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Chapter One


I’m not drinking again,  I swear to God. 
At least, that’s what I think as I throw up at eight in the morning in our apartment’s bathroom. With how forceful my gag reflex was, I could throw up a lung. 
Finally, I fall on my buttocks, hungover, tired, and teary-eyed.
Of course, drinking shots of tequila one after another gets you to this point—sitting pathetically on the bathroom floor with the taste of bile in your mouth. But so does finding out you’ve been cheated on by your fiancé.
Ex-fiancé, I remind myself, despite my desire to deny it.
I let out a shuddering breath as I remember everything all over again. For the last five days, I wake up to this same depressing thought: Larson Day, the love of my life, has been cheating on me for god-knows how long, and I only found out about it two weeks before our wedding.
How naïve have I been?
Even my five-day-old hangover couldn’t keep me distracted from my sad reality.
Biting my lower lip, I try to hold in another extreme episode of crying and self-hatred. 
As if my roommate/best friend/former maid of honor, Clara Woodworth, can sense it, she walks into the bathroom, hugging herself with her fuzzy bathrobe. In her hand is another one of her classic morning fruit shakes. She hands it to me before joining me on the floor, our backs against the wall.
We sit in silence for the next minute. 
Even without me saying it out loud, she knows I appreciate her just sitting next to me on our disgusting bathroom floor. 
Finally, she says, “It’s going to be all right.”
She’s said it a hundred times, but I still don’t believe it. I will never recover from it all—the shame and the pain. 
It takes all of my willpower to keep holding back the tears.
I hate myself; I hate that I left my job to prepare for moving to North Carolina with Larson, just as he wanted. 
I hate that I spent the last eight months preparing for our wedding—booked everything, got the wedding dress, sent out the invites—only to find out he’s been cheating on me. 
With whom, you ask? 
With his fucking coworker, who else. 
Not exactly original. But just because it’s cliché doesn’t mean it hurts any less.
As I think about it again, I let out a heart-wrenching wail. I can’t contain it any longer. Immediately, Clara offers her shoulder for me to cry on. I hear myself say: “I’m never recovering from this.”
Clara lets me cry. By now, she’s seen me cry more in the last five days than she has in the last decade we’ve known each other. I couldn’t even bring myself to be embarrassed in front of her. 
“You’re going to be fine,” she tells me, her voice squeaking a little in an attempt not to cry, as well. “You deserve better than him. You know that.”
No, I don’t. I want to argue.
I didn’t date Larson for four years just so we could break up like this. I’m supposed to have a life with him. I was about to have a life with him. But instead of ecstatic wedding blues, I’m left with a hangover.
Pulling myself together half-heartedly, I lean away from Clara. “I’m sorry. I’m such a mess.”
[image: image-placeholder]As I awake from my second nap of the day, I stare at the ceiling for a few minutes until I induce enough anxiety to make me get out of bed. 
With Clara being out for the rest of the day at work, and I, being unemployed, there’s only so much to do inside our apartment until I try to suffocate myself with a pillow. Having no energy to cook food, nor the appetite to eat, I’ve spent the last six days starving, drinking, and doing strictly unproductive things.
Right now, I’m flipping through the cable channels in a non-committal manner. I’m just hoping the consistent changing of the TV screen would be enough to distract me from locking myself up in my mind.
I’m pathetic. I bet Larson isn’t even crying right now.
I quickly ignore the thought.
The best thing I can do right now is wait for Clara to come home so I can ask her to go out drinking with me again. Perhaps the alcohol is the only thing keeping me sane. 
It may sound counterintuitive, but at least I don’t feel so fucking depressed with alcohol. Momentarily, but still.
I click the remote repeatedly and only stop doing so when I feel my thumb start to hurt a little. Then, I check the time; Clara would be home within an hour. So, I put on a semi-clean hoodie, pants, and white sneakers.
I wait for Clara to come home so we can go get drinks again.
When she arrives, I act like a golden retriever who’s overly excited to see her owner come home. If I had a tail, it’d be wagging at her right now.
Clara groans as she takes off her block heels; working for a fashion magazine is both a blessing and a curse, especially when she has to dress up almost every day just to live up to certain societal expectations.
“You’re home,” I beam at her, my lips cracking slightly with dehydration. “I was thinking we could go get drinks at the bar again—”
“Estelle,” Clara cuts me off as she walks into the apartment barefoot and then throws herself on the couch. “I’m really tired right now. Plus, we’ve been drinking for the last six days. I think we should at least take a break. Maybe we can eat popcorn and watch sad movies. What do you say?”
I blink at Clara in feigned innocence. 
I mean, yes, we’ve been on a drinking binge for six days straight, but I’m in the middle of the worst break-up in history. The last thing I want to do is eat stale popcorn and watch sad movies when my life is already staler and sadder.
So, I reply, “I really need a drink right now, Clara. It’s just, you know, with Larson…”
“And I get it,” she answers understandingly but with a hint of exhaustion this time. “But at this point, you’re not going to move on from Larson. You’re just going to be… an alcoholic.”
Maybe I’m just emotional, but Clara is getting on my nerves. 
I’m already heartbroken enough. And I’ve been waiting for her to come home all day, but not so she can preach to me about what I should and shouldn’t do to handle my pain. She’s my best friend, but she can’t really understand what I’m going through.
Letting out a frustrated sigh, I challenge her, “If you’re not coming with me, I’m going out alone.”
Clara takes a moment to consider what I just said. Then, she starts removing her earrings. “Estelle, I love you, and I know you’re going through something major, but you can’t really drown yourself in alcohol and hope it goes away.”
Not wanting to get into an argument with her, I dismiss her. “I’ll take that as a sign that you’re not coming with me.”
With that, I take my keys and wallet and head for the door.




Chapter Two


I’m not letting Clara also get under my skin. In fact, I’m being kind and understanding by letting her off the hook. Instead of picking a fight with her, I step out of the apartment to avoid any more conflict. 
If I wanted to argue, I’d drive to Larson’s place and burn it to the ground.
So, instead of thinking about Clara’s suggestion that I’m becoming an alcoholic, I choose to be the bigger person. Instead of convincing her to share my sorrows with me, I try calling some of my friends and my former co-workers in case they want to join me for a drink at the last minute.
Of course, so far, I’ve kept my mouth shut about my wedding getting canceled—I haven’t done anything to cancel it at all. But I didn’t want to break the news just yet to everybody. I don’t have the mental capacity to receive pities and apologies. I don’t exactly want to be the topic over anyone’s brunch or afternoon tea time.
I will strangle myself if I have to explain myself to any of my sponsors or guests.
In the meantime, I call up three of my bridesmaids, two of my former co-workers, and five other people I can think of who might like to drink with me—including a mutual friend I once clicked with at some random party.
Yes, it may seem like I’m desperate for company, but there’s just no sugar-coating it: I’m lonely. And ‘lonely’ is a loose term. Underrated. I’m beyond saving, and I need someone to keep me afloat.
I’m either ten seconds away from flipping out or one hour away from faking my death and flying across the country with a new identity. What I need right now is not ‘alone time’; it’s someone I can trust with me. 
But as I drop the call with the last person, it becomes apparent that I have no one else to call. 
Shit. 
No one even wants to attend my pity party—to hell with it.
So, I decide to pathetically eat a food truck sandwich before heading to the closest bar to drink on my own. Like an independent woman. Not some sad bride-to-be who got cheated on.
I head inside the bar, and the dim interior welcomes me: the hanging lights, the deliberately exposed plumbing, and the red brick walls are somewhat familiar to me now. I’ve come here for three nights in a row.
Since it’s only 6:30 p.m, finding a seat in the corner of the room is easy. 
The waiter smiles at me in recognition. “You alone tonight?”
I nod, trying not to feel embarrassed by the question. “Yeah, I hope you’re not going to judge me for it.”
He smiles, handing me the menu. “We all have preferences.”
I don’t bother going through the menu. “Can I… have a bottle of tequila? And some peanuts.”
This time, he raises his eyebrows at me. So much for not judging me. “An entire bottle of tequila?”
I keep a straight face. After all, tequila is the only liquor that can knock me unconscious—enough to make me forget everything until the next morning. “Yes, please.”
“Alright,” he answers in amusement.
I huff my chest as I sit back and wait.
Whenever my mind isn’t preoccupied, my mind floats back to Larson. And the moment a phone he had—that I didn’t know existed—pinged with a notification of nude photos.
Thankfully, my order arrives quickly. Without further ado, I open the tequila and pour myself a full shot. 
I couldn’t care less how I will get home tonight; that didn’t matter to me. I just need to block out the painful memories with enough alcohol. 
I take my time, taking shots between chewing the peanuts on my table.
I know it’s already 8:00 p.m when the live band starts preparing the stage for their set. By now, more people have arrived at the bar. 
I turn my attention to the light gold liquor before me. I’ve only finished a quarter of the bottle, even after one and a half hours. Well, I meant this night to be a long one. Go big, or… don’t go home at all.
“Welcome, everyone,” the lead singer of the band says. He briefly introduces each member




OEBPS/cover.jpeg
b \1» - A Story O Mistaken Identity,
-  Heartbreak. and Fate

| DORANNA NAEYE

L








OEBPS/images/984c093a-9ea9-4a6c-a402-9aff54fd7ffd.png
c000000 000












