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To everyone who wants to see themselves in the sparkly, bright worlds of holiday romcoms: this one’s for you.

 




 

NOVEMBER 22ND: 38 DAYS UNTIL MARIELA’S WEDDING

 

“Kezia, please call me back when you get a moment. Sonya’s gone and ruined my whole entire life! And even worse—because of course it wasn't bad enough as is—she's gone and ruined Christmas of all things, too! And look, I know it's late and that tomorrow's Thanksgiving and you’re probably super busy, but I really need to talk to someone. And honestly, I just want that someone to be you. Please. Just call me when you can, okay?”

 

NOVEMBER 23RD: 37 DAYS UNTIL THE WEDDING

 

Kezia wakes up to thirteen missed calls, a string of text messages that altogether read: sorry for the dramatics but Sonya went and BROKE UP WITH ME and idk if that was clear or not, and one frantic voicemail from a sniffling Magdalena.

The series of thoughts that go through Kezia’s sleep-addled mind are: thank God; shit, I'm a terrible friend; and Jesus Christ, I thought they were going to get married. She doesn't know what to do. She doesn't know what to say. She doesn't know how to comfort her when all she really feels is relieved about the fact that she'll never again have to witness the sickeningly sweet smile that crosses Magdalena’s face any time she talks about Sonya. That makes her feel horrible because what kind of friend feels relieved when one of their closest friends gets dumped by the girl of her dreams?

A shitty friend. Or—

The kind that's in love.

Unfortunately for Kezia, it's the latter of the two and it has been for quite some time now.

She's not up to masking her relief just yet, but she doesn't want to leave the messages unanswered—that would crush Magdalena. She's not going to miss Magdalena's relationship with Sonya, but she doesn't want to be uncaring, especially when Magdalena is feeling vulnerable, so she texts back well, fuck her.

She panics right after pressing send that it was too brash of a response for such a delicate situation and elaborates: I'm here for you and I'll call as soon as I get a moment alone but I promised Zeke I'd help with the cooking and you know how he gets when people don't follow through with promises.

Kezia’s oldest and only brother, Ezekiel would get over it. She knows he would. But she also knows if she were to excuse herself from the morning’s activities for long enough to talk to Magdalena that she'd have to explain what happened. Any sort of explanation she could give would result in her being on the other end of that look Zeke gets, the one he reserves just for Kezia when Magdalena comes up, and if possible, she'd like to avoid that at all costs.

Since Zeke does get worked up about broken promises and this is his first Thanksgiving in his and Max’s new home, she doesn't feel too bad or like too much of a liar for using it as an excuse.

 

It's not until the turkey is halfway to done that Kezia gets the nerve up to call Magdalena back. Even still, she hangs up on the first ring through and doesn't try again for another five minutes.

Magdalena picks up on the third ring, and all Kezia’s worries about accidentally confessing her love by blurting out something ridiculous like let me mend your broken heart vanishes the moment Magdalena speaks.

Her voice is tired and heavy. The usual joyous lilt of her voice has been replaced by a rough, tearful edge, and Kezia wishes for nothing more than to be by Magdalena’s side instead of miles away picking uselessly at the comforter on a bed that is not even her own.

Kezia still doesn't know what to say, but then Magdalena says, “I was supposed to introduce her to my family next month, Kez,” and she knows that this isn't about her. She knows that this is not the time to be thinking of herself or her unrequited feelings for one of her closest friends because that friend needs her and she'd do anything to help. She needs to stop worrying about how to comfort the girl she loves over her broken heart and start being the friend she's always been to her.

“Tell me what happened.”

And Magdalena does.

She tells Kezia about how she and Sonya were supposed to be doing Thanksgiving with Sonya’s family. How she'd made her family’s signature cherry pie and bought a new dress just for the occasion. How she'd gotten a little tipsy off the wine she had while baking and told Sonya I don't know if I could do a winter wedding like Mariella is doing. I love the holidays, but I think I'd want our wedding to be its own occasion, y’know? No sharing the joy with the new year. I just want it to be about us.

She tells Kezia about the nervous butterflies that built up inside her as she waited for Sonya to respond. How she was maybe expecting an awkward conversation of sorts because they had never actually talked about marriage before but how she hadn't expected for Sonya to say, after an agonizing silence, that she never really thought they were that serious. How Magdalena had said but I'm meeting your family tomorrow just to be crushed as Sonya replied but everyone meets my family! It's really not a big deal.

She tells Kezia through increasing sobs how they talked in circles for so long until finally Magdalena had enough and asked, desperate and hurt: Do you even see a future with me? For us? And how after all the time Magdalena had spent planning and dreaming of a future with her, it didn't even take Sonya but a breath to crush all those hopes for a fairy-tale wedding like the two of her sisters. How Sonya just shrugged and said, mouth pulled down in an apologetic frown: No, I just thought we were having a little bit of fun.
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