
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Fate of Ophelia


The Novella

Lisa Rae Yamagishi

The 13 Chapter Playlist

––––––––

[image: ]


The Life of a Showgirl

The Black Dog

Father Figure

Right Where You Left Me

The Lucky One

Paris

I Can Do It With a Broken Heart

Is It Over Now?

Down Bad

Speak Now

Ruin the Friendship

The Fate of Ophelia

Opalite

––––––––

[image: ]


The Epilogue

Evermore

For those seeking to change the prophecy...

“So we beat on, boats against the current, 

borne back ceaselessly into the past.”

––––––––

[image: ]


— F. Scott Fitzgerald

The Great Gatsby

An endless thank you to our English teacher, 

Dr. Taylor Alison Swift

This novella is a work of fiction. 

While it may draw upon real places or historical settings, all characters and events are imaginary.

Text Copyright © 2025. Cover and book design by Lisa Rae Yamagishi



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1
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The Life of a Showgirl
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New York, 1963

Kitty’s bare tiptoes stuck to the cold, worn wood floor as she stood in front of her rusting dresser mirror. She was staring at her reflection while fighting back tears. Her red lipstick was freshly done, and her makeup was the best she could manage with the continuous sweat dripping down her hair and forehead. The glitter eyeshadow and black eyeliner had already created a messy line running down her cheek.  

As Kitty exhaled, her hot, shallow breaths echoed through the tiny lavender-painted bedroom in her mother’s Brooklyn apartment.  

Pictures of her favorite movie stars decorated the walls as if silently cheering Kitty on. She looked at their dazzling smiles and did her best impression of them. They were all so beautiful, and Kitty tried to emulate their witty smiles as best as she could.  

Sarah, Kitty’s mother, was in her usual 4 p.m. crash-out state, and Kitty pressed her ear against her bedroom door, listening intently, hoping for Sarah to finally leave the living room. Kitty was seventeen years old and had enough experience to know that it was better to avoid her mother completely than to try to negotiate when she was in this state. Kitty had learned it could even be dangerous, but she had an audition in 30 minutes, and if she didn't leave soon, she would miss it. 

A familiar ache tightened in her stomach, warning her to tread carefully. It was about to become another chance not taken. 

The smell of alcohol hung in the air, and a haze of cigarette smoke clung throughout the humid darkness of the apartment. Kitty cracked her door open and peered down the hallway. All the windows faced north, so the sunlight never reached far enough to illuminate much, not even the dust. 

Kitty was Sarah’s third child—but the only one still living. Her first two children had died as small infants, just days old, sending her mom into the dark depression she never managed to crawl out of. Kitty had always felt the heavy burden of being all Sarah had left. An uneasy awareness that she was the replacement. An unspoken attempt to ease her mother’s intense grief that came with losing two babies, never getting a chance to know who they would become. Sarah had slowly become cold over the years and was constantly moody towards her eldest and only daughter. The world had wronged her. She dulled her emotions and dimmed out her feelings and memories with alcohol and sedatives, but nothing could soothe her melancholia. 

The death rattle of loss would never stop shaking for the rest of Sarah’s life. 

The wooden floor creaked, and Kitty froze with her heart pounding, waiting to be discovered. She had to make a break for it. Carefully, she slipped out of her room and tiptoed through the kitchen.

“Kitty!”

She winced. “I’m just heading out now.”

“Oh no, you’re not.”

“I have an audition. I have to go!”

“Why do you bother? They never pick you.”

Kitty paused, then said quietly, “Well... one day, they might.”

Sarah muttered something under her breath as Kitty escaped out the front door and down the hallway to the safety of the stairwell of the apartment building. As Kitty walked along the sidewalk outside, she tried to shake off the words she repeated to herself constantly. You’ll never be good enough.

She was going to be late, but if she hurried, she could make it just in time. 

Construction and car engines tore right through the peace of the birds chirping and leaves blowing in the trees. Cars hurried past, as people on the sidewalk looked right through Kitty like just another ghost.  

She finally saw the faded poster on the brick wall. A wild hope fluttered alive inside her.

FAME AND FORTUNE 

THE “IT GIRL” AUDITION

––––––––
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The audition was on the third floor of a small, cramped building, and the waiting room was buzzing with quiet tension, packed with teenage girls who wore the same sickly expression, full of hope and nerves. It was stuffy and hot as the girls sat waiting for their turn while looking up and down at their competition - an awkward silence that no one dared to break.

A dark and looming feeling had a habit of overtaking Kitty every time she walked into an audition; her body vibrated with an odd mix of excitement and terror, but she always pushed through the anxiety. Her stomach felt like a rock, and her usual dry mouth felt even more pasty than usual. But today, a glimmer of hope replaced Kitty’s usual dread, and she felt fearless. 

“Kitty?” The receptionist called her name coldly and loudly. 

It was showtime. Her legs felt like clay as she stood up and wiped her sweaty palms on her dress, trying to anchor her shaking hands.

Kitty quickly trailed behind the harsh footsteps of the lady’s high heels towards the audition room, her hands shaking while clutching the new headshots her father had paid for, without Sarah knowing. 

Kitty started to feel feverish and nauseous as she walked into the audition - an out of body experience, like a dream where your legs are moving and stuck at the same time. 

“Name?”  The director in the middle of the other two asked blankly. 

“K- K-k-Kitty Finlay.” Kitty’s stutter, once a small but significant childhood dilemma, now only seemed to resurface at the worst possible moments. She couldn’t keep from stuttering when she was feeling nervous, and it only made the anxiety worse. She hoped it wasn’t noticed by the directors.

“Too fat. Next.” One of the directors piped up before Kitty even got a chance to reach the X mark on the stage. 

Kitty froze in disbelief. She felt burned with humiliation and insecurity. She hadn’t even gotten to pass them her pictures yet. Her eyes burned with tears as she saw the receptionist open the door, and the next girl on the list floated in the room more confidently than Kitty had, walking right in front of her on the stage.  

Kitty could still barely move.  The words were said in such a harsh tone, careless and unforgiving. Hearing the words and their judgment out loud stung.

“Now hold on a moment.” One of the directors spoke up from the end of the table. He spoke to the others at the table, just loud enough that Kitty would make out what he was saying about her. “She looks like someone... I can’t put a finger on it. I like her. She looks like America could fall in love with her. She’s shiny and new. Sparkling. ... I think we ought to give her a chance...” 

Kitty blinked and was unsure if she’d heard his words correctly or if it was just wishful thinking. Then the other two directors approved. The one who spoke up for Kitty seemed to oversee the rest of them. He was smooth and easily convinced the others. Kitty was thrown off by the initial and frank rejection, but continued through the audition as though it had never happened. She read the script the best she could. 

When she was acting in character, her stutter disappeared and her confidence shone. She became someone else. She was no longer Kitty - the awkward, longing, poor girl from Brooklyn. 

After the audition was over and for what felt like an eternity waiting for the results, the winners’ list was posted up outside the front door. 

Kitty couldn’t believe her eyes. 

They had written 2 names down, and Kitty’s name was at the very top. She looked again. Then again. Three times, just to be sure. 

Standing around her, the other girls silently scanned the list with disappointed sighs.  Except for one other girl, Daisy, who also appeared as ecstatic as Kitty. 

She was finally the lucky one. Kitty inhaled a deep breath of excitement and hope. 

When Kitty finally got home at midnight, Sarah was sitting on the couch in the dark and didn’t even look up.

“Mom! I won the contest! I’m one of the new “It Girls”. They picked me!”

“What?”

“The It Girl' contest I told you about...”

“Oh...” 

“I’m going to Hollywood on Friday! Motion Picture Magazine is sending me there, all expenses paid. The train ticket, the hotel, it's all paid for. My pictures and audition won, and I got a role in their new film!”

Sarah started laughing... and the laugh twisted into a dark and cold-blooded cackle. “You’re not going anywhere, honey...” 

She was in one of her deeper states, her eyes looking even darker than before Kitty had even left that afternoon. The room still stunk of smoke and the exhale of stale liquor. 

“Mom, I have to go! This is a big deal. This is my chance. I can just feel it.” 

“Kitty.... Why would they pick you?” Her voice sounded soaked in venom. The alcohol was speaking for her. 

“Why are you being like this? Why don’t you want me to succeed?” Kitty asked quickly, getting the words out before Sarah could interrupt her again. “Why do you want me to fail so badly? I’m leaving on Friday.”

“Oh no, you’re not!” Sarah was getting louder and more agitated.

Kitty found her old suitcase in the closet and hurriedly started collecting clothes to pack. She loved her mother, but couldn't stand another second in this apartment, being dragged down by her depression and mania.

It was a constant and confusing battle Kitty had been fighting since the moment she was born. Her mom and her had always been close, but the battles they fought with each other were red with rage. Afterwards, Sarah would always come around with guilt and be good again for a while. Just enough to make Kitty feel guilty. Kitty had been taught that she was never good enough, and it was always her fault. She had been kicked down so many times.

“Stop packing!” Sarah yelled from her couch. 

“No! I'm going! I’m sorry.” Kitty yelled back.

“Stop packing! Kitty! You’re not going anywhere!!”

“Mom!”

Sarah barged into Kitty’s room. The two stood facing each other in a stand-off greater than their relationship had ever been tested. 

Sarah yanked Kitty’s suitcase from her grip and threw it across the room, shattering an empty glass vase into tiny shards all over the floor. Kitty went and grabbed the bag again, trying not to step on the broken glass. Sarah started walking angrily towards her, and Kitty had nowhere to go except backwards into the bathroom, her back against the edge of the mint green bathtub. She slipped on the water and fell backwards, hitting her head on the porcelain edge.  Her heart racing - she now felt trapped and afraid inside the walls of the apartment. She needed to get out before Sarah got even worse. Kitty ran out of the bathroom and toward the kitchen. Sarah followed right behind her and began reaching for plates and glasses to throw. Glass and porcelain dishes shattered on the floor and against the walls, and Kitty’s legs started to bleed from the shards scraping her bare feet and ankles. Sarah was screaming, crying, and repeating the word “No”. Kitty had never seen Sarah this upset and angry; she felt so scared for both of them.

“You are just leaving me here on purpose to hurt me!” Sarah cried.

Then Kitty saw her mother grab the butcher knife, her shaking hand wrapped around the mahogany handle. 

Kitty’s vision tunneled, her eyes focusing on the sharp blade of the knife. “Put that down. Mom. Put that away. You’re acting insane!” Kitty’s whole body trembled as sweat dripped down her chest and legs. 
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