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"After all, tomorrow is another day."

I finished Gone with the Wind with that famous line still hanging in the air like the last note of a sad song. The words lingered on my lips, but they offered me no comfort. No closure. Just a hollow promise of something undefined... distant... unreachable.

That’s why it happened again to me. . .

But let me go back to the beginning.

I am an avid reader. The kind of reader who forgets to eat, who ignores phone calls, whose coffee turns cold beside unopened mail. Not much is happening in my real life, at least nothing worth writing about. I don’t have a girlfriend. I don’t even have close friends, really. I am a dreamer—one of those quiet, invisible people who slip unnoticed through the streets but burn with vivid color inside.

I flee into the made-up worlds of books.

I spend hours lost between pages, devouring sentences like air. But it’s not just reading for me. No, it’s more.

Sometimes... I become the characters.

Somewhere between chapter and verse, I dissolve. My skin feels thinner. The edges of reality blur. I step through a door that isn’t there... and suddenly, I’m someone else. Someone braver. More beautiful. More desired.

And when this happens—when the pull is too strong and the story too deep—I disappear completely.

Those around me have noticed it before. They said I become listless, unreachable. Like a wax figure sitting in a chair, staring at nothing. My body here, but my soul somewhere far beyond their grasp.

That’s what happened now.

I had slipped too far. Too willingly.

I became Scarlett.

The weight of her green velvet gown was real on my shoulders. The perfume of magnolias drifted around me. I could feel the heavy air of Georgia pressing against my skin, hot and slow like honey.

I stood at the top of the staircase, my heart thundering inside a ribcage that wasn’t mine. My fingers trembled, delicate and pale, clutching at the balustrade as though the polished wood could steady the storm inside me.

Below me, the grand hallway stretched out like a stage set for heartbreak. The door still swung half open. Rhett was gone.

His absence filled the air like the echo of a gunshot.

But I wasn’t going to let it end this way. Not this time. Not with unfinished love and words unsaid.

I lifted my chin, my breath catching as I summoned every ounce of stubbornness I had—Scarlett’s and my own mingled together.

I would follow him.

I would find him.

And I would rewrite the ending myself.

Because after all... tomorrow might be another day—but today... today was still mine.

I decided... that when you love a man, truly love him, you sometimes have to swallow your pride.

Pride was a brittle thing—sharp-edged and cold, good for standing tall but useless for building bridges.

I thought about all the times I had lashed out in anger, spoken words meant to wound just because I was hurting myself. How often had I mistaken stubbornness for strength? How many moments had I poisoned with knee-jerk reactions, letting spite sit on my tongue like venom I refused to swallow?

And now look where it had left me. Alone.

But no more.

I was going to beg his forgiveness. Not with clever words or grand theatrics, but with whatever raw, trembling honesty I could summon. Even if, deep down, I still believed I had been right on certain things—what did it matter now?

What mattered was that I loved him.

I loved him in all his darkness and sarcasm, in his tenderness that he hid so well, in his broken places that matched my own.

And more than that... I wanted to ask him for something bold, something unthinkable even just a day ago. I wanted him to make me another baby.

It wasn’t to replace Bonnie. No child could ever do that. The ache of losing her would always sit in some unlit corner of my heart like an unhealed wound. But maybe... just maybe... life could grow again from all this ruin. Maybe love could give us something new to hold on to. Something to soften the jagged edges of grief.

Once I had made this decision, a curious calm settled over me.

The air in the room felt lighter, as if the walls themselves had heard my resolve and approved of it. My heart still ached, but there was a direction now. A path.

I stood from the bed, smoothing the creases from my dress like a general straightening their uniform before battle. I walked to the vanity and pinned back my hair with trembling fingers, dabbing a little color on my cheeks to bring life to my too-pale face.

Plans began forming in my mind, fast and eager like seedlings breaking through winter soil.

I would find him.

I would speak from the heart—without masks, without games.

And I would fight for us.

Because love, after all, wasn’t about winning.

It was about choosing someone again and again, even when pride screamed otherwise.

*  *  *
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The first obstacle was money.

For once, luck—or perhaps fate—was on my side.

Only a week before, I had received word that a small parcel of land I had inherited from an uncle in Savannah—land I had barely thought about—had been bought out by a railroad company eager to expand. The sale went through fast, and just like that... I had enough money in my hands to do something reckless.

And reckless I would be.

I was tired of waiting for life to happen to me.

Through whispered conversations and half-drunken confessions from Rhett’s old acquaintances, I pieced together where he had gone: New Orleans.

The city of sin and chance, where fortunes turned on the fall of dice and the shuffle of cards.

And Rhett... my Rhett... was right in the heart of it, gambling away his nights at the infamous Maison Rouge, a decadent gambling hall draped in velvet and candlelight, where men lost fortunes and women lost reputations.

Perfect.

If there was one thing I understood as well as Rhett, it was the art of spectacle.

So I booked my passage on the next train heading south, my heart pounding like a drum the entire journey. I rehearsed the scene over and over in my mind: the moment his eyes would lift from the poker table, the flicker of recognition, the impossible fact of me standing there—alone, unchaperoned, scandalously dressed for such a place—gambling like a woman with nothing left to lose but pride.

I spent my first day in New Orleans carefully preparing my entrance.

I bought a new gown—deep emerald silk, tight at the waist, scandalously low at the neckline. I wanted to catch the light like a dangerous secret. My hair swept up, my lips painted a shade bolder than I had ever dared in Atlanta.

When night fell, I entered the Maison Rouge like I owned it.

The room was a whirl of smoke and laughter, perfume and spilled whiskey. I spotted him almost instantly—at the far end of the room, seated at a corner table heavy with chips and cards. A glass of bourbon by his elbow. His face looked tired, shadowed... but devastatingly handsome as ever.

He didn’t see me
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