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Crying Heart


“I know he’s cheating on me” she said sitting on the soft velvet sofa. The open window brought in fresh, crisp fall air. Birds chirped outside with a glee that completely ignored the woman’s pain. Although she always had a special love for animals, this moment made her feel like shooting the little birds’ heads right off. “I can’t prove it,” she said as she broke into violent sobs.

The counselor sat opposite the crying woman. She crossed her long, slim legs and glanced at her clock in annoyance. Her figure was perfect, her teeth straight, and she possessed a glamorous grace that her client could never hope for. “Dr. Vanessa Myguard” shone brightly on her name plate. She worked hard for her doctorate and harder for everything else she had. 

Her French manicure tapped on the side table as she watched her client breaking down for the third time this week in her office. She preferred talking with patients who murdered their parents or sexually assaulted their neighbor’s kids. A boring, fat, lame housewife was dirt beneath her perfectly polished stilettos. Bored, she shuffled through the pens in the holder on the table. She picked out her favorite, realizing she was more interested in the quality of her pen than the idiot sobbing in her office.

“How do I even deal with this? I don’t know any life outside of Grant. I don’t know who I even am anymore. I feel like I’ve spent my entire life encouraging him and helping him in anything he’s ever wanted. I can’t act how I want. I can’t talk how I want. I can’t talk to my mom. He’s so mean and it’s like he is not happy until I am miserable. If I’m happy he hates me. I have tried everything and no matter what I do I cannot ever measure up. I quit trying because at this point, why should I even bother?”

Dr. Myguard threw her pen back down on the table and sighed. Clearly, this was not going away until she made it. “Wendy, you need to move on” she said bluntly. “What?” Wendy lifted her head in shock. “Why have you never said this before? You’ve been telling me to work through this.” Thinking carefully, Dr. Myguard sat forward and touched Wendy’s knee. “Wendy, it’s time. Don’t waste any more energy on this. Whether he’s cheating or not, just move on and start fresh. After all, it’s clear that you two are not a functioning couple; or one that even makes sense anymore.” 

Wendy broke down again. She had gained about 50 pounds in the last year of their marriage. She was a size 3 when they met and quite frankly, she couldn’t fit one of her thighs in her wedding dress. Her husband was much better looking than her. He always had been and clearly at this rate, he always would be. She wasn’t happy. This was all her fault. She just knew it. Being married to a high-powered lawyer certainly had its perks but quality time was never one of them. Wait. Stop. Wendy stopped crying and lifted her head.

Her hair was a long rumpled disaster and as she pushed it out of her bare, wet face she stared at Dr. Myguard. She stared and stared. The gorgeous doctor lifted an eyebrow in utter confusion but said nothing. “Why does that matter?” Wendy asked. “Why does what matter?” the doctor avoided. Wendy sat up straight as a board. She may have some extra chunk on her bones and some stains on her old sweatshirt but she was not stupid. For the first time in almost ten years she felt her fire inside again. 

“Why does it matter that we don’t make sense anymore?” she asked, throwing her tissue on the ground. The doctor matched her posture and pushed her fake breasts forward in a show of confidence. “Why does the way we look together matter? Why don’t you care about why I got fat in the first place and why I’m so fucking upset? You care that we don’t look right together?” she was pissed. Without another word she stood up and left the room, slamming the door behind her. 

I’m gonna find that fucker right goddamn now and figure out what the hell is happening in my own damn life. She stormed out of the waiting room, ignoring every concerned glance. Married at 18 she may not have had the best skills in place so she lived passively. She watched her life as if it were a TV show flashing on a screen in front of a passed out drunk. No more passivity. Her beautiful Saab started right up and she roared down the highway like her wheels were on fire. Her stained sweatshirt, her ill-fitting sweatpants, and her rumpled hair went into the pristine law firm with her. 

“Where is Grant?” she demanded of the red-headed beauty behind the desk. “Mrs. Rampelthorp, he’s not here. You just missed him” she returned Wendy’s sense of urgency with her words. “Are you fucking him?” she yelled to the entire waiting room. Beautiful women popped their heads up and handsome men buried theirs further into their newspapers. The receptionist opened her mouth in obvious shock. “Sorry!” Wendy yelled sarcastically as she left the building. 

She was not sorry. She would have burned that place to the ground had Grant actually been there. She was done playing nice. Her and Grant had done almost a year of marriage counseling with Dr. Myguard. She knew the doctor would probably never reveal anything Grant had told her in confidence but it was worth a try if it could give her a sense of direction.

She headed back to Dr. Myguard’s office after her fruitless trip to her husband’s firm. Actually, it hadn’t been fruitless. Even if her scene may have been unfounded, she still felt proud because Grant had deserved many public freak outs she had never made him suffer through before. Her Saab raced through the city and barely slowed to turn into the parking lot. Grant’s yellow Porsche was in the parking lot. 

Confused, she ruffled through her purse to find her cell phone. Maybe the doctor had been trying to arrange for a short notice joint-counseling session after her complete meltdown. They were probably going to put her on suicide watch or something. Why not? She had clearly lost all of her wits at this point. She gave up on searching for her phone and entered the office. 

She walked passed the receptionist toward Dr. Myguard’s office, “Ma’am, you can’t go in there, she’s with a client.” “Yes, I know, it’s my husband, I need to speak with them” Wendy replied as she continued toward the door. She twisted the knob open to see her perfect, handsome, rich husband on top of her glamorous psychologist. To add insult to injury, they were on the couch she had been sitting on less than one hour ago. Wendy stared in shock. The couple immediately jumped up, luckily still clothed. 

Wendy stared in shock as she flung the door open as wide as she could. She turned and yelled to the rest of the building “Hey if you’re here for marriage counseling you should probably know that she’s fucking my husband!” The receptionist jumped up and joined Wendy in the doorway. Shocked she yelled, “Vanessa! How could you do this again? In our office, no less? Have you lost your mind?” clearly more upset about the state of the business than Wendy’s marriage, she quickly went to the people in the waiting area and tried explaining everything away.

“How could you do this to us Grant?” she asked, baffled, as she stepped into the room. “Wendy, this has been going on for years, how stupid are you?” he laughed. Dr. Myguard stood next to Grant looking as bored as if she were waiting for a bus. As if she would ever step foot onto a bus. She glanced at her clock once more. 

“Fuck you, Grant!” Wendy cried as she stepped toward him. He shoved her back and she fell onto the floor. Dr. Myguard looked down at Wendy who was too upset to gather herself, and shook her head in disapproval. Grant checked his cell phone and laughed as he replied to a text message.

Shocked, betrayed, pissed, and embarrassed Wendy left the office in a blur of tears. How have I thrown my life away like this? I have no life left to live. She sat in her perfect, sparkling Saab unsure of where to go. I hate them. She sped toward her and Grant’s house. They paid for it outright once he started his firm. She had met Grant while he was a penniless law student with bad acne. When you live so long to help someone else sparkle you realize how dull you have become. That’s for sure. 

She pulled into the driveway of the large stark white house. The trim was cobalt blue. Wendy had chosen that color without explaining it to Grant. Her mother’s favorite color was cobalt blue and Wendy hadn’t been allowed to see her since they were married. He thought her family brought down their standing. I am a fucking idiot. As she walked up the steps to the house she realized how much she hated it. Her original thought was to change the locks and tell Grant to go piss up a rope. Now, the intricate wrought-iron handle felt like acid to her hand. 

Nothing felt the same. To be fair, it hadn’t in quite a while but she never let herself acknowledge it. She knew what she did want though. The door opened and she was surprised to see the cleaning lady, Jazmine. She jumped and quickly said, “Oh, I’m sorry Jazmine. I wasn’t expecting for you to be here. It’s been quite a day.” Jazmine smiled and nodded. Wendy had always liked her. Jazmine was a young, beautiful Iranian immigrant that had worked for them for years. 

“Can you please gather Bruno and anything he will need for an overnight stay?” Wendy asked. Without question Jazmine nodded and headed down the right wing of the house. Wendy walked up the staircase toward the master bedroom. She didn’t want any of her clothes or anything that would remind her of Grant. While Jazmine had forced her to act like a normal person for a minute, she was still seething with anger. Tears dripped down her cheeks as she opened the safe underneath their custom King-sized bed.

Luckily, Grant had purchased her a rather large new purse this last Christmas. More like his secretary purchased. Bills upon bills lined the safe in rubber bands. Grant had always loved when he had enough money to bundle into a rubber band to flash around. He could cut off her credit cards but he couldn’t report money he earned through...less than ethical means.

Grant had hit a rather large jackpot a few years back when he discovered how much sex offenders were willing to pay to stay out of prison. They pay even more to have the death penalty taken off the table, even when it may not have even applied in the first place. Grant was always great at convincing people of what he needed in the moment. While Wendy stayed out of Grant’s nefarious activities, she knew he was not representing the good in the world.

She loaded her bag without cracking a smile. Although, there was a piece of her that felt a serious satisfaction. She headed back down the staircase and Jazmine was waiting by the door
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