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Escape is the Only Option 
 

In life, everything has a price—one that Carlen 
Sanders wasn’t ready to pay. On the outside 

she appears to be woman who has it all figured 
out: respected, established and engaged to the 

man of her dreams. It’s on the eve of what 
should be the happiest day of her life that she 

uncovers a dark secret about her future 
husband that leaves her on the run with nothing 

but a bloodstained evening gown. 
 

That's where her real story begins. 
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Bright rays of sun peer through the window directly into my eyes 
as I lay on the bed not wanting to get up. 

Tomorrow’s the big day. 

It’s funny how I feel as though I should be more excited than I 
am—after all, I’m marrying the man of everyone else’s dreams. 
There are women who would kill to be what I am—a trophy wife. 

So naïve. 

I roll over and turn my back to the window. Vince left earlier 
this morning to finish up everything on his end and I wonder how 
he does it. Go about his normal day in a state of delusion as if 
somehow he is the man of the year. 

There’s a bouquet of flowers sitting on the nightstand with a little 
card sticking partially out of it. I don’t even bother taking a second 
glance at it. When the phone rings I slowly get up from the bed and 
walk across the room to answer it. 

“This is Carlen,” I say groggily. 

“Hello, Ms. Escobar?” 

I stare at the number without recognition. “How may I help you?” 

“This is Chef Cambridge, I’m just calling to tell you there was a 
little bit of a mix-up with your cake,” he answers. 

“What do you mean? I put that order in almost two months ago. 
What happened?” I walk back over to the bed and sit on the edge. 
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He clears his throat. “I know that, Ms. Escobar. The thing that 
happened was it was sent to the wrong facility. We are in the 
process of building you a new cake but to wait for the vanilla would 
require an additional two business days.” 

I frown. “I’m getting married tomorrow, Mr. Cambridge. There 
has to be something that you can do.” 

“Well, going by your flavor list, only the chocolate turtle option 
could be prepared in time. Would you like me to go ahead with 
that?” he asks.   

The chocolate turtle was good, but it was also my least favorite. 
“What choice do I have? Go ahead with the turtle and we can talk 
about the potential discounts later.” 

I lay sprawl across the bed on top of the comforter, wanting so 
badly to just sleep the rest of my life away. Is that the same thing as 
wishing I were dead? I’m sure Vince would be angry that I tried to 
die on him and whip me back to life. 

The thought makes me smile even though nothing is humorous 
about my situation. I guess that’s how I’ve gotten through it all this 
time—never losing my ability to smile about it. 

Tonight’s the rehearsal dinner and I’m only partially looking 
forward to it. Luckily Vince has been laying off of my face so I don’t 
have to cover it with as much makeup as the last few weeks have 
been involving. 

I finally get up from the bed and head towards the bathroom, 
peeling off clothes as I walk. My feet stop when I get in front of the 
mirror and I’m forced to stare back at the woman in front of me—
fully naked and exposed so boldly as if her olive skin weren’t 
completely covered in purple blotches tracing all the way from her 
breast downward. 

Tears fall from my face and I want to turn away. 
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I need to. 

But my eyes will not stop glancing at the broken woman with a 
story only she can tell—living a nightmare she cannot wake up 
from. 

Finally, my feet drag their way towards the shower and I turn it 
on before stepping inside. The warmth and steady streams make me 
tingle as if tiny hands are patting all over my skin. There is 
something about the water and the steam that I draw comfort from 
and even when I’m not technically dirty I still like to come in here 
and sit under the stream. 

“Carlen!” 

I nearly jump out of my skin until I realize that it’s only Hannah 
calling me from the living room. I forgot she still has a key. 

“I’m in the shower!” I call out. 

“I thought you would have been ready by now. Didn’t I tell you 
I was coming at one o’clock?” she says stepping into the bathroom. 

“You know you’re only supposed to use that key for 
emergencies, right? Don’t let Vince know you have it,” I respond. 

Turning the water off, I pull the towel down and wrap myself 
with it before stepping out. Hannah is dressed casually with jean 
shorts and a purple tank, showing off her smooth mocha skin and 
long legs. I would be jealous if she wasn’t my half-sister. 

“Yeah, yeah, I know the rules. But that still doesn’t explain why 
you aren’t dressed and ready to go,” she says with a tube of lipstick 
in her hand.   

When I take the towel off she stares awkwardly for a moment 
then turns away. “I’ve never told you what to do and you know I’m 
always in your corner but, why, Carlen? Why?” 

I know she’s well past the anger stage. Her tone is almost 
pleading and I can’t for the life of me figure out a proper answer.  
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I’m not sure why. 

“Things will change, you just wait and see,” I say rubbing lotion 
all over my skin. “We’re going to honeymoon in Cancun for two 
weeks. It has just been the stress of the wedding and the new 
promotion. Things will get better, Hannah, don’t worry.” 

She snorts. “That’s what a lot of women think right before the 
man kills her. When are you just going to give it up? Or is that it, 
you want to be laying inside of a casket wearing a pretty white 
dress?” 

Her words hurt.  

They always do. 

I wipe the tears from my face and finish dressing. “He’s done a 
lot for us. You have a great paying job now, mom has a house and 
whatever else she wants. You have to see the benefits, Hannah. 
Watch, things will change.” 

She makes her way over to me and gently strokes the side of my 
face. “As your friend and sister, I’m asking you to walk away from 
this while you still can.” 

Closing my eyes, I inhale deeply and look her in the eyes. “We’re 
going to be late,” I say before grabbing my things from the bed and 
heading towards the door. 

She stops me again. “Just say the word and this whole thing is off, 
Carlen, I’m serious. We can walk away from this whole thing; you 
don’t have to keep doing this to yourself.” 

“And go back to what, Hannah? Living paycheck to paycheck? 
Having to worry about bills and their collectors, riding the bus 
everywhere,” I sigh and calm down, “Let’s just see how tonight 
goes, ok?”  
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Letting go of my shoulders, she ushers me into the living room. 
“I wish daddy was still alive, maybe he could talk some sense into 
your head.” 

“I think I got the stubbornness from him in the first place,” I 
chuckle, trying to make light of the situation.  
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I kiss Hannah on the cheek and get out of the car. As I stand on 
the sidewalk I glare up at the glass apartment building towards the 
top and watch the reflection of the clouds. Vince is likely home by 
now and I pray to God he’s sober. 

He promised he would be. 

Sometimes I wonder what it is about cocaine that gets him so 
angry to the point where we battle all through the night—or at least 
until I pass out. I often speculate if it would be easier dealing with a 
person addicted to alcohol because they eventually black out and go 
to sleep. Maybe Vince blacks out too. But instead of going to sleep 
he turns into a monster attacking everything in his path. 

I exhale and walk into the building with my head high and a 
daubed smile smeared across my face. The rehearsal dinner is in a 
little less than an hour and I still have to get dressed and ready to 
leave again. 

“Are you excited? Tomorrow’s the big day,” Marcus says from 
behind the counter. 

I turn to him and stop. “I’m just ready for all of this madness to 
be over with.” 

“It’s going to be absolutely perfect,” he smiles.  

“Let’s hope so.”  

I wave and keep walking towards the elevator. When the doors 
open, Fiona stares me in the face. With a deep breath, I trade places 
with her and a sly smile spreads across her face as she steps past me.  
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“I hope you enjoyed it. It’ll be the last time,” I say, returning her 
devilish grin.  

The doors slide closed and I wonder what kind of mood Vince is 
in today. Hopefully the visit from his hooker has mellowed him out. 
When the bell dings I step out of the elevator and into the white 
hallway, optimism held close to my heart.  

I don’t have to use my key to get in as the front door is already 
left partially open, so I just give it a little push.  

Out of nowhere a knife flies at the door, pinning itself inches 
from my head. 

“What is wrong with you?”  

“When were you going to tell me about this?” He says, holding 
random papers in his hand.  

Placing my bags on the floor, I slowly move into the room. 
Wondering how long he’d waited for me to walk through the door 
with that knife.  

“I have no idea what you are talking about. What does it say?” I 
answer hesitantly. 

He charges forward and throws them in my face and although I 
don’t want to bend over to get them, I’m afraid of the consequences 
if I don’t. As quickly as I can, I pick them up from the floor and look 
over the confirmation from Cambridge’s Bakery and breathe a sigh 
of relief.  

“There was a mix-up and it had to be changed, it was no big deal. 
I chose your next favorite, calm down,” I comfort, placing my hand 
on his chest. 

He glares down at me, lips tightened into a straight line, but he 
inhales and his eyes soften. “Come on, let’s get dressed.” 

Thankful that it actually worked this time, I head off to the room. 
I’m sure he knew he was going to miss with the knife, he would 
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never actually kill me—would he? Shaking off the negative 
thoughts, I dance around the room, twirling with my dress to music 
only I can hear.  

I’m going to be the belle of the ball. 

Vince comes into the room with a smile on his face. “This is going 
to be the beginning of a wonderful new life for us, you know that? 
Just you and me, together forever.” He leans down and kisses my 
neck, “you’re so beautiful.” 

I can’t help but smile and feel warm all over as he begins to caress 
my body like only he can. It feels good. How can a man this gentle 
ever be a killer? Sure, he has his moments, but don’t we all? 

He slowly begins to unbutton my jeans and pulls them down on 
the ground before lifting my shirt over my head. Taking the dress 
from the bed, he unzips the back and lowers it so that I can step into 
it then, glides it up my body. 

I tingle all over from the warmth of his touch and for a moment 
I want to ravage him right here, right now.  

“Carlen,” he whispers softly into my ear, “I love you.” 

Looking into his eyes, I pull myself up to kiss him softly. “I love 
you too. Always have, always will.”  

He smiles, then heads off into his closet. I catch a glimpse of 
myself in the mirror and wipe a tear from my eye I hadn’t noticed 
I’d shed.  

See, he loves me, I think before giving my golden dress a spin. 
Sometimes we hurt the people we love the most, and I don’t see a 
reason to give up on him just yet.  
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Excerpt from 713 

Day One 

I should have known the moment I laid eyes on him that it 
was going to end badly. Everything about him was just too 
perfect: soft honey eyes with a gentle smile that warmed my 
heart to the point where I thought it’d ooze right out of my 
chest.  

Vivica was away on business the day I came over to her house 
to drop off the papers and although I was just supposed to be 
dropping them off something made me stick around when 
Philip answered the door.  

“I’m just going to leave these here,” I said, hanging around 
awkwardly as he watched me from the couch.  

It was hard not to look over there at his round eyes as I 
noticed him checking my body out. It wasn’t the first time I’ve 
caught him doing such.  

“Is that all you want?” he asked softly, almost as though he 
wanted it to be something more to linger around for.  

As I looked around the living room I remember thinking of 
how the tension had begun to rise at incredible speeds. So, I 
shuffled around for a moment then headed towards the door 
without saying a word.  

No matter how sexy he was, I wouldn’t ruin the best 
relationship I’ve had with a friend in a long time.  
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In seconds, he was up from the couch and standing in front 
of the door looking down on me with the smile of a thousand 
angels. “Why are you rushing off?” 

I weakly tried to push him aside from the door. “Can you 
move, please? I have places to be.”  

His fingers brushed a loose strand of hair behind my ear and 
he leaned down to kiss me. Firm lips pressed against mine as 
strong hands traveled down my body to grab at my behind.  

For a moment, I was lost. It all felt so right like it was 
supposed to be this way. But, I snapped to my senses and pull 
away.  

“This isn’t right,” I whispered. My mouth was saying one 
thing but my body was singing a completely different song. It 
was telling me to strip him down to his birthday suit and make 
love to him right there on the couch.  

Again, I tried to flee the scene.  

“Look, I know you’ve been noticing me and well, I’ve been 
noticing you too. Don’t worry, she’ll never find out, she’s gone 
until the weekend,” his fingers play with the buttons on my 
pants, “you want me as bad as I want you.”  

Had it all been that obvious?  

Temptation got the best of me and soon I found myself 
rolling around on Vivica’s bed as the man she loved thrust 
himself deeper inside me.  

Every thrust makes me wonder if this is the reason why she 
loved him so.  

The sex was incredible.  

We both ignored the sounds of a door opening as we 
focused on ourselves and the sexual desires we had pent up for 
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one another. It wasn’t until Vivica’s face drowned in the 
complete definition of horror that we pulled away from each 
other as though we weren’t guilty of anything wrong.  

She didn’t say anything at first just stood there looking 
between both of us.  

No number of apologies can make her expression soften and 
it was almost like I could see the evil begin to grow inside of her 
at that moment.  

“Both of you get out of my house,” she finally said.  

I tried apologizing again but she’s trying to hear no part of it, 
just pointed at the door not even wanting look at me as I picked 
my clothes up from the floor.  

Well, I had to admit to myself that it could have gone a lot 
worse, but it still didn’t make me feel any better about anything. 
She wasn’t supposed to be back for another three days.  

Would it technically be her fault for showing up early?  

Perhaps as calm as she could be, she didn’t say another word 
to me as I slammed the door behind me and got into my car.  

“What have I done?” I asked myself as I sat in the driveway. 
An even more important question should have been asking how 
could I make all of it right?  

Philip hadn’t come out of the house yet, perhaps thinking 
that somehow, he could smooth things over with her. 

He must not know Vivica. At the most, she needed a couple 
of days to get her mind right so that she would even be able to 
talk to me again. That won’t stop me from reaching out to her 
in the meantime though.  

Though it may be hard to tell right now, our friendship meant 
a lot to me.  
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Shattering glass and other things that crashed against the 
walls of the house forced me to leave the driveway in a hurry.  

An incoming call made me veer out of my lane a little bit and 
when I glanced down at the caller ID I was even more confused.  

“Hello?” 

Her voice was calm. “Come back, I think it’s better if we 
talked this out in person, right now.”  

The line went dead and I’m stuck looking between the road 
and the cell phone. It was no question that I was scared out of 
my mind. The key thing here was giving her the space she 
needed to calm down before we got into the heart of it all.  

But, it was a mistake. She would understand that, right? 

Luckily, I hadn’t gotten too far away from her house and I was 
back in the driveway looking up at the house still wondering to 
myself what the hell I’m even doing back here.  

The last thing I wanted to do was fight her. Don’t let that 
confuse you with thinking that I won’t, but only if I absolutely 
have too.  

Vivica swung the door open once I was on the porch and a 
look half accented with a smile puzzled me.  

“Come on in,” she said.  

Though hesitatingly, I moved into the house and jumped a 
little when the door slammed behind me.  

“Look, before you say anything, I just want you to know that 
I’m really, really sorry. I don’t know what came over me,” I said, 
looking around the living room awkwardly for any sign of Philip.  

I took the seat she offered and crossed my legs. Now, I just 
felt nasty. Unworthy to even call myself a woman. Real women 
wouldn’t do what I did.  
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Especially since we considered each other sisters.  

I wondered if she could see the struggle going on within me 
as I sat there on the couch staring across at the wall, waiting for 
her to say something that would start an argument and 
eventually lead to a fight on the front lawn.  

It gets that serious sometimes.  

“So, you want to tell me your side of what happened?”  

I took a deep breath and started from the beginning.  

 

End Excerpt. 
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