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To the ones that almost happened.

To the late nights, the long drives, and the moments that meant more than they should have.

To the connections that came back around... just to remind us who we were, and who we’ve become.

And to the version of me that finally learned—

not everything that feels like something  

is meant to stay.

Courtney Lawley is a Southern storyteller at heart, known for weaving real-life emotion into stories that feel honest, raw, and deeply personal. Her Fireflies series captures the beauty of fleeting moments, second chances, and the kind of connections that do not always last, but never truly fade.

Drawing inspiration from life experiences, Courtney writes about love, loss, growth, and the quiet strength it takes to keep moving forward. Her stories often reflect small-town roots, strong family ties, and the in-between spaces where real life happens.

When she is not writing, she is spending time with her family, chasing dreams, and continuing to build the world behind the fireflies one story at a time.

Because for her, fireflies have always meant one thing—

even the smallest light can still guide you home.
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Before the Sun Comes Up

Savannah adjusted the strap of her worn canvas bag on her shoulder as she stepped out of her car into the cool early morning air. The parking lot behind the small warehouse was still dark, the only light coming from a flickering security lamp above the back door.

She glanced at the time on her phone.

4:52 a.m.

Another long day.

Inside, she could already hear voices. Jesse’s loud laugh carried through the door before she even pushed it open.

“—I’m telling you, man, that game was rigged.”

Tyler answered from somewhere near the supply shelves. “You say that every time your team loses.”

Savannah stepped inside quietly, grabbing a pair of gloves from the shelf. The smell of cleaning chemicals and fresh coffee hung in the air.

“Morning,” Nicole said from the table. Savannah’s sister sat with a paper cup in her hands, her dark hair pulled into a messy bun.

“Morning,” Savannah muttered, dropping her bag beside the chair.

Nicole studied her for a second.

“You sleep at all?”

“Enough.”

It wasn’t exactly the truth. Between her son waking up twice and the anxiety of another custody hearing coming up, sleep had been almost nonexistent lately.

Before Nicole could ask anything else, the back door opened.

The room quieted slightly.

Collin stepped in.

He carried a clipboard in one hand and a set of truck keys in the other. His dark hair was still damp like he’d just come from a shower, and he wore his usual work jeans and boots.

Savannah tried not to notice.

But she did.

Everyone did.

Collin leaned against the table, glancing down at the clipboard.

“Alright,” he said calmly. “We’ve got three jobs today.”

Jesse groaned.

“That office building again?”

“Yep.”

Tyler grabbed a coffee from the counter. “What about the church?”

“Still on the schedule.”

Collin’s eyes moved around the room as he spoke. When they landed on Savannah, they paused for just a second longer than necessary.

She quickly looked away.

“Jesse and Tyler,” Collin continued, “you two take the van to the medical office.”

Jesse sighed dramatically.

“Guess that means we’re stuck with each other again.”

“Try to survive,” Collin said dryly.

Nicole stood, stretching.

“What about us?”

Collin tapped the clipboard once before looking up.

“Harper.”

Her stomach did a strange little flip when she met his eyes.

“You ride with me.”

Jesse immediately smirked.

“Well that’s shocking.”

Tyler snorted into his coffee.

Savannah felt heat creep into her cheeks but kept her voice steady.

“Where are we going?”

“Church first,” Collin said, tossing the truck keys in the air and catching them again.

Nicole raised an eyebrow but didn’t say anything.

Outside, the morning air had gotten colder.

The big black Chevy truck sat near the gate, already rumbling softly as Collin unlocked it.

Savannah climbed into the passenger seat, pulling the door shut behind her.

For a moment, neither of them spoke.

The radio hummed quietly with a country song as Collin pulled out of the parking lot.

He glanced over at her briefly.

“You alright?”

The question caught her off guard.

“Yeah.”

“You look tired.”

Savannah stared out the window at the empty road ahead.

“Just life.”

Collin nodded like he understood more than she’d said.

They drove in silence for another minute before he reached into the cup holder and handed her a coffee.

She frowned.

“I didn’t see you grab that.”

“Picked it up earlier.”

“For who?”

A small smile tugged at the corner of his mouth as he kept his eyes on the road.

“For you.”

Savannah wrapped her hands around the warm cup.

Her heart beat a little faster, though she wasn’t sure why.

Outside, the sun was just starting to rise.

Inside the truck, something quiet and unfamiliar had just begun.
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Stanley Bridge

The morning had barely started when the crew split up.

Jesse tossed a rag over his shoulder while Tyler grabbed the vacuum from the shelf. Nicole stood near the van, tying her hair up as Collin read off the jobs from his clipboard.

“Dental office needs three people,” Collin said. “They’ve got that whole back wing that hasn’t been touched since the remodel.”

Nicole nodded. “We’ll handle it.”

Jesse pointed at Tyler. “You’re on bathroom duty, kid.”

Tyler groaned.

Collin flipped the page on the clipboard.

“Savannah,” he said calmly.

She looked up from the supply table.

“You ride with me.”

Jesse smirked immediately.

“Imagine that.”

Nicole glanced between them but didn’t say anything.

Collin grabbed the keys hanging on the hook by the door, the familiar jingle echoing in the small shop.

Outside, the black Chevy truck sat rumbling in the cold morning air.

Savannah climbed into the passenger seat while the others piled into the van behind them. Nicole gave her a quick look before shutting the van door.

It wasn’t suspicious.

Just observant.

Collin pulled the truck onto the road, the town still quiet as the sun slowly climbed over the tree line.

For a while, neither of them spoke.

Country music played softly through the speakers as the truck headed toward Stanley Bridge.

Savannah stared out the window, twisting the ring on her finger without realizing it.

The engagement ring.

The one she hadn’t taken off yet.

Not because she wanted to keep it.

Just because she hadn’t found the moment to let it go.

Until now.

Collin glanced over at her.

“You okay?”

She didn’t answer.

Instead, she slowly slid the ring off her finger.

The metal felt colder than she expected in her palm.

Collin noticed the movement.

His brow furrowed slightly.

“Savannah...?”

Without a word, she reached forward and rolled down the passenger window.

The cool air rushed into the truck as they started across Stanley Bridge, the river rushing beneath them.

Collin’s eyes widened slightly.

“What are you—”

Before he could finish, Savannah flicked her wrist.

The ring flew out into the open air.

For a brief second, the diamond caught the sunlight.

Then it disappeared into the water below.

Collin instinctively eased off the gas.

“You sure about that?” he asked quietly.

Savannah kept her arm resting on the window, watching the river disappear behind them.

Her chest felt lighter than it had in months.

“Yeah,” she said.

Her voice was calm.

Steady.

“I should’ve done that a long time ago.”

Collin didn’t respond right away.

Instead, he watched the road ahead, gripping the steering wheel a little tighter.

Finally he spoke.

“Well,” he said quietly.

“That’s one way to move on.”

A small smile tugged at the corner of Savannah’s mouth.

For the first time in a long time, something inside her felt... free.

Collin glanced at her again.

There was something different in his eyes now.

Not pity.

Not curiosity.

Something deeper.

Something he was trying not to show.

“You hungry?” he asked after a moment.

Savannah blinked.

“What?”

“There’s a diner up the road,” he said, nodding toward the next exit. “Figure we’ve got time before the job.”

She studied him for a second.

“You always take your employees to breakfast?”

Collin smirked slightly.

“Only the ones who throw diamonds into rivers.”

Savannah laughed quietly.

And for the first time since the truck left the shop that morning...

The silence between them didn’t feel heavy.

It felt like the beginning of something.
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Coffee and Twix

The next morning started the same as most mornings at the shop—too early and too quiet.

Savannah pushed open the metal door just after five, the cool air following her inside. The overhead lights hummed to life as she stepped into the warehouse, the smell of cleaning supplies and fresh coffee already hanging in the air.

Nicole was sitting at the table with Jesse and Tyler, flipping through her phone.

“Morning,” Nicole said, glancing up.

“Morning.”

Savannah dropped her bag beside the chair and stretched her shoulders, still sore from the long day before.
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