
  

The Queen of Hearts by Jordan Atkins 
 

“You want a story?” She asked. “I’ll give you the best story I got.” She smiled 

mischievously and let out a playful giggle. “It’s a story of love and fire. A story of anger, crime, 

and revenge. The story of The Queen of Hearts. But they called this girl The Queen of Hearts for 

all the wrong reasons. Decades ago, in a town located just north of Nice, France, a young girl, no 

older than 18, fell in love with a very handsome, charming, yet deceiving, man. The people of 

the small town, called him Romeo. The young, naive, girl longed to be his Juliette. She took 

action. She had worn her mother’s beautiful red satin dress. You could say, she was dressed to 

impress. She waited on a bridge at the crack of dawn. She caught many people’s attention 

throughout the day, possibly everyone except her Romeo. Frustrated, she stood on the bridge 

until the stars rose. She was about to give up. The small town, was a quiet one. It was lively 

during the day, but during night, it was like a deserted ghost town. In the eerie silence, she turned 

to go home, with a saddened expression on her sun kissed face. And there he stood. He was 

overwhelmed by her beauty. Without a single word, as the moonlight shone on her face, he 

kissed her as he dropped down on one knee and like that, they were engaged. She was to meet 

him at the edge of the town, this time tomorrow. Her wish came true, but as they say, be careful 

what you wish for. 

 She stood at the edge of town, that Sunday evening. Waiting, but this time in a simple- 

yet beautiful white dress with a hopeful attitude. But like the day before, she waited too long. 

She stood tall with faith, waiting for her fiancé. But as the stars rose, and noise from the town 

became still with silence, she nervously shifted her weight. She fidgeted with her ring. She lost 

faith when the moon reached the halfway point in the starry night. She sighed and lay down in 



  

the grass. She clutched her bouquet tightly and drifted into a restless sleep. She was awakened by 

the birds at dawn. But she did not sob, or even shed a tear. She felt nothing. She convinced 

herself that he was waiting for her on the other end of town. She threw her heeled boots on the 

floor and hobbled quickly to the other side of town before the small village woke. With her dress 

torn, hair a mess, shoeless, and her makeup smudged, she arrived at the south side of town, 

opposite to the place she spent a restless night. He was there, his back to her. Triumphant, she 

ran to him, but the closer she got to Romeo, the clearer everything became. Another woman, in a 

white dress, similar to hers, stood in front of him, in his arms. She wanted to go talk to him, but 

she had seen enough. She felt her heart shatter, and softly stumbled forward. She was naïve to 

love a man she had only met 2 days ago. She threw her ring into the stream that enclosed the 

town and put her hand on her throbbing chest, for she had been in love, but he on the other hand, 

had not. She felt no beating on her chest. The cold, crisp morning wind blew her hair around her 

head, and like it was right out of a fairytale, the sky cried for her, rain pouring everywhere and 

the happy morning sky turned a dark grey. Her hands turned colder than her shattered heart as 

the ice spread through her body. She walked across the bridge leading to the hill where “Romeo” 

stood, with such force, it creaked louder than ever. She stormed over to him and clutched her ice 

cold hand on his shoulder. She forced him around to face her, as the other girl shrieked and 

escaped to the forest. Romeo tried to speak but the wind took his words and with horror, he 

stared into the eyes of the once beautiful woman he met. She kissed him- but this was no normal 

kiss. This was a kiss of hatred, one to put him in a trance for as long as he lived. He again 

proposed to her- as cliché as it sounded, he was blind with forced love, brought only by her 

trance. She laughed maliciously and said “never. Never again you will hurt me.” You could say 

his heart broke, shattered even, and he died from it. Her whole life, she waited for her prince 



  

charming, but she was blinded by it. She had a new resentment towards men. Now, she saw the 

world so clearly. And although her heart no longer beat, she was still breathing, and she never 

had felt so alive.  

 She continued her pattern. Kissing men into an eternal trance, breaking hearts and leaving 

them breathless- literally and figuratively. Needless to say, the same thing that Romeo had done 

to her.” She finished her story. “Wow.” The boy started- around 19 years old. “Did you come up 

with that story all by yourself?” “I guess you could say that.” The girl said through a laugh. 

“What’s so funny?” he questioned. “And why is she called the Queen of hearts?” “The Queen of 

Hearts is not her full title.” She replied. “As they call her in the small town, just north of Nice, 

France, La Reine Bourreau des Cœurs. The Queen of Heartbreakers.” Without another word she 

gave him a kiss. A kiss that sucked the life out of him, leaving him dazed. He tried to speak but 

she put her hand to his lips and said. “Arrêt. Jamais. Never can I love you.” He felt a great pain 

in his chest, like he was shot in the heart, as he fell off the park bench they were sitting on. He 

felt a sense of heartbreak. But he couldn’t move. 

 Ambulances came rushing to the park. Some doctors said he died of a heart attack. Some 

say it was of a heart failure. The young girl knew though. Before questions could be asked, she 

walked out of the park and straight into a young man. He looked at girl he had bumped into 

carefully. She looked no older than 18 and had a beautiful sun kissed face. He thought she knew 

something about the man who had died before the ambulances could get him. He asked her what 

she knew. She smiled at him and nodded him to two tree stumps right beside each other. They sat 

down and she responded to his question. “It’s hard to explain. But I know how to. You want a 

story?” She asked. “I’ll give you the best story I got.” She smiled mischievously and let out a 

playful giggle.  



  

 La Reine Bourreau des Cœurs. She was a mystery all on her own. But some mysteries 

weren’t meant to be solved. 


