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The carpet was rough beneath my cheek, its coarse fibres pressing faint ridges into my face. My breath was stale, a mixture of last night’s beer and old cigarette smoke.

The living room felt heavy with stillness. Somewhere in the kitchen, the blinds carved the room into long bars of brightness and shadow.

Outside, the pavement was damp from earlier rain. Every now and then, a car passed by, the tyres hissing over wet tarmac.

I didn’t move. I just stared at my hand lying in front of me. It was pale, almost grey, with faint blue veins showing beneath the skin.

My heart was beating sluggishly, like it was trying to push syrup through my veins. It wasn’t the worst morning I had ever had, and that was what unsettled me the most.

Lying on the floor in my own stale haze was my normal now.

The thought came quietly but with absolute certainty.

If I don’t stop drinking, I’m going to die.

Not in a blaze of drama. Not in some grand collapse. Just like this, on a Tuesday morning, on the floor.

I didn’t cry. I didn’t panic. I simply knew.

And once you know, you know.
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​Modern Alcoholic 
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The first time I got drunk, it had nothing to do with the taste. Truth be told, I couldn’t stand the taste. It was bitter, sharp, too much for a mouth still more used to fizzy drinks and stolen sips of cider from family gatherings.

But there I was, fourteen years old, standing at the bar with a pint in my hand, acting like I belonged, trying to convince myself as much as anyone else that I was old enough, hard enough, and clever enough to pull it off. Then I took that first gulp.

The second the liquid hit my throat, something inside me shifted. It wasn’t subtle. It was instant, a fizzing rush lit up under my skin.

My brain was normally a cluttered, restless mess of thoughts and worries.

Then it suddenly went quiet. Not numb. Not dead. Just calm.

My chest loosened.

The weight I hadn’t even realised I’d been carrying since childhood fell away, and just like that, everything around me seemed brighter. The lights. The noise. The laughter. They all sharpened and took on a kind of shine.

People weren’t just people anymore. They were funnier, more interesting, easier to be around.

For once, I didn’t feel like I was outside looking in.

I wasn’t the awkward kid, overthinking every word before it left my mouth.

I was part of it.

I belonged.

I’d never felt that before.

That pint was more than a drink. It was a key, and I didn’t even realise what I’d unlocked. At that moment, I thought I’d found the answer to the world.

I didn’t have the language for it back then. I couldn’t have told you I was trying to escape from anything, because at fourteen you don’t see it like that.

I can’t blame my childhood. It was good. I had a solid upbringing, so this isn’t your typical “my parents used to drink” story.

All I knew was that for the first time, life felt lighter. Easier. More bearable.

The constant unease in my chest, the way my mind attacked itself with worry, it all stopped.

Alcohol did in seconds what I hadn’t been able to manage in years.

And that’s what hooked me. Not the taste. Not the social side. Not even the laughter that night.

It was the relief.

The sense that something out there could switch off the noise in my head.

That was the moment alcohol stopped being just a drink and became something else entirely. It became the solution I didn’t know I was looking for.

The problem was that once I’d found it, I wanted more. Deep down, I knew it was a temporary fix, one that would eventually bite back with consequences of its own.

Like so many of us in the late 90s and early 2000s, I thought I was just another teenager having a laugh.

Nights out with mates.

Sneaking into pubs.

Shots downed in sticky-floored bars.

Playing pool until the world spun sideways.

By sixteen, clubbing had become second nature, way before I was even old enough to vote.

It felt like a golden era, the bass shaking through my bones, smoke machines blurring the lights, and that electric rush of being somewhere I shouldn’t be.

I’d tell my parents I was staying at a friend’s house when I’d be in some sweaty nightclub, or sprawled on a random floor watching action films through blurry eyes. If the fake college IDs didn’t get us in, we found another way.

I was already neck deep in the chaos, drinking to become someone bigger and cooler, someone stronger and more in control.

At least that’s what I told myself.

Looking back now, those early years played like a badly edited film reel. The music, the fags, the adrenaline, the bad decisions, and moments of pure reckless joy.

We’d drive rust-bucket cars bought for fifty quid, tear around quarries on motocross bikes, and when a car finally gave up, we’d soak it in petrol just to watch it burn.

This was a lot easier to get away with back then. Cameras weren’t as harshly imposed on the world as they are today.

One day, we pushed an old Vauxhall Astra to the edge of a disused mine shaft, tied a rope through the back window, covered the shell in petrol, lit it, and then cut the rope.

We watched it fall into the darkness, the sound of metal scraping against the rock, flames lighting up the pit, smoke rising into the sky.

The adrenaline was indescribable.

It was wild, lawless, and untouchable.

At the time, I thought it was harmless fun, but now I see it for what it was.

Maybe an early warning sign.

It was impulsivity dressed as adventure, poor decisions wrapped up in laughter, and the first whisper of a truth I wouldn’t hear for years.

I was already chasing a high that I could never really hold onto.

But back then, it just felt normal.

Before I knew it, a decade had drifted by.

I was twenty-eight years old and stuck in a dead-end job, working as a porter at a hospital.

The only joy in my life was my little girl, who was also my best friend.

I’d finally had enough of coasting in jobs that barely paid the bills.

I wanted more for me and my daughter.

More meaning.

More money.

More direction.

When a better role came up in the hospital, one that offered a proper career path, I went for it.

I needed something to change.

That decision would mark the beginning of my real descent.

What looked like an opportunity from the outside was the start of a spiral on the inside.

A path paved with pressure, bullying, alcohol, and silence.

Everything I was going through, every drink, every insult, every little breakdown, was hidden behind closed doors and bottled up because I refused to break.

I didn’t want anyone to see the cracks.

The hospital was its own brutal world.

Behind the public-facing smiles, it was a pressure cooker environment, a hierarchy where the loudest and most arrogant ruled, and everyone else either played along or paid the price.

It was the kind of place that reduced grown adults to tears.

Not everyone was awful, but many were.

Some got a kick out of the power, like they were reliving secondary school, but now with a badge and a title.

I hated it.

The bullying.

The belittling.

I kept my head down like everyone else.

The toxic games were all masked as “professional standards” or “surgeon’s preference.”

It was soul-stripping stuff, and they got away with it.

During a rough shift, I would be counting down the hours, clock-watching until the evening or anticipating my next day off, just for the relief of unwinding with a drink.

I lived shift to shift, clinging to the promise of that first drink.

I thought I was relaxing, but in reality, I was feeding the early stages of addiction.

One drink became two, then three, and before long it crept into most nights.

Soon, I was drinking just to get through the week.

The more I drank, the more I noticed how quickly the magic wore off.

That early buzz vanished faster every time, forcing me to chase it harder before it disappeared entirely.

Weekends weren’t enough anymore.

One midweek drink turned into two, then “just a few” after work.

Soon, the days without alcohol felt like dead space, as though life itself was on hold until I had a drink in my hand.

It stopped being about where I was or who I was with.

The only thing that mattered was that feeling.

That brief calm I latched onto like oxygen.

I was chasing it harder than ever.

And I was losing ground.

I can remember seeing a poster one afternoon in the staff room.

It was advertising a two-year university course to become an anaesthetic and scrub practitioner.

A proper role.

A real chance at a career.

My ticket out.

It would be a step up from my job at the time and a way to gain some influence, to rise above the bottom rung of the hospital ladder.

I always told myself I could never treat anyone the way these people did.

Clinging to that belief became a way to take back some control.

So I applied.

I scraped together the confidence and courage necessary.

I had just enough UCAS points from a college course I’d almost forgotten about, so I sent off the forms.

The course was due to start in September.

It was now April.

There should have been enough time to prepare.

It was 250 miles from my home, a daunting reality, and as the date crept closer, I was barely holding it together by then.

The waiting triggered a spiral of anxiety, coupled with alcohol-fuelled coping mechanisms.

I told myself I was just nervous.

The truth was, I feared failure.

But staying stuck in a life with no real outlook scared me more.

Then the letter finally came through the door.

I opened it with mixed emotions.

It felt life-changing.

And there it was, in bold letters:

“You have been accepted.”

Just like that, I was in.

Subject to requirements.

I remember thinking, this is my shot.

I hadn’t done well at school, and most jobs had felt like survival with no progress.

But this felt different.

I told myself I was going to give it everything I had.

No half measures.

No turning back.

But one problem lurked underneath all that ambition.

Could any amount of drive counterbalance my now unfolding addiction?

I wasn’t sure.

But I had to find out.

One way or another.

It felt like life was determined to break me before I’d even started.

The entire process of getting onto the course itself was exhausting.

Endless hoops to jump through.

Letters arriving with new requirements.

Original documents posted back and forth like a game of cat and mouse.

No photocopies allowed.

Only originals.

Every trip to the post office came with a jolt of anxiety.

What if something got lost?

What if I’d messed up a form?

One mistake and it could all fall apart.

The UCAS system didn’t make it easier.

Uploading qualification after qualification.

Constantly checking.

Second-guessing myself.

Still, it felt like one wrong move would bring the whole thing crashing down.

When I finally scraped through the process and received a final acceptance, all that effort seemed worth it.

I expected relief.

Instead, the next problem arrived instantly.

Accommodation.

Where was I going to stay?

I had barely any money, and renting somewhere so far from home was close to impossible.

Houses were too expensive.

Bed-and-breakfasts were just as bad.

I spent days glued to the laptop.

Calling numbers that never answered.

Chasing adverts that vanished.

The longer it dragged on, the quicker I reached for a drink.

It was the fastest way to shut my mind up.

I searched online and came across a room in a farmhouse that looked perfect.

The photos gave me that tiny spark of hope.

Rustic beams.

Clean sheets.

Space to breathe.

Then I saw the fine print.

It was listed on a site that took a huge commission, pushing the price way out of reach.

Another kick in the teeth.

I was running out of choices fast.

Hotels weren’t really an option either, but I still considered them.

Motorway services.

Roadside inns.

Fine for a weekend.

But to live there during term?

It would have bled me dry.

Desperation makes anything seem logical.

Then it hit me.

Hospital accommodation.

I was going to be a student on a medical course, after all.

Even though my placements weren’t directly
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