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Chapter 1 
 
Alex never noticed how pronounced the changes had been over the years.  She should have, she 
works in advertising, she’s part of the very machine that creates the market, but somehow she 
missed it. It’s like how a war inspires patriotism and makes it feel like Independence-year round. 
Somehow Valentines Day stopped being just once a year.    
 
For the longest time, it seemed like there was a movement away from Love being the end all.   
Marriages were happening later in life, other priorities took precedent. Even children’s movies 
stopped with tired theme of the princesses finding their princes, but just like political pendulums, 
somehow it swung back. And it swung way back.    
 
Perhaps a more natural version of the opioid epidemic. Or perhaps a more conscious effort on the 
advertising agencies like the the one that employed Alex. Candlelight Inc. There were after all 
incredible strides in brain mapping.  And if you could see the fastest route to a sale wouldn’t you 
take it? The fasts route was always creating Need and the most powerful need was Love.  
 
Alex knew all this on a logical level, but just like an addict, it didn’t really matter.  She craved it.  
That buzz overrides logic.  She wanted to be in love.  Butterflies in the stomach, winning 
someone else’s heart and then seeing yourself through their eyes, is there anything better?  
 
She was diving Dylan to her mom’s house when she felt herself at the end though. She could see 
in his eyes the sparkle was fading. Those guttural laughs that she used to get out of him were 
starting to sound like forced snickers. That little sharp twinkle when he looked at her, that made 
her feel so beautiful, well, it was dulling.   
 
It’s raining now. She loved the rain. It’s romantic the way it pushes everyone out of their comfort 
zone. She of course feels this as an upper middle class woman who has a car and who’s hair 
looks better when it’s wet.  
 
In a last ditch effort, she takes Dylan’s hand and smiles.  But it’s lifeless, the light turns green 
and she lets it fall on to her knees.  Without even thinking, she’s reminded there is still one more 
thing though.   
 
“Dylan!” 
 
Dylan is sneaking his hand up further up her lap. 
 
“Alex,” Dylan mocks her.  
 
Alex giggles as she comes to the next stop light.  Dylan looks as if he’s about to kiss Alex, but 
first just holds her head in his hand.  



 
"I love your hair pulled back like this,” Dylan says as he pushes her hair behind her ears.    
 
Alex knew exactly why he liked her hair pulled back. She often wore it down, but would put it 
up just as things would heat up between them so it wouldn’t get in the way.  She knew stopping 
to get a loose hair out of her mouth wasn’t exactly the sexist thing.  And she’s figured out ever 
trick to keep these relationships that were holding on by a thread just light enough so it would 
work.  
 
“Yes, but can we not right now though? We’re going to be at my mom’s in like two minutes,”  
 
Alex liked this attention and she knew on some level she wasn’t going to get much more of it 
from him.  She assumed she’d at least get through the party at her moms, but now she starts to 
think, maybe she could stretch it out just a little bit longer, maybe there is still a little mileage 
still left in them.   
 
Alex finally leans over and kisses Dylan but just then the light changes and the car behind her 
honks at her to get going. Alex laughs then drives on. 
 
“Oh, you have some wine for her right?”  
 
"Yes, and you know it’s so hard to shop for a ‘sommelier’ like your mother, I found her favorite 
though. White Zinfendel right?” 
 
This is good, we’re kissing we’re flirting, bringing him to this party will show her family.  This 
relationship while hanging on by a thread was a helium balloon, it could hang on a really long 
time like this maybe just maybe she could even strengthen the thread.   
 
 
“Actually, I think her favorite is anything that doesn’t come in standard wine bottles, the stuff in 
the box, the jug... the bucket,”   
 
Alex smiles to Dylan, normally he’d laugh at her riffing, but Dylan rubs his temples and gives a 
fake smile.  Alex takes her eyes off the road.  
 
“You okay?” 
 
“I’m fine. I hate when you keep asking. We’ve talked about that.” 
 
Then again, maybe not.  
 
“Are you—" 
 
“Jesus, watch out!” 
 
Alex slams on the breaks; there’s construction on the side of the street, she swerves. 



 
“Sorry, I just wanted to see if—" 
 
“You know Alex…” 
 
And she knew it was coming. But seriously now, right before she has to go to this party at her 
mom’s?  And not just any party.  Another party for her perfect poster-child for overachievement 
brother.  Alex thinks briefly about putting her hair up.  
 
“I am sorry to tell you this now, but it’s just I realize...I’m really not feeling this anymore.” 
 
She feels a wave of adrenaline go through her body, she’s not sure if it’s from swerving her car 
to narrowly miss a pot hole or if it’s this attack on her character she’s about to endure. She 
knows whatever it is, it’s taking at least a little bit of time of her lifespan. There’s gotta be a cost 
for activating the fight or flight nervous system.  Now the numbness,  
 
“What?” 
 
“This, you and me. Not feeling it now. I try to pull all the right moves, but it’s getting to the 
point where it feels like acting,” 
 
Last ditch effort even worth it? 
 
“Maybe you want to take some time? Why don’t you see how you--—" 
 
“I’m sorry, but if you want to do this, then I really should go.” 
 
Dylan gets out of the car.  He can’t even be with her another second? Alex looks in the mirror, 
there was a hair on her chin.  Maybe that was it.  She looks like a fricken witch. Who would want 
that? 
 
Alex refuses to cry and returns to her drive. She passes a billboard where she sees an add for a 
music station: Romance 96.6 Love songs of 90’s ‘00’s and Today.   
 
She sees a 50’s themed diner, in the window is a couple sharing a milkshake with two straws 
looking into each others eyes.  “Lovers Shakes $4.99.” 
 
Finally, Alex notices a clothing store with an ad of a girl wearing trendy clothing. Men fawn 
around her, the caption reads “Complete Me.” Alex turns on a residential street and pulls up a 
driveway, she plucks the hair on her chin, wipes her now smeared massacred off her cheeks and 
puts on new eye make up.  
 


