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1

PRESENT DAY

I STEPPED INTO MY LIMOUSINE AND PRESSED THE BOTTOM 

of my wedding dress f lat. The scent of coconut and lemongrass 
filled the interior of the cabin. I imagined if cream and sunshine 
had a scent, this would be it. Today, I needed aromatherapy to do 
what it was supposed to do— relax me.

“Congratulations on your wedding.” The driver offered me a 
genuine smile.

“Thank you. It’s a vow renewal ceremony.” I hunched my 
shoulders like an excited teenager. “Seven years.”

“That’s a lot to be proud of. He’s a lucky man.”
Drew and I were both lucky. That’s what I’d told myself just 

this morning, but still an uneasiness rose in my belly and formed 
a knot dead center. Something was bothering me, and I couldn’t 
put my finger on what.

A lingering shiver died in the heat of the warm vehicle. 
I dropped into the plush leather seat and pushed the niggling 
thought of worry from my mind.

Heaven.
I closed my eyes and moaned like I’d taken shoes off after 

waiting tables for twelve hours. This car was everything.
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The door opened again. “I have your bag.” My assistant, 
Swella Avery, was gifted in assisting.

I opened my eyes and squinted against the sunlight gleaming 
over Swella’s shoulder. “As soon as I get back from my honey-
moon, you are getting a huge bonus.”

Swella’s green eyes bugged like glassy volcanic rock. Her 
luminous, spiked red hair shot out like lava from a recent erup-
tion. “Please let it be enough for the new Valentino jeans.”

I laughed. “Done. Now, don’t text me. Don’t call me. Don’t 
anything me. I need a few minutes of peace.”

“Peace is yours.” Swella poked her head in and inhaled 
demonstratively. “I didn’t overdo it with the spray, did I?” Not 
waiting for my answer, she snatched her head out. “We’d bet-
ter get going.” She waggled her shoulders and reminded me, “It’s 
almost over.” With a shove of the door, she disappeared. I was 
sure she was just glad to get this day ticked off her to- do list. It 
was seven months in the making, and I’d been running her all 
over the city.

Guilt rushed in. I could have let her ride with me. That’s what 
she’d wanted. That’s what the whole “I have your bag” intrusion 
was about, but I didn’t owe her a piece of my space. Not today. I 
wanted quiet. I wanted to be alone with my thoughts.

The car rolled forward, moving effortlessly through my Park 
Slope neighborhood, past Prospect Park on the left. I watched the 
tops of bare trees fly by. A light coat of ice from the sprinkling of 
snow we’d had the day before decorated the limbs. I was hopeful 
they would have leaves soon. A month ago, the groundhog fore-
cast an early spring, but he was unreliable. New York winters 
submitted to no authority, certainly not one steeped in supersti-
tion and regulated by a rodent.

My phone buzzed. Expecting it to be Drew, I warmed a little 
around my heart. He hadn’t texted or called me since early this 
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morning. We weren’t in “new” love, but I expected a little excite-
ment and romance.

The text was from my mother: Don’t be late.

“As if,” I whispered, deleting it. I was thirty- six years old, and 
I’d never been late to any meeting or event in my life. My mother’s 
lectures on timeliness were repetitive and exhausting, yet effec-
tive, so I was grateful for her consistency.

I swiped until I located my husband’s number and tapped to 
dial. After two rings, it went to voicemail. He’s busy.

That’s what I told myself, but a strange tension hovered in 
our home, one that I summarily dismissed as pre- renewal stress. 
But try as I might to ignore it, my intuition kept nagging in a 
familiar female voice— my own— that something was wrong, 
or maybe it was that something was worse. Things had been off 
between Drew and I for a long time. But in forty- five minutes, 
we’d declare our love, celebrate it, and then fix whatever might be 
broken under the warm Hawaiian sun.

I raised the phone, twisted my face into that dumb duck- lip 
and captured my image. Humming to lyrics playing in my mind, 
I typed the caption: I’m at the chapel and I’m going to get married.

Minutes later, with the help of the driver, I eased out of the 
limo and joined my part of the wedding party, which included 
my maid of honor / cousin / bestie, Leslie Parker, and my former 
supermodel friends, Alexis and Reese. All but Swella, who I’d 
treated to a black and crystal- beaded Carolina Herrera suit, were 
wearing form- fitting, off- the- shoulder, silk sage dresses under 
faux fur shawls that matched the fur wrap keeping me warm.

“Let’s get a pic,” Swella suggested, and the women I loved 
flanked me and posed with enthusiasm and bright smiles.

Waving us toward the building, Swella led our small party 
through the packed parking lot. The cars were all empty. Everyone 
was inside. It hadn’t snowed or rained as predicted.
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I silenced the annoying little voice again. It was a liar. Today 
was going to be perfect.

D

Twenty minutes later, the annoying little voice could no longer be 
ignored. This wasn’t a wedding, but I’d told Drew I didn’t want 
him to see me until the ceremony, so when he knocked on the 
door of my bridal suite and insisted I join him across the hall in 
the pastor’s study, the hairs stood up on the back of my neck.

The heavy door closed with a thud that echoed in the corridor 
behind us. I waited a beat and then another as Drew stood there 
in his luxurious Giorgio Armani tuxedo— the tuxedo I picked 
out for him.

Discomfort reddened his face. He looked away from me. 
When he returned his eyes, his expression was odd, so I steeled 
myself for what he had to say.

“I can’t go through with the ceremony.”
Drew’s brittle words floated above me. They wouldn’t land in 

my brain, but I registered fear. It slammed into my back. Splitting 
me in two: Casey ninety seconds ago and Casey now. Those were 
two different people. Both were residing . . . fighting . . . attempt-
ing to survive this hack job.

I didn’t know what else to say, so I said words that forced him 
to repeat himself.

“You heard me, Casey. I can’t go through with the ceremony.”
In my choice of two- and- a- half- inch heels, I had to look up at 

Drew. I usually wore higher heels, but I’d wanted him to tower 
over me a bit. His height would play into my viewers’ fantasies. 
A tall, dark, and handsome man never got old, so his looks were 
a part of the fairy tale I was delivering today. The one he was . . .

Canceling?
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No!
The heat kicked on with a knock, sending a flood of warm air 

from the vent above. Drew’s earthy cedar cologne mixed with the 
damp scent reeking from the air vent, offering the odor of sweet, 
wet wood. It made me nauseous.

In this small pastor’s study, there wasn’t much space between 
us, but I stepped closer to him, laughed uncomfortably, and said, 
“Of course you can.”

My words were solid, but my footing was not. The plush, 
spongy carpet in this room made me bounce. Between the 
f looring and Drew’s statement, I was shook. We were hashtag 
relationship goals.

“No. I can’t, and there’s no point in you making me say it over 
and over again.”

Wishing and hoping I’d heard him wrong was over. His can’t 
whirled around in front of me like a swarm of gnats. This was all 
convoluted. This was all wrong. I sputtered, stating the obvious, 
“I’ve planned this for months.”

I was Casey B, a successful beauty influencer— makeup, hair, 
and fashion. This wasn’t an ordinary ceremony. It was a public 
one. As in nearly- a- million- views- just- this- week kind of public.

Drew and I had originally eloped. When I shared our sweet 
story in a video, it was comments from a few of my followers that 
sparked the idea to have a vow renewal ceremony so I could have 
an actual wedding with a dress and pictures and all the fanfare 
that came with weddings. This event was personal, but it was 
also a part of my business. We’d both lived, breathed, and eaten 
it for . . . “Seven months, Drew.”

He clenched his jaw, ticking his mouth slightly to the right. 
“Is that what you’re most upset about? Your time?”

I tried to tell myself I was shocked, but I wasn’t sure it was 
true. The voice in my head had been warning me for weeks. I 
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cupped my hands together in front of my waist. “At what point 
did you decide . .  .” I paused, taking a deep breath to push the 
nausea that crept up my throat back into my belly.

Drew sighed dramatically, bothered before meeting my eyes 
with cold, detached ones. “I’m not renewing our vows.” My heart 
skipped a few beats before he added, “I want a divorce.”

The room spun. If I had a crank in my belly, my stomach 
couldn’t churn more. Discomfort rose in my torso to my chest and 
spread from the center to my shoulder blades.

My eyes burned, but I fought crying. I couldn’t let tears ruin 
my makeup.

A rattling series of knocks on the old wooden door caused 
me to jump. Drew and I broke eye contact. Seconds later, Swella 
stuck her head around the doorjamb before easing her body 
through the small slit she’d allowed herself to have.

“Mr. Carter.” She smiled. Why she always called him that 
when he was simply Drew, I didn’t understand. She continued, “I 
guess it’s not a bad thing for the groom to see the bride at a vow 
renewal.” She giggled. At twenty- two, if you weren’t giggling, you 
were living life all wrong. But I had nothing to laugh about, so 
Swella had to go.

I returned my gaze to Drew. With my eyes, I asked the ques-
tion weighing down my tongue: “Are you really going to do this?”

Drew’s lips thinned. His Adam’s apple rose and fell. A word-
less tilt of his head was his answer.

He’s doing this.
“Swella”— I slid my eyes in her direction— “We need 

more time.”
Swella’s smile dropped. She was intuitive. Her job included 

anticipating my needs and reading my moods. She’d spent enough 
time in our home, heard enough arguments, survived enough his- 
and- her bouts of the silent treatment to know the energy in the 
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room was off. She backed out. “The camera crew is on the clock.” 
I could hear her clicking heels fade as she disappeared down 
the hall.

The cameras.
The ceremony was being livestreamed on my platforms. The 

team I was working with for a documentary about social- media 
inf luencers was gathering photos and video. So were various 
beauty magazines and a producer from Born TV network. The 
producer was hunting footage for a potential reality television 
series about my life as a former model turned influencer. This 
had to happen. I wouldn’t recover from the humiliation of a can-
celed ceremony.

I raised one hand to my pounding heart and pointed toward 
the door with the other. “Did you hear that, Drew? There are 
cameras out there.”

Drew stuck his hands in his pants pockets. He looked up at 
me with the saddest eyes I think I’d ever seen. “There are always 
cameras. That’s the problem.”

Dismissively, he turned his back. I grabbed him by the arm. 
“You’re not going anywhere.”

Drew did a half turn in my direction, his eyebrows knit 
together, and he pulled his elbow from my grasp.

I didn’t perspire easily, so when the long trickle of sweat trav-
eled down my spine, I knew my subconscious was fully aware of 
what my conscious mind was fighting. The man standing before 
me had been checked out for months. But when exactly had he 
stopped appreciating what I did? When did the cameras become 
too much? We both knew his work as a civil rights attorney was 
more important than mine, but we also knew my work paid the 
bills. My business afforded him the luxury of following his pas-
sion. He couldn’t resent all that I’d built. Could he?

“We are not getting a divorce. Come on, Drew. Seven 
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years . . .” My attempt at levity failed with the fear that caused my 
voice to crack. “We are renewing our vows.”

Deep grooves furrowed his forehead. He squared his shoul-
ders. He didn’t answer me.

I continued, “Let’s say for the sake of argument, you want to 
separate while we figure some things out. You know this event is 
bigger than whatever is wrong with our marriage.” I raised a hand 
to my heart. “Please, we can go to counseling. We can fix this, but 
not if you do this today. Not if you destroy me like this.”

“I thought if I got dressed, I could go through with it, but I 
can’t make myself stand at that altar and say, ‘I do.’ Not to you. 
Not again.” He paused for a moment and took a few steps back— 
strategically distancing himself from my pain. “I’m tired. I can’t 
live in front of the cameras anymore.”

I inhaled and exhaled before doing a slow count to five. 
Something in me thought I could change his mind. My husband 
was reasonable. He could be reasoned with. “Drew, I’ve been in 
this business since we got married. You encouraged me to do it.”

“I encouraged you because I didn’t know how toxic it would 
be. I didn’t sign up for life on social media.”

I raised a hand to my chest. “You signed up for me.”
“Not like this.” He had the nerve to be losing patience. I could 

hear it in his voice. “I told you that.”
I bit back the impulse to scream. My mind went back to the 

conversation we’d had a year ago. Drew expressed bother about 
the number of hours I worked. My response— I was still building, 
trending upward in my numbers past my competition. I’d had 
offers for a sunglass line and a makeup line. Per my mother, the 
contracts weren’t good, but it was just a matter of time before the 
right offer would happen.

We’d talked about my work, so this made no sense. I pushed 
his voice out of my head. I tried to pace in a tight little circle like I 
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always did when I was stressed. I learned to move in a small space 
when I modeled because small spaces were all I had in the dress-
ing rooms. But my train wouldn’t permit me to move freely. It was 
long and heavy like the anger rolling through me. “How could you 
tell me you want a divorce like this— on this day?”

Silence hung between us for a few moments. I had no idea 
what he was thinking. He wasn’t readable, but he had to realize I 
was right, and he was wrong— right? He had to know he couldn’t 
blame this all on me.

“You work constantly. And when you’re not on your phone, 
you’re putting on makeup or changing your clothes to get in front 
of the camera.” Drew took a few more steps away from me toward 
the window he likely wanted to escape through.

“So you couldn’t have interrupted me and said, ‘Hey, wife, I’m 
unhappy. I’m having second thoughts’?”

He responded as if he hadn’t even heard my question. Like he 
had no responsibility to ring the alarm. He turned and looked at 
me again. “When you’re not doing all that, you’re talking about 
it. Planning it. Staging it.” Drew pulled his tie loose. “This makes 
me a jerk. I know that.”

“There are more than two hundred people in the sanctuary,” 
I howled like a hurt animal. I had three million followers across 
my platforms. This event belonged to them just as much as it 
belonged to us. Hot tears burned my eyes. There was no coming 
back from this. I’d hate him forever.

Drew stepped to me. He placed his hands on my shoulders. 
“I thought if I just got here, I could go through with it. I thought 
I could look at you and say, ‘I do,’ ” he said, still defending his 
betrayal, “but I can’t.”

I opened my mouth to say one more please, but I knew in the 
millisecond before I moved my tongue not to bother. There was 
nothing in his eyes.
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The heater buzzed and another whoosh of air carried his 
cologne to my nostrils. It faded quickly, just like his image as he 
turned and backed from the room, dragging every bit of who I 
was with him.
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I DIDN’T MOVE FOR A LONG TIME— FIVE MINUTES, TWENTY 

minutes, or maybe an hour— I wasn’t sure. When you get blind-
sided, you just don’t know.

The door opened without a knock, and even though my back 
was to it, I knew only one person in this spot who would take 
entry, and that was my mother. “What are you doing in here? 
Why aren’t you with your girls?”

My girls. I’d forgotten about them. Gripping the sides of my 
dress, I turned in my mother’s direction. “Drew left.”

My mother shifted her weight from the left to the right as if 
fighting to keep her balance. I’d done the same thing to her that 
Drew did to me— sucker punched her. She grimaced and pulled 
her head back. “What do you mean he left?”

Suddenly, I was tired. Seven- months- of- planning- and- 
shopping- and- sharing- on- social- media tired. “He’s gone. He’s not 
going to marry me.”

“What am I missing here? He’s already married to you!”
Finally, I moved. I moved from my position in the center of 

the room to the nearby desk. I leaned against it at first and then 
resigned myself to sitting. I needed to get off my feet. I was tired 
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of bouncing on the carpet. “Mom, those are semantics. He’s not 
going to do the ceremony. He wants a divorce.”

My mother’s eyes bugged. The last time I’d seen her look like 
that, I was sixteen years old, doing a photo shoot in Paris. An 
older model pulled my blouse, exposing my bra. My mother’s eyes 
had nearly come out of their sockets. She’d leapt on the stage and 
snatched the model so hard, the woman’s shoe shot like a missile 
across the room. I hadn’t seen that look in twenty years. “When 
did he leave?”

She always had to have the details. If she didn’t have the 
deets, she couldn’t assign blame. “Fifteen or twenty minutes ago. 
I don’t know. A long time ago.”

“Why didn’t you tell me so I could stop him?”
This time I was the one grimacing. “Stop him from what?”
“From humiliating you.” My mother’s disappointment was 

palpable. “Do you have any idea where he would go?”
I stood, reached for the clips at my hip and unhooked the 

train. I rolled it into a ball and tossed it onto a chair. I dropped 
back against the desk. “Maybe home. I don’t know.”

“He wouldn’t dare go back to the house.” She took out her 
phone.

I blinked. “Who are you calling?”
“Drew. He can’t be far.”
Drew wasn’t going to answer the phone. In this heated 

moment of hurt, my mother was the last person my husband was 
going to want to talk to. As expected, she got his voice mail.

She left a tempered message. “Drew, you need to come back. 
Whatever you two have going on, you can either try to work it 
out with some counseling or something like that.” She paused, 
raised her eyes to mine, and continued, this time offering a con-
cession. “Or if you feel like you just can’t work it out, you can ask 
for a divorce tomorrow, but you cannot do this to her. This is 
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unfair. Call me. Let me know that you’re on the way.” She sat in 
the pastor’s chair.

A few minutes passed. My mother released a long sigh. She 
knew what I knew. Drew wasn’t coming back to this church.

D

More minutes passed with my mother back on her feet, pacing. 
I busied myself, scrolling through the comments on my social 
media. There were thousands of them.

@YourGirlCaseyB You’re a late bride. I thought you said you 

weren’t going to be late.

@YourGirlCaseyB Can’t wait to see you.

@YourGirlCaseyB We’re waiting. I know you’re going to be 

beautiful.

I pushed the button to close the screen.
My mother stopped. She raised an index finger. “We need to 

flip this.”
My mother could give a master class in management. She’d 

more than successfully managed my career from the time I was 
two years old— from the first disposable training pants com-
mercial and the hundred that followed, to my second career as a 
plus- sized model. I wasn’t really a big girl. I was just too big for a 
size six, and at five- eleven, size eight was on the chunky side for 
modeling.

“We’ll say you called it off.” Reading my mother’s expression, 
I could see she thought it was a good idea. It was not. She must 
have read my face, because the next words rolled out of her mouth 
in a pensive tone. “Let him look like the one who was left.”

It was me who sighed this time. The ridiculousness of the 
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suggestion was unlike her. Like me, Drew had her shook. “I can’t 
do that.”

“Why not?”
“Because for one, no one will believe it. I’ve been doing videos 

all day.”
My mother’s frown implied stupidity on my part. “You can 

explain that away.”
“And for two  .  .  .” The heat in my voice shut her mouth, 

“people will find out it’s not true.”
“How? This was a conversation between you and Drew. You 

told him you didn’t want to marry him, and he left. You thought 
recommitting would save your marriage, but you realized once 
you put the dress on it would not.”

Hot tears threatened to burn my eyes as Drew’s words came 
back to me.

“I thought if I got dressed, I could go through with it.”
I suppressed irritation. She hadn’t stopped talking. I caught 

the tail end of, “You convince the world that you want the divorce, 
not him.”

I pushed off the desk. “That’s insane. I can’t lie about some-
thing like this. Our friends and family are out there.”

My mother rolled her eyes. “No one has that many friends. 
We couldn’t find fifty people related to us if we won the Mega 
Millions lottery.”

The words whose fault is that rolled around in my head, but 
this wasn’t the time to discuss how we didn’t fool with our folk. 
There were other relatives on my mother’s father’s side, but she 
stopped talking to her father when he left her mother when she 
was a teenager— or maybe the real story was he stopped talking 
to her. In any event, he died when I was a teen. My mother had a 
weird relationship with family period, and she wanted me to have 
the same. She’d spent the last seven years dismissing the Carters 
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as my family. It annoyed me to no end because they’d always been 
sweet to me. I hadn’t seen as much of them in recent years, big 
holidays being the only time I could spare, but still, marriage con-
nected us. “Drew’s family is my family.”

“We’ll see what that looks like after today.” My mother rolled 
her eyes so hard, if she wasn’t careful, she would need to see an 
ophthalmologist soon.

“You. Can. Blame. Him, Casey.” Each word came off her 
mouth like individual little sentences. She was insistent, but she 
was wrong.

“Drew will tell his side of the story. Who knows who else he’s 
already told?”

My mother stomped a foot, which meant she was ready to 
fight me on this. “It’s your word against his. He’s not the one with 
the followers.” She reached into the pocket of her Chanel dress 
and removed a cigarette case and lighter. I thought she’d quit last 
year. She turned her back to me while she lit and inhaled. It was 
like she didn’t want me to witness the first hit of her addiction.

“You’re not supposed to smoke in here.”
She inhaled and blew a long, uncaring plume away from me.
She paced and smoked. All the while banging her fist against 

her thigh. “This is so typical of Drew,” she said. She meant: This 
is typical of you.

I took it as she intended— personally.
“Casey, don’t marry beneath yourself. That’s a mistake a lot of 

beautiful, intelligent Black women make.”
Why did she have to be right? More importantly, why did I 

have to be wrong?
My mother took another drag off her cigarette and blew the 

smoke out. She stopped moving. I saw disappointed realization 
in her eyes. “We can’t say you want the divorce. His prenup is 
written on a paper napkin from the Diamond Parrot Hotel.”
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My wedding was unplanned. Drew and I f lew to Key West. 
We eloped in front of an internet- certified officiant on a Blue 
Marlin fishing boat. If I’d ever done anything cliché in my life, it 
was that. Once we got back to New York, my mother insisted he 
sign a postnup. I had money, and he swore he had no interest in 
it, but he was only going to let my mother instigate so much. The 
terms were loose.

My mother was on the move again. How she walked so stead-
ily on the carpet, I had no idea, but she seemed to move in concert 
with it, like a trapeze artist on a tight rope. “We’re going to sue. 
You’ll have every dime he’ll ever earn by the time we get finished 
with him.”

I was still processing the idea of divorce. “Sue for what?”
My mother cocked her head and sputtered, “Oh, my dear 

daughter, what won’t you sue for? A good lawyer will calculate 
and manufacture losses that occurred today. Drew is going to 
wish he’d stayed.” She stuck the cigarette back in her mouth, 
looking at me as if she dared me to protest a lawsuit.

The wedding itself cost a fortune. Most of it was sponsored, 
but I was still out of nearly $70,000. Then the TV show money 
came to mind. Surely, Drew considered the losses there— or had 
he been acting purely from a place of hurt and disappointment?

My mother’s next question sliced through my sorrow. “Are 
you sure he’s not cheating?”

My first thought was no, but then, “I don’t think so. How 
would I know?”

“How would you know?” My mother guffawed. “You’re 
supposed to be paying attention to your marriage. That’s what 
married people do.”

“And what would you know about paying attention to a 
marriage?” Like a child expecting to get hit, I closed my eyes. I 
could feel her making steps toward me. I opened my eyes to her 
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pissed- offedness. I was sorry for that statement, but I was under 
a lot of pressure— more than she was.

“I know what I’ve learned in books and on Oprah. You chose 
to marry him, so you should have been keeping up.”

I wanted to match her snark, but all I had was the pitiful 
insistence that I had not failed. “Contrary to what’s happen-
ing right now, I think I’ve done a decent job of keeping up with 
Drew.” I wrung my hands and then twisted my wedding ring on 
my finger.

My mother walked to a nearby table and dropped the ciga-
rette in a cup of water on a side table that appeared to long have 
been abandoned. “We need a plan.”

Before we could come up with one, there was a knock on the 
door. My mother rushed to snatch it open. Swella, f lanked on the 
left and right by the wedding planner and the wedding coordina-
tor, stood there. I glanced at the clock on the wall. We were more 
than a half hour past the time I was scheduled to come down the 
aisle.

“Drew is sick,” my mother offered before they could ask. 
“We’re waiting on him to get himself together.”

Swella’s eyes met mine. Before, she’d suspected something 
was wrong. Now she knew for sure. She said something to the 
women, and they went back down the hall. My mother held the 
doorknob so tightly Swella had to push a little and slide through 
the small opening to get to me. “Is there anything I can do 
for you?”

I raised a hand to my temple and rubbed. “I could use some 
water,” I said. “And my bag.”

She left the room and was back in less than a minute with 
both. She cracked the lid, and with a trembling hand, placed it 
into my sweating palm.
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Swella’s lip quivered on whispered, knowing words. “What 
do you want me to do?”

How I wished I had a task I could assign her, but there was 
nothing to do here. A choice needed to be made. Either I was 
going to walk into the sanctuary and tell those people my hus-
band had abandoned me, or I was going to punk out and let my 
mother handle it. I slid my eyes in my mother’s direction. She 
managed me, my life, my money. And she would manage this. 
“Nothing.” I smiled tightly, reached for her hand, and squeezed 
it. “We just need a few more minutes.”

“Do you want Leslie? She’s been keeping the other girls 
occupied.”

I shook my head. “I’m texting her.”
Swella blinked nervously, backed to the door, and left 

the room.
I sent Leslie a text: Drew is gone. I need you to keep everyone in 

that room until I leave.

Minutes ticked by. My mother sighed. “There’s no point 
delaying this. I’ll announce the wedding is off. I’m not going to 
offer an explanation until you figure out what you want to say.”

I nodded. We were finally in agreement.
“It’ll be okay eventually.” My mother’s smile did not reach her 

eyes. “Most women have had their hearts broken. They’ll empa-
thize with you.”

I bounced back a few feet, picked up my bag, and walked out 
the door behind my mother. There came a fork in the corridor— 
one led to the sanctuary, the other to the lobby. We paused 
briefly, our eyes locking in the way they always did when we had a 
problem my mother had to fix. Over the years there were many— 
business and personal problems. She was my fixer.

Her mouth twitched. I wasn’t sure if she was going to smile 
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or frown, but then she did neither. Wordlessly, we went our sepa-
rate ways.

The limo was where I’d left it. I pulled the door handle before 
the driver could exit, threw my bag inside, then after gathering 
my skirt, I slid across the smooth leather seat.

“Where can I take you?” I hadn’t noticed it before, but 
now that I needed comfort, I noticed his voice. It was soothing 
and warm.

I caught his eye in the rearview mirror. He knew the wed-
ding was off. I didn’t want to see pity. He was kind enough not 
to express any. Where do you go when there’s no place you want 
to be— in a wedding dress with no groom? My phone vibrated. I 
didn’t have a great signal in the church, so for the most part it had 
been quiet. It vibrated again and again. I removed it from my bag. 
I had sixteen text messages. Already.

I opened one from Leslie: Where are you? Let me help.

Leslie texting meant my mother’s speech was finished, which 
meant my nightmare was beginning. I sighed and looked toward 
the entrance of the church. The doors opened on both sides. 
With military precision, two ushers assumed their posts and the 
first of the guests spilled out of the building.

I returned my attention to the man in the rearview mirror, 
forced myself to speak loudly enough for him to hear so I wouldn’t 
have to repeat myself.

“Take me home.”
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I BOLTED UPRIGHT. PANIC COURSED THROUGH MY NERVES. 

My heart was pounding double the normal number of beats. The 
alarm on my phone squawked at ten decibels. I reached for it and 
silenced the reminder to change my meal plan order for this week. 
Pausing deliveries was on Swella’s to- do list because I was sup-
posed to be going on a second honeymoon. I hated it woke me 
because now I had to deal with my life.

I sighed and swiped at my notifications. Two hours had 
passed, so the number pending was insane. I went to my 
Instagram page where the real drama awaited. Pain gripped my 
throat before my eyes got teary again. The last picture I’d posted 
was of me waiting for the wedding to begin with the words:

Hair. Check. Makeup. Check. Dress. Gorg. Finally. Forever 

Again.

I dropped my head and rolled my shoulders. A solid ache 
inched its way up my neck and over the top of my head. I didn’t get 
headaches. I had to be miserable all the way down in my cells for 
one to work its way up from the dark place headaches came from. 
I hadn’t had one in almost a year. Not since my last miscarriage. 
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That was the last time I’d lost something that mattered. Then, it 
was my baby. Today, it was my marriage.

The marriage that began on a whim seemed to end the same. 
Or had Drew been planning to do this to me? Faithful, reliable 
Drew plotting nastiness, cruelty, irresponsibility— my hurt. I 
couldn’t imagine a scenario in which that was the plan my hus-
band had in mind. Then I remembered his words: “I thought if I 
got dressed, I could go through with it.”

Not a plot or plan, but a decision made after he’d gotten 
dressed, made somewhat on a whim. He hadn’t really thought 
it through at all. He couldn’t have counted the cost to my brand. 
Drew wouldn’t ruin me this way.

I swiped my phone and opened a message to him and typed: 
Why didn’t you tell me how you felt?

My finger hovered over the send icon for a moment. What 
was I expecting him to say? Could he possibly have an answer 
that would make me feel better? Didn’t I already know? Faithful, 
reliable Drew hated conflict. That’s why he hadn’t moved up at 
his firm. He was lousy at managing bad news.

I pushed the app for Instagram. My comments section was 
insane—140,000 within hours was high, even for me.

@YourGirlCaseyB What happened?

@YourGirlCaseyB Keep your head up.

@YourGirlCaseyB Forget him. I’m DMing my number. I’ll treat 

you right.

@YourGirlCaseyB This is why you should keep stuff private.

@YourGirlCaseyB I heard you got jilted. Who gets jilted by a 

husband tho’?

I crumbled inside. Who gets jilted by a husband? If you’d 
asked me last week, I would have said, “No one,” but here I was, 
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blazing a trail not made for wedding shoes. Drew wanted a 
divorce. Not a separation. An entire divorce. I was still trying to 
process what was happening in my brain.

The ragged nerves in my head and heart pushed pain sensors 
simultaneously. My dry throat made me aware of the wine bottle 
I’d brought to the bedroom when I dragged my sad self into bed. 
I reached for it and turned it up to my mouth.

Empty.
No wonder I’d fallen asleep and no wonder I had a head-

ache. I returned it to the nightstand, careful not to knock over 
the frame I kept there— a honeymoon picture. It was one of those 
cheesy instant shots you took in resort photo stations. The kind 
they hoped you’d overpay for.

The camera caught Drew and me just as I’d turned my head 
to him. I remember he’d said, “I’m never going to love anyone the 
way I love you.” I’d smiled, but the camera caught me just before, 
right at the beginning of the smile where my lips were about to 
open. The love in my eyes was real because the love in my heart 
was the same.

Sure, I’d eloped because my mother wouldn’t approve. Flying 
away and doing it in secret was an act of rebellion. A way to take 
control. I had to establish myself as an adult, one way or another. 
A marriage to someone who would clearly have something to say 
about my life other than her seemed like a great way to com-
municate that at twenty- seven I was grown— even if it was nine 
years late.

My mother had diagnosed me with depression. As my 
mother, she didn’t have to study psych to determine such. She had 
a master’s degree in me. How many times had I heard that over 
the years? I’d lost a contract with Fly Girl Cosmetics. My days 
on the runway were long over. She couldn’t get me booked for 
anything other than catalog work. I should have been too young 
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to even be considering retiring from modeling, but I wasn’t white, 
which meant there were always fewer opportunities. I hated that. 
I loved modeling, especially print work because there were lights, 
camera, and action. The camera always held my interest. I hoped 
to be behind one someday.

Maybe I was a little depressed. Whatever was going to be 
next was scary. Change wasn’t a thing I was ever ready for, mostly 
because the only changing I’d ever really done happened in a 
dressing room. I’d transitioned through life seamlessly with my 
mother’s instructions, from commercials as a child to editorial 
modeling as a young teen, and then commercial modeling as an 
adult. My mother had been my anchor through it all.

When she threw the anchor overboard, declaring I would not 
do plus- size catalog work, I was done with modeling. I did a few 
commercials, auditioned for a couple of movie roles, but I wasn’t 
serious about acting, and the casting folks could tell. I wanted 
to keep modeling, but my mother insisted no self- respecting 
model went from editorial to commercial to catalog before their 
late twenties. She’d been turning down work for me for months 
without my knowledge, declaring, “We’ll figure out something else 
for you.”

I resented her for making the decision without me. Hence, 
Drew. Throwing a man in the middle of a relationship that had 
never had so much as a serious conversation about a man before 
gutted her. She’d never forgiven me for it. But I didn’t care. I was 
in love.

Drew had caught my eye at a birthday party. Leslie’s current 
man, Robert, also an attorney, treated himself and a bunch of 
friends and coworkers to dinner at happy hour at The Strong in 
Soho. Leslie and Robert were new, so she dragged me with her. 
Leslie paired me with Drew for a game of charades. I hated cha-
rades because even though I was graceful, I always felt too big to 
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play. I wasn’t like all the other girls. My arms and legs were long. 
They felt overwhelming most of the time, even to me. But Drew’s 
height— six foot five by my estimation, and right on as I learned 
later— made me feel comfortable. I could be my tall, long self with 
this fine- looking stranger.

“I’m Drew Carter.” His optic smile lit his coffee- brown eyes, 
and a tiny flutter filled my belly. “I’m really good at charades.”

He was right. I’d later find out he was good because his 
family— parents and siblings and many cousins— played at 
Sunday dinners and during the holidays from the time he was 
in diapers. When we won, and he asked me for my number, I 
thought it’d be rude to steal his joy by saying no. He called the 
next day. And the next. And then we met for dinner and lunch 
and breakfast and coffee and anything we could meet for every 
day for months. We couldn’t get enough of each other. Thoughts 
of him filled the hours work had filled since I was two years old.

I knew when he asked me to go to Key West that he had mar-
riage on his mind. Not because I was particularly insightful about 
these things, but because I’d gotten a heads- up. Swearing her to 
secrecy, Robert told Leslie. Leslie being loyal, told me.

Just like in the movies, under the stars at the beach, he got 
down on one knee and asked me to be his wife. It was my idea to 
elope.

Drew laughed at first, and once he realized I wasn’t laughing 
with him asked, “Are you serious?”

He stood and swept me off my feet, once again making me 
feel the right size in his arms, and replied, “Of course. Why 
wouldn’t I? You’re perfect.”

So we made plans not to leave Florida without being man 
and wife. Casey Carter had a nice ring to it. A ring that was as 
beautiful as the one Drew slid on my finger.

I had my next act, and I hadn’t needed my mother to figure it 
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out. I was a wife. I’d become a mother. I had no regrets. I was hap-
pier than I’d been in years. Drew adored me. But the babies, they 
didn’t come because when the pregnancies did, they didn’t last.

I killed a strangled wailing sound in my throat, but I couldn’t 
stop the tears from spilling. I needed more wine. If I was going to 
have to be awake, I was not going to do it sober. Not with Drew’s 
words squatting in my memory.

“I thought if I got dressed . . .”
Those words lingered like the pain from a stubbed toe. He 

made it sound so difficult and, in the end, found it impossible to 
do. There were many times I’d felt sick or just plain tired, and 
I remembered my mother saying, “Get dressed and see how you 
feel.” I always felt better once I had clothes on. Drew had gotten 
dressed today. He was in the building. He stood inches from me, 
made me beg, and still, he wouldn’t.

Where was that man on the beach? Where was the man I 
could always count on to make me feel comfortable? The man 
who made me feel like I fit? I ran my hand over the comforter 
on his neatly made side of the bed. If actions spoke louder than 
words, I had my answer.

I left the bedroom, went down the stairs straight to the wine 
rack and pulled another bottle. This time I grabbed an architec-
turally perfect goblet to improve my experience. I really didn’t 
know much about wine. I’d never been a drinker.

Drew’s love of wine and all things wine related required 
me to at least act interested. One of the first things he’d taught 
me— glass matters. Big glasses for aroma and f lavor and small 
glasses for intensity. Tonight, I fashioned both an aromatic and 
intense experience by guzzling two large glasses in quick succes-
sion. Then I poured a third. I took that one a little slower. I was 
already feeling like trash. I had no idea why I thought drinking 
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would make it better, but in a mind- and- senses- numbing kind of 
way, it did.

With Drew’s favorite Barski Swarovski goblet in one hand 
and the half- empty bottle in the other, I traveled back to my 
bedroom— back to my noisy phone.

“No point running from your fans, girl,” I whispered as I 
opened Instagram.

@YourGirlCaseyB Please update us. We’re concerned about 

you.

Concerned about me? That comment roused the stink face. 
“Right. You’re nosy @IGbinger.”

I raised the glass, missed my mouth, and a trail of burgundy 
liquid ran down the front of my dress clear to my waist. “Darn it.” 
This dress was supposed to be for my future daughter.

I judged myself for fantasizing about a daughter. I no longer 
had a husband, and when I did, I couldn’t carry a baby. Hysterical 
laughter threatened to explode from my gut, but I strangled it— 
held it down. There wasn’t a thing that was funny— not even in 
an ironic what- the- heck kind of way. But I did need to get out of 
this dress.

On wobbly legs, I made my way to the bathroom. It was a 
massive combination of tile, marble, and glass that still managed 
to impress me every day. People lived in studio apartments that 
were smaller. Real estate like this was hard to come by in the city, 
even on the outskirts.

I caught my image in the mirror. Mushed hair, smudged 
makeup, wine stain and all, I still looked beautiful. YourGirlCaseyB 
was beautiful. That was a fact. And this was supposed to be her 
special day. Drew was supposed to be helping me out of this 
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dress. Being alone right now was surreal. It was a nightmare that 
I, Casey Carter, had to wake up from.

My phone pinged again. This time with a text message 
from Drew:

Would you make a statement on your social media? People 

are commenting on my work pages.

I frowned. Was he out of his mind? Was I supposed to say 
something that would save him from the world? He should have 
anticipated this backlash.

I texted him back: So now you want me on social media?

Fresh tears threatened to spill. I scrolled back through the 
many other text messages. I had at least two dozen from friends 
and a few family members. My mother, my staff, even my gyne-
cologist was checking on me.

I dialed Leslie. She answered so fast I thought she might have 
been calling me at the same time.

“I’ve been worried about you.” I could hear the ache of stress 
in her voice. “Are you okay? You want me to come over?”

I shifted my weight from one foot to the other, wobbling in 
the process. I struggled to get my footing, like I was still bouncing 
on that carpet at the church. “No. I have a headache. I took a nap, 
but I’m going back to bed.”

Leslie grunted— surprise, pity, concern? I wasn’t sure. “Do 
you have food?”

I thought about my packed refrigerator, full of leftovers from 
our small rehearsal dinner. The wedding planner had ordered too 
much, more than twice what we ate. “There’s plenty.”

“I went to the reception for a little while. Your mother asked 
me to help her.”

What a gossipy dinner party that must have been. I didn’t 
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want the details, but I needed to move our conversation along. 
“Was the food good?”

“I didn’t eat. I couldn’t . . .” She paused, and I could see her 
shifting in my mind’s eye. Leslie always moved when she was 
uncomfortable with a conversation. “What can I do?”

“Nothing.” I spun to face the mirror and removed my earrings.
“What are you going to do?”
I frowned at my reflection and Leslie’s less- than- clear ques-

tion. “About what?”
“Drew. Your social media.”
She was sounding like my mother, but she was nothing like 

my mother, so I didn’t mind talking to her about it. I shook my 
head as if she could see me. “I don’t know. I need to make a video.”

“You don’t owe anyone a video.” Leslie’s declaration came 
quickly. “But I think an announcement about the ceremony being 
canceled would be good. Swella can do it.”

I tugged on another piece of hair. This one held fast like my 
resolve to handle this problem myself. Swella was good, but she 
was not me. Her words would not be mine unless I dictated them 
to her, and if I had to do that, I could write the post myself.

“Case?”
It was me who grunted this time.
“You should call her. She’s dying to come over there. You 

know how she is. She’s freaking out.”
This conversation was making my brain tired. First Drew, 

then my followers, now Swella’s need to fix things and confirm 
she’d fixed them. “She’s sent me a bunch of text messages.”

“Answer her,” Leslie pleaded. “Let her help you.”
My throat thickened with sobs. I grabbed a handful of tissues 

and pressed them against my face. “I’ll call her.”
Leslie’s words came from a swollen heart. “Are you sure you 

don’t want me to come over?” When I didn’t answer, her tone 
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became lighter. “I could pick up a white pizza with a ton of extra 
cheese.”

I chuckled over the knot in my throat. “I love you, but I just 
want to sleep off this day.”

A wind of disappointment f littered through the speaker 
before she offered, “Hugs, girl.”

Glad she surrendered easily, I said thanks before ending 
the call.

I gazed in the mirror.
This is what rejection feels like.
I focused on my reflection. My tears dragged mascara down 

my cheeks.
And that’s what it looks like.
I looked at my text messages again. Drew still hadn’t 

responded. I wanted to fight with him. He apparently didn’t want 
to fight with me.

As if she was demanding attention, my phone pinged in a new 
message from my mother. She’d be good for a few heated words, 
but I never won with her. I’d lost enough today.

My mother: I’m leaving the reception. I’ll be there soon.

Me: Please don’t come over here. I want to be alone.

My mother: Are you alright?

Me: I’m okay. Just tired and embarrassed. I’m going to bed.

The best decision I ever made was not giving my mother a key 
to my house. Drew had insisted I not, which bugged me, but now 
I was glad she didn’t have one.

My mother: You should make a video. Be transparent. Young 

women can learn from you.

My thoughts went from annoyed to curious. Learn what?
Reading my mind, she added: Hurt happens to beautiful people 

too. That’s a powerful message.

I didn’t reply.
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My mother: It will work. Pivot. This is a moment.

It was about the angles. Always. The woman never stopped 
working. Never stopped planning. Never stopped branding. I 
hated that about her, but hadn’t Drew said the same about me?

The extra phone I used for recording makeup videos caught 
my eye. It was still on the tripod. Maybe my mother was right. 
I could make a message for my followers that would matter. I 
turned it on and went to my Instagram page.

Before I changed my mind, I picked up the remote, pushed 
the Live button and waited. My Wi- Fi wouldn’t connect. The 
universe was trying to help me, but I wouldn’t hear of it.

D

Five minutes later, my image came into view. I looked weary and 
worn, but I wasn’t going to be vain about it. Being transparent was 
the point right now. A red circle blinked and then fixed solid. The 
word live popped up in the upper left- hand corner of the screen.

“Hey, family. It’s me. Casey B.
“I know you’re like surprised, right? Casey B’s vow renewal 

a fail. The world is going to hear the deets from me first. My 
husband left me.” I said the words matter- of- factly, but my heart 
was heavy. “Like how did this happen? I do not know.” I chuckled, 
sadly, nervously. “I’m as shocked as you are. I had no idea that the 
man I was married to would do something like this to me. But 
you know what?” I paused and stepped back so I was centered on 
camera. Getting in frame was my special gift. “We’re not focusing 
on him. This is the Casey B channel. We’re focusing on me. And 
I’m here to tell you, I’m going to be alright. Husband or no hus-
band. I’m good. Because this Black don’t crack under pressure.” 
I chuckled again, this time less painfully and leaned closer to the 
phone to read. “Let me see what you’re saying.”
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I swiped the screen. The comments moved so fast I could 
barely keep up. I greeted a few of the people I knew— mostly 
other influencers and celebrities I was connected to.

@YourGirlCaseyB I’m sorry.

@YourGirlCaseyB You look beautiful.

@YourGirlCaseyB Can I have the dress? I’m getting married 

next year.

I chuckled at that and replied, “@Regina_StayinAlive did 
you just ask me for my dress? Girl, this thang ain’t got a speck of 
good luck on it.”

I stepped back. Humor waned quickly as sadness returned. 
Before I knew it, my eyes filled with more tears. “You know what? 
I’m going to be honest. I came on here to try to give a word of 
encouragement to someone else, but I’m angry right now. I’m 
hurt. I don’t deserve this. He didn’t have to do me like this.”

@YourGirlCaseyB Get out of that dress. You’ll feel better.

“You’re right @Brownsugagirl5810, I will feel better.”
I looked down at the stained dress, then up at the camera. “I 

got dressed with you guys. Seems only fair to get undressed with 
you too.”

I reached up, unpinned my tiara, and placed it on the counter. 
“This thing survived a whole nap without moving. It wins the 
award for the best accessory. Shout out to the designer.”

I reached behind myself for the buttons on the back of the 
dress. Tall girls had long arms. I was able to undo them myself 
and tug the zipper down. The dress buckled and slipped from my 
shoulders. I read more comments.
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@YourGirlCaseyB Have you talked to your husband?

“I have not. I’m not ready right now.”

@YourGirlCaseyB I’d kill my boyfriend if he did that to me.

“I hope your man never does this to you.” The dress hit the 
f loor. I was standing in front of the camera in my bra, waist 
trainer, and a crinoline slip.

On some level I knew I was going too far, but I made an 
excuse for it. “You’ve seen me wear less at the beach.” With a 
heavy thud, the trainer hit the floor. “I’m hurt. I’m disappointed. 
You hear me out there?”

Silence came back. They could only type comments. I was 
alone with my hurt and disappointment. These people weren’t my 
tribe. Leslie and Swella were. I should have let them come over, 
but it was too late. The camera was rolling, and I was a finisher. 
All videos were a story that had a beginning, middle, and end.

I peered in the mirror. My face was a smeared mess. I walked 
closer to the phone and angled it the way I did when I was apply-
ing makeup.

“You guys know my honeymoon tickets are to Hawaii. You 
were supposed to go to Kauai with me.”

@YourGirlCaseyB Still go. Make it a girls’ trip.

“A girls’ trip? Sounds cool. I’ll think about it.” I turned on the 
faucet and wet a cloth with warm water and held it against my 
face for a few moments. Nothing but makeup remover was taking 
this airbrushed mess off. Tears blurred my vision as I searched 
the counter for it.

Where was it?
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My phone rang in a call. I recognized the ring tone as my 
mother’s. I pressed Ignore and waited for the text message.

Are you insane? You have on your bra and a slip. Turn off 

that camera.

I rolled my eyes. You are not the boss of me. I got into this mess 
of a day by myself. I’d get out of it by myself. I moved on to my 
hair. I pulled one of my extensions until it came loose. Once I had 
a few free, I held them in front of the camera.

“I hate these things. Who did I get them from?” I looked at 
the phone for replies. These people kept up with everything I 
sponsored.

@YourGirlCaseyB You got them from a struggling hair artist 

who sacrificed to send them to you.

I snorted as I dropped them on the counter. “Well, they suck.”

@YourGirlCaseyB Now you’re hating them. You liked them 

when you were giving us your affiliate link.

I frowned. I was the one who’d been jilted today. “Okay, you 
don’t have to get nasty about it. I mean they’re just fake hair.”

@YourGirlCaseyB It’s somebody’s business. Someone who 

doesn’t have all the followers you do.

“You think having followers makes me special? Look at me. 
My husband left me today.”

That statement caused a burst of hearts. My tears blurred the 
comments, but I kept reading . . .
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@YourGirlCaseyB You think you’re better than everyone else. 

You deserve it.

@YourGirlCaseyB Sorry for you, girl.

@YourGirlCaseyB I guess beauty ain’t everything.

I raised a hand to my head. It was pounding, and these people 
were coming for me like I did something to them. This was not 
how the video was supposed to go.

@YourGirlCaseyB You spend too much time on social media. 

It’s not good for a marriage.

I rolled my neck. “Hey, this being on social media is my work. 
It’s how I pay the bills.”

@YourGirlCaseyB Maybe you need a new career.

@YourGirlCaseyB Maybe you can sign up for the 

Housewives. Half of them don’t have a husband either. 

This shady chick had the nerve to put a smiley face on the end 
of her comment. I tried to laugh it off with a reply, “I don’t think 
reality TV is for me.”

@YourGirlCaseyB @Pressandcurlgirl is right. Social media 

and marriage don’t mix.

My followers could barely blend eyeshadow. Now they were 
all relationship experts. The energy I’d been pushing down in my 
belly for weeks rose in an explosive burst of anger. I raised a finger 
and pointed. “Don’t come on here with all that. You don’t know 
anything about my marriage. You don’t even know anything 
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about me. None of you do. You think you know me because I 
make videos every day and talk to you. This isn’t real. None of it.”

@YourGirlCaseyB You standing at that altar alone was real.

@YourGirlCaseyB We love you. Ignore the haters.

@YourGirlCaseyB Don’t let ’em see you sweat.

@YourGirlCaseyB You gettin’ a little out there, girl. You might 

want to get off camera.

@YourGirlCaseyB Silly attention whore.

More hearts filled the screen. What were they hearting me 
for? Why were they enjoying my pain? Who called me a whore? I 
tried to focus on the name, but the comment was gone. They were 
coming in with lightning- fast speed.

@YourGirlCaseyB You need to get off the camera.

@YourGirlCaseyB You made this hard bed you’re lying in. 

@YourGirlCaseyB Your husband never looked cool with being 

on camera with you. I’m not surprised.

I snatched my head back. “You’re not surprised my husband 
left me at the altar. You get the gold star for knowing him better 
than me.”

More tears threatened to fall. These people who loved me 
were turning on me.

Just like Drew.
Hearts filled the screen in an explosion of bright pinks, 

yellow, and blues. Ordinarily, the admiration was wanted— 
beautiful— evidence of success, but not tonight. I was grieving, 
and they were giving me hearts. This was fake love. They didn’t 
care about me. I knew that, but the alcohol made the heat of it 
rise to my chest like fire.
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@YourGirlCaseyB Girl get off the camera until you fix your 

face.

“ ‘Fix my face.’ This was the worst day of my life, and you want 
me to fix my face?” I snarled. “That’s rich.”

@YourGirlCaseyB I’ll be back when you have something to 

show us except drama.

Oh really. She had some nerve. A little explosion in my heart 
fueled more temper. I stepped closer to the camera. I’d had far 
too much wine. No one could tell me I wasn’t bigger and taller 
than the three- hundred thousand people viewing, so I emo-
tionally challenged them to the fight I wanted to have with one 
man— Drew.

His name echoed inside my pounding head. I couldn’t make 
Drew answer for his behavior. I reached for my phone, scrolled 
through the messages, past my mother, Leslie, Swella, and other 
friends. Drew hadn’t answered my last text. He wouldn’t accept 
my rage. I looked at the video and directed it at them. These 
makeup-  and fashion- hungry women were the reason my hus-
band was gone.

“You know what? This is trash. You’re all trash.” My nostrils 
f lared. I was a bull, and every comment and heart on my page 
looked red. “I’m tired of trying to be everything to you people. 
You don’t have a life, so you sit around and watch mine. So now 
what? My life has fallen apart. What you gonna do now? Figure 
out your own stuff.” There were more hearts. I didn’t care what 
the comments said. “I’m done. I’m over needing to be everything 
to you. I’m not here for your entertainment. Not anymore.”

And to make sure they really got my point, I rolled my neck 

9780840706324_ThingAboutHome_B.indd   369780840706324_ThingAboutHome_B.indd   36 10/3/22   4:43 PM10/3/22   4:43 PM



THE THING ABOUT HOME

37

and stuck out my tongue— hard and long— before ending the 
video.

Satisfied that I had gotten them straight, I dragged myself 
out of the bathroom and crawled into bed. Shoving the pillows off 
Drew’s side, I rolled midcenter into the mattress and fell asleep to 
the sound of my phone pinging and my heart breaking.
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