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HEARTLESS

 


The rain felt especially cold that day as it
dropped from the sky. Although it was early spring in Philadelphia
the temperatures were much cooler than usual. Even though the
weather was dreary, Danielle was in a cheerful mood.

 


Her wedding was just a few months away and
she was looking forward to getting married to her fiancée, Brian.
For the past few years she had gone on so many dates, wondering if
she would ever find the right person to marry. None of her
companions ever seemed to be marriage material, until she met
Brian. He was charming, smart and funny. He made falling in love
seem so easy that even Danielle was surprised at how quickly she
had fallen in love with him. It had felt so out of character for
her.

 


She always brushed aside the quick pace of
their serious relationship. She figured the speed of their
relationship must be what people meant when they said, “You know
when you’ve met ‘the one’.” That was how she felt about Brian.

 


Planning for the wedding had been very time
consuming. For Danielle it felt like a second job, choosing
tablecloths, centerpieces, flowers and bridesmaids’ dresses. She
never would have thought that planning a wedding would require so
many decisions. It was exhausting.

 


She had decided to take the afternoon off and
surprise Brian. He wasn’t working and it had been quite a while
since they had spent some time together that didn’t involve wedding
planning. Even though the weather was poor, they could go to the
movies and a late lunch.

 


It was just a short drive from Danielle’s
office to their city apartment. Most of her belongings had already
been moved into Brian’s place. The lease at her apartment was up a
few months ago and it had made more sense to move in to his
apartment than renew her lease. Once the wedding was over,
hopefully they would have time to find an apartment without that
“bachelor” feel to it.

 


She parked her car along the street and
rushed towards the entrance of the apartment building. As she ran
towards the door she stepped into a large puddle soaking her shoes
and the lower part of her legs.

 


“At least I can change my shoes now that I’m
home,” she whispered to herself.

 


She walked up two flights of stairs to their
apartment, remembering what a hassle it had been to move all her
belongings up two flights of stairs. She unlocked the door.

 


“Brian!” she shouted, “Brian, I’m home!”

 


There was no answer, but she heard water
falling from the shower, as the bathroom door was slightly
ajar.

 


“Hey, Brian! I’m home early to surprise you!”
she shouted as she walked towards the bathroom.

 


“Hey honey! That’s great! I’ll be out in a
minute,” he yelled back.

 


Their apartment was a large studio with a
combined living space including the kitchen, dining and living
areas. Large windows provided north and east views of the city. The
sound of rain hitting the old windows was loud and distinctive.
Danielle hung her wet jacket on the back of the chair.

 


Against the sound of the rain, Danielle heard
a faint buzzing. She looked at the dining room table and saw
Brian’s phone lighting up and vibrating. She glanced over at the
phone. There was a text message on the screen.

 


Megan: Brian, I had a wonderful time today. I
can’t wait to see you again. Love always.

 


Danielle closed her eyes. “I can’t be seeing
this,” she thought to herself.

 


She opened her eyes. The words flashed across
the screen again.

 


Megan: Brian, I had a wonderful time today. I
can’t wait to see you again. Love always.

 


Her heart sank. Her body began to tremble.
She heard footsteps walking up behind her.

 


“Hey I’m so excited that you’re home early,”
Brian had a towel cinched around his waist. His hair was dripping
wet.

 


“What is this?” Danielle’s voice trembled as
she held up the phone displaying the message. Her hand was shaking.
Her large brown eyes filled with tears.

 


“It’s just a friend,” Brian’s tone became
more hushed.

 


“Friends don’t send text messages like this,”
Danielle exclaimed. “Who is she?”

 


“An ex,” Brian said sheepishly. “I saw her a
few weeks ago and we just started hanging out again.”

 


Danielle hesitantly asked, “Do you want to be
with her?”

 


“I think I do,” he replied.

 


She glanced down at her large engagement
ring. It reflected light as she trembled uncontrollably.

 


“It’s all been a lie! How could you do this
to me?” she asked in disbelief.

 


He sheepishly made eye contact with Danielle,
“I didn’t know how to tell you. Everything was moving so quickly
with the wedding plans. I didn’t know what to do. You and I are
just not meant to be together.”

 


Danielle started to hyperventilate. The
situation overwhelmed her. She could barely breathe or speak. She
tugged at the engagement ring on her finger.

 


“You can keep this!” She slammed the ring on
the table. “I’ll be back later for the rest of my things.”

 


She hurried out of the apartment and ran down
the stairs to the street. Tears dropped freely, joining the
raindrops as they fell to the ground. She was soaking wet, but
barely seemed to notice. Her whole world had just crumbled around
her.







GETAWAY

 


Danielle stared at the full length mirror
propped up against her bedroom wall. She sat on the floor with her
back pressing against the bed. Her pale, long legs stretched out in
front of her. Her hands were clasped together and resting in her
lap. Light pink nail polish was chipping off her fingernails.

 


She saw her reflection. Her eyes were pink
and swollen from the tears she’d been crying. Her dark brown hair
was pulled away from her face into a disheveled ponytail. Her
shoulders slouched forward in a tired and weary state.

 


Next to the mirror laid a stack of empty
photos frames. They used to hold pictures of her and Brian, but she
couldn’t bear to look at them anymore. The old photos were in a
shoebox next to her bed. Sometimes, she looked at them just to
remember Brian’s blue eyes. She was still in love with him, yet she
couldn’t understand how she could love someone that had hurt her so
badly.

 


On other side of the mirror there was a bag
of clothing that needed to be donated to a local shelter. It was
filled with mostly Brian’s tee shirts that she used to wear. She
had intentions of returning them, but after moving all of her
furniture out of Brian’s apartment, she couldn’t imagine going
back.

 


An old photo album laid on the floor next to
her. It was filled with photos from her college years. Danielle
desperately wanted to find replacements for her empty photo frames,
but she wasn’t having much luck. Compared to her now defunct
engagement photos, nothing in this album seemed ‘frame worthy’.
Even if she did find photos to put in these frames, she wasn’t sure
where she would display them. She didn’t have any furniture.

 


Her bedroom was quite large, but it looked
very empty, since she only had a bed. Christina, her best friend
from college, had been nice enough to offer her second bedroom.

 


Danielle thought about what has transpired in
the past few weeks and it seemed like blur. She had spent much of
her time calling vendors to explain that the wedding was called
off. When she made a cancellation she had to give the same
clarification, “The wedding has been cancelled. The groom has
changed his mind.”

 


Uttering those words stung. She replayed the
same thoughts over and over in her mind. Why didn’t she see the
signs of cheating before having so much of the wedding planned? Why
didn’t she figure out Brian’s cheating ways sooner? In hindsight,
she could see that there were clues, but she had been dismissive of
them. She realized that none of this really mattered now.

 


Danielle was in desperate need of a
diversion. She was still distraught over what had transpired with
Brian. She needed to get away from her heartache and sorrow, along
with the hopes and dreams that she had for herself as a married
woman.

 


She already had a trip planned but it was
supposed to be for her bachelorette party. Even though she was no
longer be a bride-to-be, she knew getting away would be best for
her. She had planned to go to Las Vegas.

 


“Should I still go?” she wondered to herself.
Even if she wasn’t celebrating her last days as a single woman, Las
Vegas would still be fun. It would probably be a way to ease the
pain of the breakup. Since the wedding was called off, many of
Danielle’s bridesmaids had backed out of the trip. But her maid of
honor and new roommate, Christina hadn’t canceled yet. They had
known each other since their freshman year of college when they
lived in the same dorm. Both of them loved fashion and often
spotted each other in a trendy outfits, which led to them quickly
becoming friends.

 


Since those early college days, they had
shared their clothing, notes from class, and discussions about
boys. They always supported each other through tough times.
Danielle hoped that Christina would support her again and still go
on the trip to Las Vegas.

 


Danielle pushed herself off the floor. She
exited her bedroom and walked down the hall to Christina’s room.
Loud music was blasting from the room, while Christina was hanging
up her clothing purchases from her latest shopping spree at the
mall.

 


“Hey Christina! Did you still want to go to
Las Vegas?” Danielle shouted at her new roommate.

 


“Of course. Who cares if you’re getting
married or not? It’s Vegas!” Christina replied. “Besides, where do
you think I’ll get to wear these new clothes if we don’t go?”

 


“You’re right. We should still go.” Danielle
felt affirmed in her decision to escape. Maybe creating new
memories would ease out the bad ones. Maybe Las Vegas would save
her after all.
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