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Sophia is scrolling through Instagram (her feed used to be all fashion and self-care, but now she finds herself becoming obsessed with videos of babies) when JP nudges her because the Avianca gate agent has stepped out from behind the desk and is headed their way. Sophia, grudgingly, closes out the app and slips her phone into the side pocket of her tote. This trip might be a good time to take a break from social media, JP said to her back at the Marriott in Quito. Eight days on a boat—I’m sure you don’t want the other passengers to think of you that way.

Think of me what way? Sophia said.

As someone who can’t be present in the moment because she’s always on her phone, he said. It’s a bad habit.

This made Sophia laugh. Oh, baby, I’m certain every single person on our boat will have a bad habit. The only person I’ve ever met who doesn’t have a bad habit—literally, in my life—is you.

JP gets up every morning at five thirty to ride the Peloton, he eats farm-to-table, he drinks moderately—craft beer and good red wine. He doesn’t swear. He is kind and considerate, he talks to strangers, he holds doors and helps old ladies with their luggage, he obeys the speed limit, he listens and remembers things about people in a way that is uncanny but not creepy. Sophia’s best friend, Pierce, once marveled that, after dating a string of Jamies and Aidens from Hinge who had seemed great but ended up being so-not-great, Sophia had finally met a “nice guy.” She and Pierce agree she should have been looking for a midwesterner all along.

As long as he’s not too nice, Pierce said, wink-wink, nudge-nudge, at which point Sophia confirmed that JP is not too nice. He’s a maestro in bed with a remarkably big baton.

“Por favor, Señor Satterwhite?” the gate agent says. The woman is a young Penélope Cruz. Her beauty, in Sophia’s opinion, is wasted on granting seat upgrades and checking passports; she could be modeling for Chanel, or making ten thousand a day on OnlyFans. “Teléfono.”

“Teléfono?” JP says, as though he’s not quite sure what that word might mean in English.

“Sí,” the agent says. “Come with me.”

JP turns to look at Sophia with a nonplussed shrug. “Be right back, I guess.” Sophia notices a slight tensing around his eyes.

She watches JP follow young Penélope back to the desk and, yes, take a call on the actual Avianca landline. Who gets a call at an airline desk? Is it something to do with their passports, the boat, a loose end JP forgot? Unlike Sophia, JP made a show of turning off his phone that morning for the duration of the trip. He doesn’t want to be interrupted by the office. He doesn’t want his kids calling to ask for money. JP has an ex-wife, Maria, in Edmund, Oklahoma, and three children. His son Aaron is doing a fifth year at CU Boulder; his daughter, Candace, is studying marketing at Tulane; his youngest, Briar, has just started midyear at UT Austin after taking the fall semester off to attend drug rehab. Sophia hasn’t met the kids yet. JP says he wants to wait awhile—no reason to bring someone new into their lives so soon after the divorce. He wants them to like Sophia and not think she was the reason JP and Maria split up. Sophia told him she was fine with that because . . . well, because he’s left her no choice in the matter. Sophia is thirty-five years old and is eager to have children of her own someday—a matter she broached, not the night she met JP at the hotel bar, but on one of their early subsequent dates—and JP enthusiastically announced that he would love to have more kids. Sophia has visions of a big blended family, the older kids and the younger all coming together for the holidays in the city. As a real estate broker with Douglas Elliman, Sophia can get them a coveted table at Rolf’s under the Christmas baubles and courtside seats for the Knicks.

“Trouble with your luggage?” the woman standing next to Sophia asks. The woman is seventy or so; she wears silver-rimmed glasses and has close-cropped silver hair. Perky fuchsia lipstick. Her name tag—Sophia was also given a name tag, but she shoved it into the front pocket of her tote—says WANDA ROSS, DORADO. Dorado is the same boat Sophia and JP are on.

Sophia smiles, so that Wanda Ross knows Sophia will be a pleasure to hang with the next eight days and not just another young person zombified by ClickClock. “It’s a phone call.”

“Oh,” Wanda says. She turns to the man next to her, who must be her husband but who might also be her twin—the dude has the same haircut in the same shade of silver and wears the same glasses. “It’s a phone call.” Wanda turns back to Sophia. “It seems unusual. Doesn’t your husband have a cell phone?”

“He does,” Sophia says. She watches JP take the receiver; he bows his head, listens for a moment while staring at the floor, responds with only a few words, then hangs up. He does not look over at her. Sophia gets the distinct feeling the call was personal. He smiles at the young Penélope Cruz, chats with her for a moment in Spanish. JP is fluent, something Sophia learned about him a few days earlier. When JP exchanged money at the airport cambio, he and the woman behind the smudged plexiglass had an entire conversation as Sophia stood by, awestruck. It was as though JP had revealed he could play the mandolin.

Sophia leaned into him as they exited customs. “That was sexy.”

He gave her an Aw shucks, it was nothing. “It’s just something I picked up along the way.”

JP retrieves his cell phone from the outside pocket of his carry-on, brings it to life, and says to Sophia, “I need a minute.”

“Is everything okay?” she asks. Their flight to San Cristóbal in the Galápagos boards in twelve minutes.

“Just wait here, please.”

She watches as he strides away from her, tapping at his phone. She wants to follow him; she wants to know what he’s doing, who he’s texting. She steels herself for . . . what? Having to cancel and go home?

Would that be so bad?

Sophia hadn’t wanted to come on this particular trip. When JP asked her if she wanted to “get away” this winter, she quickly said yes. New York was shivering under nearly two feet of snow that was dirty and melting into icy puddles at every street corner. The wind sliced down the avenues like a steel blade; Sophia had been shedding six layers and changing out of her Hunter boots and into heels each time she showed an apartment. Going away was also a welcome development in their relationship. Sophia and JP hadn’t spent more than five consecutive days together—because although JP had a residence in the AKA NoMad that his company paid for, he was essentially commuting back and forth to Oklahoma City every weekend. Sophia’s friend Pierce agreed that “getting away” was the logical next step—because how well do you really know someone if you haven’t traveled together?

Sophia won’t lie: she had been thinking tropical—lying on a white sand beach, fruity drinks, sunsets over the water, rubbing aloe onto each other’s back. When JP suggested the Galápagos—it was on his bucket list, he’d always wanted to go, and he fancied himself a better-than-average wildlife photographer—Sophia initially expressed enthusiasm. The Galápagos! It was only after a deep dive into the internet the next day that Sophia realized it wasn’t the kind of trip she’d been expecting. But being part of a couple meant compromise, and Sophia had known from the first evening she met JP Satterwhite that his avocation was wildlife photography. Six months earlier, JP had taken the seat next to Sophia at the bar in the lobby of the AKA NoMad: Sophia had just closed on a luxury three-bedroom across the street, and JP was living upstairs and had come down for dinner at the bar. They struck up a conversation. Sophia was high from the sale and wanted a quick drink before she met Pierce at Café Chelsea, and JP had seemed harmless, a cuter-than-average midwestern dad. He’d pulled out his phone and showed Sophia pictures from the safari he’d just taken with his youngest son, and Sophia oohed and aahed over the photos of the cheetah kill, the innards of a wildebeest as lurid and red as a pomegranate. Amazing! she said.

When JP returns to their gate, he looks pale and spooked. All of his gee-whiz Ted Lasso energy is gone. He takes Sophia by the elbow and leads her down the hall by the drinking fountain, where they’re away from the eyes and ears of people like Wanda Ross and her husband.

“Listen,” he says. “I have to go.”

Sophia’s stomach lurches. “What happened?” JP shakes his head. “Just tell me!” She finds she is a bit crushed by this news, though more by his use of the pronoun. I have to go. Not we.

Still he doesn’t speak. “Is it Briar?” she asks. JP had confided to Sophia that Briar’s addiction issues started with Adderall in eighth grade and got worse from there, but he’s better now; that’s what JP told her. It was just a bump in the road; now he’s in Austin, pledging DTD, which was apparently Matthew McConaughey’s frat, a fun tidbit to share with anyone who asks how Briar is doing.

He releases a stream of breath. “Yes,” he says. “That was Maria on the phone—she called the airline when she couldn’t reach me on my cell.”

“Is he okay?”

“He’s . . . yes, he’s okay. There was an incident. At a party at school.”

“Okay, well . . .” Sophia rearranges expectations and logistics in a game of mental Tetris. “I’ll go with you, obviously.”

Vehement shake of the head. “You can’t come with me.”

She rears back a little; she’s never heard him be curt like this. “Are you . . . will you fly to Austin? To OKC?”

“Home,” he says. “I’m flying home. But Sophia . . .” Here, he finally touches her, cupping her face with both hands. “I’m not sure how long this is going to take.” There’s something fatalistic in his tone; he sounds like they might never see each other again. Sophia reminds herself that he just got blindsided. She knows nothing about addiction firsthand; she’s been lucky that way. When someone like Briar has a relapse, how long does it take until things are okay again? Sophia looks into JP’s eyes and tries to convey empathy, understanding. This is a Moment in their relationship. How she handles this will determine their trajectory for the future.

JP first told Sophia he loved her a week after they’d met. He showed up at her apartment on West Eleventh Street with a bottle of Sancerre from the Chavignol region (her favorite) and a bouquet of white irises (her favorite). He set the wine and the flowers down, tackled her on the bed, and said, “I love you. Let’s get married.”

Sophia had laughed it off. No one she’d dated in the city up to that point had even been willing to say he liked her. It was an affliction of the millennial male: the utter downplaying of emotion. Everything was casual; in a world where their next hookup was only a swipe away, everyone was disposable. But JP was older, fifty-four, unapologetically Gen X. He grew up in another era, one where people met in real life—in bars, on elevators (before everyone was unable to be present in a moment because they were always on their phone!), in line for beers at hockey games, at the Live Aid concert or whatever. JP met Maria at a fraternity mixer at the University of Oklahoma. Sophia did a little research: the university was located in a town called Norman; the nickname was the “Sooners,” which was what they called folks who beat it out west during the land rush of the 1880s. To Sophia, who had grown up on Long Island and attended Queens College, this was exotic.

After JP had told Sophia he loved her that first time, he kept saying it—every day, several times a day—until, somewhere in month three, Sophia felt safe enough to say it back. The status of their relationship now is that they love each other.

“I’ll . . . fly back to New York, then?” she says. “You’ll come when you can?”

“I want you to go on the trip,” he says. “Please . . . just please go, Sophia. Keep my camera, take pictures. There’s a list of all the things I want to see.”

Is this a joke? JP wants her to go and take pictures? JP’s camera rests at their feet in its own aluminum suitcase. She has literally no idea how to use it.

They announce the boarding of the San Cristóbal flight. JP wraps his arms around Sophia and kisses her like they’re in a movie. “I love you,” he says.

Sophia learned about inertia in her senior-year physics class—an object at rest will stay at rest, an object in motion will stay in motion—but she has never understood it more than when JP puts his hand on her lower back and nudges her toward the line. Unlike airlines in the States, there isn’t a litany about who can preboard, then board first, second, third, eleventh; it’s just a big free-for-all. Sophia shuffles forward and thinks, This is somehow happening. I am going to the Galápagos alone. When she turns around to wave goodbye to JP, she sees only the back of his head before he disappears.

Sophia checks her ticket for a seat assignment, then realizes there isn’t one. It’s first come, first served, and Sophia is the last passenger to board the plane. The configuration is two seats to the left of the aisle, one to the right, and by the time she reaches the back of the plane—jostling the people on either side of her because she now has not only her tote and carry-on but also JP’s camera case—she finds that the only two seats left unoccupied are the window seat in the very last row and the aisle in the next-to-last row, but this seat has the disadvantage of putting Sophia between Wanda Ross and her husband.

“Oh good,” Wanda says. “Sit with us.”

Sophia blinks. Why aren’t the Rosses sitting together? What are the chances Mr. Ross will give up his seat to join his wife so Sophia can have a seat by herself on the right? The chances are zero: Mr. Ross looks at Sophia but doesn’t move. Probably, they both want a window. Sophia eyes the seat in the last row—that’s JP’s seat, she thinks—as she sinks down next to Wanda.

“This is my husband, Henry,” Wanda says. “I don’t think you told us your name.”

“Sophia.” When she imagined this trip, she figured JP would do all the introducing because he’s a naturally friendly midwesterner and she a steely-gazed New Yorker who could offer simply a nod with a closed-lip smile. She doesn’t like group activities; that was another strike against this trip, a lack of independence. “Sophia Othonos.”

“And your husband? Was he called away?”

“Oh.” Sophia pauses at the word “husband.” I love you, JP said. Let’s get married. She wonders if she can get away with fibbing, even though she’s not wearing a ring. “He had to go home. His son isn’t well.”

Wanda lays her hand on Sophia’s wrist. “My darling girl, I’m so sorry. What sad news. So it’s a second marriage, then? He has his own children?”

Sophia studies the rough-woven material of the seat in front of her. Wanda Ross has a bad habit, she thinks. She asks inappropriately personal questions.

“JP has three children from his first marriage,” Sophia says. “The youngest, his son, something happened. There was an incident.” “Incident” was the word JP used—but what did this mean, exactly? Had Briar smoked a joint, had he gotten drunk at a fraternity party, had he OD’d on heroin or fentanyl, did he have to be revived by Narcan? “JP had to leave.”

Wanda rests her head against the window as though she’s suddenly very tired. Behind her glasses, her eyes are moist. “Your poor husband,” she says. “You’re so brave, going ahead with the trip.”

“He insisted I come. He wants me to . . .” Sophia is about to say “take pictures,” but how absurd will that sound? “He didn’t want me to miss it.”

“That was so selfless of him,” Wanda says, and Sophia nods along like she agrees, though when she replays the scene in the terminal, she gets the feeling that JP was trying to get rid of her. Sophia isn’t family, and now she understands that she and JP aren’t a couple, at least not the kind of fully realized couple she wants to be. Briar doesn’t even know Sophia exists. Does Maria? Maria knew about the trip, apparently. But did Maria know Sophia was accompanying him, or was Sophia just “someone I’m seeing”?

Sophia has pretended not to be bothered by JP’s relationship with his ex, although she is somewhat bothered. The mentions of Maria, and the life experiences he had while being married to Maria, are to be expected, though it stings that Sophia hasn’t had a serious, long-term relationship of her own to balance the scales. The last person Sophia was in love with was Conor Montrose, whom she dated the last two years of high school and the first two years of college, too long ago now to be relevant. What bothers Sophia about Maria—other than the normal jealousy (Sophia will never be the first person JP marries; she won’t be the first person to have his children)—is how JP handles his communications with her. The calls are always taken in another room, behind closed doors or otherwise out of earshot of Sophia, and when JP is texting with Maria, he might as well be underwater. When Sophia mentioned that it would be nice to spend an actual weekend together in the city, JP said that he couldn’t wait for that to happen “down the road.” However, he still spent his weekends in Oklahoma. That made sense while Briar was in rehab and then back home after rehab, but once Briar was in college, wasn’t JP free to spend a weekend or two in New York?

Absolutely, he said. He gave her one weekend in January. Sophia cooked for him in her apartment on Friday night; she wore red lipstick and channeled her inner Alison Roman, whipping up crispy pork chops with buttered radishes and roasted Broccolini. Saturday they wandered through the Guggenheim, and Sophia showed off her art history minor; then they cabbed down to the Angelika Theater to see a French film, followed by dinner at Le Coucou. Sunday, JP rode the Peloton before their brunch at Sadelle’s, and they spent the rest of the afternoon watching playoff football before ordering in Thai food.

This was a perfect weekend, Sophia said before they climbed into bed Sunday night. Every weekend could be like this, you know.

JP spooned her and said in her ear, Absolutely. Down the road.

“How long have you been married?” Wanda Ross asks.

Sophia should put an end to this charade now; she hasn’t lied, but she should have corrected Wanda earlier. However, Sophia doesn’t have the emotional energy it would take to clarify: Not wife, girlfriend. She would also have to watch her status plummet in Wanda’s eyes. “Six months,” she says.

“Newlyweds!” Wanda cries out. “Henry and I have been married forty-six years. This is our anniversary trip.”

“Wow,” Sophia says. If she and JP got married next summer, which is what she hopes (she has, secretly, started a Pinterest board), they would make it to forty-six years only if JP lived to be a hundred and one.

“Well,” Wanda says with a sigh. They both look over at Henry, who has fallen asleep sitting upright. His mouth hangs open, and Sophia pretends not to see the drool threatening to drop from his lip. “It’s work.”

In the San Cristóbal airport, Sophia creates a circle with the other people on her boat while they wait for their guide. Sophia can’t help but view her fellow travelers through a New York real estate lens. Tucker and Kelly are young and athletic looking; they’re both firefighters from Birmingham, England. Sophia would show them single-families in West New Brighton on Staten Island. DeAndre and Grant are from San Francisco. Downtown, Sophia thinks. Brownstone on Perry Street or West Fourth—or, possibly, Tribeca. They’re stylish: DeAndre wears immaculate white trousers and a pair of Stubbs & Wootton loafers embroidered with . . . Sophia peers at his feet . . . yes, blue-footed boobies, one of the birds they’re supposed to see on this trip. Sophia is dying to take a picture of the shoes and send it to Pierce; he has six pairs of Stubbs loafers, all of them custom. Grant is more appropriately dressed for the trip, in sturdy-looking canvas shorts and hiking boots, a daypack tight against his broad back. Next there’s a couple who look even more miserable than Sophia feels: Arn and Dolores from Evanston, Illinois. The group introduction has interrupted their vicious whisper argument. Sophia sees couples like this all the time. She’d be showing them houses in Stamford when really the wife wants Greenwich (but they can’t afford it). Arn has a dad bod and a meaty red face; he says he’s the senior vice president of Blah Blah Blah Tool and Die. Dolores is frighteningly thin, with straight black hair in need of a trim; she glares at everyone like a teenager with a bad attitude but says nothing. Henry and Wanda stand to Sophia’s left and inform the group they’re from Columbus, Ohio. “Go Buckeyes!” Henry says. He pulls his button-down apart at the chest like he’s Superman to reveal an Ohio State T-shirt underneath. The only place in New York that Sophia can picture Henry and Wanda is the New York Hilton on Sixth Avenue. The final person in the circle is Hugh, who is overweight, heavily bearded, and soft spoken. He has to repeat himself three times before everyone understands he’s from New Hampshire; he’s a biology professor. Sophia pictures Hugh in a one-bedroom, uptown West Side near Columbia.

“Are you here alone, Hugh?” Wanda asks. Sophia looks down at Hugh’s feet. He’s wearing sandals that reveal thick yellow toenails.

Hugh nods. He seems perfectly nice, Sophia thinks, and yet she fears she’ll be paired up with him by default for the next eight days, which isn’t exactly appealing.

The circle is infiltrated by a young, handsome Ecuadorian man who looks like he’s just stepped off the courts at Wimbledon. He’s wearing white shorts and a crisp white polo shirt with DORADO embroidered in gold thread on the pocket. “I am your guide, Miguel,” he says. His teeth gleam. “Welcome to the Galápagos Islands!” Everyone except Arn and Dolores bursts into excited applause. Sophia sets down JP’s camera case and claps along halfheartedly.

Sophia expects her spirits will lift once she sees the boat; she has her phone at the ready—she promised Pierce pictures, and she supposes she’ll send them to JP now too—but when she sees the Dorado, it’s like expecting a pair of Louboutins for your birthday and receiving Crocs. The Dorado is, by far, the smallest boat in any of the slips, the runt of the litter. Still, Sophia holds out hope. It could be a jewel box, beautifully appointed on the inside, a floating boutique hotel. She remembers all the amenities JP listed as they lay in her bed the morning they booked the trip: sundeck, air-conditioned salons, full complimentary bar.

She should have looked more closely at the pictures.

Sophia trails the group to the end of the dock, where a gentleman waits in a panga. He helps everyone down into the boat.

“Buenas días,” Sophia says. She left her tote and duffel to be loaded with the luggage, but she holds the camera case close to her chest. This is what she has left of JP; it might as well contain his ashes.

“Ah,” the man says. “Habla español?”

“No,” Sophia admits. “Cerveza, por favor, uno mas cerveza. That’s it.”

The man laughs. “Me llamo Luis Antonio.”

“Me llamo Sophia.”

“Me llamo Wanda,” Wanda pipes in. By the time the panga reaches the Dorado, everyone has said his or her name, as though it’s a party game.

The Dorado is not a floating boutique hotel, nor is it beautifully appointed. It’s tired and badly in need of renovation. Or, if Sophia is using her real estate speak: The Dorado is ready for its next owner to optimize its potential. They enter through a dining area, pass by three four-tops, and proceed into a living area that has vinyl couches running along the perimeter and a couple of glass-topped coffee tables. In one corner is the “full, complimentary bar,” stocked with things like Galliano and blue Curaçao.

Miguel is handing out keys. “You’re in Room One,” he tells Sophia. “The Honeymoon Suite.”

Sophia blinks. “The Honeymoon Suite?”

Miguel flashes his brilliant smile. “We call it that because it’s the only room with a double bed.” He sighs. “But I have been informed that your partner had an emergency at home and will not be joining us.”

Sophia wonders how Miguel knows this. Did young Penélope Cruz tell him, or did JP call himself? And has “incident” been upgraded to “emergency”?

“Is there Wi-Fi on the boat?” she asks.

“Of course, of course,” Miguel says. “We will go over all that at our meeting, which will be at one o’clock sharp here in the salon. Until then, please make yourself at home.”

The ladder down to the cabins is steep and must be climbed backward. Sophia lets Tucker and Kelly, the firefighters, go first. They must be used to ladders like this.

“Aw, lovely, thank you,” Kelly says in her cute accent.

They’re next to Sophia in Room Two. When they open the door, Sophia catches a glimpse of two bunk beds.

“At least we’ve got our own loo,” Tucker says.

Sophia opens her own door, sees the double bed. She isn’t sure what possesses her, but she turns to Kelly and says, “Would you like to switch rooms? My room has a double bed, and I’m here by myself now, so . . .”

“Aw, we couldn’t,” Kelly says. “You paid for a more expensive room.”

“Please,” Sophia says. “I insist. I don’t need a double bed; I’ll be fine in bunks. Truly, I wouldn’t offer if I didn’t want you to have it.”

Kelly gives Sophia a hug. “Thank you!” she says. “Tuck, guess what? Free upgrade!”

There’s a bit of a shuffle with the bags, but it takes only a minute; then Tucker and Kelly close the door to Room One—Sophia can hear them squealing about their good fortune—and Sophia closes the door to Room Two.

The cabin is tiny and cramped with a peeling vinyl floor; it smells of mildew and the chemical toilet. There’s a closet with brass handles and latch, single-mattress bunks with red metal bars across the sides, presumably so Sophia won’t roll out of bed in the middle of the night. She opens the door to the bathroom. It’s muggy but clean. There’s a shower, a tiny metal sink, and the offending toilet. A window is cracked open. Sophia peers out at the bigger, grander yachts, pangas tied off the backs like dogs on a leash. Waves splash against the boat at the level of her chest.

Sophia’s idea of a vacation is staying someplace nicer than the place she already lives. She expected fluffy towels, elegant tilework in the bathroom, pearlescent shampoo and bodywash, excellent water pressure, luxe sheets. She knows, she knows, the point of this trip isn’t the accommodations. It’s the rare ecological geosystem they’re going to be exploring.

She hears a lovemaking moan coming from the room across the hall, Kelly and Tucker, making good use of the bed.

Sophia checks her phone, but she has no service; she neglected to buy an international plan for her phone because she thought it would be unnecessary. Who would she be calling? Sophia turns on her data roaming, though she knows this is the equivalent of emptying her wallet into the harbor.

Immediately, her phone buzzes with a text, then another, then another. JP, she thinks. With an update, wrapped in an apology. She’ll assure him he doesn’t have to be sorry, she understands, she is sending him strength and clarity—and love, of course love.

There’s a text from Pierce: You promised me pictures of boobies!

There’s a text from Sophia’s older sister, Emmeline: You’re away, right? Can I crash at your place? I need a night to myself before I kill Brent and/or the boys. Also, have you talked to Ari?

The next text is from Sophia’s younger sister, Ariadne: I’m pregnant!!!!

There’s nothing from JP.

Sophia feels both nauseated and dizzy. Wouldn’t it be nice if she, too, were pregnant? (It’s embarrassing how much she wants this.) However, Sophia’s symptoms are due to the anxiety bubbling up inside her. Why did she turn on her roaming? She turns it back off immediately.

She’ll text Pierce once she knows what’s going on with JP. Pierce has been her chief of staff where this relationship is concerned; he’ll help her, even from afar.

Emmeline will use Sophia’s apartment with or without Sophia’s permission; she has a set of keys and the sense of entitlement that’s the birthright of every older sister. What’s Sophia’s is also hers, et cetera. Emme is probably, once again, fed up with her suburban life. Her husband, Brent, owns four car dealerships and is one of the last true male chauvinists (he runs a weekly poker game in the back room of a strip club like he’s Silvio Dante; he has never hung up a towel), and Emme’s boys, at this time of year, will be embroiled in hockey tournaments. Emme still lives on Long Island, but in Great Neck, which was her dream growing up. She does all the fancy mom things—meets the other stay-at-homes for coffee after school drop-off, then goes to barre class or hot yoga, nails, hair, MedSpa. She serves on committees at the kids’ school, she watches hella Bravo, she schedules the car to be serviced, the teeth to be cleaned, the skates to be sharpened. She goes to Whole Foods and provisions for dinner, which is a gourmet affair Sunday through Thursday; on the weekends, she and Brent have date night, and Brent gets a blow job. Emme has a bad habit: she wants something, gets it, then doesn’t want it anymore.

As for Ariadne’s pregnancy news, well . . . Sophia would like to mentally ship it back to the States to be dealt with at a later time, but that’s of course impossible. Ariadne and Seth Spinner (everyone just calls him Spinner) got married in October in Port Jeff; Sophia attended the wedding solo because she and JP had been dating only a few weeks at that point, and JP was away every weekend. She had to suffer both the questions (Are you seeing anyone special? How long do we have to wait until we get the invite to your wedding?) and the labels (City Girl, Career Girl, Miss Independent, Miss Manhattan).

Now that Ariadne is pregnant, she’ll buy a house down the street from their parents and raise little Spinners exactly the way Sophia and her sisters were raised.

All of this would be palatable if JP had simply texted. The whole scene at the airport was so abrupt that Sophia can’t quite believe it was real. And yet her solitude now is very real. She’s here in the Galápagos all by her fucking self.

She opens JP’s camera case. She can’t believe he left it behind—it’s either a show of extreme faith in Sophia, or he was too shaken by his news to make the wiser decision and take it with him. Sophia could have just taken pictures on her phone.

The Nikon lies nestled in foam packing, along with different lenses and a light meter. To Sophia, it’s like lifting the hood of a car and inspecting the engine. She picks up the camera and looks through the viewfinder. (Is that even what it’s called?) She pushes the button on top and hears a satisfying click. The screen shows a crisp, clear picture of the bathroom door. There’s a sheet of lined paper sticking out of the felt pouch on the case’s lid. It’s a list of . . . twenty-two animals that JP wanted to photograph. Blue-footed boobies. Mature marine iguanas. Dolphins at sunrise. He wants a picture of dolphins at sunrise?

“LOL,” Sophia says aloud, imitating Kelly’s accent.

The boat rocks underneath Sophia like a cradle—but before she can feel any more sorry for herself, the bell rings, announcing the first meeting.

Eating, mating, breeding, dying. Food sources of the marine iguana, courtship of the blue-footed booby, nesting practices of the magnificent frigate bird, natural enemies of the fur seal. Miguel has been talking for nearly an hour with Sophia and the rest of the passengers pasted to the buff-colored vinyl sofas in the feebly air-conditioned salon. Everything Miguel tells them about animals living, reproducing, and dying is what fascinated JP about the Galápagos. Life stripped down to the basics, he whispered to Sophia in awe as they scrolled through pictures of the Galápagos’s endemic wildlife online. That’s what we’re going to see.

Give us the goddamned Wi-Fi password, Miguel, Sophia thinks.

The other passengers look bored out of their wits. Tucker and Kelly page through a Spanish-language magazine they found under the coffee table. Henry Ross’s eyelids are drooping. Grant rests his head on DeAndre’s shoulder. Grant is still in his cargo shorts, though DeAndre has changed into tailored blue print shorts with a summer blue button-down in a contrasting pattern and a pair of white espadrilles. He’s dressed for an Aperol spritz on the French Riviera; Sophia is desperate to befriend him.

“You’d never make it in corporate America, Miguel,” Arn says, tapping his watch. Despite the A/C, the sides of Arn’s shirt are looped with sweat. Arn’s bad habit, Sophia decides, is being an asshole. Meanwhile, Dolores is all locked up: arms crossed tight, legs crossed tight, lips a slash of maroon pressed together.

Miguel blows the wooden whistle that hangs around his neck. “Okay, guys!” he says. People peel their thighs off the sofas; the vinyl squeaks. Henry Ross opens his eyes. “At five o’clock we have dinner; then we sail all night to Española Island, got it?”

“Bells and whistles,” Tucker murmurs. “Just like at the fire station.” He winks at Sophia. “I thought I was on vacation.”

That evening, when Sophia enters the dining area, she finds DeAndre and Grant already sitting with Tucker and Kelly, and Sophia thinks: Natural selection. They’re the coolest people here; of course they sat together. Sophia would like to lift a wing and display her bright feathers to prove she’s their species—but the table seats only four. Sophia sits with Henry and Wanda.

Dinner is bean soup, chicken parts, potatoes, and cauliflower. Sophia thinks longingly about the uncut sheet of ravioli at Café Chelsea, the iconic burger at 4 Charles, the pad see ew at her local Thai takeout. The chicken and vegetables in front of her are boiled and colorless.

Hugh appears at their table. “Taken?” he asks, pointing to the seat next to Sophia’s.

“Join us, please,” Wanda says.

Sophia scoots her chair over a couple of inches.

“Will I be crowding you?” Hugh asks.

“Not at all,” Sophia says. This is starting to feel like a very weird Tinder date. She blows on a spoonful of soup.

“So, Hugh, tell us about yourself,” Wanda prompts.

“Haven’t I said? I teach biology.” He nods. “In Hanover, New Hampshire.”

Hugh has just pulled the Ivy League feint: I go to college in Cambridge; I attend school in New Haven. Sophia has heard plenty of people flex false modesty, although Sophia will give Hugh the benefit of the doubt and assume he might be too shy to say “Dartmouth” aloud.

“Are you married?” Wanda asks.

“My wife passed eighteen months ago.” Hugh considers his bowl of soup. “Breast cancer.”

Wanda reaches out for Hugh’s arm. “I am so sorry.” She glances at Henry, who is pulling the bones out of his chicken, then at Sophia.

“I’m sorry,” Sophia says. She puts her spoon down. At the cool kids’ table, there’s a burst of laughter. “Do you have children?”

Hugh clears his throat. “Yes,” he says in a brighter voice. “A boy and a girl, though they’re grown now.”

“You’re an empty nester, like us,” Wanda says.

“We have three children,” Henry says. “A son who’s a suit, a daughter who’s a suit, and our youngest, who’s enby.” He looks between Sophia and Hugh. “That means nonbinary.”

“Yes,” Sophia says, nodding. She does not add: I know what “enby” means, and Hugh, who teaches at Dartmouth, certainly does as well.

“They manage a vintage clothing store in Columbus,” Wanda says. “And live with us at home.”

At the next table, Miguel sits down to eat with Arn and Dolores. Arn has changed his shirt, and there’s already a bottle of gin on the table. Miguel has drawn the short straw, Sophia thinks.

“Tell us something about your wife,” Wanda says to Hugh. “So we can feel like we know her.”

Sophia cringes, then remembers Wanda’s bad habit. Inappropriately personal.

But Hugh seems unbothered. “She was a pianist, classically trained. She gave lessons out of our home, but she used to sit down and play at parties as well.” He tears a roll in half and opens a gold foil packet of butter. “She used to get everyone singing.”

Wanda beams. “What a gift!”

Sophia has to agree. She can picture Hugh’s wife, the extrovert to his introvert, sitting down at the piano during an otherwise staid gathering of academics and in a few moments having everyone gathered around singing “Penny Lane.”

“Now, Sophia, tell us something about your husband,” Wanda says. “What’s his superpower?”

Sophia blinks. What is JP’s superpower? She’s pretty sure Wanda and Hugh don’t want to hear any stories from between the sheets. JP is a fifty-something Oklahoma dad and a middle-level executive. How did Sophia get in so deep? She has tried to parse this with Pierce. She doesn’t have daddy issues: Paul Othonos is as warm and solid a man who exists; he’s extremely proud and supportive of Sophia’s life and career in the city. Pierce thinks Sophia is attracted to JP because, despite his earnest declarations of love, he’s the tiniest bit aloof. He disappears every weekend; he’s keeping his kids from her. There’s an important piece of him that’s essentially unknowable, and it drives Sophia crazy.

“JP is a wildlife photographer,” Sophia says. “He was assigned this trip by Condé Nast Traveler.” If she’s going to lie, she might as well make it a doozy. Considering that magazines have a very long lead time, Sophia can pretend the article is coming out in months or even a year, when all these people will be a distant memory. “Now, it’s up to me to get the pictures.”

Wanda claps her hands. “Aren’t you a marvel? Your husband is lucky to have you. Condé Nast Traveler! We read it from time to time, don’t we, Henry? We don’t pay for a subscription, but if I see it at the beauty parlor or the doctor’s office, I always pick it up. Oh, that is exciting news!”

Henry wipes his mouth with his napkin. “We love all our children,” he says.

The Wi-Fi password is Dorado123. Sophia heads down to her cabin after dinner and logs on. The Wi-Fi works—her email loads up with new Douglas Elliman listings, and there’s a text from Emme that says: I’m in your apartment, it’ll just be tonight, I’m going to find a martini and French fries (and maybe some cute guy to make out with, jk!) You’re a lifesaver. [image: ]

There is nothing from JP. She runs through possible scenarios in her mind. They parted ways at ten thirty; it’s now seven. Eight and a half hours have passed. JP would have had to figure out his flight back; he’s probably still on the airplane. It’s been his habit every single time he leaves New York to send her a text before he takes off: On plane, I love you! What does it mean that he didn’t text her when he left Quito?

Sophia types: How’s it going? I’m thinking of you. No, delete. She won’t be another person who needs his attention. Though a part of her feels like she deserves a few moments of his attention. Why did he make her come alone? She never wanted to come to the Galápagos in the first place; she wanted Antigua, Nevis, Tortola. And why did he book them on such a B-rate boat? Isn’t she worth a little luxury? (She sounds like an obnoxious, privileged millennial even to her own ears. She will stop complaining about the boat. She’s sure it was expensive.) She doesn’t want to take the pictures, there is no magazine assignment, JP left her the camera only so he wouldn’t have to lug it back, or maybe he thought of it as a consolation prize.

You can’t come with me, he said.

I’m not sure how long this is going to take, he said.

A knock on the door jolts her from her thoughts.

“Yes?” she says.

DeAndre pokes his head in. “A few of us are going to the top deck to watch the sunset and have some wine. Want to join us?”

It’s the invitation to the clubhouse that she’s been waiting for—but Sophia is so out of sorts that she won’t be good company, and the last thing she should do right now is drink.

“I’m going to chill tonight,” she says. “But thank you for including me. I’ll be fun tomorrow.”

“I get it,” DeAndre says. “Wanda told us you got thrown for a real loop today.” He raps the doorframe. “Sleep well, we’ll see you in the morning.”

Sophia holds it together until he closes the door, then finally, she cries. She did get thrown for a loop today; it feels good to hear someone else acknowledge it.

She won’t text JP, she decides. She’ll just wait. He’ll resurface eventually.

In the morning, Sophia lays one of the skimpy bathroom towels across the vinyl floor and does some yoga poses. When she finishes, she checks her phone.

There’s a text from Pierce: Boobies?

She should have messaged Pierce last night to tell him she’s on this trip alone. She types in: You aren’t going to believe what fucking happened . . . then deletes it. Pierce will have follow-up questions she can’t answer—and speculative opinions she probably doesn’t want to hear.

There’s also a picture from Emme of an ice-cold martini and a silver cup of thin, crispy French fries. Is she at Balthazar? The Nines? Sophia can’t tell, but she’s jealous either way.

She puts on one of the outfits she bought especially for this trip: khaki shorts that she found on Revolve (she googled “hot girl safari looks”) and the whisper-thin T-shirt that she bought in six colors from J.Crew (she’s in white this morning). She and JP bought lightweight hiking boots together at the REI in SoHo. Sophia rolls up the legs of the shorts by two folds until she judges the length to be flattering but not slutty. She isn’t sure who she’s dressing for, though she supposes the answer is JP. She’ll send him photos of herself in a day or two.

At breakfast, Sophia realizes that meals might become something to dread. Again, DeAndre and Grant are sitting with Tucker and Kelly, and Arn and Dolores are with Henry and Wanda, leaving Sophia to sit at a table with Hugh. The two single people, alone together.

“Good morning,” Sophia says.

Hugh has already started his granola, topped with strawberry yogurt. “I was out early this morning on the top deck,” he says. “It’s magnificent.”

Sophia looks out the window and is surprised to see that they’re the only boat around and that, perhaps two hundred yards away, is land. It looks rocky and desolate and, she can’t help thinking, vaguely disappointing.

“You’ll be taking pictures today, I assume?” Hugh asks. There’s a piece of granola stuck in his mustache. Sophia wipes at her own lip with a napkin.

“I will,” she says, with more purpose than she feels. “JP has a list of shots he’s supposed to get, including one of dolphins at sunrise.”

Hugh’s brow lifts in surprise. “Well,” he says. “Maybe with some luck.”

At nine o’clock, everyone but Arn climbs aboard the panga.

“He doesn’t want to come,” Dolores says. “I’m embarrassed to say, he’s simply not interested.”

Sophia sits next to Luis Antonio.

“La reina!” he says happily when he sees her. “Buenas días, la reina.”

Sophia smiles nervously. She thinks of JP, speaking fluent Spanish with the woman at the cambio, and she wants to weep. “Buenas días, la reina,” she repeats softly.

Luis Antonio laughs. “No, no,” he says, pointing to her. “Eres la reina.”

Miguel leads the hike, walking backward so the group can hear him. Española Island is dusty and covered with scrubby vegetation. Sophia has JP’s camera around her neck. She took some practice shots in her cabin, although even the gentle listing of the boat made her unsteady. First, the narrow bunk beds. “Here, JP,” she said aloud, “is where I’m sleeping alone.” She took a picture of the bathroom, which was so small and smelly that she was glad they didn’t have to share it. “When will you tell me what’s going on?” she asked the tin can toilet.

“The marine iguana!” Miguel announces, pointing to an outcrop of rocks by the shore. “Two, three, four, look at all the marine iguanas!” Sophia hears the group behind her, scrambling for a place to see.

“Ugly little buggers, aren’t they?” Kelly says.

The marine iguana is black with dark-red splotches. It looks like a miniature dinosaur, spiny and scaly with a long, slender tail.

“Their tails are flat, you see,” Miguel says. “Helps them to swim. They eat algae. If there is a lot of rain one year, not so much algae, the iguanas die.”

“Do they bite?” Tucker asks.

“They eat algae,” Miguel says.

Sophia unfolds JP’s photograph list. “Are these mature marine iguanas?”

When Miguel nods, Sophia lifts the camera. She can get three of the iguanas in the picture, although they’re impossible to see clearly—black bodies on wet black rocks.

“Marine iguanas leave their eggs in the nest after laying. They are incubated by the sun and hatch on their own,” Miguel says. “The mother never sees them again.”

One of the marine iguanas drops off the rocks into the water. Its tail whips back and forth, propelling it through the waves. Sophia can’t help thinking of her sister Emmeline, sitting at a bar alone in Manhattan while her kids are farmed out at sleepovers where they eat Sour Patch Kids and watch inappropriate videos on YouTube. (Why is Sophia feeling so judgy? Emme deserves a night to herself.)

They walk on. Miguel points out a Galápagos hawk sitting majestically in the bare branches of a tree, a mass of brilliant-orange Sally Lightfoot crabs scuttling through the underbrush, and, out at the far end of the island, the blue-footed booby.

“If I take a picture of a booby,” Henry says, “is that considered pornography?”

The blue-footed booby! Sophia thinks. So much ado has been made about the blue-footed booby that Sophia assumed it would be revealed only at the end of the trip, after an arduous quest. It’s almost anticlimactic that they’re seeing the booby so easily, on day one. Even so, they all rush forward as though spotting a celebrity—Bradley Cooper on the 3 train, Taylor Swift at Minetta Tavern. The boobies look like large cousins of the seagull, except they have huge webbed feet the color of robin’s eggs.

“Over here,” Miguel says. “We have the mating dance of the blue-footed booby.” Sophia watches as two birds face each other, spreading their wings and dipping their heads like women curtseying in a Gilded Age ballroom. Then one of the birds, the male, picks up his blue feet and shows them to the female.

“He’s trying to impress her,” Miguel says. “He shows her his blue feet in hopes that she will mate with him. If she mates with him, they will build a nest together in the dirt here, and they will spend equal time sitting on the egg until it hatches. This partnership is fifty-fifty.”

Sophia raises her camera to another pair of boobies that have started dancing near the edge of the cliff. She takes a stream of pictures on JP’s camera, then pulls her phone out of her pocket and takes a video. She thinks about how all the things JP has done in their relationship—from appearing at her apartment with her favorite wine, her favorite flowers, and an earnest declaration of love, to spending that weekend in January, to booking this trip—have been a mating dance. He was showing her his blue feet. But now it’s as though he’s flown away, or fallen off the edge of the cliff. They’ve been apart a full twenty-four hours, and she’s had no word from him. He’s become like any other guy Sophia has hooked up with on Hinge. I’ll hit you up—and then she never hears from him again. Sophia used to make up elaborate excuses for why the Jamies or Aidens weren’t calling, but Pierce put a quick end to that. If he wanted to reach out, Pierce said, he would.

If he wanted to, he would, Sophia thinks. Sending a text takes five seconds. So, what can Sophia conclude but that JP just doesn’t want to.

When they get back to the Dorado, Arn is standing on the deck, beaming. “Look at this!” he says, holding up a thermometer. “I left it out on the deck while you were gone. A hundred and six degrees. You people are crazy!”

Miguel toots his whistle. “This afternoon,” he says, “swimming!”

Gardner Bay is a curve of sand that is whiter and finer than sugar. It is talcum powder sand, Sophia thinks, cocaine sand. There are no palm trees; there’s no vegetation at all. Here the beach ends in volcanic rock, sharp and dangerous looking. There’s seal shit peppering the sand, but Sophia won’t complain. She sets out her towel and lies back, soaking up the sun.

“I hope you have sunscreen on,” Wanda says as she settles in the spot next to Sophia.

“I do, Mom,” Sophia says, and Wanda laughs, which is a relief. Sophia has Mediterranean blood on both sides of her family—Greek and Sicilian. She’ll be bronze in an hour. JP has only ever seen Sophia winter pale. She’s definitely sending him pictures.

The water of the bay is fairy-tale blue and clear to the bottom, the temperature of a cool bath. Sophia falls back into it; she goes under then resurfaces, smoothing back her hair. Several yards away, Tucker and Grant splash around with the sea lions. Hugh insisted on bringing a mask and snorkel, even though Miguel told them this wasn’t a snorkeling spot. Snorkeling would happen later in the week, but Hugh said, in a loud, stern voice, “I’m bringing it anyway.” Now he floats around near Sophia, inspecting the smooth, sandy bottom.

Sophia swims back to shore and takes her place next to Wanda, who is reading the New York Times Book Review. Sophia should have brought a book; she likes romantasy novels—but JP picked Iron Flame off her nightstand and said, You read this stuff? Sophia admitted that she did, and he humphed. He reads books about business and trends and maximizing productivity, and Sophia decided not to bring her sexy dragon book on the trip. She thought she would be too busy being in love to read. Now, of course, she regrets letting JP’s opinion influence her. Hugh shoots water out of his snorkel like a whale from its blowhole. Sophia notices a couple walking toward them from down the beach. She squints, wondering, Who could be here but us? Then she sees it’s not really a couple but Henry, walking with Arn’s wife, Dolores. Sophia looks at Wanda, who is reading, scanning the lines with her finger.

Dolores stops, covers her face with her hands. She’s crying—which piques Sophia’s interest. This is like some middle-aged version of Love Island. Henry puts a hand on Dolores’s back, bends his head to talk to her. Sophia is tempted to take a picture; this drama is far more fascinating to her than the marine iguana or the blue-footed booby. Dolores wipes at her eyes, then wades into the water and starts to swim out. Henry heads back toward Wanda and Sophia; he pulls a towel out of Wanda’s bag. Wanda raises her head and smiles at Henry, shielding her eyes with the folded paper. “Is the beach the same at the other end?”

“Pretty much,” he says. He sits on his towel and puts his hand on Wanda’s knee. “I guess they’ve been having problems for a while—he may or may not have had something going on with one of his sales reps at work, they tried counseling, that didn’t work, so Dolores planned this trip as a last-ditch attempt to fix things. But it’s not working, she said. He hates the boat, hates the heat. He thinks nature is for losers.”

Sophia isn’t sure she’s supposed to be hearing any of this, but she laughs anyway.

“They’re headed for a divorce,” Henry says.

“She can do better,” Wanda says. “She should have come on the trip by herself. We could have set her up with Hugh.”

Oh my god, Sophia thinks.

The next day, they see countless sea lions and blue-footed boobies, so many that the group stops taking pictures, though JP’s camera hangs around Sophia’s neck like a medieval shackle. He still hasn’t texted, and in her downtime, Sophia googles “addiction,” which leads her down such a bleak and hopeless rabbit hole that she fears she might never surface. It is, she realizes, a situation that requires all of JP’s emotional resources. If he has time to think of Sophia, he probably imagines her on the boat, living out his dream trip in a state of bliss. From this perspective, it makes perfect sense that he hasn’t contacted her.

After dinner there is, again, a knock on her cabin door. It’s DeAndre. Grant got a sunburn and wants to sleep, and Tucker and Kelly are in for the night as well. “I have a bottle of Malbec from Argentina,” he says. “Want to go to the top and help me not drink it all by myself?”

She notes the irony of her situation: reading about addiction has made her want to drink. Though really what she craves is companionship. “Love to,” she says.

On the top deck of the boat, there’s a welcome breeze. The sky is inky black except for the distinct swath of the Milky Way. New York City has everything, Sophia thinks. Except views of the Milky Way.

DeAndre pours them each a glass of wine; they touch glasses. The wine is rich and plummy: it brings to mind a good steak house, or a fire in a ski lodge. After only a couple of sips, Sophia asks the question she’s been curious about ever since they all gathered at the San Cristóbal airport. “How did you and Grant end up on this particular boat?”

“It was a spur-of-the-moment decision,” DeAndre says. “We were both in a rut at work, it’s the middle of the winter, we’ve been to Hawaii a dozen times, and I thought, ‘Why not shake things up?’ This was the only boat that had space left on short notice; it seemed like an incredible deal.” He sips his wine. “The pictures on the website are deceptively good. Kudos to their marketing person.”

Sophia laughs. “I thought it was just me. I mean, it’s fine . . .”

“Fine,” DeAndre agrees. “I’m not going to complain, except in my own head. Grant isn’t the kind of person who cares about things like thread count.”

“You can complain to me,” Sophia says.

“So, the scuttlebutt on the boat is that your husband had an assignment for Travel + Leisure?” DeAndre says. “But then there was a situation at home and he couldn’t come?”

JP isn’t my husband, she thinks. And I believe I said it was Condé Nast Traveler, not Travel + Leisure. What could she possibly add about the “situation at home”? She has no idea what’s going on. She’ll have to remain mysterious.

“Something like that,” Sophia says.

The next day, they see both masked boobies and red-footed boobies. More boobies than the Playboy Mansion! Henry jokes. They see Darwin’s finches, yellow warblers, and land iguanas, which, unlike marine iguanas, have a round tail.

Sophia has now gone four full days without hearing any word from JP. She doesn’t have any precedent for this kind of silence. Even when JP is in Oklahoma City, he’s in touch every few hours. Is Briar . . . dead? Surely if something that tragic has happened, JP would have called. He’s probably just stuck in a really sad and difficult morass, and he might not want to sully Sophia’s trip with somber news.

Sophia and DeAndre agree that they’ve gotten to the point on the trip where they’re completely immersed. Does the outside world exist? Maybe, but the boat now feels like home. Sophia has become an expert at navigating the stairs down to the cabins; she knows that Hugh will inevitably have flecks of food in his mustache after every meal. She has started taking pictures on her phone of all of DeAndre’s outfits, one more fabulous than the next; she wants to show them to Pierce when she gets home. Sophia also gets a picture of Arn holding the thermometer, and Luis Antonio in the panga.

She asks DeAndre to take a picture of her, standing on top of a rocky outcrop with nothing behind her but water and sky. The sun has burnished her skin; she has her hair in two braids beneath her Knicks visor. She grins like she’s just sold the penthouse at 220 Central Park South.

They spend the next afternoon hiking for hours in search of the vermilion flycatcher. This happens to be one of the species on JP’s list—it’s both circled and starred, which must mean it’s important—so she doesn’t protest about the heat or the endless trek over sketchy terrain. When Dolores finally spots a pinpoint of bloodred high in a tree, Sophia raises her camera and zooms in. She takes as many shots as she can before the bird alights.

Back on the boat, she discovers that a couple of the pictures are shockingly good. Sophia shows them to DeAndre, Wanda, Miguel. Wanda says, “This one is magazine quality.” Miguel asks Sophia to email it to him; he’ll put it up on the Dorado website.

The rush of pride Sophia feels is so unexpected and so powerful that, almost without thinking, she texts the picture of the vermilion flycatcher to JP, along with the caption: I miss you.

When it sends, her text bubble is green, instead of blue like it usually is.

Wait, Sophia thinks. What?

She texts a picture of a blue-footed booby to Pierce. As promised, a booby! Pierce’s text bubble is blue.

Sophia sends another text to JP. Now that the dam is broken, she wants to flood him with texts. I hope everything is okay. Can you send a quick update?

The text stream is still green—which means his iMessaging is off, or he’s placed his phone on airplane mode, which he does sometimes when he’s in an important meeting. Sophia decides to call. It’s been five days since she’s heard from him; enough is enough. Her call goes straight to voicemail. She pictures him at a group meeting in a church basement, all phones collected at the door. She hangs up without leaving a message.

The next morning when they wake up, the Dorado is anchored in a harbor—Puerto Ayora on the island of Santa Cruz, home to the Charles Darwin Research Station, where scientists monitor the fate of the giant land tortoise. The night before, Miguel gave a lengthy lecture about Darwin and his theories of natural selection. Traits that favor survival cause those species to produce more offspring, and the traits increase in frequency. The giant land tortoise, for example, has a shell that rises in front like a saddle; this allows the tortoises to raise their heads higher so they can feed on tree cactus.

Sophia was just as comatose as everyone else—Arn was snoring—until Miguel paraphrased what many believed was Darwin’s most famous quote. It is not the strongest of the species that survive, and it is not the most intelligent. It is the one most adaptable to change.

At breakfast, the group seems more animated, not because of the land tortoise but because Puerto Ayora is a bona fide town. People want to buy postcards, chocolate cookies; DeAndre mentions a place called the Bongo Bar. Sophia gets swept up; they’ve been away from civilization long enough for the mention of a nightclub to seem exotic. She notices Dolores sitting at a table by herself, and although Sophia is tempted to just sit with Henry, Wanda, and Hugh, it feels cruel to leave Dolores sitting alone.

Sophia takes a seat and considers her huevos and toast. There is nothing on her phone from JP. Something is wrong: her texts aren’t getting through, or JP lost his phone, or he’s in a place so remote there is no cell service.

“Where’s Arn this morning?” Sophia asks Dolores.

“Packing,” Dolores says. She looks at Sophia, but her eyes are like empty black holes. “He’s flying home.”

The group, minus Arn, climb into the panga. When Luis Antonio sees Sophia, he beams. “La reina,” he says. Sophia googled “la reina” earlier; it means “the queen.”

“Buenas días,” Sophia says.

Luis Antonio nods toward shore. “Mi familia,” he says. “Mi esposa y tres hijos.”

“Your family is here?” Sophia says.

“Sí,” he says. He drops them off at the dock, then heads back to the boat—to pick up Arn, she supposes. She’s glad Arn didn’t climb onto the panga with his suitcase and his resentment; she’s glad there won’t be any supremely awkward goodbye scene, because what would they say? Bye-bye, Arn, sorry to see you go?

Sophia walks alongside Dolores as the group strolls to the park where scientists raise and breed tortoises in captivity. The tortoises are huge, slow creatures, their shells broad and heavy enough to support a sitting child. Sophia reads a placard about Lonesome George, the one-hundred-year-old Pinta tortoise, the last of his kind, who died in 2012. In the picture, he looks like a bald old man with a crepey neck.

Dolores appears next to Sophia. “I feel like Lonesome George,” she says.

Yeah, me too, Sophia thinks.

Their shared gloom is interrupted by Tucker. “Ladies, come see!” He and the rest of the group are watching two land tortoises mate. The female lies still, and the male crashes into her from behind. Their shells collide like bumper cars.

That night, Sophia puts on a short black jersey dress and sparkly sandals and heads to the Bongo Bar with DeAndre and Grant, Tucker and Kelly. Three rum punches later, Sophia is on the dance floor; there’s a DJ playing Drake and Beyoncé, then an unexpected mix of old-school disco and country music. During Morgan Wallen’s “You Proof,” DeAndre pulls Sophia to the bar, saying they need tequila shots. He and Sophia throw them back, then DeAndre pulls a pack of cigarettes from his pocket. “I’m going to sneak one—Grant will kill me if he sees. Want to come?”

“Obviously,” Sophia says.

They walk outside to a little garden patio and sit down at a table, where DeAndre lights a cigarette for both of them. “Bad habit,” he says. “Smoking while shitfaced.”

Sophia’s head spins with her first drag. “I need to tell you some things,” she says. “First of all, I’m not married. JP and I have been dating for six months. We’re pretty serious; we’re ‘in love.’” She uses air quotes with the cigarette between her fingers. “He planned this trip, though he’s not a photographer. Or rather, he is, but he doesn’t have a magazine assignment—I made that up. When we were about to get on the flight to San Cristóbal, the airline told him he had a phone call. It was someone from home—his ex-wife I think—saying that there was an incident with his younger son, Briar. Briar has been to rehab for drugs, and I guess he had a relapse—so JP left.”

“Ouch,” DeAndre says. “Is everything okay?”

“I haven’t heard from him since,” Sophia says. “He hasn’t texted or emailed or called or anything. And when I texted him, it was a green text instead of blue, so I’m not sure what’s going on.”

“Did he block you?” DeAndre asks.

This hasn’t occurred to Sophia. “Why would he block me?”

“Let me text him,” DeAndre says.

Sophia hesitates. “What would you say?”

“That you’re having trouble getting ahold of him, and could he let you know he’s okay. I’ll tell him I’m another passenger on the boat.”

Should they do this? Sophia is just drunk enough to think, What the hell? Maybe another man texting will make JP jealous.

“Okay,” Sophia says. “Let me do it.” She takes DeAndre’s phone, types in JP’s number, and writes: Hi JP. This is DeAndre, I’m a passenger on the Dorado with Sophia. Her texts don’t seem to be going through and she asked me to check to make sure everything is okay there. You can reach me here or contact her directly. Thanks. She hits send, then gasps. The text is blue.

The next morning, Sophia wakes up with a pounding headache. She thinks about the shot of tequila and the cigarette and nearly runs for the bathroom, but she can’t imagine the horror of vomiting into the chemical toilet. Deep breath, she thinks. She hears voices outside her door; the others are heading up to breakfast. Sophia should brush her teeth, do her Warrior 3 pose, then join them, but even that simple routine feels beyond her today. She gropes for her phone: she has three text messages.

The first is from Pierce: a picture out his apartment window, more snow.

The second text is from Emmeline: Ariadne had her first ultrasound, it says. She’s having twins.

Twins, Sophia thinks. Their mother is probably already planning the shower, which means Sophia needs to start planning a way to get out of it. Then she asks herself: What kind of wretched soul schemes to miss her little sister’s baby shower?

The third text is from Ariadne: it’s the sonogram picture. Two tiny peanuts curled together in their little shell.

There’s nothing from JP. Really? she thinks. Even after he received the text from DeAndre?

At that second, there’s a knock on her door. “Yes?” she says, sitting up in her bunk.

DeAndre opens the door. “Hey,” he says. “Did you hear from him?”

“No,” she says. “Did you?”

He winces. “No.”

Sophia shakes her head. “Something must be up. I’ll figure it out—if not now, then in a couple days when I get home.”

“Okay,” DeAndre says. “You coming to breakfast? We’ll save you a seat.”

“I’m moving kind of slow this morning,” Sophia says. “I’ll be up eventually.”

DeAndre blows her a kiss and shuts the door.

Sophia falls back into her pillow. She’s finished making excuses for JP. She doesn’t care what kind of hellish scenario is unfolding in Edmund, Oklahoma; he could easily send her a text. If he wanted to, he would. So, he doesn’t want to. Did he block her?

She decides to do some investigative work.

JP dislikes social media, but all three of JP’s kids have Instagram accounts; Sophia (shamefully) creeped on them shortly after she and JP met, hoping to glean some information about their dad, but they all have private accounts. She logs in now and requests to follow the three Satterwhite children. First Aaron, then Candace, and finally, after a long hesitation, Briar. Sophia realizes her requests will, most likely, be ignored. The kids will see her name and think, Why is Sophia Othonos from New York City trying to follow me? Who even is that?

But a second later her phone buzzes, and Sophia checks her notifications.

Briar Satterwhite has approved her request.

What? Sophia thinks. It must be the wrong Briar Satterwhite . . . but when she clicks on his account, the bio reads “UT/Austin ’27 Hook ’em.” She sweeps her legs to the floor. Because they’re in the harbor, the boat isn’t swaying as much as usual, which is a good thing because Sophia is already off balance. She scrolls through Briar’s posts.

What is this? she thinks. She clicks on the pictures, reads the captions, checks the time stamps. Ten hours ago, one day ago, two days ago. In the picture posted the night before, Briar is standing on the steps in front of the UT Tower with a cute little blonde chick. It’s dark outside, but the tower behind them is lit orange; the caption says something about the hoops team and March Madness. Sophia tries to steady her breath, then reminds herself that this picture could be old. Sophia googles “University of Texas basketball”—and up comes the news, posted the day before, that the University of Texas has been given the #2 seed in the Southwest bracket of the NCAA tournament. Sophia scrolls down. One day ago, Briar and the same girl are at the food trucks on Sixth Street, eating carnitas tacos and elote. Two days ago, Briar is doing a handstand on top of a keg.

Two days ago, Sophia was looking for the vermilion fucking flycatcher, waiting to hear from JP, who was dealing with his son Briar’s “incident” after being in rehab in the fall.

Sophia scrolls back even further in Briar’s account: football games, parties, line dancing, a bunch of dudes cleaning the DTD house. And even further back, Briar’s dorm room, his new roommate. The entire fall semester is documented: Briar living his best life at the University of Texas.

Sophia clicks out of Instagram and dials JP’s number. She is, once again, shuttled straight to voicemail. She knows better than to leave a message when she’s upset, but nothing can stop her. “Briar isn’t in rehab,” Sophia says. “From the looks of things, he’s just fine. He didn’t have an incident. So I would like to know what your little disappearing act was all about, JP.” She pauses. “What the hell is going on?” When she hangs up, her hands are shaking. They’re still in Puerto Ayora; there’s an airport here. Sophia, too, could leave. There are only a couple of days left. Sophia isn’t sure what remains on the itinerary, and does she really care?

The surprising answer is: yes. She dreads leaving the Galápagos now even more than she dreaded coming. The real world, and all the unpleasant realities it holds, will be waiting when she gets back.

She kicks JP’s camera case across the vinyl floor and lets out a frustrated huff. She needs Advil and coffee and ten pieces of toast. She heads upstairs to breakfast, leaving her phone behind.

At the island called Sombrero Chino (“Chinese Hat?” Is this its actual name? Sophia wonders), there’s a spot for snorkeling.

“Good for the hangover!” Miguel says, and Tucker and Kelly groan (they look even greener than Sophia does). Miguel brings out a milk crate filled with masks and snorkels, and one crate filled with flippers. Sophia has reached the age of thirty-five without ever having had an occasion to snorkel, and she’s a little nervous. Miguel told them they would see sharks.

“But they don’t eat people,” he said. “People are too bony.”

Tucker tries on a pair of blue plastic flippers and lifts his feet. “Hey, Sophia,” he says. “Watch my mating dance.” Sophia smiles. At breakfast, everyone was especially kind to her. Grant got up so Sophia could eat with DeAndre, Tucker, and Kelly. At the other table, Wanda and Henry were sitting with Dolores and Hugh.

The water at Sombrero Chino is dark blue and choppy.

“I don’t know about this,” Sophia says. Luis Antonio stops the panga, and the others fall backward, ass first, into the water in a way that is almost comical. Sophia spits in her mask the way Miguel instructed, to keep it from fogging, and she pulls the strap around her head. She places the snorkel in her mouth; it tastes of salt and plastic. She sits on the edge of the boat like she saw the others do.

“Hasta luego, la reina,” Luis Antonio says.

Sophia waves and falls backward with a splash. The water is colder than it was in Gardner Bay. She looks back at the boat. Luis Antonio motions for her to put her head down. It’s like watching him through a windshield in the rain. She kicks her legs; the flippers keep her buoyant. She lowers her face.

The world underwater is eerily blue. There are . . . hundreds of fish: charcoal gray with brilliant yellow tails, pink fish with green stripes, fish with iridescent blue spots. Sophia feels like she’s inside an aquarium. Nature is for losers, Arn said—but he was wrong. Everything is silent except for the sound of Sophia’s breath through the snorkel and the light slap of waves against her skull. She pulls herself through the water, trying to catch up with the others. And yet it feels good to relax and float, to let the fish dart around her.

Sophia spots a manta ray gliding along the ocean floor, the rounded edges of its body fluid, rippling, moving like wings. And then, in her peripheral vision, something darts past her. She turns: it’s a tiny penguin. The Galápagos penguin! Miguel said that they would see penguins only if they were very lucky. Sophia swims after it, delighting in its tiny tuxedo body: sleek black with a white belly. A real live penguin! She raises her head because she wants to point it out to somebody, but she’s separated from the group—and the panga is now quite far away. Sophia puts her head down, but the penguin has disappeared. Then, at the edge of her mask, Sophia sees a shark swimming along the ocean floor. It’s gunmetal gray with a white ring around its tail, exactly as Miguel described it. It has sharp dorsal fins, a wide smile full of teeth.

Sophia stops kicking until the shark swims away. Her hands tingle with the cold. A wave smacks the side of Sophia’s face, and water floods her snorkel. WTF, she thinks. She’s had enough. She removes her mouthpiece and cries out, Hey! But Luis Antonio is too far away to hear her, and all she can see of the others is the orange fluorescent tape on the ends of their snorkels.

Sophia lifts her mask and slowly scissors her flippers. She won’t look down again; she no longer wants to know what’s lurking beneath her. She swims in the direction of the panga; the choppy waves keep slapping her, and she swallows mouthfuls of water. Natural selection, she thinks. The species with the most favorable traits are the ones who produce the most offspring, and then those traits carry on. Emmeline has three boys; Ariadne is having twins. Sophia has no one. JP is hiding something from her.

Finally, Sophia gets close enough to the boat to call out to Luis Antonio. He jumps up at the sound of her voice; he’s holding a fishing line in one hand. “La reina?”

Sophia kicks toward the boat, her teeth chattering. She does not feel like a queen at the moment. Luis Antonio helps her up the ladder.

“Okay?” he asks.

The boat lurches under her feet as she scrambles to wrap herself in a towel. “Shark,” she says. She claps her hands in imitation of a giant, munching mouth.

“El tiburón,” he says. He chuckles and goes back to his fishing. The sun has completely disappeared behind a blanket of thick gray clouds. From here, Sophia can see why the island is called Sombrero Chino: it’s conical, an upside-down funnel, with no vegetation; it’s just a craggy chunk of brown volcanic rock, a stepping stone in the Pacific. Sophia’s throat burns from the water, and her fingernails are light blue. But she’s fine now, even though she knows there will be nothing on her phone from JP when she gets back.

Survival of the fittest, she thinks.

That night at dinner, Sophia sits with Wanda and Henry. Dolores and Hugh sit by themselves at the third table, their heads bent toward each other, their voices low.

“I manifested that,” Wanda says.

For their final day, the Dorado heads back to Santa Cruz so they can search for the magnificent frigate bird. It’s a black fork-tailed bird that glides high in the thermals. The male has a red pouch that inflates when he’s trying to attract a mate. Miguel showed the group a picture of the inflated pouch: the frigate bird’s chest becomes stretched and translucent like a balloon. But after two hours of hiking, all they’ve seen are frigate birds on the ground with their pouches hanging as limp and lifeless as old nylon stockings.

“Impotent frigate birds,” Henry says.

Sophia has brought along JP’s camera. In less than forty-eight hours, she’ll be back in New York City. A part of her holds out hope that everything with JP will still be fine, and if that’s the case, she wants to be able to show him what he missed.

After the hike, the boat cruises to Puerto Ayora to drop Luis Antonio off with his family. When he leaves, he squeezes Sophia’s hand and says, “Adiós, la reina.”

Sophia holds his hand in both of hers. She wants to thank him for calling her “queen”; it was a little thing, but it mattered. “Muchas gracias,” she says, because those are the only words she has at her disposal. Luis Antonio hitches his bag over his shoulder and waves to the group; then he and Miguel climb into the panga and speed toward shore.

It’s the first of the goodbyes. Sophia can’t believe it, but her heart breaks a little.

For the final dinner, they have lobsters—scarlet shelled and steaming—and everyone cheers. Sophia recalls seeing a picture of lobsters when she and JP were perusing the Dorado website. The lobsters had made the boat seem fancier than it, perhaps, was, but when Sophia looks around at DeAndre and Grant, Tucker and Kelly, Wanda and Henry, and the newest pair—Dolores and Hugh—she’s glad she didn’t end up on some bigger, fancier boat. The species that survives, she thinks, is not the strongest nor the most intelligent. It’s the one that adapts.

“Home tomorrow,” Henry says.

“We’ll have to exchange emails so you can send us the link to the Travel + Leisure article when it comes out,” Wanda says. She pulls snowy lobster meat from the shell. “Just think how much you have to tell your husband.”

It’s another chance for Sophia to come clean, probably the last one she’s going to get. There is no article. Also, JP isn’t my husband. At this point, he may not even be my boyfriend. Wanda would be shocked; she might even feel betrayed—and so, it feels like a kindness to just bolster the lie.

“I’m not sure where I’ll even begin,” Sophia says.

After dinner, Miguel taps his water glass with a spoon. “I just want to say, you have been a fantastic group. And so, tonight, we have a special treat.” He disappears into the galley and returns holding a frosted sheet cake lit by dozens of pink candles. He sets the cake down in front of Henry and Wanda. “In honor of forty-six years together.” The group bursts into an off-key rendition of the “happy anniversary” song. Wanda dabs her napkin behind the lenses of her glasses. She and Henry hold hands across the table and somehow blow out all the candles in the first try. Sophia wonders if it’s possible to miss people she has only known for a week. She thinks she might.

After cake, Miguel corrals them all onto the stern for a group picture. DeAndre pulls Sophia between himself and Grant, wrapping an arm around her; Dolores wipes icing out of Hugh’s mustache. They all cheese, and Miguel takes a million pictures. Tucker makes a joke about how they are the “rare second-week-of-March Dorado species.”

As the little moment is breaking up, Kelly hands Sophia a shopping bag. “I wanted to thank you for switching rooms with us,” she says.

“You didn’t have to . . .” Sophia reaches into the bag and pulls out a stuffed animal: the blue-footed booby.

When Sophia gets back down to her cabin, she checks her phone—and blinks. There’s a missed call from JP.

Suddenly all her unexpectedly warm and fuzzy feelings about this trip are replaced by a heart-pounding-in-her-ears sense of . . . panic? Dread? Anticipation? The thing she has been yearning for has now happened . . . and yet, she’s afraid to call him back.

She tells herself she’s being silly. She has waited long enough to know what’s going on. She clicks on his number, and her call is answered right away.

“Hello, Sophia.”

It’s a woman’s voice.

“Hello?” Sophia says. “Who’s this?”

There’s a sigh. “This is Debbie Satterwhite.” She pauses, and Sophia thinks, Okay, it’s JP’s sister, or sister-in-law, or a cousin, maybe?

“Hi,” Sophia says. “I’m in the Galápagos Islands, and I have a missed call from JP.”

“I was the one who tried to call you,” Debbie says. “I’m JP’s wife.”

Wife? There’s a mistake, but Sophia plays along. “His . . . what?”

“His wife.” Debbie’s voice is flat, matter-of-fact. “JP and I have been married for twenty-five years. I realize you probably didn’t know this . . .”

Sophia feels a cold sense of dread. “He’s married?” Sophia says. “You’re his wife?”

“Yes.”

Sophia waits. Something about this isn’t right.

“I found out about the trip because I had a feeling and I hacked into JP’s email. I saw the trip details; I saw your name and your passport information.”

Her passport information? Are they in a movie?

“He told me he was divorced,” Sophia says. “He told me his ex-wife was named . . . Maria?”

“Ah,” Debbie says, and she chuffs. “Wow, well, that’s another layer of deception altogether.”

“Another layer?” Sophia says.

“Maria Torres was the kids’ Spanish teacher at the high school here in Edmund,” Debbie says. “JP had an affair with her a couple of years ago.” Debbie gives a dry laugh. “He took her on safari to Kenya. So, yeah, I’ve been down this road before.”

Sophia’s mouth opens, but no sound comes out. Maria isn’t his wife, but his former mistress? One he took on safari? Sophia thinks about the pictures JP showed her the night they met . . . on the safari he told her he took with his youngest son. The son who then went to rehab. Maria Torres was the children’s Spanish teacher. When Sophia asked JP about his fluent Spanish, he said, It’s just something I picked up along the way.

“Oh my god,” Sophia says.

“It’s a lot to take in, I know,” Debbie says. “I’m calling to ask you not to contact him, out of respect for our family. We’re in counseling, and our therapist insists on a cold-turkey break. I insist on it. JP has given his notice and won’t be returning to his job in New York. You won’t see him again.” She pauses. “I’m sorry he lied to you.”

Sophia isn’t sure what to say next. What she should say is, No, I’m the one who’s sorry. I had no idea. What she wants to say is, Why the hell are you staying with him? Sophia is pretty sure Debbie would tell her she’s staying because they have a life together—the kids, a home, a community—that she doesn’t want to disrupt. Or, she might say she’s staying because she loves him, and nothing (literally, nothing) he does can change that. But Sophia realizes that Debbie Satterwhite will stay with JP because she’s unable to adapt to life without him.

While Sophia is thinking this, Debbie says, “Be well, Sophia.” And hangs up.

Sophia sits on her bed, unmoving, until the room grows dark. JP is married to a woman Sophia didn’t even know existed, “Maria” is his former mistress, he’s done this whole thing before, so not only is Sophia a side piece, she’s not even unique; he no doubt bought Maria her favorite wine and flowers and told her he loved her. All the stuff about Briar was made up, an excuse so Sophia wouldn’t question why he went back and forth to Oklahoma every weekend. He told Sophia that his ex-wife was named Maria . . . why? So Sophia wouldn’t go looking up “Debbie Satterwhite” on Facebook? Sophia can’t help checking now—and there she is, Debbie Milford Satterwhite, Edmund, Oklahoma. Her profile picture is the whole family: her, JP, and the three kids around a Christmas tree.

Sophia is breathless with the deception. Pierce asked once, early on, if Sophia was sure JP was divorced, and Sophia responded with indignation: Of course I’m sure—he asked me to marry him! She’s crushed, heartbroken, humiliated—and beyond that, strangely disappointed in herself. She built JP up to be a rarefied creature, like the vermilion flycatcher, something worth pursuing, when in fact he’s just a common adulterer, a garden-variety liar and cheat.

She picks her phone back up and texts her sister Ariadne. Congratulations, Ari, you’re going to be a wonderful mother.

She considers going to find DeAndre, but she doesn’t want to complicate his last night with her drama. She’ll scream and cry and rant and rave and dissect every last lie—layers and layers of lies!—with Pierce when she gets back to New York.

Sophia turns off her phone and climbs into her bunk. Maybe she’ll never find a mate and will become an urban millennial Lonesome George. She can’t imagine ever getting back on the apps . . . but she knows she will, eventually. She’ll change her profile picture to the one that DeAndre took: Sophia, standing alone on the edge of the world.

She sleeps fitfully, marveling at JP’s deceit, his hubris. All his gee-whiz-nice-guy rizz was an act! Every bit of it. He didn’t approve of Sophia scrolling through social media. Well, guess what Sophia doesn’t approve of? Lying and cheating! JP thought Sophia’s choice of reading material was beneath him. But now, Sophia understands that nothing is beneath him!

Of course, in retrospect, the whole situation was completely sus. He was gone every weekend, he didn’t want her to meet the kids—and yet, there wasn’t a single time JP said “I love you” that Sophia didn’t believe him.

How will she ever trust anyone again?

Sophia climbs out of bed just before dawn. She has decided to throw JP’s camera case overboard. It’s more than a ceremonial goodbye; she doesn’t want any part of him near her.

The top deck is, thank goodness, unoccupied. The Dorado has been motoring all night, and now, in the distance, Sophia sees the green edges of San Cristóbal and a scattering of white boats, like confetti tossed on the water. The sun appears, a pink smudge through the clouds.

Sophia hoists the camera case over the railing—but after eight days in this magical place, she can’t bring herself to pollute the ecosystem. The more noble course of action will be just leaving the camera case on the dock and walking away.

At that moment, Sophia sees something out of the corner of her eye. One perfect arc. Then another. Sleek gray bodies, bottlenoses. There are five or six of them racing playfully alongside the boat. Sophia scrambles to open the camera case, then pulls the Nikon out and starts snapping pictures.

Dolphins at sunrise.

Sophia keeps JP’s camera. When she returns to New York, she discovers that she has an incredible shot of one of the dolphins caught midair; it looks like the dolphin is flying. Sophia has the photograph professionally matted and framed and hangs it in her office at Douglas Elliman. Years later, when Sophia is pregnant with her own child (she married a man named Hector who, unlike JP, is an honest person and who, like Luis Antonio, calls her “la reina” every single day), she will remember the moment this picture was taken—and she will marvel at her own evolution.
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