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Chapter One
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"Penny, I can't do this anymore," Henry said, looking into my eyes. "I mean, I love you, but I don't think we are compatible."

I looked back at him. I think he was expecting me to dispute this claim, but I felt the same way. Henry and I had grown to be comfortable, not compatible. I didn't understand it. We had done all the things normal couples do. We had dated. We had created our own friends group. We had even been intimate, but the connection wasn't there. 

Every relationship that I had experienced went this way. First, there was a period of excitement when you first got together. There were surprise dates, flowers, and a period where you just asked each other questions about anything and everything that came to mind. 

Then, things got more serious. You had your first fight and found out your differences and decided if you were willing to put in the effort to understand each other. This period of time seemed to be the make it or break it period for most couples, but I was persistent, so I usually made it past this uncomfortable stage.

After the first fights and the period where the two people learn to communicate, there is a period where the two of you decide what your goals are and where you want to be as a couple. You start to build a future together, and you watch your dreams come to fruition.

Then, there is a period of comfort, where your life has intersected with the other person's, and usually, this is where most couples reflect on their accomplishments and enjoy their mutual success. However, it was usually during this period of time that I realized I was bored and wanted out.

No man had been able to hold my interest. I got bored easily, and I stayed to see if things would change. But it was the same story every time. I was bored out of my mind with the relationship. I always expected to experience something new, something more exciting, like in the movies. Then, reality hit. Love like that didn't exist.

Love was based on commitment and work, not connection, and I just got bored with the monotony of it. I don't even know why I kept trying. It seemed like such a waste of time. I guess somewhere inside of me I wanted to feel a connection with another person that was real, one that I would feel bad about losing, but whatever that connection was, I hadn't found it yet.

"Penny?" Henry inquired. "Are you going to say anything?"

I had already forgotten that we were having the conversation and gotten lost in my own thoughts. "Yes," I replied, doing my best to be polite. "I hope that you have a nice life, Henry, and I hope that you find someone that treats you right."

Henry kept looking at me, like he expected something more, but I didn't have more to give. "You can keep the house if you want," I said, trying to make him feel better. "I'll call and have my name removed."

"Don't you want it?" He asked, almost in tears at this point. "We spent the last two years of our lives there. It has a lot of memories."

Memories. Just the thing I wanted to leave behind. "No, you can have it," I said, knowing that I wouldn't want to relive the memories that we had together.

"Okay," Henry said, looking down at the ground. "Have the real estate company send over the paperwork and I'll sign it so you can get your name off."

"No problem," I said, hoping the conversation was over. "I really do hope you have a good life."
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"You're so heartless," my best friend Rosita said as she helped me carry boxes of my belongings into her house.

I had told her everything that went down with Henry, and how he seemed upset when I didn't want the house. Somehow, she had determined that I was the one at fault. This didn't surprise me. Rosita had always liked Henry, and she had often told me that I was mean to him.

It wasn't like I went out of my way to be mean though. I just spoke my truth, and Henry didn't seem to like it. We had never really gotten on equal footing with each other. We both had just shoved things under the rug until it bulged like an anthill. That was no way to live or coexist.

Henry deserved better. He was a good guy with a good job and an education to match. Most women would be happy with just that, but those things didn't really fill my heart. I needed something more. I wasn't sure where I would find it or what exactly it was, but I knew it wasn't Henry.

"So, we are going to put a majority of this in the garage, right?" Rosita asked, pointing to the stack of boxes she had carried in.

"Yes," I replied. "I am only staying here until I find out if I was accepted into the internship program in California or get a new place, but until I get a yes or no on the internship, I don't want to invest my time and money into looking for an apartment."

"That seems reasonable," Rosita replied. "It would suck to find an apartment you love only to find out that you won't be in town to enjoy it."

"My thoughts exactly," I replied. "Besides, I don't want to pay for an apartment if I am going to be out of town. I already have to pay for college. I don't know if my budget could handle paying for my out of town expenses and rent for an apartment I had here."

"Yea, that's not the best move after leaving a relationship," Rosita said. "You might as well get comfortable here while you are waiting for the internship program to reply. At least then you can invest your money in a safer way."

"Right," I said, picking up a few boxes. "Do you want these in the corner of your garage so you can still park your car?"

"That would be great," Rosita said. "It will be easier to find them if we have to move them that way too."

"Yeah, I don't want to have to go on a scavenger hunt to find the boxes," I agreed. I started walking towards the side door that led to the garage. It was nice that Rosita was going to let me store my stuff at her house. It had saved me a pretty penny in storage costs. 

I turned on the garage light and found an empty space in the back of the garage by a tool bench and piled the boxes neatly in the space. I wanted to be the best guest that I could be while I stayed at her house. I didn't want to cause any issues or get in her way. 

I went back in the house to get more boxes. The quicker I could get everything put away, the quicker I could relax. I had a lot of things to think of after leaving Henry. It had been a while since I was on my own, and I was finally getting a chance to plan my new future the way I saw fit.
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Chapter Three


[image: ]




"If you need anything, you know where to find me," Rosita called as she walked to her bedroom.

"Okay, Rosita," I called back. "Thank you again for letting me stay here."

"Anytime love," Rosita said, going into her room and closing the door.

I waited for the house to grow silent and then stretched out on the couch. I really had no direct long-term plan, and that kind of scared me. I was used to being organized and prepared. I usually had a routine that I followed, and there weren't too many surprises that tripped it up.

However, now I felt like I was all over the place. I wasn't in my own home, in my own bed. I had boxes in someone else's garage, and I was sleeping on a couch, waiting to find out where I would be during the summer. I wasn't a fan of not having a routine, and I couldn't stand not knowing what was going to happen next. It made me anxious and uncertain if I was moving in the right direction.

I turned on the television and muted it so it didn't wake up Rosita. I needed something to distract me from my current situation. The uncertainty of knowing if I was ever going to end up in a situation where I was happy was getting to me, and I didn't want to start having second thoughts about how I handled the situation with Henry. I couldn’t afford to take another step backwards. I had already set myself back on achieving my dreams and my goals.

I watched the show on the television, doing my best to get into the plot. It was some sitcom with four friends in New York who kept doing silly things. I let the humor ease my mind, and I felt sleep slowly approaching. I let my eyes slowly hide behind my eyelids, all thoughts and worries, dissipating.

***
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MY ALARM WENT OFF AND I jumped out of bed, but since I wasn't in the bed I was used to, I ended up landing smack dab on a hardwood floor. I got up, rubbing the arm I had landed on and took a moment to remember where I was. The memory of going to Rosita's house slowly drifted through my mind and with it the memory of breaking up with Henry. I remembered the sad look on Henry's face and how he almost looked disappointed when I didn't fight for the relationship.

I felt bad. That's not how I had wanted to start the morning. I wanted to be focused. I wanted to move forward, but instead, I felt my emotions taking over. Stop it, I told myself. I didn't have time to pity myself or look back on the past, even if everything had happened less than twenty-four hours ago. I had things to do. I had classes to attend and an internship to check up on.

I took myself to the bathroom. Maybe, a hot shower would calm my mind. I didn't want my entire life to fall to shambles because I couldn't control my emotions. I needed to be strong. I still had an opportunity to get my foot in the door in the business world. I just needed to be able to pick myself off the ground and dust myself off.

I started the shower and urged my brain to remember all the things I needed to do to prepare myself for class. I had packed a couple of suits that still needed pressed, and I had even bought a new pair of heels for the last week of class. Maybe, if I looked the part, I would feel the part. I wasn't sure if that was the case, but I sure was willing to try.
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Chapter Four
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I drove to the university and did my best to find a parking spot. It was usually busy at this time, so finding a place to park was difficult unless you wanted to park in a store parking lot and walk to class. A car finally squeezed out of one of the small parking spots in front of the university, and I took no time in taking the space. I could hear the other cars around me honk their horns, upset that they hadn’t seen the spot first. 

I ignored the noise, picked up my binder, and locked my car. I didn’t have time to deal with the chaotic emotions of morning traffic. I had a class to get to, and I didn’t want to be late. I always did my best to get ready and on the road forty-five minutes before my class started. I knew that it left a good impression to be on time, and it also gave me time to prepare myself before the lecture started. 

I walked across the campus, waving at people that I knew and headed toward the large brick building, where the business classes took place. As I entered the building, I saw a woman named Debby from my class coming up to me. I didn’t know her personally, but we always sat together in class, so we could point out the other students that didn’t take the time to dress right or grasp the material. We didn’t intend to be mean by doing this. We were being realistic. No one goes to a business class in jeans and a T-shirt and expects to be successful in business. Everything is about presentation and appearance.

“How are you doing?” Debby asked, looking me up and down. “You must have had a hard night. I have never seen you so disheveled.”

I looked down at my outfit. I had a pinstriped suit on with a dark camisole underneath the jacket. I had worn pantyhose, which was barely visible beneath my pants, and I had put on a fresh pair of black heels. I had given myself a once over in the mirror, and I hadn’t seen anything out of place, so clearly I was off my game if Debby had noticed.

“I’m not talking about your attire,” Debby said, locking her gaze on my eyes. “I’m talking about your nonverbal expression. You look like you just went through the ringer.”

“Is it that noticeable?” I asked, a little embarrassed. I didn’t believe in mixing business and pleasure, so I had done my best to keep the turmoil of the night before away from my educational life.

“It’s only noticeable if you look closely,” Debby said. “But I can see you are upset about something. You usually hold your head high and you just have a flare about yourself. Today, you look like someone sunk your ship.”

“Hm,” I said. “I’m not sure. I was worried about getting a parking spot so I could get to class on time, but besides that, I haven’t really had any issues this morning.”

“Hm,” Debby said, looking somewhat disappointed that I didn’t open up further.

What she didn’t know was that I wasn’t going to open up about my emotional life at school. If I wanted people to know that I was a strong leader, it was important that I didn’t get close to too many people. I couldn’t go about letting everyone know what my struggles were. That would give them a reason to squish me while I was down. I just had to put on a smile and go about my day like nothing happened. 
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Chapter Five
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Class was uneventful give or take a few dirty looks that I had gotten from my colleagues for answering questions that they didn’t know the answers to. Time went by fast, and eventually the class was let out. As I walked towards the door, I heard the professor calling my name. I walked towards the older man that was wearing his signature black suit and gray tie and gave him my best smile. 

“Yes, Professor Edwards,” I said, sweetly. I had never gotten in trouble for anything at school, and I hadn’t missed any classes, so I figured the only thing he could be calling me down for was the internship that I had applied for. 

I had waited so long to find out if I had gotten into the internship that just waiting for him to continue the conversation made me hold my breath. What if I didn’t get in? What if my grades aren't high enough? Just because I was top of my class here, didn’t mean that I was top of the class in comparison to other students going to other universities. 

There were only four spots available in the internship program, and those that got in were to be flown to San Francisco in order to work with students from the university there that owned their own businesses. I knew that if I could work with a student from the University of San Francisco who already had a business going that I could get a permanent position at their company. It might take a lot of hard work and I might have to sacrifice a summer doing it, but in the end it would be worth my time. 

“Miss Brookington, I had a letter sent to me regarding an internship that you applied for,” Professor Edwards said. “I’m not sure why it was mailed to me, but I figured that it would be best to let you open it.”

“Thank you, Professor,” I said, doing my best to keep my countenance. I didn’t want to be one of those women that got overly excited.

“Well, here you are, Miss,” the professor said, handing me the letter. “I suppose I won’t find out the contents of this mysterious letter as we are on the verge of summer break, but I do hope it brings promising news.”

“I appreciate it,” I said, smiling at the professor. “Have a nice summer, sir.”

“You as well,” the professor said, and I headed towards the exit to find a quiet place where I could open the letter and determine what my future held. I was either going to get an opportunity of a lifetime to work under someone that already knew the business world and what it entailed or I was going to have to find a summer job and a new apartment here and hope that there would be another opportunity to get my foot in the door.

I found a quiet corner in the spacious building where the foot traffic was minimal and slowly opened the sealed letter. Once the letter was out of the envelope, I left it folded for a moment, scared to open it. I had worked so hard to get into this internship. It would be a big blow if I was rejected. I took a deep breath and slowly unfolded the piece of paper, skimming through the text on the front. 

I had been accepted. Relief washed over me as I read these words. I was going to get the chance to start over. I might have failed in the relationship world, but in the business world, I had just taken a giant step forward. Now, I had the chance to do something with my life. I wasn’t a failure after all.
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Chapter Six
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Classes had ended and I was motivated to go back to Rosita’s and get myself ready to leave town. I needed to get a storage unit unless Rosita was able to house my boxes while I was out of town. I wanted to call my parents and let them know the good news, and I needed to figure out what I was going to do with my online customers during the summer.

I already owned my own business. It was an online clothing resale store, but it didn’t make enough money to pay the bills. I did my best with the time that I had to give attention to my small business. However, with school and the duties that I had when I was with Henry, I could never give it my full attention. 

In order to run the business, I had to go to thrift stores and repurpose used clothes. Then, I took a picture of the item, put it online, and my community of followers would pick the items they wanted to buy and purchase them from my online store front. I had to run advertisements on social media and pay for big ad companies to share my website as well, but since I already had a low budget to work with and a limited amount of time, I didn’t usually get enough advertisements out to attract a wide array of customers.

I was hoping that the internship would help me find a better direction for my efforts. I wanted to run a successful business. I didn’t want to just scrape by. Both of my parents were highly successful individuals. They were both at the top of their companies, and they had managed to give me a beautiful life. In fact, I had really never had to pay for anything of my own until I was an adult.

Now, I still had their financial support, but I was working towards being able to be more independent. I wanted to show my parents that I could be successful too. I wanted them to know that I could take care of myself, and I wanted to prove to them that I didn’t need a man to do it for me. My mom was insistent that I find a man with a good job to help support my lifestyle. It wasn’t that she didn’t have confidence in me. She just didn’t think that I was going to be able to make enough money on my own to live the life that I wanted. 

My mom loved Henry. In fact, she had already begun to make wedding plans for the two of us. She loved the fact that Henry had a good job and a nice house, and she had thought that he would be the father of her future grandchildren. Once I had gotten with him, my mom seemed at peace. It was like she knew that I would be taken care of despite my success or failure in the business world. 

Now that I was single again, I knew that my mom would be on my back about getting a new boyfriend or getting back with Henry. She seemed to think that I needed to concentrate on my relationships in order to achieve financial success. This made me feel bad, because if I failed at anything, it was relationships, and I wished that she understood that I might be better on my own than with someone that I wasn’t happy being with.
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