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Chapter 1: Fired and Fabulous






[image: ]




Spoiler: it’s never good news when your boss doesn’t even use your name.

I clicked on the email like a fool. And there it was, in black-and-white Helvetica betrayal:

“We’re thrilled to welcome influencer and content creator Tiffanee Starr (yes, with three e’s) as our new Lifestyle Editor at Luxe+Living.”

I blinked. Then reread it. Then dry-heaved into my overpriced oat milk latte.

I was the Lifestyle Editor.

Was.

Tiffanee Starr, the girl who once reviewed scented nail polish and spelled "bouquet" as “boo-kay,” had taken my job. And no one even told me to pack my desk. Classic.

My phone buzzed on cue. It was my mother, of course.

Mom: “I had a dream last night that you were wearing yellow. I think it’s a sign. Do you own yellow?”

I ignored it.

Instead, I stared at my reflection in the black laptop screen, like some poor, unemployed Cinderella. But instead of glass slippers, I had mismatched fuzzy socks and a stain on my hoodie from last night’s emergency ice cream binge.

I stood up, pacing my apartment like a lunatic. My five-year plan had just spontaneously combusted. Luxe+Living was supposed to be my springboard into publishing stardom. Now I was... what? Jobless? Directionless? One minor breakdown away from starting a YouTube channel called “Crying in Cardigans”?

I walked to the window for dramatic effect and spotted him.

The neighbor.

The one I had carefully avoided for six months. Dark hair, stormy eyes, and a body built for late-night daydreams. The kind of guy you’d mistake for a romance novel cover model, minus the unbuttoned pirate shirt. He was carrying groceries like he was doing a Calvin Klein ad—one brown bag in each arm, muscles flexing like the universe was rubbing it in.

He looked up.

I ducked behind the curtain so fast I gave myself whiplash.

Great. Fired and now possibly a peeping Tom.

I sat on my couch, breathing heavily, until the ridiculousness of it all hit me like a freight train. I’d spent years building my career, rising through the editorial ranks, perfecting my social calendar, and color-coding my closet—and now I was jobless, snackless, and hiding from a man who probably thought I was deranged.

This wasn’t fabulous. This was rock bottom with a hint of Wi-Fi.

So I did what any logical person would do: I googled “What to do after getting fired.”

The answers were... bleak.

I made a second search:

“How to reinvent your life from your couch.”

A blog post caught my eye: “Turning Your Rock Bottom Into A Launchpad: Start A Blog That Matters.”

I clicked. I skimmed. I laughed.

And then I stopped laughing.

I’d spent years writing about other people’s lives, styles, and dreams. Why not write about my own? From disaster to fab? From breakdown to breakthrough?

I could do this. I had skills. I had opinions. I had an Instagram account with 4,786 followers and a cat named Pablo who loved posing in bowties. What more did I need?

I opened a blank document and typed:

"Evie Monroe: Fired and Fabulous"

My new blog. My new brand. My revenge arc.

I stood up and posed like a victorious warrior, until I realized I hadn’t showered in two days and still had chocolate in my hair. Small steps.

I set my laptop aside and padded barefoot toward the kitchen. I needed celebration food. Or pity pancakes. Or both. I opened a cupboard and—

BANG.

A can of chickpeas fell onto my foot with the fury of a thousand layoffs.

"OW! SERIOUSLY?" I shouted at the can, as if it had a vendetta.

"Everything okay in there?" came a deep voice from beyond the wall.

Oh. My. God.

The neighbor.

He heard that?

I froze like a squirrel in a horror film.

"Yeah! Totally fine!" I called out, my voice unnaturally high. "Just, uh... reorganizing my chickpea collection!"

Why did I say that?

There was a short silence. Then a chuckle. "Right. Chickpeas. Dangerous things."

I wanted to crawl into a cabinet and become one with the canned goods.

Instead, I leaned against the fridge, my cheeks flaming, and whispered, “Please let him have the memory of a goldfish.”

I returned to the living room, limping slightly, and opened my phone. A fresh text from Mom waited like a final slap to the day.

Mom: “Are you eating enough fiber? Also, I bought you a yellow blazer. For your aura.”

I didn’t respond. I was too busy Googling how to set up a lifestyle blog without knowing what the hell I was doing. Domain names, templates, categories—it was overwhelming.

But then I thought about that email. The smug tone. The utter lack of human decency.

And I thought of Tiffanee Starr’s latest post: “My Morning Routine with Moon Juice and Manifesting.”

No. Just no.

I was going to make something better. Real. Funny. Honest. Slightly unhinged, sure, but undeniably me.

I titled my first post:

“What to Do When You Get Fired by Someone Who Can’t Spell ‘Résumé’”

I clicked “Save Draft” and grinned.

Evie Monroe wasn’t done. She was just getting started.

And tomorrow, I was going to rebrand failure into fabulous.

Or at least... I was going to try.
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Chapter 2: The Hot Neighbor Rule
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There are three unspoken rules of apartment living in the city:


	Never eat the communal fridge yogurt, even if it’s unlabeled.
 

	Always pretend you don’t hear your upstairs neighbor’s questionable music choices.
 

	And most importantly: never fall for the hot neighbor.
 



That rule was carved into my soul the minute I moved in and laid eyes on Apartment 4B.

I didn’t know his name. I didn’t want to know his name. Names made things real. Dangerous. Too easy to imagine saying it while handing him a spare cup of sugar or, you know... whispering it in the dark.

Nope. The rule existed for a reason. A hot neighbor meant heartbreak, awkward run-ins by the mailboxes, and potentially sharing a building with your biggest mistake.

Still, when I heard a knock on my door that morning, I froze mid-toast with a horrible, horrible suspicion.

No one knocks before noon unless they’re delivering packages, preaching, or handsome enough to ruin your peace.

I opened the door slowly, holding the knife I’d used to butter my toast like a totally-not-crazy weapon.

And there he was.

Gray hoodie. Dark jeans. Stubble that looked sculpted by divine intervention. And in his hands—a grocery bag.

“Hey,” he said, his voice all gravel and amusement. “You dropped this yesterday. At least, I think it’s yours.”

He handed me a can of chickpeas.

I stared at it like it was cursed.

“Oh my God,” I muttered. “It was you who heard me.”

He smirked. “Loud and clear.”

“I—thanks,” I said, accepting the can like it was an Oscar. “This is... very thoughtful.”

“And slightly hilarious,” he added. “Never heard someone threaten a legume before.”

I groaned. “I was having a moment.”

“I figured.” He glanced at my sweatshirt—which said Don’t Talk to Me Until I’ve Had a Breakdown—and added, “Looks like a rough week.”

Was it that obvious?

I straightened up and tried to save face. “I’m actually rebranding. Professionally. Emotionally. Blog-ally.”

He raised an eyebrow. “Blog-ally?”
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