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    To every woman who stayed too long, left too late, and still found her way back to herself.You are the love story.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Sometimes the lesson isn't about who you loved…It's about who you became when it ended."— Unknown
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​Chapter 1: The Call That Changes Everything
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I was sitting in the break room of Hamilton & Co., staring at the same stale vending machine snacks I’d ignored for the past three years, when my phone buzzed.

Unknown number. Miami area code.

For a second, I didn’t move. Lately, it felt like nothing was moving—least of all me. Another rejected pitch, another week of designing bland real estate flyers for developers who wanted “modern luxury” but didn’t know what the hell that meant. Atlanta used to feel like possibility. Now it felt like a cage padded in beige.

I swiped to answer, not expecting anything life-changing.

“Hello?”

“Hi, may I speak with Ebony Carter?”

“This is she.”

“Ebony, this is Giselle from Eden Creative. I hope this isn’t a bad time.”

My heart stuttered. Eden Creative. The boutique agency in Miami. The one that actually did edgy work—brands, fashion, music. I had applied on a dare. I never thought they’d even open my portfolio.

“No, not a bad time at all,” I said, trying to sound cool and not like my soul had just done a backflip.

“We reviewed your application—and we’re impressed. We'd like to offer you the associate art director position. Full-time. Based in Miami. Are you available to talk details?”

I blinked.

“Yes,” I breathed. “Yes, absolutely.”

It felt like a dream. I jotted down numbers, benefits, the start date—two weeks—and promised to email them a formal acceptance before close of business. When the call ended, I just sat there, holding the phone like it might vanish if I moved too fast.

“Ebony?”
It was Shay from HR, peeking in. “You good?”
I nodded slowly. “Yeah. I think I just got a new life.”
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By the time I drove home, my head was swimming. Every light on Peachtree felt like a sign. Go. Go. Go.

I walked into my one-bedroom apartment that hadn’t changed since college—same vision board, same chipped mug collection, same worn sketchbooks. And for the first time in a long time, I wasn’t just existing—I was choosing.

I texted Corey last.

Me: I’m moving to Miami.
Corey: For work?
Me: New job. New city. New me.
His typing bubble appeared, then disappeared.

Typical.

But this wasn’t about him. Or Atlanta. Or comfort.

This was about the woman I was finally ready to become.

And maybe, just maybe, the life that had been waiting for me all along.
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​Chapter 2: Goodbye, Atlanta
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The U-Haul was half-packed, my apartment echoing with that hollow kind of silence that only comes when you're leaving a version of yourself behind.

“Girl, you really out here doing it,” Maya said, balancing a box of shoes on one hip and a bottle of champagne in the other. “Miami? That’s a whole new tax bracket of fine.”

I laughed, but my throat was tight. “It still doesn’t feel real. Like, maybe they made a mistake.”

Maya rolled her eyes and set the box down. “Nah, sis. They saw you. Finally. Just like I always have.”

We stood there in the chaos of bubble wrap and open memories. She looked around and got quiet.

“You gonna miss it?” she asked.

“I think I’m gonna miss who I was here,” I said. “But that version of me was surviving. I want to live now.”

A soft knock pulled us both toward the door. I knew who it was before I opened it.

Corey.

Clean fade. White tee. That signature cologne that still clung to my pillows long after he stopped spending the night.

He held a small plant in one hand—a snake plant, our inside joke from when I couldn’t keep anything alive. “For your new place,” he said.

“Thanks,” I replied, stepping aside to let him in.

Maya raised a brow, grabbed her keys, and muttered, “I’ll be back in an hour. Don’t do anything dumb.”

When the door closed behind her, Corey sat on the arm of the couch, staring at me like he wanted to say a million things but didn’t know where to start.

“So... Miami.”

“Yeah,” I said, sitting across from him. “It’s time.”

He nodded slowly. “You really not coming back, huh?”

“I don’t know. Maybe to visit.”

There was a long pause before he said it.

“I’m still in love with you, Eb.”

It landed like a whisper and a bomb all at once.

“I know,” I whispered back. “But love isn’t always enough.”

He stood up, jaw tight, like he was fighting with the urge to kiss me or walk out. Maybe both.

“I never stopped trying.”

“And I never stopped hurting,” I said. “We were great until we weren’t. And I can’t unlive those nights I cried myself to sleep.”

“I’m not that man anymore.”

“I believe you,” I said softly. “But I’m not the same woman either.”

He walked to the door, hand on the knob, then turned back.

“Don’t let that city change you too much. You’re already everything.”

Then he was gone.

I closed the door behind him, held the plant to my chest, and cried.

Not because I doubted my decision—but because saying goodbye to Atlanta wasn’t just leaving a place.

It was burying a love that had shaped me, broken me, and taught me what I’d never settle for again.

Tomorrow, Miami.

But tonight? I mourned what used to be. One last time.
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