rewired the whole city.

The kind of smile that made even the old brick walls look new again. The city felt like it was holding its breath, suspended between rain, promise, and love.

I was twenty-three and endlessly curious, half-dreaming my way through life. Yes, life felt busy but hollow until that morning.

That was the day I met Susieisla.

I remember her before I even knew her name, maybe it was my dream, and she was standing outside a café, holding a book against her chest. A strand of hair had escaped from her bun, brushing her cheek as the wind teased it. She wasn’t posing for the world, but somehow, she belonged to it.

She smiled again, not at me, but this time at the pigeons fighting over a crumb near her shoe. And that smile, my God. It was sunlight disguised as a human expression.

Something in me shifted. Like London itself tilted a few degrees closer to meaning.

I went into that café for coffee, though I didn’t even like coffee back then. She was there again, seated by the window, reading Virginia Woolf’s To the Lighthouse. She underlined every other line with a fountain pen, as if each word needed to be remembered.

When our eyes met, the world went quiet. It wasn’t dramatic. It was gentle. Like recognition, not discovery.

“Sorry,” I said, bumping into her chair as I passed.

She looked up. “No need to be. Some things are meant to collide.”

I laughed awkwardly, nervous, utterly smitten.

That’s how it began. Not with fireworks or fate written in the stars. Just two strangers in a London café, and the quiet certainty that the rest of my life had just walked in.

We talked for hours. About books, cities, arts, dreams, and fears. She told me she wanted to be a writer — “not famous,” she said, “just remembered by someone who needed the words.”

I didn’t know it yet, but I’d become that someone.

When she finally stood to leave, she wrote her name and number on a napkin, Susieisla. No heart, no flourish, just her name. Simple. Eternal.

The napkin still lives in my wallet. Frayed, faded, holding the weight of a beginning I’ll never forget.

That night, London rained. The kind of rain that smells like new beginnings. I walked home soaked, clutching the napkin like a promise.

And for the first time, I didn’t feel alone in the city.
I felt seen.
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Chapter Two

Coffee, Chaos, and Chemistry

“Some souls don’t meet for the first time. They remember.” “Love begins quietly—in a look, in a laugh, in the pause before saying goodbye.”

Her name was Susieisla. She told me it means “Island.” I told her she was the most beautiful storm I’d ever found refuge in.

We started with coffee, the sacred London ritual. Neal Street Café became our temple. Morning light, espresso steam, her laughter soft as jazz.

We also talked continually about everything: art, fate, dreams, books, failures, success, poetry, photos, love, and the spirit of the mind. 

Using her thoughts and feelings, she wrote poetry and books for herself, using her imagination, not for fame.
I took photographs to hold on to beauty.
When we kissed for the first time outside St. Paul’s, under the ringing of the evening bells, it didn’t feel like a beginning

It felt like remembering someone, something eternal. I never feel utter happiness unless I am with you, Susieisla said. My thoughts, love, and life are yearning and desiring for you every second of life.  

The next morning, I told myself I wouldn’t go back to that café. I told myself it would seem desperate. Predictable.
And yet, there I was at the same corner table, same cup of coffee I didn’t like, pretending to read the news while waiting for something someone I couldn’t name.
Then she walked in. Susieisla.

Wearing a wool coat too big for her and a blue scarf that seemed to hold all the light of the London sky. She spotted me, smiled that shy but knowing smile, and it felt like the city exhaled.

“You again,” she said, teasing.

“Maybe it’s fate,” I replied, immediately regretting how cliché it sounded.

She sat across from me anyway. “Or maybe you just really like bad coffee.”

We laughed, and just like that, the air between us filled with warmth.

We talked about everything and nothing, her flatmate who left notes in haikus, my fear of flying, and her obsession with rainy days. She said she liked how London never really slept, how even its silence hummed with stories.

That afternoon turned into evening, and the café lights softened into amber. She leaned across the table, her hand brushing mine. A spark, not dramatic, not cinematic, but real.

She wrote her address on another napkin. “If you ever want to hear a half-written poem and eat terrible pasta, come by.”

I did.

That night, I couldn’t sleep. The city moved outside my window, cars, laughter, sirens, but all I could hear was her voice. The rhythm of her words lingered like a melody.

Love, it turns out, doesn’t arrive in grand gestures. It grows in the quiet choices, going back to the same café, listening longer than usual, staying a little later because you don’t want the moment to end.

And somehow, amid the chaos of London life missed trains, tubes, work deadlines, rainstorms, we became us.

Chapter Three  

Love in Motion

“Love isn’t loud. It’s the quiet persistence that holds your hand when the storm arrives.” “The truest love doesn’t cage you, it moves with you, becoming wind at your back when you need to run.” “When two hearts move in the same rhythm, even the world must stop to listen.”

London became our map of wonder. Every street corner is a memory. Every laugh is a photograph.

We weren’t perfect. We argued about bills, movies, dinner, silly things, and nothing. But Susieisla’s love had gravity. Even when we fell apart, she pulled us back into orbit.

When I lost a big job, I broke. Family issues and all the mix, she was there. She didn’t fix me — she just sat beside me, rain in her hair, her hand in mine.
“You’ll rise again,” she whispered. And somehow, I believed her.
Because Susieisla’s love wasn’t loud, it was steady. Precious, blessed, and flourishing.

My prayers for you are that you will be blessed with a life that is as sweet as your kisses and as adorable, beautiful as you, wandering throughout time. 

Here’s to the world's most beautiful, sweet, and charming creature. The heavens bestow sweet blessings upon you, not just a day but every day of your sweet life, a journey of wonders, my sunshine.

Susieisla loved walking. She said the city revealed its heart only to those who kept moving. So we walked through Covent Garden at dusk, along the Thames where the water caught the reflections of a thousand untold stories.

I remember the time she dragged me onto a carousel near Southbank, insisting that we were “far too grown-up for our own good.” She laughed until tears sparkled in her eyes, wind tangling her hair.

We made ordinary things sacred. Bus rides became confessions, grocery aisles became dance floors, train and Tube rides became dreams of how we make things better, loving and happy, and the mundane shimmered under the weight of us.

Our first kiss happened one evening when London lights flickered through the drizzle. I’d just walked her home, both of us reluctant to say goodnight. She turned eyes soft and full of
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