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Who wants that perfect love story anyway?
 
 


 
–Jay-Z featuring Beyoncé,
 “Part II (On The Run)”


 



Prologue
 
 


 
 


 
 
The sun barely kissed the afternoon sky as Farrah placed a cardboard box on top of her king-sized bed. For months she’d dreaded this moment. Her children had asked her repeatedly to gather her late husband’s belongings, since she was downsizing and moving into a small apartment. But Farrah just couldn’t bring herself to do it. Her husband’s things were all she had left of him.
 
They were her most coveted and cherished treasures. She couldn’t part with them and place them into storage. It would be like acting as if he never existed, like the love they shared wasn’t the kind of love stories that were written about. Farrah couldn’t box up a nearly fifty-year marriage and tuck it away in a cold, dark room. The love between her and her husband was the kind you dreamed of as a little girl. It withstood the test of time. Their love was unwavering, strong, and authentic.
 
She’d spent half of her life with him. They’d fallen in love quickly, fought, broke up, made up, pledged their love to God, traveled the world, and bore children together. When Farrah’s husband became sick with stage-four colon cancer she was right there by his side until he looked into her eyes and took his last breath. And even though she’d wrestled with the thought of this day for months, she couldn’t put off the inevitable any longer. Moving day was here. Her three children and some of her grandchildren were there, helping her pack.
 
“Granny,” Farrah’s oldest grandson Ross said, knocking softly on the door. “You okay?”
 
Farrah looked up at her grandson and tried her hardest to blink back the tears that begged to fall. Ross was the spitting image of his grandfather. At twenty-three years old he was tall, charismatic, and smart.
 
“Yeah, baby, I’m okay.” Farrah sat on the edge of her bed.
 
“I ain’t know Paw-Paw had all of this stuff.” Ross looked around the room in amazement.
 
All of his grandfather’s clothes, shoes, photos, books, awards, and memorabilia from his successful career were scattered everywhere.
 
“Yeah, your grandfather collected a lot of things over the years.” Farrah examined the room as well.
 
“What’s this?” Ross picked up an old photo book. “I never saw this album before.” He sat beside his grandmother.
 
Farrah looked on somberly as Ross flipped through the album.
 
“You and Paw-Paw look young.”
 
“I wasn’t always an old woman.” Farrah admired a picture of her when she was thirty.
 
Although she was eighty-one years old, gravity had been good to her. She wasn’t the vibrant, youthful woman she’d been in the picture, but for an elderly woman, Farrah’s beauty showed through the wrinkles and age spots on her skin. Beauty and fashion were still an important part of her life and she took pride in taking care of herself.
 
“Let me see that.” Farrah reached out her shaky hand.
 
Ross handed her the photo album.
 
“Your grandfather was a good-lookin’ man.” Farrah traced the outline of his face and smiled.
 
“Was it love at first sight when y’all met?”
 
“Something like that,” Farrah chuckled. “Your Paw-Paw and I had sort of a rough start.”
 
“What happened?”
 
“Well . . .” Farrah took a deep breath and gazed out into space.


 



Chapter 1
 
You used to be sweet to me.
 
–Ledisi, “Turn Me Loose”
 
 


 
 
Every girl dreams of that Sex and the City moment where Mr. Big rushes to Paris to declare his undying love for Carrie, finds her, rescues her from the evil Russian, and kisses her tears away. Shortly thereafter they walk hand in hand into a life filled with Manolos, candlelit dinners, and bliss. Eight months ago Farrah James’s Mr. Big, Corey Mills, aka Mills, made all of her dreams come true when he got down on one knee and put a ring on her finger. Now she was on top of the world.
 
Her company, Glam Squad, which she co-owned with her bestie London, was skyrocketing. Together they’d styled and done makeup for Lana Del Rey, Solange Knowles, and Rihanna. They’d even styled Lady Gaga for Vanity Fair’s September issue and dressed Emma Stone for the Oscars. On top of her career successes, she and Mills were planning their star-studded multimillion-dollar wedding, house hunting, and she was considering getting pregnant again.
 
After a bitter breakup, Farrah aborted their first baby, but now she was more than ready to bear Mills’s child. On the outside looking in, Farrah and Mills’s relationship was destined to fail. For three years she’d dated Mills’s best friend, Khalil, but after years of dealing with his alcoholic and mindless behavior, Farrah broke things off. Distraught over their breakup, she found solace in Mills’s friendship. Over time it turned romantic, despite the fact that Mills was in a six-year relationship with his then girlfriend, Jade.
 
After tiring of trying to make his failing relationship work, Mills left Jade and instantly made Farrah his new woman, disregarding his doubts that they could really make it work. Soon Mills’s fears came into fruition when, drunkenly one night, he slept with Jade. Mills was so torn up over his infidelity that when he assumed Farrah was cheating on him with Khalil, he kicked her out of his crib. He then went on to not speak to her for weeks, although she’d told him she was pregnant.
 
With nowhere to turn, Farrah did what she felt was best at the time and aborted their child. However, weeks later, after Mills learned that Jade had been cheating on him for the last year of their relationship, he begged for Farrah’s forgiveness and won her back. Now eight months later, she was sitting on cloud nine. Little did Farrah know, at any moment the floor was sure to fall from beneath her feet.
 
It was half past one and she’d been stalling celebrity wedding planner, Adore Phillips, for over thirty minutes. They had a ton of things to discuss, but none more important than the all- time-consuming seating chart. With the wedding only a month and a half away, she and Mills had to finalize who would sit where. Farrah tapped her black five-inch Louboutin Pigalle heels against the floor and eyed her watch again nervously.
 
She was supposed to be concentrating on the words coming out of Adore’s mouth, but they fell on deaf ears. All she could think about was Mills. He knew how important this particular meeting with their wedding planner was. I’m gonna kill him, she thought to herself as Adore showed her pictures of the finalized menu cards.
 
“Excuse me, Adore. Do you mind if I give Mills a call? He should’ve been here by now.”
 
“Sure thing, hon.” Adore eased back out of her chair. “Just tell him to get his butt over here quick. I have a two o’clock appointment with Brad and Angelina.”
 
“Okay,” Farrah said, nodding.
 
“I’ma grab me a cappuccino. Would you like one?” Adore asked.
 
“No. Thank you. They give me headaches,” Farrah politely declined.
 
“Okay.” Adore closed the door behind her.
 
As soon as the coast was clear, Farrah picked up her phone and called Mills. To her surprise he answered on the first ring.
 
“What up?”
 
“Where are you?” she hissed.
 
“Stuck in traffic,” Mills groaned.
 
“Which highway did you take?”
 
“I’m on Forty.”
 
“Oh, my god.” Farrah massaged her forehead. “Are you kidding me? How far away are you? Adore has another appointment at two o’clock.”
 
“I’m going as fast as I can, Farrah,” Mills sighed. “Just give me a minute.”
 
“Okay, but hurry up.” Farrah ended the call.
 
“Did you reach him?” Adore reentered the room with her cappuccino in hand.
 
“Yeah, he’s on his way. He’s just stuck in traffic. He’ll be here any minute,” Farrah assured.
 
Unbeknown to Farrah, Mills was not stuck in traffic. He was actually at Forest Park. Forest Park is one of St. Louis’s largest and oldest parks. It was massive, so he didn’t have to worry about anybody spotting him. Sitting anxiously on a park bench, he awaited his ex Jade’s arrival. For the past eight months he’d been telling lie after lie. With the way things were going it didn’t look like the lies were going to stop anytime soon. He couldn’t fathom how not telling Farrah about his infidelity would lead to him living a double life. Since the night Jade called and dropped the bomb that she was pregnant, Mills had been secretly keeping in contact with her.
 
Since there was a huge possibility that Jade’s baby was his, and he didn’t want Farrah to find out that he’d cheated, Mills made sure that Jade’s housing and medical bills were paid. He’d even gone to visit her after she’d given birth to a baby girl she’d proudly named Jaysin Cori Mills. Mills couldn’t see any resemblance between him and Jaysin, but he’d continued to support Jade financially until his paternity test was done. His schedule was all booked up until after the wedding, so he’d already decided to take the paternity test after his and Farrah’s honeymoon.
 
Mills had mixed feeling about taking the paternity test. A part of him just wanted to get the results so he could move on with his life and figure out what he needed to do next. But another part of him was afraid to find out the truth. If Jaysin was his, he had no idea if or how to tell Farrah. There was no way Farrah would stay with him and Mills couldn’t have that. He’d worked too hard to win her trust back. For Mills, ending up alone seemed inevitable if he was the father. Mills was, overall, anxious about getting the paternity test done, so he could find the much-needed air to breathe or a shovel to dig his own grave.
 
As a slight October breeze swept over his skin, he spotted Jade in the distance. She walked with all of her weight shifted to the right because of the pumpkin seat in her right hand. Although Mills no longer looked at Jade in a loving or sexual way, he couldn’t deny her beauty. Even after having a baby, sex appeal still dripped from her pores. Jade was made for the camera. She was aesthetically perfect. She stood five feet nine and her measurements were a dick- hardening 34-24-38.
 
Her butter-colored skin, blond buzz cut, full mouth, curvaceous hips, and ample behind made men and women turn their heads. But Mills wasn’t fooled by her good looks. He knew what lay behind the surface was a self-centered, coldhearted bitch.
 
“Hey,” she said, sitting the pumpkin seat down on the bench next to him.
 
“What’s up?” Mills replied, drily.
 
“It’s a little chilly out today, isn’t it?” Jade rubbed her hands against her arms to create body heat.
 
“Yeah.” Mills reached into his jacket pocket and pulled out a check. “Here.” He held it out.
 
Jade eyed him and shook her head. Since Jaysin had been born, it was the same routine every month. They’d meet in the park, he’d hand her a check, then bounce. Mills didn’t try to hold the baby or ask how she was doing or anything of the sort. It was like neither of them existed. It was bad enough that she had to go through her entire pregnancy alone. Jade figured that once the baby was born, Mills would come around, but she was sadly mistaken.
 
Mills didn’t have anything for her but a check to keep her quiet and an attitude. Yes, she’d done him dirty and broken his heart and for the rest of her life Jade would regret her actions, but their daughter didn’t have to pay for her transgressions. Jaysin deserved better. She was Jade’s greatest accomplishment. From the moment she was born, Jade made a vow to be a better person.
 
Her needs no longer mattered. Everything she did was for Jaysin. She just wished that Mills felt the same. Jade slipped the check from Mills’s fingertips and read it. Her heart instantly dropped to the pit of her stomach. The check was only for a grand.
 
“Listen.” She took a deep breath. “I’m not tryin’ to be a bitch or get all off into your pockets, but this is not enough. I need more money.”
 
“Excuse me?” Mills screwed up his face.
 
“Don’t even start all of that.” Jade tried to reason. “All I’m sayin’ is this is not enough to cover the bills, Jaysin’s doctor bills, formula, Pampers, and putting food in the house. It takes a lot to take care of her, Mills. I just need a little bit more money every month.”
 
“You got a lot of nerve,” Mills chuckled. “You need to be happy that I’m even giving you that. ’Cause I don’t see that other nigga giving you a dime.”
 
Mills referred to NBA star Tyrin Rhodes, aka Rock, whom Jade had cheated on him with.
 
“Why would he?” Jade countered, becoming pissed. “She’s not his daughter.”
 
“That’s to be determined,” Mills scoffed.
 
“Are you kidding me? She looks just like you.” Jade snatched back the blanket that was covering Jaysin’s face.
 
Mill looked at the three-month-old baby out of the corner of his eye and saw bits of himself staring back at him. She was a gorgeous baby girl who held most of her mother’s exotic looks, but her smoldering brown eyes and deep dimples reminded her of him.
 
“Like I said—” Mills sat up straight. “I don’t know if that’s my baby and neither do you.”
 
“Oh, my god, you are unbelievable,” Jade said in disbelief. “You know that she’s your daughter. You just don’t wanna step up and take responsibility ’cause you haven’t told your so- called fiancée yet.”
 
“What you mean, so—called fiancée?” Mills ice grilled her. “She is my fiancée and we’re getting married in a month and a half, as a matter of fact.”
 
“And that’s fine Mills,” Jade stressed. “I’m happy for you, but you need to acknowledge your daughter. I need your help and the money that you’re giving me is not enough.”
 
“Well, I don’t know what to tell you, ’cause I’m not giving you no more money. You can forget that.”
 
“What am I supposed to do?” Jade shrilled.
 
“How about get a job?” Mills shot.
 
“I can’t. I don’t have anybody to watch her.” Jade felt her face become hot.
 
Tears were beginning to form in her eyes. There was a time when Mills would have never talked to her like this. He used to be sweet to her, but those days were long gone and Jade had no one to blame but herself.
 
“That’s your problem. And just to let you know, when I get back from my honeymoon we gon’ get all of this straight once and for all.”
 
“Get what straight?” Jade furrowed her brows, confused.
 
“I’ma get a paternity test done.”
 
“Wow,” Jade said, stunned.
 
“I don’t know what you sayin’ wow for. Let’s not pretend that you weren’t fuckin’ another nigga behind my back, let alone in my bed,” Mills barked.
 
“Whateva, Mills,” Jade said, waving him off. “Do what you gotta do, ’cause I’ma do what I gotta do.”
 
“You do that, then.” Mills stood up and placed on his shades.
 
As Mills walked down the trail leading to his car, Jade sat staring out into the open space. When she’d awakened that morning she hadn’t suspected that things would end up this way. Mills was angry and bitter and he had every right to be. But Jade had to do what was best for her daughter, even if that meant taking things into her own hands and calling Mills’s bluff.


 



Chapter 2
 

You give me reason for another day.
 
–Tweet featuring Bilal, “Best Friend”
 
 


 
 
Twenty minutes later Mills pulled into the parking lot of Adore’s office building, only to see Farrah angrily stomping toward her car. Her long hair blew in the wind as the heel of her Louboutins clicked loudly against the pavement.
 
“Bay!” He placed his car into park and hopped out.
 
Farrah stopped mid-stride and spun around.
 
“What?” she huffed.
 
“Where you going?”
 
“Where does it look like I’m going? I’m going back to work.” She resumed walking toward her car.
 
“Come here, man,” Mills yelled from across the lot.
 
Farrah rolled her eyes to the sky and strutted over to him. Mills’s dick instantly got hard as he watched her small hips sway underneath the glow of the afternoon sun. She was the quintessential new-age Marilyn Monroe. Everything about her was timeless and unique. Farrah was a pint-sized beauty.
 
She reached only five feet three in and weighed only 105 pounds. Her sun-kissed skin reminded him of gold. Her light brown, slanted eyes, button nose, pink, pouty lips, and Sports Illustrated physique turned Mills on to the fullest. Being in the fashion industry, Farrah had an edgy swag to her that most women could never possess. She rocked both sides of her long, silky black hair shaved like Cassie and an array of small tattoos that only Mills had the pleasure of being able to find.
 
That day she rocked a black, sleeveless, studded T-shirt, which highlighted her black lace bra and the tightest pair of paisley-print skinny-leg jeans Mills had ever seen. His chick was the baddest and every time she stepped foot onto the scene, she murdered bitches. Mills loved her tremendously and couldn’t wait until the day he made her his wife.
 
“What?” Farrah folded her arms across her chest and stepped into his personal space.
 
Mills had no place to go. She had him trapped. His back was pressed up against the driver-side door of his car and the death glare she was giving him had him sweating bullets.
 
“You mad at me?” He looked lovingly into her eyes and tried to pull her close.
 
“Is that what you called me all the way over here for?” Farrah snapped, slapping his hands away.
 
“I’ma take that as a yes,” Mills chuckled.
 
“I don’t see nothin’ funny. Where were you?” Farrah rolled her neck.
 
“I told you. I was stuck in traffic.”
 
“You’re lyin’,” Farrah squinted her eyes. “You weren’t stuck in no damn traffic.”
 
“How you figure that?” Mills tuned up his face.
 
“’Cause I checked and there was no traffic on highway Forty. Now tell the truth. Where were you?” Farrah asked sternly.
 
“Damn,” Mills cocked his head back. “What are you, the police?”
 
“I might as well be since you hiding shit from me,” Farrah shot.
 
“Trust me, I had every intention on coming. I just got caught up.” Mills took her by the hand and tried pulling her close again.
 
“Caught up doing what?” Farrah allowed him to hold her this time. “’Cause I know whatever you were doing wasn’t more important than this.”
 
“If you must know, I was tryin’ to plan a surprise for you li’l nosy-ass girl.” Mills lied to cover his tracks.
 
“A surprise?” Farrah looked at him sideways.
 
“Yeah.” Mills tried to sound convincing.
 
“Mmm-hmm.” Farrah pursed her lips, not fully believing him. “Well, you missed everything. I had to finalize the seating chart without you, so I don’t wanna hear no shit about why I got yo’ mama sitting right next to yo’ daddy.”
 
“I promise I ain’t gon’ say shit,” Mills said, laughing.
 
“Do you see me laughing? You know, it’s bad enough that I’ve been practically planning this wedding by myself. You could’ve shown up today, Corey. That’s the one thing I asked you to do and you couldn’t even do that,” Farrah said, visibly upset.
 
“You need to go head wit’ all that. Who you think payin’ for all this shit?” Mills snapped. “If I don’t bust my ass doing all of these tournaments and fuckin’ commercials and shit, there won’t be no wedding.”
 
Mills was a pro-BMX rider. He was so good at his job that he had endorsement deals with Mountain Dew, Gatorade, and Nike. His dashing good looks only added to his success. He’d done print ads for the Gap and H&M. Women went crazy over him, especially Farrah. She loved that he towered over her. Mills stood at six feet two and possessed butter-colored skin. He donned a low cut, thick eyebrows, mesmerizing brown eyes, chiseled cheekbones, kissable pink lips, and a goatee. His entire upper body was filled with tattoos and every time he flashed his megawatt smile that exposed his dimples, Farrah melted.
 
“Are you sure you even want to marry me?” she asked suddenly.
 
“Don’t talk stupid.” Mills looked at her like she was crazy.
 
“No, I’m serious, ’cause lately you’ve been actin’ hella strange and I don’t know what to think.” Farrah spoke a mile a minute. “I’m tryin’ my best to make this wedding perfect, make sure all of my clients are happy, find a new house, and make sure that me and you are good, but I can’t do everything—”
 
“Shhhh,” Mills stopped her mid-sentence and placed his index finger up to her lips.
 
“Nobody asked you to do everything. You gon’ fuck around and make yourself sick stressing over this shit. The wedding and none of that other stuff matters. All that matters is that me and you are together.”
 
“But—”
 
“But nothing, li’l hardheaded girl. Look, can we just take a minute and breathe?” Mills gazed into her eyes.
 
Farrah knew he was right. She had to calm down. With the deafening sound of the city streets behind them, she let all of her anxieties fade away and rested her head on Mills’s chest. In his arms, she always felt safe. He was her best friend. She trusted him with her life. Being with Mills gave her a reason to live another day.
 
The love Farrah felt for him went deeper than mere words. When they took these moments just to relish each other’s presence, she was reminded of why she was marrying him. He was her everything and without him she didn’t know if she could go on, so she said a silent prayer to God, asking that he never take him away.
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Mills and Farrah’s wedding was only a few weeks away and it was the night of their joint bachelor-bachelorette party. They were having the event at the Jumping Jupiter, which was a live-entertainment performance venue. The Jumping Jupiter offered burlesque, fire-juggler, and acrobatic performances. As soon as their guest walked in they felt as if they’d been transported back in time to a place where liquor was illegal and being naughty was a sin.
 
Farrah couldn’t have been more pleased with the space. Crystal chandeliers and velvet curtains hung from the ceilings. That night she and Mills, along with a fifty of their closest and dearest friends, had the entire place all to themselves. Everyone was mesmerized by the vaudeville decor and tantalizing men and women who hit the stage. While their guests enjoyed the mouthwatering food and breathtaking performances, Farrah sat off to the side by herself.
 
She slowly sipped on a glass of ginger ale while their guest sipped on chilled glasses of Perrier-Jouët that had been specially flown in for the event. With all of the laughter and music surrounding her, Farrah found it hard to fully enjoy herself. She couldn’t take her eyes off of Mills. He was killin’ every dude in the spot. His swag was impeccable. Mills was rockin’ the hell out of a black custom Tom Ford fitted blazer, black T-shirt, black jeans, and a pair of Air Jordan 3’s. To cap off the look, he got his 2 Chainz on and rocked two gold rope chains.
 
But his well-put-together ensemble wasn’t what had Farrah trippin’; it was the look of fear that hid behind his eyes that had her shook. She could feel his energy from fifty feet away. She could tell just by looking at him that he had a lot on his mind and that it had nothing to do with work or their wedding day. Farrah wished that she could pinpoint exactly what was stressing him. But no matter how hard she searched, she couldn’t find the location of his agony. It didn’t help that every time she asked what the problem was, he got upset and emotionally pushed her away.
 
All Farrah wanted was to fix him, because they couldn’t go into their marriage with things the way they were. She’d already begun to make things up in her mind, like he was cheating or wanted to back out of the wedding, but didn’t know how to tell her. Farrah took a deep breath and exhaled all of her worries. Mills loves me, she reminded herself.
 
No relationship was easy and she and Mills were just going through a rough patch. Things would get better. Besides, leaving him wasn’t an option. Farrah was in it for the long haul. She just prayed that whatever the problem was wouldn’t break him—or better yet, them.
 
“What’s wrong wit’ you?” London plopped down beside her.
 
“Nothing.” Farrah shot her a small smile.
 
“Who you think you foolin’?” London arched her eyebrow. “This is me. I know you better than you know yourself.”
 
“Ugh. I hate that you know me so well.” Farrah hung her head and laughed.
 
“Then stop frontin’ and tell Mama what’s wrong.” London nudged her with her shoulder.
 
“I don’t know. I might be trippin,’ but I just feel like it’s something going on with Mills.”
 
“Like what?” London took a small sip of her drink.
 
“I don’t know.” Farrah shrugged her shoulders. “He won’t tell me, but I know it’s something.”
 
“I personally think you’re reaching. It’s probably just pre-wedding jitters. All men go through it.”
 
“Nah,” Farrah said, shaking her head. “I think it’s more than that.”
 
“I don’t know. The only thing I can tell is you just pray and ask God for discernment. He’ll show you what you need to know.”
 
“You’re right. I will. Maybe it’s just me. I have been hella stressed-out lately. Planning this wedding and dealing with finding a house is driving me nuts.”
 
“Then quit worrying yourself. We suppose to be kickin’ it. Put a smile on your face, pretty girl, and let’s go dance.” London moved her shoulders.
 
“You know, I love you more than Miguel loves a good enema, right?” Farrah joked.
 
“I love you too, friend,” London laughed.
 
While the performers took a brief intermission, the in-house DJ began to play A$AP Rocky’s hit “Fuckin’ Problems,” featuring 2 Chainz, Drake, and Kendrick Lamar. As soon as Farrah stood up she and London started to twerk it. Farrah loved to dance. When her feet hit the floor it felt like the only thing that mattered was her and the beat. Mills watched from afar as she did her thing. Farrah had no idea that in a matter of seconds he was about to give her a surprise of a lifetime. Although it was a last-minute idea, Mills came through in the clutch like always.
 
“Ay yo.” Mills’s pot’nah, R & B singer Teddy, approached him with a perplexed look on his face. “There’s a dude outside sayin’ he got a package for you.”
 
“Bet,” Mills replied, excited.
 
“What’s going on? You straight?” Teddy quizzed.
 
“Aww yeah. I just got Farrah an early wedding gift ’cause the other day we had an appointment with the wedding planner and I missed it ’cause I was with Jade,” Mills whispered so no one else could hear.
 
“My dude, you gotta get that handled,” Teddy said worriedly.
 
“I know. I just need a little more time,” Mills stressed.
 
“A’ight, you keep on waiting. She gon’ fuck around and find out on her own,” Teddy warned.
 
“I feel you, but I’ma get everything straightened out as soon as we get back from the honeymoon.”
 
“A’ight,” Teddy replied, still unsure. “Now, what’s up wit’ this surprise?”
 
“I’m gettin’ ready to show her now.” Mills eased his way through the crowd over to Farrah.
 
“You came to dance wit’ me?” She beamed.
 
“Nah, I got something I wanna show you, though.” Mills signaled to the DJ to cut the music.
 
“Sorry to interrupt the festivities, but I wanted to take out the time to say thank you to all of you for coming and celebrating our pending nuptials. Farrah and I couldn’t be happier or more grateful to have each and every one of you in our lives.” Mills paused as their guests began to clap and whistle.
 
“As you all know, the reason why we’re here is because in less than a month I will be marrying my best friend, my biggest fan, my everything, the love of my life, Farrah.”
 
Never the one to be the center of the attention, Farrah buried her face in the crook of Mills’s arm.
 
“I love you.” Mills kissed the top of her head. “And if you’ll follow me, I have something to show you outside.” He led her and the rest of the crowd outside.
 
Farrah was floored when she found a brand new, fully loaded, chrome Mercedes-Benz G63 AMG SUV.
 
“You didn’t? This is not mine, is it?” She looked up into Mills’s eyes for confirmation.
 
“It ain’t mine,” he laughed.
 
“OMG, this is too much.” Farrah walked over to the car in awe. “It’s beautiful.” She slowly glided her fingertips across the hood.
 
“You like it?” Mills asked.
 
“I love it.” Farrah ran over to him and wrapped her arms around his neck. “You didn’t have to do this.”
 
“I told you I had a surprise for you.”
 
“I thought you were just playing,” Farrah giggled.
 
“What I tell you about thinkin’?” Mills leaned down and kissed her lips.
 
As he tenderly kissed her lips, Mills’s hands roamed Farrah’s back and ass.
 
“You tryin’ to get some tonight?” She smiled.
 
“Why you ask me that?”
 
“’Cause if you keep on touching me like that you gon’ fuck around and find the road map to heaven.” Farrah broke away from the kiss, barely able to breathe.
 
“That’s the point.” Mills shot her devilish grin.
 
“You are something else. You know that? You are something else.” Farrah imitated the comedian Kevin Hart.
 
“Shut up,” Mills laughed.
 
“Guess what?”
 
“What?”
 
“I got a surprise for you too.” Farrah stood on her tiptoes and whispered in his ear. “I think I’m pregnant.”
 
 


 
 


 
 
Dizzy from worry, Mills paced back and forth across the wooden floor. In three minutes his life could potentially get worse. If the pregnancy test Farrah had just taken came back positive, Mills would have to pack his things and move to another state, maybe even another continent. How would he tell his soon-to-be-wife? “Yay we’re having a baby—and, oh by the way, my ex-girlfriend Jade, whom you hate, might have a baby by me too.”
 
Mills knew it was wrong on so many levels, but as they waited he silently prayed to God that Farrah wasn’t pregnant. And yes, he knew that Farrah wanted a second try at getting pregnant, since she had hastily aborted their first child. Mills, however, didn’t have the heart to tell her that for him it wasn’t a good time.
 
“What time is it?” He anxiously wrung his hands together.
 
Farrah examined her watch.
 
“One a.m,” Farrah replied.
 
“Damn, it’s only been a minute.” Mills said, annoyed.
 
“Calm down. You’re making me nervous.” Farrah unconsciously tapped her foot against the floor.
 
She didn’t know who was more nervous: her or Mills? In two minutes her whole, entire world had the potential of getting ten times greater. Her fairy tale would be complete. If she was pregnant, she’d have it better than Carrie Bradshaw. All Carrie had was the man of her dreams and a successful career. Farrah would have the complete picture: the man, career, and the baby. Life couldn’t get any better.
 
As another minute slowly went by, Farrah persisted in tapping her foot and praying. Lord, please let me be pregnant. Please let me be pregnant, she repeated over and over in her mind.
 
“It’s time,” Mills announced.
 
Farrah stared at him and took a deep breath. Her stomach was in knots as she gradually got up and entered the bathroom. There, on the countertop of the sink was the little white stick that held the key to her fate. Farrah took another deep breath, closed her eyes, and picked up the pregnancy test.
 
“What does it say?” Mills asked, nearly about to faint.
 
Farrah slowly cracked one eye open and gazed at the screen. There, staring back at her—sealing her fate—were two negative lines. Farrah opened her other eye and sighed.
 
“It’s negative.” She dropped her hand down to her side.
 
“You sure?” Mills lifted her hand to take a look for himself.
 
Sure enough, the results were negative. Mills was overcome with glee, but he didn’t let it show on the outside.
 
“Damn, I’m sorry, baby.” He hugged her from behind and kissed the back of her neck. “Maybe next time. You gon’ be a’ight?”
 
“Yeah,” Farrah tried to convince herself. “I’ma just get ready for bed and take a bath.”
 
“A’ight, let me know if you need anything. I’ma go turn on this game real quick.” Mills headed into the other room.
 
Farrah quietly closed the door and turned on the shower. Steam from the hot water immediately filled the room. Farrah rubbed the mist from the steam off the mirror and gazed deep into her own eyes. It wasn’t the end of the world that she wasn’t pregnant. She’d gotten pregnant once, so she knew that it wasn’t impossible for her to get pregnant again. It just hurt that it wasn’t happening at that very second and time.
 
The other real issue was that ever since the abortion she’d secretly regretted her decision. She regretted it so much it ate her up inside. If she wouldn’t have acted out of emotion she would’ve had a beautiful baby boy or girl. But she had and now every time she came in contact with a baby a gut-wrenching sting of pain shot through her chest. Choking back the tears that drowned her throat, Farrah let the pregnancy test slip from her fingertips and into the trash.


 



Chapter 3
 
Actions speak louder than words and they say I don’t care.
 
–Trey Songz, “Me 4 U Infidelity 2”
 
 


 
 
For days Farrah had been running herself so ragged between work and the last-minute wedding details that she didn’t know her left from her right. Everyday had become a whirlwind of pure insanity, but Farrah wouldn’t have it any other way. The best days of her life were ahead. Soon she would be standing at the altar before God, her family, and friends, pledging her undying devotion to the man she’d prayed her whole life for.
 
This was the perfect part of life that songs were written about and movies were made of. All of her dreams were in the palm of her hand. The only thing that would make it better was the little bambino she and Mills had been trying for. But they had all the time in the world for that. As long as they had each other, she was at ease. Bogged down with client portfolios, her wedding book, mail, grocery bags, purse, cell phone, and five-inch heels, Farrah teetered into her and Mills’s loft.
 
“Shit!” she huffed while trying to hold her phone up to her ear.
 
“Are you all right?” London asked from the other end of the line.
 
“Yeah, I was just trying not to drop anything.” Farrah placed everything down on the kitchen countertop. “Whew, I’m tired.” She breathed heavily.
 
“You sound like it, fat girl,” London teased.
 
“Excuse you. I just weighed in this morning at the gym and I lost three pounds.”
 
“What, from your fat-ass head?” London joked.
 
“Ha-ha-ha, funny, bitch. I swear, you’s the biggest hater. You just better be able to fit into your dress when we go to the final fitting this weekend.”
 
“Honey, please, I got this,” London popped her lips.
 
“Says the person who had hot wings, salad with extra dressing on the side, mozzarella sticks, and a slice of cheesecake for lunch today.” Farrah laughed while going through the mail, which mainly consisted of grocery and furniture-store ads.
 
“Damn, today Shop ’n Save was taking ten dollars off every fifty-dollar purchase. I should’ve took my ass there instead of going to high-ass Whole Foods.”
 
“I told yo’ bougie ass to stop shoppin’ there. Whole Foods is a luxury, not a necessity. You better start going to ALDI, Pete’s, and Save-A-Lot. Shit, I know a chick right now that’ll sell you a book of stamps for a cigarette.”
 
“You’re an idiot.” Farrah continued to rummage through the mail and came across an envelope from the Missouri Department of Family Services addressed to Mills.
 
Farrah knew she had no business opening up his private mail, but a letter from DFS only spelled trouble. As she broke the seal on the envelope she could vaguely hear London on the other end of the phone talking away, but every word out of her mouth was inaudible. Farrah’s heart was beating so loud she couldn’t hear a thing. She hadn’t even gotten the letter out of the envelope and she was already overcome with extreme anxiety and sweat. Once the letter was in her hand and the words were in front of her eyes, Farrah felt as if she was about to die.
 
“Farrah,” London called out to her.
 
“Huh,” Farrah answered breathlessly.
 
“What are you over there doing?”
 
“Umm.” She tried to gather her thoughts. “Nothing . . . look, let me call you back.” She hung up without waiting for a response.
 
Feeling weak, she slowly took a seat at the dining room table. The letter felt like fire on her fingertips, but she had to reread it for confirmation. Sure enough, her eyes weren’t deceiving her. DFS was summoning Mills to take a paternity test to prove that he was the father of Jade’s daughter, Jaysin Cori Mills. Just seeing the name Jaysin Cori Mills was like a pitchfork being staked into her eyes.
 
Farrah didn’t even know that Jade was pregnant, let alone had a child. Reading further, she realized that the baby was now four months old. In pure shock and disbelief, Farrah let the paper fall onto the table and silently began to cry. She didn’t know what to think or how to feel, she was so stunned. Then it all began to sink in. Mills had cheated on her. In order for Jade to think that Mills was the father of her child, they had to have slept together.
 
And Jade must’ve been confident that he was the father, because she’d named the baby after him and given it his last name. “This muthafucker cheated on me,” Farrah finally uttered out loud. “He fuckin’ cheated on me.” To hear the words being spoken from her lips crushed Farrah’s soul. In two weeks she was set to marry a man it turns out she barely knew.
 
“What am I gonna do?” she asked herself.
 
Farrah’s mind told her to pack up her shit and go, but running wouldn’t solve a thing. She still had questions that needed to be answered. Plus, she had to stick around just so she could see the look on Mills’s face when she confronted him with the news. His expression would confirm whether he knew about the baby or not. Then it dawned on Farrah that she didn’t have to wait to see the look on his face. His behavior over the last few months said it all.
 
Farrah would bet money that he knew about the baby and to prove her suspicions were right, she went fishing for evidence. She ransacked his drawers, shoe boxes, clothes—anything she could, find but found nothing. With their bedroom in disarray, Farrah placed her hands on her hips and pondered where she should search for evidence next.
 
“Bingo!” She snapped her fingers and ran over to his laptop.
 
Seconds later she was logged in and going through his files, but nothing incriminating popped up. Stumped, she bit her bottom lip, then decided to check his bank account. Scrolling through his debits, she saw that just a month prior he’d written a check to Jade Thomas in the amount of 1,000 dollars. Farrah’s heart sank all the way to her toes. As she continued to go through his debits, she learned that Mills had written Jade a check every month for the last year.
 
The first check dated back to a week after they’d gotten engaged. Numb, Farrah printed off his account history and returned to the kitchen. I am so fuckin’ stupid, she thought, shaking her head. Before Farrah knew it, hours had gone by and she hadn’t moved an inch, except to pour herself several glasses of wine. For hours she’d sat still, like a corpse, replaying the last year in her head. Everything about it had been a lie.
 
Every intimate moment she and Mills shared had been cursed. Every time he’d confessed his undying love for her, was only him overcompensating for his betrayal. Every time they held in-depth conversations about their future was just a dream being sold to her on his behalf. She could never trust him again. He’d made her look like the ultimate fool once more.
 
All she could think was from that moment on how she would proceed. She couldn’t even stop crying for a second, so how could she function in the world? With each sip of wine tears scorched her cheeks. Death was the only option to cure her pain. It was the only thing that would cease it.
 

Maybe if he came in and found me dead, he’d see just how much he’d hurt me, she thought, but killing herself wouldn’t help any. The only thing that would happen is she’d be dead and Mills would eventually move on and probably end up with Jade, no less. Blind with rage, Farrah thought back to the first time she suspected Mills of cheating. She remembered the night like it was yesterday.
 
 


 
 


 
 
She and Mills lay snuggled up in bed, wrapped in each other’s arms, watching Unsung Millie Jackson when a text message came through on Mills’s phone. He swiftly turned over and grabbed his phone. Farrah glanced at the clock. It was 12:30 in the morning. She didn’t say anything, but she wondered who would be texting Mills that late at night. The insecure girl in her wanted to ask, but the woman in her told her to chill and relax. She and Mills were straight. He’d done everything in his power to make her feel secure about their relationship—and it worked.
 
Farrah was at peace and comfortable with him, but for some strange reason, something didn’t feel right about his phone going off so late at night. For the first time in a while, Farrah felt a glimpse of uncertainty. She’d tried her damndest to ignore it, but the longer she stared at the television screen, the more she became shaken. Her woman’s intuition wouldn’t let it go. Finally giving into temptation, Farrah glanced over her shoulder and asked, “Who is that?”
 
Mills finished replying to the message and turned off his phone.
 
“My agent. We gotta meet up with the contractor for the skate park tomorrow.”
 
“Oh.” Farrah focused her attention back on the television.
 
As Mills retook her into his arms, Farrah’s heartbeat began to accelerate. She’d been here before. This was the moment where things in a relationship began to go down hill. Mills had just lied to her and although she didn’t know why, she prayed it wasn’t because of another female.
 
But the nervous tingling in her stomach told her it was. Wanting desperately to give him the benefit of the doubt, Farrah kept quiet and made the mature decision to trust her man until he gave reason to otherwise.
 
Thinking back to that night, Farrah wondered if that’s when Mills’s web of lies had all started. She quickly snapped back to reality when she heard the sound of the front door opening. Mills was home. The moment she’d anticipated and dreaded all afternoon was here.
 
“Bay!” Mills yelled from the living room.
 
Farrah didn’t answer, though. Her lips were glued shut by the unbearable pain in her chest.
 
“Bay!” Mills entered the dining room to find her sitting in the dark. “You ain’t hear me? And why you in here sitting in the dark?” He flicked on the light.
 
Farrah ignored him and quietly took a sip of wine.
 
“What’s wrong wit’ you?” Mills asked, becoming concerned.
 
Farrah’s bloodshot eyes glared at him with a look of pure disgust.
 
“Babe, what’s wrong?” He reached over and tried to touch her, only for Farrah to swat his hand away.
 
“What the fuck you hittin’ me for?” Mills grimaced, rubbing his hand.
 
Once again, Farrah wouldn’t respond.
 
“Look, I ain’t got time for a bunch of games. I been at work all day,” Mills barked, becoming upset. “My back hurt. I’m hot and sweaty. I ain’t got time for a bunch of nonsense. Either you gon’ tell me what’s wrong or you ain’t.”
 
Instead of replying, Farrah gave him a look that said, Nigga, please.
 
“A’ight, I see you on some ’ole other shit. A’ight, Farrah. Whatever’s wrong wit’ you I hope you feel better.” Mills turned to leave the room when Farrah threw the letter from DFS and his bank statements in his face.
 
Startled by her reaction, Mills flinched and blocked his face from being hit.
 
“What the fuck is your problem?” he yelled.
 
“You!” Farrah finally snapped. “You’re my fuckin’ problem!”
 
“What?” Mills screwed up his face, confused.
 
Figuring her anger stemmed from the info on the papers, Mills bent down and picked them up.
 
“What the fuck you going through my bank account for?” He screwed up his face.
 
Farrah swallowed hard.
 
“I know we gettin’ married soon, but you ain’t got no business going through my stuff. That shit ain’t cool, man. I don’t go through yo’ shit, so don’t go through mine.” Mills parted his lips to continue his rant, but then found the letter from DFS.
 
Upon sight the air in his lungs instantly ceased. Mills felt like at any second he was sure to pass out. His mouth was suddenly as dry as the Sahara Desert and the palm of his hands were so clammy they felt like jelly.
 
“Baby, let me explain. It ain’t what you think—”
 
“Really? It ain’t what I think?” Farrah cocked her head to the side and squinted her eyes. “Then what is it, then?”
 
“It ain’t mine. I mean—I don’t know if it is.”
 
“Wow,” Farrah sneered, folding her arms across her chest.
 
“I wanted to tell you. I tried to tell you—”
 
“When?” Farrah cut him off again. “Before or after you proposed to me?”
 
Mills felt completely defeated. He felt as if he was in a lose-lose situation with Farrah’s line of questioning. He knew he had to choose his word carefully.
 
“When doesn’t matter. All that matters is that I tried, and I swear on everything I love I tried to tell you, real talk. I just didn’t know how. I just can’t afford to lose you. If I did, I would lose it. You’re my everything, babe.” He tried to take her hand, but before he could Farrah snatched it away.
 
“What you won’t do is touch me.” She held her index finger up and shot him a look that could kill.
 
“I understand you’re upset, but you ain’t gotta be rude. I mean, it’s not my fault you upset. If you hadn’t have been going through my shit you wouldn’t be crying right now. You ain’t have no right opening my mail, so don’t be mad at me. Be mad at yo’self.”
 
Dumbfounded by his choice of words, Farrah’s mouth hit the floor. Is this muthafucka actually trying to blame this on me? she thought. Actions spoke louder than words, but everything about Mills was screaming he didn’t care about her or her feelings.
 
“Here I was thinkin’ we was past all of the bullshit,” Mills persisted with his tirade. “But it’s obvious you still don’t trust me, so my question is: Why the fuck you marrying me then?”
 
Mills had never raised a hand to her, but Farrah could’ve sworn he’d reared his fist back to uppercut her like the bus driver from Cleveland. Having heard enough, she pushed her chair back and hopped out of her seat.
 
“This muthafucker crazy,” she said in disbelief as she headed to their bedroom.
 
“Hold up! Where you going?” Mills panicked. “I ain’t mean it like that.” He followed behind her.
 
“All I’m sayin’ is I fucked up. I should’ve told you the truth, but I knew if I did you’d leave me,” he pleaded as Farrah entered the master bath and slammed the door in his face.
 
“Farrah, open the door!” Mills turned the knob, only to find it was locked.
 
“Come on! Open the door!” He knocked. “I’m sorry! Farrah, please open the door!” He knocked again, to no avail.
 
Afraid of what she might do, Mills pressed his ear up against the door. The sound of her crying so hard she had to gasp for air caused his heart to sink. He never wanted to cause her this much pain. He’d tried everything in his power to avoid it, but he’d fumbled her heart yet again. Distraught, he slid down the wall and sat on the floor. With his knees up to his chest, he listened as Farrah’s heart continued to shatter like glass.
 

What am I gonna do? he thought. This time he’d pushed her to the brink of no return. There was no way she’d remain his. This one mistake had the potential to ruin everything. No amount of tears or apologies would fix it, but Mills was determined to find a way back into her heart. He’d set up residence there. It was home. She was home. This one thing wouldn’t be the cause of their demise. He would say and do anything to win her trust back. Farrah just had to give him the opportunity.
 
 


 
 


 
 
Hours and hours went by before Mills realized dawn had come and he’d unwillingly fallen asleep. Outside the window before him, the sun was in full view. Groggy and sore from sitting on the hard wooden floor all night, he stretched his arms and legs. But stretching didn’t stop his bones from feeling like blocks of cement. No amount of bends or twists would erase the kinks in his body, but all of that was miniscule compared to his drama with Farrah.
 

Farrah, he thought as flashbacks from the night before flooded his mind. Swiftly spinning around, Mills shot up on his feet. He naturally assumed that the bathroom door would still be closed and locked, but to his surprise it was wide open and Farrah was nowhere to be found.
 
“Farrah!” He searched the bathroom and their bedroom frantically, to no avail.
 
Each second that passed and her angelic face wasn’t in his presence, Mills lost his willpower to breathe. She couldn’t be gone. He had to find her. His life depended on it. Without her he was lost. His whole existence would add up to nothing. They’d finally begun to get it right. There was no way he could lose her now.
 
“Farrah!” he yelled, racing into the living area.
 
There he found her with a duffel bag on her shoulder, about to unlock the door and leave.
 
“Hold up! Where you going?” Mills’s voice cracked as he ran to block her path.
 
Thankfully, his years of athletic training paid off and he was able to slam the door shut before she could escape.
 
“Move, Mills.” Farrah cocked her head to the side and rolled her eyes.
 
“Come on, Bay, you gotta at least let me explain,” Mills pleaded. “After everything we been through, you at least owe me that much.”
 

No he didn’t, Farrah thought, feeling her heart slice open.
 
Before Mills knew it she had reared her hand back so far she and Jesus high-fived, then she slapped him so hard his bottom lip began to bleed.
 
“I don’t owe you shit!” Farrah’s bottom lip quivered. “Do you have any idea what you’ve done to me? You have destroyed me! For a year you have sat there and lied to my face over and over again like it ain’t nothin’! What—you get some kind of sick-ass pleasure in hurting me?”
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