She pulled the sheets over her head, turned onto her side and cried. They were sorrowful tears, tears that made her body shake and her heart ache. He said absolutely nothing, just lit a cigarette and inhaled deeply. He always did that. Trying to blank out the reality of what was happening around him, even though it scared him more than anybody else. They wouldn’t be able to get out of this one. Not this time.

She held her head, thoughts slipping out like water from a tap.

***

Lola’s POV

I think I’ll always remember the day I first met him. I was about 16, and I’d gone to see the band live in Manchester with my friends. I was absolutely determined that I was going to meet The Strokes. I made my gang (much to Lily’s protest) wait outside in the rain for what seemed like ten hours, and Nick came out of the tour bus. I fainted.

The next minute, I woke up, sat on a bunk bed, lying on Julian Casablancas’ lap with him stroking my hair. 

“Are you okay? I saw you faint; you hit your head on the sidewalk.’ He asked, putting a pillow behind my head.

“Um… I think so. Thanks.” I stuttered.

“No problem.”

Fab came into the room in his underpants. I couldn’t believe my luck. Lying on one hot guy’s lap then seeing one in boxers. Somebody did love me. When Julian gave me his email address and I gave him my mobile number, I thought I was the luckiest girl in the world. Now I wish that I’d never even gone to the stupid concert in the first place.

***

As Lola walked down 8th Avenue, the tears still fell. She had major intentions of going into the first shitty bar that served under 21-s that she came to.  If she lived in England still, she’d get served, easy. She was 20, after all. As she walked down another crappy street, she bumped into a lamppost.  This was enough to make her flop down onto the sidewalk and howl.

Lola had given almost everything up for Julian. She’d just finished her A-Levels at college; she’d been offered a place at Oxford. But she was seeing Julian, and he couldn’t move to Manchester to be with her. So she moved to Manhattan and moved into his apartment. She was at NYU now, but it wasn’t the same…

She caught her breath and got her mobile phone out of her Suzy Smith bag. She searched for her friend, Zia’s mobile number and put it to her ear. Still sat on the street, she connected the call.

‘Hey Lolo, what’s up?’ Zia said happily as she answered the phone.

‘Oh Zia, everything’s a fucking mess…’ Lola started to cry again and told Zia what had happened.

‘Oh Lola… I’m so sorry. What’re you gonna do?’

‘I’m not sure. I can’t move back over there can I?’

Hmm, well-‘

The call was cut off. Lola threw her phone down onto the sidewalk and cradled her aching head again. How did she manage to get herself into this?

Julian sat in his lounge, silently staring into space. Why did he do that to her? She loved him so much, and he’d promised that he wouldn’t go near the drugs, the drink… all that shit again. Now he had, and he didn’t realise just how much it would upset her. There was only one solution to his problem. Time to spend some quality time with his best friend. Jack Daniels.

Two hours later, Julian woke up sprawled on the couch. He threw up all over Albert’s red Converse. As he lifted his head up, he noticed a note on the coffee table. He picked it up and read it out loud.

‘Dear Julian, I’ve packed up and gone home to Manchester. I think I need to think for a while. I can’t believe after all that I said, after I TOLD you how much it’d mean to me, that you went back on whatever you take again. 

Even though it doesn’t actually sound like it, I still love you. Call me tomorrow; I’ll be at Zia’s. Love you, Lola.’ he murmured, tears seeping out of his closed eyes. ‘I love you too.’

Albert came through the door. The first thing he registered were his favourite shoes, now caked in a nasty puddle of sick, then Julian with tears falling down his face.

‘Hey, Jules, what’s up? What’s happened?’ he asked urgently. If Jules was crying, there must be something seriously wrong. The only other time he’d seen him like this was when he was leaving him at that shitty boarding school on his own.

‘Lola… Lola left.’ Julian stuttered, collapsing on Albert’s shoulder. ‘She’s gone to stay with Zia for a bit.’

‘What happened?’ 

‘Drew felt she had to tell her about that night on tour when I got totally off my face on crystal meth and ran around stage naked.’

Al started laughing. ‘Holy shit, I remember that. That gay guy fainted. He said he’d never seen someone with such a small dick.’

‘Oh ha-di-fucking-ha.’ Julian sat down on the sofa and held his ankle, rubbing his big toe. Like Lola used to do to him. ‘I’m gonna go find her, Albie. I’ve got to.’ He started to put on his coat, running into his bedroom.

‘Jules, you can’t. What about the new CD?’

He came back out of his room 5 minutes later wearing a leather jacket, black scarf and jeans, clutching his passport, a blue rucksack and his wallet. ‘Fuck the record, Al. This is too important. I’ve got to go and tell her… I love her to bits, Al. I really do.’

‘Do what you think’s right then. Good luck.’

Julian kissed Albert’s cheek and ran out of the apartment, down the stairs and into the cold, snowy street outside.

Lola lay slumped on Zia’s couch, wearing her best friend’s pyjamas and eating as much chocolate as she could shove into her mouth. She felt so good to be back in Manchester. Even though she was here on bad terms, it still felt fucking good. It was snowing, even though it was almost March. It looked like Christmas.

She walked over to the balcony doors and opened them, stepping outside. Fuck, it was cold. She looked over the balustrade. The street was silent; the snow was virgin because no one could get into the road by car. She could see a black dot moving towards her building. She blinked. It came closer. She went back into the flat and put her glasses on and went back outside, squinting to see who or what the black thing approaching the block was. 

Julian.

Julian’s POV

Fuck, I must’ve been mad. It was like, minus whatever and I’d walked to JFK. Then I got on the first flight to Manchester and I had no fucking idea where Zia’s flat was. I mean I knew whereabouts it was, I just didn’t know the building or the apartment. I walked down the street. It was blowing a blizzard and I couldn’t see anything. Then I could see someone. Lola. Standing on the balcony in pyjamas. She looked gorgeous; her hair was billowing out behind her like a sail. She turned in my direction and went inside. I ran towards the building as she came back out. I think she’d seen me because she ran back inside. Now I’m at the door and I keep on pushing the darn buzzer, but there’s no answer…

‘Yes?’ She sighs impatiently into the phone.

‘Lola, its me.’ His voice crackles down the line. ‘Let me in.’

‘Give me a reason why I should.’

‘I… just open the friggin’ door.’

She sighs, and buzzes him in.

He thunders up the stairs.

***

Julian surveyed the living room of Zia’s flat with a mixture of concern and amusement about how his girlfriend had been living for two days. Every surface was covered in debris, from chocolate wrappers to empty Corona bottles. On top of the TV stood a smashed picture of him and Lola hugging in Central Park.

‘Say your piece then go.’ Lola said stubbornly, sitting down on the futon that had been serving as her bed and giving him an expectant look.  

‘Lola… I’m so sorry.’ Julian threw his head into his hands and sat down beside her. ‘Listen, can we go out for lunch?’

‘Do I have to?’ Lola stood up, walking to her bedroom.

‘Yes, you do. It’s really important.’ 

She came out wearing a Vines T-shirt, old jeans and canary yellow converse. ‘If it means that much to you, I will.’ She paused in thought. ‘Um, can I borrow your coat?’

Lola sat awkwardly waiting for Jules to bring the coffee in the Starbucks in Exchange Square. She felt so stupid, and mean, but she wasn’t sure why. Shouldn’t it have been him who felt bad?

Julian plonked down on the sofa beside her. ‘I got you one of those hot chocolate things with cream. I figured you’d like it. And a Pain au Chocolat.’ He sighed, sipping his drink. Lola guessed it was a latte; he always had the same.

‘ Thanks.’ She clasped her hands around her mug. They both sat in silence for a while, not sure of exactly what to say. Eventually, Julian said huffily, ‘I… I’m so sorry Lola. I didn’t mean to hurt you. I really didn’t.’

‘Well… you did. Well done!’ Lola replied, a little hysterically. ‘Do you realise what I’ve been through these past three days? No. You don’t. And you fucking want to know why? ‘Cause you’re a bloody… bloody…’

She collapsed in tears on the table. ‘You really hurt me Jules. You really did! I just wanted to be loved; I just wanted someone to love me for being me, not try to change me, not deceive me. Its happened before, before you…’

‘Calm down.’ Julian held her close. She didn’t try to pull away. ‘Shit Lola, we’ve known each other four years, dated for four, lived together for two… I love you so much.’

She stopped crying and looked up at him through her navy-blue eyes. ‘Really?’

‘Yes. I really do. When you left, I cried so much. Albert thought something really bad happened. And I was sick all over his shoes and-‘

‘Let me guess. You got shit-faced.’

‘Yup. You know me too well! Lola, I really want you to come back. I can’t cope without you. Who else is gonna tell me that my lyrics suck ass?’

‘I’m coming home. I love you.’

Julian kissed Lola’s forehead. And, at that moment, life was perfect for them both. 

Lola’s POV

Where the fuck is the fucking-

‘Lola! Your mum says that she’s held up at the airport and she’s going to be late!’ Karla screams at me.

‘Oh fuck, oh fuck. Where’s my smokes?’ I yell. ‘Zee, go get me some Lights from the machine downstairs!’

‘Okay babe!’ Zia says, walking out of the door. Oh fuck, I’m gonna be late for my own fucking-

‘Lo! Illy & Drew say do you need any help?’ Lily’s shouting from the door.

‘Yeah! Can you tell them I need someone to paint my nails? I can’t bend down in this outfit!’

Illy and Drew are coming into my room. Illy says, ‘You okay Lola?’

‘Just nervy. Where’s Zia with my ciggies…’

‘Here, have this one.’ Drew grins, passing me a freshly lit cigarette. ‘You want me to do your makeup?’

‘Sure. Oh my God, I’m so nervous. What if he doesn’t turn up? What if he-’

Karla envelops me in a hug. ‘LoLo, you’ll be fine. He loves you right?’

‘Yeah, I guess. Why would he be marrying me otherwise?’


***

Half an hour later, Lola sat down calmly staring out of the window. She smiled as she looked at the Empire State building, where Julian had proposed to her some seven months ago, as soon as they arrived back from Manchester. But now, it was sunny instead of snowy, and it was scorching hot.

She got up and walked over to Zia, Kate, Lily and her sister Meg, who were all wearing brown Chloe dresses.

‘You ready Lola! Everyone’s waiting!’ Drew shouted from outside the room.

‘Yeah. I am.’ Lola said softly. She grabbed Zia and held her close. ‘This is it!’

‘Yeah, it is. Be careful though, hey?’ Zia replied anxiously, squeezing her friend’s hand.

‘What’s that supposed to me-’

‘Fuck, Lola! Hurry up! He’s gonna think you’ve jilted him!’ Juliet cried.

‘Okay, okay, coming!’

Lola walked out of the bedroom and everyone gasped.

‘Oh my God. You look great! I love your hair. Wow!’ Drew squealed, giving Lola a huge cuddle. 

‘Thanks. Oh god, I’m so nervous!’ Lola giggled, smoothing out her train. She ran down the stairs, looking for the nearest waitress with a tray. She needed champagne to get through this without puking.

Julian’s POV

She’s got her head resting on my chest now. I can feel her sleeping. God, I’m so happy.

