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To all the brokenhearteds of the world . . .
One day all the pain will make sense.
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About Andi Dorfman


DAY 1. 12:45 P.M.

My Life Is Officially Over

My life is officially over! Seriously, I’m not exaggerating. It really is O-V-E-R. I feel absolutely mortified, infuriatingly pissed, and pathetically distraught. To sum it up, I am nothing less than the superstar of my own major shitshow. And to make matters even worse, this entire debacle is all over—drumroll, please—a boy. Yup, a freaking boy, who just twelve hours ago was the “man” I was engaged to marry. All because I had let him sweep me off my feet as I fell madly in love with him in the short time frame of only eight weeks. And now he’s just another freaking boy, one who has left me utterly heartbroken.

It wasn’t supposed to be like this. I’m not supposed to be like this. Not after a breakup! It isn’t as if this is my first failed relationship. Hell, I’ve had twenty-five in the past year alone, and that’s not even including this one. Damn, saying that number aloud makes me cringe inside. Twenty-five, hold up, now twenty-six breakups in a year has got to be some sort of a record, right? If only we got consolation prizes for our breakups, perhaps a new pair of fabulous shoes. Then at least we could drown away our sorrows on the floor of a shoe closet worthy of Carrie Bradshaw, all the while knowing that each breakup came with three to five inches of pep-in-our-step leg-skinnifying stiletto pleasure. But no, life isn’t that fair. At least not in my world. All I’m left with is a slew of practice breakups, which should have prepared me for this epic one. However, as I sit here crying and drowning my sorrows with a bottle of rosé (I’ll switch to red once the sun goes down), a pen, and this diary, even through a haze of Grenache it is crystal clear that nothing could have ever prepared me for this. Yeah, this one’s gonna hurt.

Fuck! How did I even end up here?

Obviously I know the technical answer to that—it doesn’t take a genius to understand that in order to get to number twenty-six, you’ve got to start with number one (not to be confused with “the One”). And of all the ways I could have met a man, somehow my way was on a reality television show. I wish I could say I’m joking, but I’m embarrassingly serious.

Where do I even begin? I guess to make a long story short, this new chapter of dating on television began for me late one chilly September night in the great state of California after I’d been flown cross-country from Atlanta to Los Angeles, where I was promptly put up in an undisclosed hotel and stripped of my phone and any other form of communication with the outside world. Seventy-two painfully boring hours later, it was finally time to meet Number One, whom I knew little about except that he had won the romantic lottery by being chosen to date thirty “lucky” women, all handpicked just for him. A single father with Latin heritage, he was a former athlete and looking for love. And so was I.

The night had finally come. Doused with half a bottle of hair spray, my wavy locks had the texture of straw as I slipped into the slinky floor-length Halston Heritage gown I had purchased only days ago from the clearance rack at Loehmann’s. I had been impatiently waiting for hours, passing the time with several reapplications of mascara and blush, when finally a producer came to my door and ushered me down in the elevator, through the hotel lobby, and into a waiting stretch limousine. Already inside were four other women, also dressed in floor-length gowns and also ready to meet Number One. I took a seat against the window and observed each woman. One had a pillow shoved in the midsection of her dress resembling a baby bump, which I found quite ballsy and slightly uncomfortable given that Number One was a single father. Another woman wore a sequined gown with a plunging neckline, while another wouldn’t stop bragging in a high-pitched screech that she was wearing cowboy boots underneath her black gown, which had a conveniently placed cutout revealing her lower-back tattoo. The fourth woman—the only normal one, in my opinion—wore her hair in a sophisticated chignon that complemented her soft skin, which resembled that of a porcelain doll. A producer hopped into the limo along with a cameraman, and just like that, we were off and on our way to the circus!

A short drive later, the limo was parked in the cobblestone driveway of an enormous Spanish-style mansion, with Number One standing amid bright lights in front of a large fountain adorned with colorful flowers. With a dozen cameras positioned at various heights and angles, he waited as one by one, each of the four other women exited the vehicle and greeted him. Each engaged in a short conversation before sashaying around the fountain and entering the arched wooden front doors of the mansion. When it was my turn, I stepped out of the limo and began what felt like the longest ten-foot walk of my life. The moment I laid eyes on Number One, I was infatuated. His satisfactorily tall athletic build, blond hair, and expensive suit that fit snugly in all the right areas (if you know what I mean) had me both nervous and intrigued. A quick introduction later, with a grin, I too sashayed around the fountain and entered the mansion.

The setup was simple: If I survived the first night, I along with the other survivors would move into this mansion and begin “dating” Number One, who got to go on three dates a week with the women of his choosing; two of those would be private solo dates, while the third would be a “group date.” Each week, Number One got to eliminate a select number of women until it was finally down to one who, if all went according to plan, he loved enough to propose to, and the two of them would ride off into the sunset together and live happily ever after. Oh, and all of this while cameras rolled, capturing our every move.

After surviving the first night—which really ended at sunrise the next day—I began what would be a seven-week romance with Number One. Each week brought a new round of dates and with it a new destination, and of course, new drama. Week after week, I found myself on these dreaded “group dates,” where I’d sit back and watch the majority of the women flaunt their assets, play damsel in distress, and take every opportunity to one-up each other. Luckily, each woman also got a little private time on these dates. At first I longed for these moments where I’d get to flirt and make out without the prying eyes of the other women, but week after week, as I continued to be bypassed for a solo date, I found the conversation becoming more and more dull. Nonetheless, week after week I stayed, partially in anticipation of getting a solo date, which I hoped would ignite a romance between us, partially because I was traveling the world for free—but mainly because I was just so damn attracted to him. Boring conversations aside, let’s be honest, nothing makes a woman want a good-looking man more than other women wanting him too; it’s the basic law of human attraction. His position of power created an aura around him that made him attractive enough to justify turning a blind eye to the painfully boring conversations I endured for weeks.

Fast-forward seven weeks, twenty-seven eliminated women later, thousands of miles traveled to incredible countries like South Korea, Vietnam, and New Zealand, and a hometown visit in which I had introduced Number One to my family, who were less than impressed, and I was still in the “competition” along with two other women. Our worldwide journey had brought us to our final destination, St. Lucia, and with just two weeks until the end, this week of dating was far different from the others: It was finally time to take part in what the show dubbed the “fantasy suite dates.” This was the moment when I’d get to spend the night with Number One without the prying eyes of cameras or producers. This was the moment where sparks would finally be ignited.

Ha! Yeah, right. Unless if by sparks you mean he blasted Ray Jay and R. Kelly all night long and showed me dozens of videos of his old soccer highlights on YouTube. There was no getting to know me, no romance, and there was most definitely no fantasy involved in the evening. All there was was the realization that I was nothing more than a pretty object he had no intentions of liking, let alone loving, and thus no amount of free travel was enticing enough to stay any longer. In fact, I couldn’t wait for morning to come so I could hightail it out of the room, say goodbye to this journey, and go back home to Atlanta.

The following morning, when I tried to explain the disappointment of the night, his disinterest in anything but himself became even more apparent. Delusional, like most men, he insisted everything was just peachy fucking keen, and all he would say, no matter how hard I tried to explain my point of view, was, “It’s okay.”

Throughout the show he’d used this phrase so many times and in so many serious moments with each and every woman that it had gone from a running joke to a disrespectful annoyance. It was as if those two little words were Number One’s way of saying, “I just don’t care.” And now, here he was doing the same thing to me, yet again. Everything I said was met with the same gag-worthy response. I told him I didn’t think we were compatible . . . “it’s okay.” That he didn’t seem interested in knowing me on a deeper level . . . “it’s okay.” That it was rude to bring up the fact that he had indulged in an overnight date with another woman two days before our own . . . “it’s okay.” To make matters worse, in the middle of my rant, he actually had the audacity to wipe something off my face! I shit you not! After about six “it’s okays,” I lost it.

“It’s not okay!” I screamed. “Everything isn’t always okay. Feel something! Respond to something! For the love of God, say anything other than ‘It’s okay!’ ”

But all he could say was . . . you guessed it. “It’s okay.”

Eight weeks of wasted anticipation and painstakingly boring conversations, along with resisting that extra glass of wine so I could fit into skin-tight cocktail dresses and brutalizing my feet in high heels night after night. Eight weeks of missing my family in the hopes of finding love, and it all came to an end in one maddening conversation under the blistering sun of St. Lucia. All I could do was walk away . . . irritated, pissed off, and over it all. Ironically, it was this combination of animosity and the liberation I felt at recognizing and dumping a textbook chauvinist pig that provided a clean break. My heartache was minimal and short-lived, and I left St. Lucia single and ready to put the entire journey behind me.

Little did I know that the ending of this relationship—if you can even call it that—would serve as the catalyst for my next twenty-five relationships and, consequently, breakups. That’s because, apparently, dumping the show’s lead was groundbreaking in the world of reality television, and honesty was refreshingly inspiring to viewers—so much so that I was asked to return for a second shot at love, only this time I would be the lone woman courted and fought over by a sea of hunky men. As irresistible as it sounded, I grappled with the thought of interrupting my life once again to partake in a second shitshow. I had been there, done that, and checked “dating on reality television” off my bucket list, but the hopeless romantic in me was still searching for love.

After debating for weeks, I reluctantly decided to throw my hands in the air, let Jesus take the wheel, and give love another shot. You’d have thought I’d learned my lesson the first go-round, but an unusual optimism told me this second time was going to be different. I don’t know what it was, but I just felt it. It was as if all the stars in my world had aligned, and I was about to meet my soul mate and live happily every after.

So three months after saying goodbye to Mr. It’s Okay, I was back in Los Angeles, standing in front of that same gaudy mansion, surrounded by cameras ready to capture my every move as I began “dating” twenty-five men. The next eight weeks were going to be the most intense, emotional, and fun of my life, surrounded by hot men and cameras. However, since polygamy is illegal (and gross), I couldn’t keep them all, and unfortunately each week I had to break up with one hot stud after another. (So unfair!)

Although each of the breakups came with a different story and different emotions, they seemed so much more amicable than my previous breakup with Number One. The earlier breakups were easier, considering I’d barely known the men long enough to be told their last names. But as the weeks went on, I found that the worst moments throughout the show weren’t the hours of exhaustion or the times I felt homesick or overcome with anxiety before a date, but rather when I had to say goodbye to yet another nice guy. The fact that I was standing five feet away from someone I knew I was moments away from dumping was awkward enough, but the guilt I felt afterward was torment. There was a control that came with being the one deciding who went home and when, a power that normally I would have loved to possess, but had quickly turned into a burden I couldn’t wait to shed. I found myself wondering, Why me? Who had given me the right to dump good, kindhearted men who had put their lives on hold, risked humiliation and heartbreak, and treated me with nothing but respect? Who had made me the judge in this case? Half of the men I dumped were probably too good for me anyway, and yet somehow, by breaking up with them, I felt like I was minimizing them. It got harder as, week after week, deeper relationships formed and I wondered, “Would they be brokenhearted? Was I about to ruin their lives?”

And now here I am, the one not all right. The one brokenhearted. The biggest and hardest breakup of them all is without question Number Twenty-Six. This is going to be one of those breakups that will define me for the rest of my life, haunt me wherever I go, a permanent skeleton in my closet. Not only is the entire world going to know about it, thanks to the making of this entire relationship being broadcast to millions, but this blunder will be the ultimate “I told you so” from every single viewer of the show. I’ll have gone from being a successful attorney to a reality television star to the laughingstock of the nation. I’ll be seen as just another woman who “couldn’t keep a man.” And if the devastation and embarrassment of that aren’t enough to set this breakup far apart from the first twenty-five, it will also brand me with a label I’ll have to wear forever. It won’t be a Prada or Dior label; no, this will be more like a cheap knockoff you get on the streets of Chinatown. In all my years and fashion faux pas (of which there are plenty), this is the worst label I have ever worn, and it’s called . . . ex-fiancée.

Because that’s the label you get when you fall in love, get engaged, and it doesn’t work out. You can’t cut it out, sell it on eBay or pretend it’s not yours. No, this one belongs to you forever. You now get the privilege of telling people—what do they call it these days?—oh yes, that you have been “previously engaged.” How delightful!

How did it go so wrong? Did I make a mistake that will shape the rest of my life by picking and getting engaged to Number Twenty-Six?

Of course I did! Was I blind to who he really was? Of course I was! I fell in love with a man who was everything I’d dreamed of—a family man who promised to protect and support me, who looked at me with the adoration in his eyes that every woman dreams of. A man who made me the happiest woman in the world. It was all so perfect . . . until it wasn’t. And despite knowing how toxic and unhealthy our relationship became in the end, I don’t know how and why it got to be that way. I just know that the odds of my ever getting over this breakup are about as slim as me waking up tomorrow as Beyoncé.

All right, so maybe life isn’t really over, but if you’re anything like me, your relationship certainly is. Why am I telling you all this? Because we’ve all been there—maybe not breaking up with someone on national television, but we’ve all known the kind of heartbreak that knocks you on your ass and leaves you feeling hopeless. Yes, at some point in our lives, we’ve all found ourselves going from the land of sunshine and roses to being smack dab in the heart of the storm. In fact, odds are if you’re reading this, you’re either a) going through a breakup, b) getting over a breakup, c) about to break up, or d) just want a good laugh at the disaster you’ve been lucky enough to avoid. (Note: if you fall into the latter category, I don’t blame you. I’d probably enjoy it a little too! But don’t laugh too hard, your time might be just around the corner.) Whatever the case, I’m here for you. Here to bare it all, one catastrophic moment at a time. No sugarcoating, no denying the brutal reality of heartbreak. Just my story along with a little advice on how to survive a breakup. It won’t be easy—survival never is. In fact, getting through heartbreak can be one of the hardest things you’ll ever do in your lifetime. I mean it. It’s worse than a death and harder than battling an illness. With a death comes finality, with an illness comes an opponent to beat. But when it comes to heartbreak, it’s just you fighting . . . your own pain.

So buckle up, because it’s going to be a bumpy ride. Get ready to go from hysterically crying all day, to suddenly becoming a raging lunatic who hates the world, to finding yourself in front of a fireplace literally burning away every memory of your ex. And—believe it or not—all the way to being able to look back, laugh a little, cry a bit, learn a lot and most importantly realize that happily ever after might really be happily never after. I’ll tell you how I went through it all, and spoiler alert—I did come back, and so will you!

But before you do, you’ll have to ride out the storm. It will pass, and when it does, you’ll emerge better than ever. But you have to survive it first. So head to the wine shop and grab a few bottles (don’t forget the corkscrew), stock up on tissues, get a Netflix account, and pretend you’ve just gotten an invitation to your very own pity party! It’s yours and you can cry if you want to. For now, there are no words comforting enough, no amount of positive-thinking bullshit wise enough, and certainly no type of booze strong enough to bring you solace. It’s time to lie in bed in your yoga pants, smelly white T-shirt, and cry in between sips of rosé as you think to yourself, My life is officially over.
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Lesson learned: Welcome to the Pity Party! Check your pride at the door!




DAY 2. 1:10 A.M.

It All Started with Free Drinks

I should be sleeping right now, but despite being emotionally and physically exhausted, I’m wired. I am like the depressed eternal flame longing to be put out ever so badly, but no matter how much rain or wind comes my way, I just keep flickering. I can’t stop thinking about how I find myself in such a predicament. It’s mindblowing that in a matter of just eighteen months I went from a young, promising lawyer to one of thirty crazy chicks dating one guy on TV to the one crazy chick dating twenty-five men on yet another show, to engaged, to where I find myself now . . . a single train wreck living in the guest bedroom at my friend Kelly’s house.

How the hell did this happen?

That’s a damn good question. I guess the answer can be summed up in two words: free drinks. Well, free drinks and assertive girlfriends.

Flash back to the summer of 2013—I was a twenty-three-year-old single gal living in my hometown of Atlanta, Georgia. I’d finished college, gone on to law school, passed the bar exam, and was working as an assistant district attorney prosecuting gang crimes. I was quite content with my pseudo normal life. When I wasn’t working, I was hanging out with my girlfriends or enjoying wine-fueled Sunday dinners at my parents’ house. Life was simple but full, minus one obvious thing: a man. With both my parents and sister happily married, I was the token fifth wheel of the family. Though this title afforded me my own room on family vacations, it came at the cost of my pride. Trust me, the only thing worse than a table for one at an all-inclusive Mexican resort is a table for five.

When it came to finding a boyfriend, I was ready, willing, and able, but found myself stuck in that peculiar zone somewhere between disdain and obsession. I guess you could say I was aloof when it came to dating. Sure, I wanted a man, but I wasn’t willing to fight tooth and nail to get one. I was young, my eggs were still fertile, thus I figured when the time was right I would find a man in one of the many traditional ways: work, the gym, a bar, or perhaps one of those strippergrams that show up at the door, courtesy of my married girlfriends. But up to this point, I hadn’t found the right guy—hell, I hadn’t even found one I wanted to go on a date with. No man seemed to make a free meal worth an hour of getting ready followed by hours of awkward, shallow conversation.

And when it came to casual hookups and one-night stands, though I had ample opportunities (which isn’t all that hard in Atlanta, especially if you find yourself in certain Buckhead dive bars around last call), the idea never appealed to me. I’m feisty and good at playing hard to get, but my bark has always been bigger than my bite. Truth be told, when it came to hooking up with random men, I didn’t have energy to (a) shave my legs, (b) deal with putting out, or (c) engage in the awkward morning after, which consists of either a walk of shame or my telling a guy he didn’t have to go home but he had to get the hell out of my place. Though I was happy being single, my girlfriends didn’t seem to share the same sentiment. They had one concern when it came to me, and it wasn’t my job or wardrobe—it was my love life.

Those most concerned with this search were Sarah, Leslie, and Caroline, three of my best friends from law school at Wake Forest. I met Sarah on Facebook, thanks to a mutual friend who knew I was looking for a roommate. We immediately hit it off, and decided to live together. Over the course of three years, she’d become the best roommate I ever had in my life, in part because she was more studious than I was, which kept me focused, but also because we shared the same taste in clothes and wine. Sarah was in a relationship with Phil, a baseball player at Wake Forest. I’d always liked Phil; he was tall, somewhat goofy, adored Sarah, and most important, was always willing to set me up with his hot single teammates. Soon after we graduated law school, Phil realized he had outkicked his coverage and proposed to Sarah. (Note: In girl terms, “outkicking coverage” is like finding a killer pair of Burberry pumps mismarked by a good $300, heading straight to the register, swiping the card, and speeding home, knowing you got away with one hell of a steal.)

Leslie was married to Wade, a classmate of ours. She was a tall, pretty blonde with a dry, sarcastic sense of humor. I envied her for the way curse words rolled so eloquently off her tongue. Nobody could say “fuck” like Leslie—it was an art that I tried to imitate but could never quite replicate.

Then there was Caroline, engaged to Lee, whom she had met in college. Caroline was a quintessential Southern belle from Nashville, Tennessee, and was the fashion captain of our group. She was smart, but had no qualms expressing her love for a good DVF wrap dress paired with Kate Spade wedges and anything with sequins, which made her the resident comedian as well.

All three would joke about how lucky I was to not have to deal with dirty boxers or joint checking accounts, but ultimately, they were happily in love and wanted me to be too. Cut to me, having been without a boyfriend for the better half of a year, on a random weekday when I found myself in a typical group text with the four of us. Typically, we used these group chats to keep up with one another, talk about the latest Kate Middleton news, make inappropriate jokes, and most important, notify each other of that day’s sales on Gilt, Rue La La, and HauteLook. But on one particular day it wasn’t about the sales or the gossip; it was about me and my “future husband.” Not just “Are you dating?” but loads of questions pertaining to my love life (really, my lack of one). I quickly grew suspicious of a conspiracy, but shrugged off the questions until Sarah “randomly” suggested I go on a reality dating show. Leslie and Caroline wasted no time chiming in with encouragement for this stupid idea, which provoked me to respond with six full lines of “HAHA.” I couldn’t believe they even watched these crappy TV shows, let alone thought I would ever be the type of cray-cray who would go on such a thing. But they had clearly been researching and planning what I swear must have been called Operation Get Our Only Single Friend Married, led by General Sarah and Sergeants Leslie and Caroline.

SARAH: So, Andi, have you thought about doing a dating show?

ME: So, Sarah, no. What are you talking about a dating show?

SARAH: Like on television . . . one of those reality shows where you find love.

ME: Umm. No, definitely no. Actually, HELL NO!

CAROLINE: Oh, Sarah, what a great idea!!!

LESLIE: Kudos to Sarah! Come ooooonnnnnn, Andi, you totally should!

SARAH: Seriously, you have nothing to lose.

ME: Ummm . . . except my dignity.

CAROLINE: Oh lookie here! There is a casting call 2.3 miles from your office on June 20th.

SARAH: It’s meant to be . . .

ME: Umm . . . How do you know this?

CAROLINE: I just happened to be on the Internet and saw it.

ME: Yeah, okay . . . sure.

LESLIE: It’s totally meant to be!

CAROLINE: It’s like as meant to be as a pair of Tory Burch flats in your size on Gilt!

SARAH: That’s so rare.

LESLIE: It’s a sign. Wait, Caroline, is Tory Burch on Gilt?

CAROLINE: Not until Thursday.

LESLIE: Fuck that noise.

ME: Girls . . . my love life does not equal Tory Burch sale shoes.

LESLIE: I’m just saying it’s a sign.

SARAH: I mean really, what do you have to lose?

ME: Again, my dignity.

SARAH: Yah . . . Ummm dignity is overrated.

LESLIE: Agreed.

CAROLINE: Ditto.

ME: You three are crazy. Headed into court. TTYL!

CAROLINE: Fine, but don’t forget casting call June 20th.

SARAH: We can talk outfits when it gets closer!

These conversations went on for weeks until finally, the morning of June 20th came along and I found myself in yet another group text. The pressure was on more than ever, and the girls weren’t even attempting to play coy.

SARAH: So, Andi . . . I’m not pressuring you, but I just got a reminder on my calendar that there is a casting call for your future . . . and it’s today.

LESLIE: Today is the daaaayyyyyy.

CAROLINE: Wait, what is Tory Burch on Gilt today, again?

LESLIE: No, Caroline . . . it’s casting call day.

CAROLINE: Oh riiight! So the location of the event is exactly 2.3 miles from your office and it starts at 6 p.m.

ME: Not going. And P.S. you girls are insane.

LESLIE: and fucking married.

CAROLINE: engaged.

SARAH: engaged!

ME: Haha. Fuck y’all.

SARAH: Don’t worry, we still love you.

LESLIE: And by love she means pity . . .

CAROLINE: Okay, focus everyone! So Andi, from your office, you take a right on Peachtree, then left onto Roswell. Take that 1.4 miles and the bar will be on your right.

SARAH: Casting goes from 6 to 9 p.m.

LESLIE: Should she get there early or late? What do we think?

CAROLINE: Well, early reads desperate, fashionably late reads cool.

SARAH: But don’t show up at 9 because they might have already found enough good girls.

LESLIE: So how about 7:30?

CAROLINE: Agreed. That will give a 10-minute cushion to get there and plenty of time to do a quick outfit change after work.

ME: WTF? No! No! NO!

CAROLINE: Ok, fine, you don’t have to change your outfit as long as you’re wearing that cute black Theory skirt suit I like . . .

ME: Haha, not no to the outfit change, no to all of it!

LESLIE: Seriously, what the hell do you have to lose?

ME: Again, my dignity.

SARAH: Andi . . . don’t get me started. I lived with you for three years, don’t make me discuss your dignity . . .

ME: Sarah, low blow!

LESLIE: Think of all you have to gain.

ME: Umm . . . Like what?

CAROLINE: A husband!

LESLIE: New friends? Though they won’t be nearly as fucking cool as us.

ME: Ok, real talk here . . . Ya’ll seriously expect me to go to a casting call for a reality television show?

CAROLINE: Well, duh! Isn’t that what this whole conversation is about?

SARAH: The casting call info sheet does say free drinks . . .

ME: Hmmm . . . free drinks, really?

SARAH: Bible! You know I would never joke about free drinks.

LESLIE: I see it on here too!

ME: What time is the event?

And that’s all it took, really . . . Three of my best friends on my ass and the promise of free drinks.

That afternoon I got off work at the abnormally early time of 6:00 p.m. My plans to meet a girlfriend for dinner had changed due to a scheduling conflict that involved dinner with her boyfriend’s mother or some other I’m-not-single-and-have-more-important-things-to-do bullshit. Plan B was to grudgingly hit the gym. But, the fact that I hadn’t packed gym clothes and would have to drive past the gym in order to go home and get dressed for the gym was inconvenient enough to nix that idea altogether. I mean, yeah I guess I could have sucked it up and gone the extra mile to my house, at least in the name of single sexiness, but instead, I just began driving north through downtown Atlanta. Ready to fight the grueling rush-hour traffic, I was pleasantly surprised by the steady flow of the cars. With the music cranked up and my foot on the gas more often than the brake, I must have subconsciously taken a right on Peachtree followed by a left on Roswell Road, because next thing I knew I was in the parking lot of none other than the location of the casting call. My car had literally steered me to this bar and into this parking space.

I sat staring at myself in the rearview mirror asking my reflection, “What the hell am I doing here?” All the while, scantily clad girls were lining up outside the front doors of the bar. As the line got longer, the heels got higher and the necklines plunged farther down. There was a well-balanced mix of brunettes and blondes, which was surprising considering most Southern girls start bleaching their hair before they hit puberty. Not a surprise: the teased heights of each girl’s mane (another thing Southern girls learn to do before hitting puberty). After all, we were below the Mason-Dixon Line, which meant, “The higher the hair, the closer to God!”

“Fucking shit,” I muttered as I looked down at my modest ensemble of a black Theory pencil skirt and matching blazer, nude pumps, black blouse, pearl necklace, and tan stockings (which I wore to appease conservative judges). In all of this mess, I’d forgotten that I should have gone home and changed out of my prudish knee-length suit before I went to a casting call for a dating show. Caroline would have been mortified to call me her friend (though I do think she said a Theory skirt would suffice). I began frantically rifling through my center console in search of any and all makeup that could salvage this fatal fashion faux pas. Through headphones, business cards, and pens, I managed to find a pink tube of dried-out Maybelline mascara, ChapStick, and a half-empty bottle of embarrassingly old Clinique Happy perfume. I threw off my blazer, removed my strand of pearls, stripped off my panty hose, and reached down my blouse to perk up my boobs. I was as ready as I was going to get. With a deep breath, I opened the door, and took one step toward insanity.

The line had died down enough by this point that I didn’t wait long before being greeted by one of several peppy girls manning the check-in desk.

“Name?” one of them asked.

“Andi Dorfman,” I replied as she began to write it onto a dry-erase board only to stop after AN before looking up confused and asking, “Angie or Annie?”

“No, it’s Andi, A-N-D-I,” I replied.

“Oh, got it, and what was that last name, dear?”

“Dorfman.”

Seeing the puzzled look on her face, I decided to spare her any extra brainwork. “D-O-R-F-M-A-N.”

“Age?” as she continued to scribe.

“Twenty-six.”

“Hometown?”

“Here.”

Again, puzzled look. Maybe I’m the idiot here?

“Atlanta.”

“Do you have a job?”

“Yes, I’m an attorney.” What, did she think I normally dressed in a knee length, all-black ensemble? I guess maybe I had pulled off the impossible feat of “making it work.” Kudos to me!

“Atny” she abbreviated to complete my nametag.

Though she’d abbreviated my profession incorrectly, I decided to let it slide, since I was, after all, there to make a good impression.

“All right, dear, step over here and we are going to take some pictures. Can you hold the sign under your chin?”

Flash after flash, I stood stoically as I posed for my “mug shot” before finally I was allowed to pass Go, collect $200, and enter the bar. Okay fine, I didn’t get $200, but I did get access to the open bar, which became the setting of the most insane scene I’d ever laid eyes on. Hmmm . . . where do I even start? Close your eyes and imagine an entire store filled with Herve Leger knockoffs, each of them accompanied by a pair of matching glittery platform peep toe pumps. Now, breathe in and get you a good whiff of that Elnett hairspray stench. Do you smell that hint of cucumber? Why, yes you do! That would be the Bath & Body Works Cucumber Melon lotion permeating the air (the kind with a hint of shimmer, of course). Look to your right—those girls slamming shots are the “party” girls and are already sloshed. To your left is the group of “pretty prissy girls” conversing with each other (though I doubt any of them are actually listening to one another). And then there’s me. The girl in work clothes who’s found herself in bandage-dress HELL!

I made my way to the bar to order a glass of Chardonnay, keeping it classy, of course, but before the bartender even poured the wine, I was whisked away by a brunette woman wearing leather leggings and a black V-neck with the sleeves rolled up far enough to see her tattooed wrists. She introduced herself as a casting producer and asked me to follow her into a back room before directing me to take a seat on a stool, where a bright light blinded me and a camera with a blinking red light stared me down, scaring the living shit out of me.

She began by asking me various biographical questions like where I grew up and what I did for a living. The more I responded, the more the bright light made the room sweltering hot and me on the verge of sweating like a skank in church. Please don’t sweat, please don’t sweat, I thought to myself. Finally, I couldn’t hold it in any longer. “Shit, is it hot in here or is it just me?” I said as I wiped the moisture off my forehead. As I said “shit,” I covered my mouth like a five-year-old and stared into the camera and then back into the eyes of a very unfazed producer.

“Fuck, I just cursed on camera, didn’t I?”

I covered my mouth again.

“Shit, I’ve just said ‘shit’ and ‘fuck,’ and we just met. Sorry.”

“Oh, please, it’s fine . . . not a big fucking deal at all.” She chuckled.

I had liked this tatted-up chick from the beginning, and now, hearing the way the word “fucking” rolled off her tongue so effortlessly, I liked her even more. We continued to “shoot the shit” for a few more minutes, and even figured out that we were from the same hometown. There we were; just two gals chitchatting away in the back of a bar, forgetting we were at a casting call, before another producer politely popped in to remind us that there were more girls waiting to be seen. We hugged goodbye before she handed me off to yet another producer who took me into yet another back room.

“Don’t show anyone else this envelope,” she instructed as she handed me a thick manila envelope.

“Okay . . .”

“We really like you! Now we need you to fill out this packet exactly how it says and make sure to send it back within seventy-two hours!”

“Umm . . . okay, sure,” I naïvely responded, unaware of what covert operation they were running here.

“Also, if you don’t mind, can you go out the back door so none of the other girls see you have an envelope?”

“No problem,” I said.

Feeling like a Bond girl, I pushed the door marked exit, slipped the manila envelope in the waistband of my pencil skirt, and stealthily made a beeline to my car. Ironically, the entire ordeal was over before I even had a sip of the advertised free drinks. I drove home, took my high heels off, uncorked a bottle of red (which I prefer anyway), and poured a glass as I sat on the couch, forgetting that the envelope was still sitting on the passenger seat of my car. It wasn’t until the next day while driving to work that I saw it and remembered the “seventy-two-hour deadline.” I stuck it in my tote bag and walked into work.

By 9:00 a.m., Sarah, Leslie, and Caroline had already asked how the casting went. In an effort both to downplay the entire ordeal and get them to abort their mission altogether, I decided to keep the details to a minimum by simply responding, “Ehhh . . . it was stupid. I don’t think they liked me.” Little did they know, I had totally Bond girl–ed the shit out of it! They tried to cheer me up by saying things like, “I’m sure you did great,” and, “Yeah, right, they probably loved you.”

Over my lunch break, I sat at my desk and opened the envelope. Holy shit! An entire tree must have died at the expense of this packet because no lie, there were at least fifty pages of forms to be filled out, asking everything from my bio to my dating history to my tax information, hobbies, citizenship, etc. You name it, it was in this packet. The last page was a “Photo Submission,” instructing me to send seven photos of myself, and myself only, with natural makeup and under no circumstances any Photoshopping or filters. As if I wasn’t turned off by the intrusion into my past and present, the photo request was just enough for me to chuck the entire packet in the trash. What a waste, I thought. Cut to a few days later, the packet still remained in the basket. Was this another sign, like my car steering me to the casting call, or had the cleaning lady just gotten lazy? Reluctantly, I retrieved the packet and placed it in my top desk drawer.

Days went by before I received a phone call from yet another casting producer inquiring into the whereabouts of my packet, which was now overdue by about eight hundred hours. Without wanting to give the impression that I was too cool for school or, in this case, too sane for reality television, I told her I’d been really busy and would try and fill it out over the weekend. I mean, how do you tell someone that you were only there for the free drinks? Feeling guilty, I decided to begin the arduous task of filling out the questionnaires. When I got to the “Photo Submission” page, I realized how screwed I was. Where in the hell was I going to come up with these seven photos? I stalked my own Facebook profile only to find that I didn’t have a single decent photo of just myself, and as I scrolled through the photos on my phone, the only solo photos of me were very much unsuited for public viewing (thank goodness iCloud wasn’t around then). I knew I was going to have to find a way to secretly get headshots taken.

Enter my sister, known to me as Shishy, who luckily was flying into town for a big family gathering celebrating our grandfather’s birthday. Despite being a nerdy-scientist-free-spirit-hippie-dippie who still had a flip phone, when I asked for her help, she happily agreed to take the photos. We snuck off during the party, and after thirty exhausting minutes decided enough was enough and whatever photos were on my phone would have to suffice. I went to the local CVS and printed out the pictures before half-assing the rest of the questionnaire, leaving many of the repetitive pages blank. Exhausted, I mailed the packet back. I figured, if worse came to worst, all I had lost was some time, dignity, and $3.45 in postage. I was finally done . . . or so I thought.

A week later, I was invited to the “final round” of casting in Los Angeles. I decided mum’s the word and lied, telling my parents I was going to visit Shishy in San Diego rather than going to a casting call for a reality TV show.

When I arrived in Los Angeles, I was hastily whisked off to an airport hotel just a few minutes away with strict instructions to wait in the car upon my arrival. Another black-clad producer greeted me and led me into my hotel room where another packet sat upon my bed. A few dozen forms and a five-hundred-multiple-choice personality test later, I finally received a knock on my door from yet another producer. How many of them were there? I followed her down the hall into a room set up with a lonely chair, a camera, insanely bright lights, and you guessed it, another producer. She asked me the same background questions along with a few new ones. I can hardly remember what I said except for one horrible answer.

“So who’s your favorite person from the current season?” the producer asked.

Fuck! Do I tell them I haven’t seen this season—or any season, for that matter—or do I wing it? Luckily while at the airport, I had come across the duty-free shop (where I often read magazines to pass the time and to avoid having to actually purchase them). On the cover of one such mag I remembered seeing a story about the current season. I quickly blurted out the only name I could remember.

“Oh, really? Interesting. Why do you like him?” she asked with a puzzled look, which was enough to assure me that if I had actually read the article, I would have known he was the one who had broken the star’s heart.

“I don’t know, I just think he’s, umm . . . he seems honest,” I reluctantly responded.

The interview wrapped, and I was whisked into another room with not one, not two, but about twelve producers. I sat in a chair in front of them with a screen behind me showing a familiar scene.

“Have you been watching my interview in the other room?” I asked.

“Why, yes, we have.” They laughed.

Several rapid-fire questions and generic responses later, I was finally done. I returned to my room with the same feeling I had after the very first casting so many weeks ago: Thank God it’s over! The next morning I was off to spend time with Shishy in San Diego. (So I guess I had really only told my parents half a lie.) I recounted the previous day’s events and told her there was no way they would pick me, and even if they did, it wasn’t my thing. A few days in the sun and I was back home to Atlanta and my regular life.

That is, until a few weeks later when one phone call changed everything. I remember it as if it were yesterday . . . I was huffing and puffing on the treadmill when Rihanna’s “Rude Boy” was interrupted by my ringtone. It was from a number I didn’t recognize, but I knew the 310 area code belonged to Los Angeles. Normally, I never answer a call from a random number, and I don’t know why I did this time—probably so I could take a breather. It was the head of casting and she was officially inviting me to be a contestant on the upcoming season. My mind began racing faster than the treadmill beneath me. I told her I wasn’t sure if it was my thing, but that I’d mull it over. I hung up the phone and cranked up the speed and put Rihanna back on. When I got home that evening, I poured myself a glass of red wine, sat on my bed and debated. Should I do the show or not? I mentally listed out the pros, which included traveling, making new friends, making out with a hot guy, playing hooky from work, and, of course, the chance to find love. The cons, however, included total humiliation of not just myself but also my family, friends, coworkers, third-grade teacher, and anyone else who was my Facebook friend. Other cons included destroying my career, going broke, and . . . finding love.

It wasn’t lost upon me that finding love was both a pro and con. I had to ask myself, Was I really ready to fall in love? I had been in relationships, but the thought of possibly falling in love and being engaged in such a short amount of time was overwhelming. It’s one thing to be ready to fall in love and have months or even years to make sure it’s with the right man before taking it to another level, but it’s a completely different ball game when there’s a time limit on all of that. Oh, not to mention it’s all on national television.

I spent days going back and forth from yes to no to maybe and back to no before making a decision that would become the biggest mistake of my life . . .



[image: Images]

Lesson learned: Nothing good comes of free drinks.
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