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For the dreamers whose imagination was crushed by an alternative reality of what was once envisioned. Dust yourself off and follow your dreams.
DISCLAIMER

This piece of work includes mentions of depression, alcohol consumption, drug usage and dependency, body image issues, as well as difficult family relationships and expectations. I encourage you to keep reading if you are comfortable with these topics. 

Also, as a Latin American author, I invite you, the reader, to study the reality of the places mentioned in this piece of work. While a gorgeous place, Latin America, and Cuba specifically, has its political points of view and issues that shall be treated with the appropriate care and respect. This book is based on fiction, and serves as an ode to the love I have for my people.
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​CHAPTER ONE
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NATHAN



“They told me all of my cages were mental, so I got wasted, like all my potential.” - This is me trying by Taylor Swift. 



OCTOBER 13TH BLURRED INTO A HAZE OF WHISKEY.

I think I started drinking when the morning rays struck through the curtains of my bedroom’s window. It was a simple lip-moistener as I grabbed a bottle of wine with the breakfast Renna prepared; I promised myself. Now, as the night ends, I stumble through sweaty bodies with the seventeenth beer bottle of the night in between my digits, shattering to the floor when I accidentally bump into someone. The worst part is that I can only bring myself to laugh. 

Drinking feels like being medicated, at some point. I do it as often as one would think, if not more, around the time October comes by. I can’t stop myself when that goddamned month appears in my life, after all. It brings me back to this same night, two years ago, and that’s when I love the sentiment booze brings me. As if the biggest tragedy could happen in front of my eyes and it would still be lightweight enough not to hurt me. 

One of my hands clashes against the railing of the glass-paneled staircases of Miles’ mansion. I trip in the matter of seconds, though only laughter can escape my lips. Someone picks me up, dusting the material of my cream satin button-down before I am off to the road I tried to cross. I want to get to the bedroom to see if there are any joints left. Mine had run out.

This was never what people imagined I would turn out like as a kid, as my mom hoisted me up when my first painting got sold for thousands. I perfected the art of realism very young, starting with dirtied hands filled with paints and following with afternoons of endless practice that turned me into a prodigy of sorts. Though, these days, I don’t feel like myself. What were once activities that I partook on when the year ended or when the parties got really good became my sedation. My will and drive to live. 

Miles is a rapper I met along the way. One of those many friends that appeared after my sister’s car crashed against that light post, causing the automobile to split in half thanks to the commotion. Friends that don’t really care about me throwing my guts up into the tile flooring when I reach the upper floor, or those that introduced me to drugs that I would have never tried if it wasn’t because it was what Hollywood offered to me.

I stop by the bathroom before I reach one of the many bedrooms. Miles always keeps trinkets everywhere, after all, he was a party-goer that was crafted to be exactly what people expected him to be. The worst kind of example. I wash my mouth with handfuls of water, spitting them out and watching remains of vomit fall into the sink. My lips purse in distaste, soon after stealing a glance at the mirror. I don’t look the slightest bit like myself.

The hair that I would always push back to watch my art with the biggest critic's eye now falls over my forehead, as if I was a kid that couldn’t tame his locks. At twenty-six, I should know better than to look like this, but I don’t care. What I once had thought was a suitable outfit now haphazardly falls off one shoulder, buttons undone, a love mark scattered across my collarbone. My thick eyebrows are unbrushed, laying lower in my eyes. Cheeks hollowed, I try to remember the last time I ate today. 

Nothing comes to mind. 

I fix the collar of my shirt, running my palms through my hair a few times before I weave through the slit of the door once again. I’m holding onto the wall to get to the nearest bedroom, eyes falling closed, a smile playing on my lips, and I bring myself to enjoy the bass of the song playing in the background. Oh, so that’s where I got the love bite. I remember feeling a woman’s hips flush against mine, whispered promises that now I can’t recall. 

Finally, I push a door open, almost colliding to the floor when I reach the bedroom. Miles keeps his joints on the bedside table, almost always in a decorated glassed box. Like a memory, let’s call it a travelling gift bag. Though, when my hands fumble on the bedside table, lurking for rolled papers or tequila shots, the dampness of my sweaty body makes me shake at the ventilation of the room. The windows are open...

When I look around, I realize this place is much bigger than the bedroom I stayed in earlier when I took a nap in between drinking. The sheets are thrown messily on the bed, unlike the other room, with burgundy fabrics twisted into a tied-up mess and a piece of paper flying around the floor. I don’t pick it up, but I walk over to the window instead, shivering at the coldness of the night. Though, when I’m about to close the window, my eyes get caught on the twinkling stars, the way they merge in a sky that looks so vast, so big compared to the problems that build within me and yet, not enough to comfort me. 

As if the sky was falling, they pierce through the darkness. Stars that would enamor me in a heartbeat, ready to be drawn in a canvas with oil painting if it wasn’t because I haven’t painted since my grieving period started. Two years ago, I dropped the brushes and picked up the booze. Magazines wrote about how Jane Rae saved me in our relationship—faux, more like a publicity stunt than anything just to secure my position in the high and fame-filled society—, how I was a lost mess and my remaining paintings were selling like hot bread. I was a corpse being studied from up-close, like one of those documentaries from the ‘27th Club’ playing in real time.

When the wind pushes my hair back, I’m awakened from my thoughts. Nothing about me, Nathan Calderwood, was real. Long lost to my own insecurities, the family bond I used to have is now a distant memory, with me ignoring the calls from my mother and the events my dad hosts. Rotting like the canvas in my studio is the talent that people cherished me for. My expectations for love that I once had, broken by the idea of a fake relationship. I’m still going to events, partying, socializing, making money off critiques and articles written about me, but I’ve never felt more dead.

I must not be the only one.

The bile goes up my throat when I look down and I see the sparse blonde hair of Miles scattered on the floor, surrounded by a halo of blood. Miles’ eyes stay open, hands extended on his side, absolutely and utterly dead next to the pool people had been partying on earlier. No one has seen him yet and my heart patters against my chest with the force of a man running a marathon. 

It used to be so easy. Being happy, and now, it seems like it has become a privilege to be so.

I reach for the paper that I clipped under one of Miles’ shoes now. My fingers tremble when reading through the curved writing, the sheet still damp with fresh tears...

I’m sorry, mom. 

I’m sorry, daughter.

I’m sorry, I can’t live anymore.

The letter continues, but I toss it to the side. The first thing I should do is ask for help, but my body freezes, as if coated in dense layers of cement that keep me glued to the ground. Tears fill my eyes, remembering the flashing cameras that harassed my face when I lost my sister. Nobody cared that we were grieving as a family, only wanting to see a glimpse of the glisten of sadness. 

I search through one of my pockets, hoping that I hadn’t lost my phone. Luckily for me, it’s still there. When I look through the contacts, I can barely see the digits or the letters. Shaken up, apart from being drunk, makes it difficult to press on one contact. Luckily, it’s Renna.

“Nate, I’ve been calling you the entire night. Where the fuck are you? I’ll pick you up before the magazines make a big deal out of it—”

That’s what happens to people like me. To people like Miles. I was born into a family that, though I adore, I never asked to be part of. When I first opened my eyes, it was because my actress mother—Diane Calderwood—had to take a hospital visit in between shooting a movie to give birth. My dad, a business executive rich from the crib, Lucas Calderwood, promised me enough money to venture through any of my dreams when I was seventeen. I had a younger sister, too. We were given all, even the attention from the public, and if my first relationship was out to the world, one can only imagine that the fact that one of my friends died while partying with me could be the headlights for tomorrow.

“Please...” I weep, mouth shaking, dragging myself into the floor and laying on my back. “Renna...Miles threw himself off the window. I’m up here and I can’t move. Please, please, please.” I whisper into the phone, and she asks a few questions, but I can’t hear them. “Come pick me up, please. Get some help.”

“God, what did you two have?!” As per usual with Renna, she has a voice of rationality. She knows every outcome even before I make a decision. I hear rustling from her end of the call. “I’m on the way there. Can you send me your location? I need to know exactly where you are so I can call the police.”

Pushing the phone away from my ear, I wipe at my eyes, blurry from the tears. I swallow thickly, nodding. “I—I think I can send it to you. It might take a minute. I’m...I can’t see straight.”

Panic and nostalgia settle in my bones, paralyzing them, and as a compensation, my joints and muscles shake. Renna, my assistant, sighs into the speaker.

“Take your time, Nate, but try to do it as quickly as possible. I’m still here on the call. I’m getting in the car.” I move through the text application, igniting the button of my location and the muscle memory does most of the work for me, because I have fallen silent and I feel like I can’t move. “I got the location. Good job. You’re doing okay. This is not your fault.”

I close my eyes tightly at her words. She had been there, along with Jun and Simon, through the worst time of my life and I can’t help but feel guilty about dragging their names with the disaster I’ve become. I don’t speak, letting her empty words caress me in the lonesome night.

Though, sometime during the call the call, when I hear screams and commotion from the bottom of the mansion, Renna says: 

“Are you okay? You haven’t said a single thing. The police must be there...”

Vacantly, the sound of the door opening awakens me and I spare one glance at the phone, as if I could see through it and towards Renna’s brown eyes just to lie like I always do to her. As I have sadly grown accustomed to.

“I’m okay.” I mumble, hearing a manly, deep voice call my name as they hoist me up from the floor. I don’t fight, letting the police officers take me wherever they want as Renna’s voice gets lost in the phone they now have in their hands. 

I’ve never been worse, and I am tired of pretending.
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​CHAPTER TWO
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NATHAN



“Slow down, you crazy child. Take the phone off the hook and disappear for a while. It’s alright, you can afford to lose a day or two.” - Vienna by Billy Joel. 



RENNA HAS A FACE THAT I HAVE GOTTEN TO KNOW PERFECTLY WELL FOR THE PAST FIVE YEARS. One would think that’s the reason it’s difficult for me to look her in the eye at this moment. She sits across from me in my living room, the one I’ve barely been in for the past twelve months. I’ve been out and about, travelling so much with Jane Rae, that I had forgotten just how much I cherished this house. The painting from a Uruguayan artist that I bought four years ago. The cream couch where I sit on right now, with brown cushions that welcome the weight of my head, neck aching because of the position.

Nathan Calderwood was the brand that everyone in this room was working for. They weren’t here for the disaster I’ve become, glaring at the orange and pink hues that dissipate through the blank curtains of my living room, as I play with the cigarette that dangles from my bottom lip. My team was bigger before; Renna was the last one to join as my art manager. She was the one that contacted the museums and made the grand sales to sponsors in auctions. Venturing into the world of art, her knowledge of realism and her art degree backed us up in a career that had flourished beautifully until the accident happened. Career halted to an end, I wish I could return to who I was, but that’s impossible.

Fame wasn’t difficult to achieve for me, however, for I was born with it from the crib. Simon, my other manager, made sure to remind me of such. He was with me for longer than Renna. Mom’s assumption was that it would be great for me to have a PR manager, and that’s what Simon worked with. Normally seen in the back of my pictures, always the one organizing the event, shooting the pictures, creating the atmosphere of a nepotism child that people both loved and hated. 

Jun, who is the one that settles a bottle of coffee on the table near the couch, is just my bodyguard. Though the muscles on his body enlarge him in size, they definitely don’t compare to the warmth of his persona, and how greatly he has established himself as a big brotherly figure in my life.

Renna has pushed her black hair away from her porcelain skin with an orange clip, matching the lipstick that she smeared on her mouth before she had gone out on a date last night. God, she was so excited to meet that supposed William from a dating app, and as per usual, I ruined it with my convictions and melancholia. She has rubbed her usual thick eyeliner off from her eyes after spending an entire midnight with me at the police station. Out of worry, of course. Crooking her knees under her body, covered by a long white dress, she sighs.

“I need you to talk about this, Nate.” Renna says as a matter of fact. Plainly, but with lingering worry that crashes against me. So hard that it takes me back to the accident, when she said the same exact words. I shake my head, mixing cigarettes with coffee when I drink from what Jun had just served me.

“We both know that’s not what anybody here wants.” Sometimes, I wonder why Renna stays. I haven’t painted in a long while—people sitting at the edge of their seats, waiting for my next move; for me to continue with the scenery of fame I had created for myself so far from what my parents do. Yet, it’s impossible to hunt for that inspiration that was once carved so deeply inside of me. 

Before Renna could say anything else, my other manager speaks from his position, laying against one of the thick columns of my mansion. Simon has blonde hair with speckles of salt-colored strands, wrinkles coming with age and time, barely perceptible in his fifty-something face. He always holds a Cheshire-smile for the public, but with me, Simon becomes the personification of ‘stoic and tough’ learning.

“He’s not the one that needs to talk. I want to do the talking for once.” Simon explains. My parents never knew just how tough Simon could get. How he’d swat food away from my hands when I was younger, only because his beliefs relayed on looks. How he had crafted my life to reflect what he wanted, but never asked me what I really yearned for.

“You’re out of control, Nate, and you’re taking us all with you. You can’t spend a single week without getting shitfaced and now, you’re once again in a scandal dealing with death. We had to talk to police—”

He speaks as if I wasn’t there, giving my side of the story, being held unimpeachable only because of the recordings from Miles’ household that showed that he was all alone when he tossed himself out of the window. I had lived through every word the police officers had said, while both grieving for a friend—though not as close as one would have imagined—and also battling with my own thoughts.

“I don’t think that’s fair to him.” Renna gives her input, always butting heads with Simon. I can’t help but keep my eyes closed, and they must think I’m falling asleep because of this.

“Here you come with your fucking licentiousness. Renna, the adults here are talking—”

She’s thirty-seven. Celebrated it with me and Jun’s family—including his daughter, who had worn Renna’s shoes—over a month ago. I think that’s the only party I’ve gone to in the last few years in which I can recall everything that happened. 

“Nate needs help. We have hidden the obvious here, trying to mend his relationship with the public with his own fake union with Jane Rae, putting him in front of cameras, trying to prove that he’s fine, but he hasn’t been fine in a while.” Renna speaks out the truth in quick mannerisms, allowing me to open my eyes just when I hear Simon scoff.

“His relationship with Jane is what has saved him.” Simon explains. “The public doesn’t see how much of a drunkard he has become just because of the moves that I have done.”

“You won’t have anybody to represent here on if we don’t offer him the help he needs—”

“Oh, my fucking God. What do you do in this equation, Renna?” Simon asks, looking down at my other manager. He flares his nostrils, squaring his shoulders in his always-suit-clad body before he shakes his head. “You haven’t gotten him to paint. I’m making him thrive off of what we have left. If he has no talent, then we still have his fame. It’s why he’s still someone to the public eye.”

I know Renna should look for other clients. She is living off what I had already made, thankfully, but it’s only a matter of time that she’s dragged down with my dying art career. Help needed, I run away from it. My lack of request, combined with its never being offered, is the reason. Whenever the thoughts in my head get too loud, I grab the nearest bottle I have and get away with whatever person dares call themselves my friend. Sometimes, it’s Jane Rae and her expensive friends, who talk shit about everyone through sips of whiskey and take pictures of us so Jane can post them on her Instagram account. 

Though, anyone with enough knowledge to call themselves human would notice that I haven’t been okay for a while. Not since the accident happened, losing myself alongside her.

For the longest while, I had thought of what would happen to me. What I would become, or what waited for me at the end of the line. I thought that the pain I felt would lose itself with the more bottles I poured in my body, that not knowing where I was would also make the misconceptions of me disappear. None of that happened, and I realized when I got out of the police station and there were cameras waiting for me. Flashing. Stripping me. 

Ridding me of my title as a person.

“I don’t need help.” I mutter, sitting up and downing the rest of my coffee that had turned lukewarm during the conversation. The blonde man smiles at me, as if enchanted by my words, but I shake my head. “I need to get away.”

“Excuse me?” Simon asks, trailing behind me as I stumble up the stairs and go to the nearest computer. I think I left my laptop in my room. “Nate, I’m talking to you. Where do you think you’re going?”

“Anywhere but here. Los Angeles is drowning the insignificant life left in me.” The doors open at my entrance once I jot down the code on the screen next to it. I go past the beige couches that I have around a TV screen, getting to the king-sized bed with white sheets on top of it before opening my laptop and sitting comfortably.

Simon shakes his head. “You can’t do that. Jane’s big modelling event is coming up, and we have planned the entirety of November for you. You can’t miss that—”

Renna enters the room with quickened steps, widening her eyes upon seeing me. I had never acted like this with Simon, following his every word. She’d always make fun of me because of it. After all, the first words my mom told me at the mere age of eleven were ‘you’ll listen and do everything Simon tells you, alright?’. 

It’s time for me to change that.

I lurk through the computer, searching on Google for ‘cheap and homely travelling spots’. Travelled the places everyone wished for and jotted down on their diaries; I have, but I am tired of what I have always known. What I need is something different. To wake up to the scent of petrichor, and brew my coffee for the sake of it. Burn the first pile of rice that I make, and laugh about it just because I can. 

“Nathan Matthew Calderwood, listen to me.” Something about Simon is that he never asks, so when he reaches for my laptop to shut it closed, I move away, accidentally pressing on a button that leads me to an article that matches my search.

Why did Havana change my life? 

I don’t know what gets to me. Maybe I’m in a post-drunken bliss that has me looking for the first flight I can get to Havana. I’ve never visited it, nor do I know much about it apart from that film with Diego Luna in it, but I respond to Simon as I’m doing this.

“I have made my mind up, there’s no changing that.” Moving without knowing much of travelling or planning, for I always have Simon do that for me; I book the first flight I see before closing my laptop with a bang. “I’ll be leaving for some place for the next few months and I won’t have anything to do with you or this place or my brand. That’s settled.”

Simon tries to get the laptop away from me, but I push it under my pillow. “Give me that.”

“I have a flight in three days, Simon. So, if you could just get out of my room so I can start preparing, that’d be nice.”

He licks the inside of his cheek as if I had just kicked him in the shin. Retracing by giving a few steps back, he gets his phone out of his pocket before sighing. “Diane will hear from this.”

“I’m twenty-six. That threat doesn’t work on me anymore. Why would I even fucking care?”

“My God, you have lost your mind—!” Simon shouts, only to be stopped by the shake of my head.

“That’s the thing. I’ve lost it a long time ago and staying here, suffering, living through the same hell every single day isn’t doing me any better.” I respond, standing up from the bed and opening the door wide for him to go through. “So, I’d like for you to leave me alone. Now.”

The sharp edges of my words earn me a glare from Simon, who waltzes his way towards the door before looking at me, face to face. He was once much taller than me, taking care of a kid, shaping him to what he thought would make the best source of money. He didn’t realize that every effort he made to gain fame for me, wrote another insecurity into the book of my life, etching it into my brain.

“You’ll come back in a month, even less. I promise.” Simon breathes out, laughing at my face before getting out of the door. Renna rolls her eyes behind him and though my first thought is to believe him, I also know that staying in solitude for once, lacking responsibility, is exactly what I need right now.

Renna’s fingers jot through the locks of my head, disheveled and falling across my face until she pushes them back. I still can’t look her in the eyes. I had promised her so much as a realist artist, and now, I’m not even half of the man that I was before. 

“...Whatever you’re doing, I hope for the best.” She leaves with those words, nodding one last time at me before she closes the door behind her. 

At that moment, as silence merges with the noise of the air conditioner, I let my eyes fall closed and lean against the door. My head lulls back, hot tears falling down my eyes that I rub with the sleeve of my shirt. You’re too old to cry. Don’t let yourself feel the pain.

I repeat those words to myself, though the more I say them, the less I feel like they weight me down. So, I let myself fall on those sentiments, dipping my body on my bed and wrapping me up in covers as every plea of help weeps through the sobs escaping my mouth. 

I don’t know when sleep overtakes me.



“You only think about yourself.”

Only one day away from leaving for Havana, Jane Rae visits me. Just as my cook is serving me my plate of pancakes, leaving us alone soon after. I had asked Jun to bring me a few of Havana’s newspapers over to my place because I couldn’t find many online and, per my request, he fulfilled. I’m still unsure how he did so; granted that we are in Los Angeles and while Cuba isn’t very far, it also has its political issues, but anyone can trust Jun Cho to get through with a mission.

Jane doesn’t sit. She stands right in front of me, expanding her tall body on top of the marble counter that I rarely use. Though I do recall, somewhere in the beginning of our fake relationship, that we tried to have something bigger than the faint, faux touches in front of a camera and the posing. We had draped our bodies on top of this very counter, kissing through drunken minds, midway through getting our clothes off, and a fight had ensued. Not because she wasn’t gorgeous or capable of getting any man to sleep with her, but because I couldn’t really go through with it. Her personality and mine had never gotten along well.

Simon and her manager were long-lost friends, and they thought it would be amazing to have us together. Her own parents were actors, much like mine were famous, and people adored seeing two children that they scrutinized while growing up getting together.

She looks different. Her black hair curves elegantly over her shoulders, nose done a month into our arrangement, just over a year ago. Her cheeks are rounded, carved just like a model’s face normally does, pouty lips created by injections to craft the universality of perfection. Even Jane Rae LaCroix doesn’t fully embrace the idea of herself. With the new fashion debut that she is making as an ambassador, her clavicles are more visible, an orange skin-tight suit clinging to newfound bones. 

I scoff through a laugh, taking a bite of my breakfast. “Jane, listen. We’re not really in a relationship. I can go anywhere and everywhere if I ever so please. What’s the matter?”

“The matter is that my debut is in a month, and all the press will talk about is you not being there if you don’t go. They’ll make my success about our relationship and—”

“That’s not my fault. I’m sorry that it’s like that for you, but I can’t be there just because you want me to play pretend in your little game.” I respond, taking a sip of the orange juice in front of me before she grabs it in between her hands, clasping her digits with enough strength to turn them pale, clashing against her olive skin. 

“We have a contract.” Jane, as intelligent as always, makes the situation about her. And I played along with what she wanted, for long enough for me to feel miserable. 

“Well, I’ll have my lawyer terminate the contract if that’s what you want.” My voice is hoarse, fluttering my eyelashes closed when she tosses the glass on the floor, painting the tiles with juice. "I don’t want to play the happy couple anymore."

Jane laughs ironically, expanding her hands on her side. “And what is what you want, Nathan? To go to some fucking getaway where you’ll only get high and drunk. You can do that here. It’s what you always fucking do!”

I stand up at that moment, staring at her features with intent. “It’s also what you do.”

“We’re not that different, then; so don’t put me under the radar because we both signed that contract. You’re no better than me.” She points in between the two, soon after moving her hair off her shoulders, fanning herself off as if to ease the anger that builds from within her. 

“I’m not saying I’m better.” I start off, trying to keep my voice tranquil, though Jane has never brought that side of me. With her, everything feels exasperating, where every picture kills a part of me ever so slowly. “I’m saying I want to be better.”

“Jesus fucking Christ—”

“Jane, just get out.”

“Now you’re kicking me out?” Her mouth smells like daiquiri, citrusy and making me notice that this is all Hollywood has ever wanted. Everyone is so lost in their own minds and addictions that they fail to see how toxic life can be when everyone knows your name. 

“I said get out.”

“Have fun, then.” Jane says, turning around and tossing the middle finger towards me before she chuckles. “I’ll see you around after your brief vacation is over, and you’ll still be the same asshole as always. You really think you’re any better than me? Come on, now.”

I don’t let those words get to me; sighing deeply and watching as Jun silently presses a hand in between her shoulder-blades to coax her away from the house, only to have her cursing at him and pushing him away. 

The newspaper that interests me has a name that I can’t decipher, something about ‘day’, it says, from what my vast Spanish knowledge lets me know, but using my phone and casting my camera onto the paper for my translator to make its magic. Lurking through the job hemisphere, I cross mentally the construction jobs or the housemaid ones. There is not a lot to choose from, but as the translator works through a paragraph, I realize what my real venture points at. 

“We are looking for a man in his twenties, who can have experience or not, to work as a dishwasher. If you’re interested, please call...”

“Jun!” I part my lips to call for my security guard, who appears quickly, peeping his head behind the two doors that lead to the kitchen. His salt and pepper hair remains slicked back, his tall height a big contrast to his oval-shaped face, wrinkled half-moon eyes, and pointy nose. “Could you please call this number? Not you, your wife. She knows Spanish. They’re looking for a dishwasher.”

“You’re planning on working?” Jun asks, lifting his eyebrows with an amused smile.

Hell, I haven’t worked on anything that doesn’t deal with being in front of a canvas painting, but... “I want to try new things. Just...get me that job, will you?”

“Have you ever washed dishes?” Jun continues prodding, and I have to frown at his words, only to earn more laughter. “Oh, if I didn’t have a daughter waiting for me at home, I’d go with you in a heartbeat. This feels like it could be the newest comedy of the summer.”

“Jun...stop teasing and get to work.”

“You’ll be told that in just a few days. How exciting.”

I can’t help but laugh softly once he leaves, looking down at the words written in Spanish and cursing mentally.

Yeah, I’ll have to learn the language if I want to stay there for more than a month.
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​CHAPTER THREE
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VERONICA



“Perfect don’t mean that it’s working...so, what can I do?” - Glimpse of Us by Joji.



I READ SOMEWHERE, PERHAPS IN ONE OF THOSE NEW YORK BLOGS FROM RICH BRIDES-TO-BE AS THEY TELL THEIR STORIES OF ABSOLUTE PERFECTION, THAT A WOMAN KNOWS WHEN THEY ARE GOING TO GET PROPOSED TO. It’s in the atmosphere, the change or twist of words and actions of the man she loves. One day, they are acting normal and the other, a special or grand event comes and they are fidgety. Different from the laid-back man we all know and love.

My best friend, Alessia, pulls at the fabric of the tight baby blue dress that I had insisted on buying when I had found the thing in Lorenzo’s living room. The thing being a ring, clasped in a little star-dusted bag with a golden ribbon keeping it closed. The diamond wasn’t huge; it was just a silver band that read his initials. Lorenzo Pacheco in all its form and glory.

That happened over a week ago, and now, I am in front of my mirror, wishing that I hadn’t eaten empanadas like a madwoman for the past month instead of cooking breakfast like a normal adult in her twenty-seven years of living would. Damn me for loving cheese and grounded beef, but now that I see just how tightly the dress wraps around my lower stomach, do I really regret it.

“It’s happening. Oh God, it’s happening.” I mumble to myself, looking at the reflection in the mirror and cursing the day for going horribly wrong.

Alessia had done her best to tame my curly bangs, but we had persisted in tying it back in a messy bun to showcase the roundness of the hoops hanging from my ears; also because we couldn’t make the dark brown locks look great. Luckily, Alessia does her winged eyeliner on the car each time she picks me up to drive to our little office, somewhere in secluded Havana, so it wasn’t a challenge for her to make my face pop out.

We’re in my bedroom, hearing the clashing of voices coming from the living room as my brother and dad insist on their thoughts in the latest soccer match of Peru vs Argentina. When Alessia presses her pale hands to contrast against my golden skin, the long locks of her bleached blonde hair framing a slim face, like a model, with rounded and big brown eyes, a puffy, contoured nose and heart-shaped lips, I know she means business.

“Listen, babe,” And I do. Alessia was my friend from college, eight years ago when I got a scholarship in Texas, partaking in the software engineering road with me. When our paths almost diverted, right at the peak of graduation, I opted to move back to Havana. I had an online job—thanks to a company that had hired me in my last semester—and mom had gone through a heart attack and was just barely recovering from it by the time I came back. She, unable to unravel from me, moved out here with me. “I know that you and Lorenzo have a history, but I don’t want you getting disappointed if nothing, like absolutely nothing, happens today.”

I hook a necklace around my neck, turning around and huffing at her words. “But it will happen,” I reassure. Surely Lorenzo and I aren’t anything official, but it feels like it. The textured touch of his hands against my shoulders, trailing down my waist until he pulls me in and kisses me like he’s feverish for my touch. He hasn’t said a word, but the mumbles against bedsheets and pillows have to mean something. “You had to see the ring, Al. It was just there, waiting for me—”

“I’m just saying.” Alessia lifts her hands in the air, almost popping her tits out. She always wears low-cut dresses and tonight is not the exception. I can practically hear the tías in the event we’ll have at the family restaurant tonight, gasping at the sight of Alessia’s bare back in that electric blue dress. “Everyone in Havana knows that the Pacheco’s are difficult. Come on, we know Zeke is difficult, and he’s his brother.”

Zeke, more known around our town as Ezequiel, is also my best friend. Dating back to elementary school, when he’d plaster sticky bubble gum from his mouth to my hair. I had never hated Zeke, as much as he liked to annoy me back then, because my mom and his are skin and bones, always together, preaching the God they talk about every Sunday morning.

Though, I know exactly why Alessia calls him difficult.

“You’re just saying it because you two totally hooked up.” 

My mom may say I’m not the brightest compared to my brother, Adam, because the oldest child always gets some recognition and if it’s a man, overall, it’s even worse. However, I noticed that when Alessia moved in two years ago; she became a victim of Ezequiel’s charms. A musician trying to make his way through the world of mambo.

“We have never!” Alessia gasps, twirling her hair and passing it over a shoulder before sighing. “You’re the one who likes to make hook-ups complicated. Don’t project yourself onto me.”

“Me and Lorenzo are not a hook-up. Well, not just that.” I clasp my hands over my waist and that’s all it takes for Alessia to drag herself over to me, wrapping an arm over my shoulder and staring right through our matching brown eyes. “Alessia—”

“I just want you to internalize what you two really are. Best outcome, that ring is for you—”

“It is for me.”

“The worst outcome is that it isn’t. You and Lorenzo have been off and on again for years, babe.” She instructs
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