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Breeze kicked and screamed as the man used his weight to hold her down.

“Stop! Get off of me!” she cried as she tried to push him off of her.

“Stop fuckin’ fightin’ it!”

He placed his hand over Breeze’s mouth to quiet her. He used his free hand to place his erect penis at the base of her tight opening.

“Mmmmmmm.” She tried to scream but couldn’t. 

Breeze thrashed her head from side to side until Rob’s hand was no longer covering her mouth. He went to place his hand over her mouth again and she bit him.

“You lil’ bitch!”

He slapped her with the back of his hand and she cried out. Breeze continued to kick and scream as Rob tried to enter her.

“Stop it! Get off of me.”

She balled up her fist and hit him in the face. Her small twelve year old fist didn’t faze the two-hundred pound, thirty year old man one bit.

He grabbed her wrists and forced her hands above her head. He placed her hands together, using only one of his hands to hold them in place.

He had his penis at her opening again and was trying to force his way into her when she turned her head and bit down on his forearm.

“Ahhh.”

Breeze jumped off of the couch and ran towards the stairs as Rob surveyed the damage to his arm. He grabbed Breeze’s arm and threw her back onto the couch.

“You stupid lil’ slut!”

“What the hell is goin’ on?” Lauren asked as she walked into the front door. This was the last thing she’d expected to come home to. The pillows on the couch were in disarray. The lamp that was once on an end table was shattered on the floor.

“He tried to rape me,” Breeze cried as she looked over at her mother.

“What?”

Lauren sat the car seat that she was carrying down on the floor.

“The bitch is lyin’,” Rob yelled. “I told her to do her damned homework and she swung on me so I beat her ass.”

“Ma, he tried to rape me. Look at my clothes.”

Lauren looked from her daughter to the father of her youngest child. Breeze’s shirt was ripped. Rob’s face was scratched up. Rob was a good man. He took care of Lauren and Breeze, even though she wasn’t his daughter.

Breeze was a preteen and she was very rebellious. She was always talking back. She was the reason her own father had left Lauren. As soon as he’d found out that Lauren was expecting a baby he’d left her.

“Breeze, go to your room,” Lauren said as she sat down on the loveseat.

“What? Why?”

“I said go to your room!”

Breeze couldn’t believe that her mother was mad at her. What had she done wrong? 

“Baby, I know she’s lyin’,” Lauren told Rob.

“I hate that lil’ bitch,” he replied as he looked at his arm. Breeze had bitten him bad.

“She’s young and—”

“And she ain’t my fuckin’ child and I’m tired of dealin’ wit’ her ass.”

“I’ll talk to her. I’ll—”

“Fuck it. I’m leavin’. I can’t have her runnin’ around tellin’ people I tried to rape her!”

“She won’t. I’ll shut her up,” Lauren promised.

Rob left that night and it seemed that Lauren’s love for her oldest daughter left with him. 
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Breeze rolled her eyes as she heard the phone ringing from inside the house. She knew that it was only her mother calling.

“I’ll be back,” she told her friend before she went inside. She picked up the cordless phone and the caller ID confirmed just what she’d assumed.

“Hello.”

“Where Nya?” Lauren asked.

Breeze could tell that her mother had an attitude, but that wasn’t a surprise. She was always in a bad mood.

“Outside.”

“By herself?”

“Dior out there.”

“I swear you so fuckin’ dumb. She yo’ sister. Why ain’t you watchin’ her?”

“I was. I came in to answer the phone.”

“It’s cordless. You can take it outside. If somethin’ happens to my baby Imma fuck you up. Hello?”

“Yeah?”

“Did you hear me?”

“Yeah.”

“Feed my baby and clean up my house!” Lauren demanded before she hung up.

Breeze placed the phone back on its charging dock and headed back outside wishing she hadn’t answered the call. Her mother had a way of always putting her in a bad mood. They say misery loves company and Lauren was a miserable bitch. 

“Get out of that street!” Breeze yelled at her younger sister Nya. 

She was glad that she only had one younger sibling because at six years old, Nya was more than a handful and Breeze took care of her sister more often than their mother did.

“My ball,” Nya whined from the curb as she watched her pink and white ball bounce off of the curb on the opposite side of the street.

“Uuggh.” Breeze groaned before she walked down the seven steps and across the street to retrieve the ball. “Play wit’ somethin’ else,” she told her sister as she tossed the ball onto the porch.

“Aw man.” 

Nya folded her arms over her chest. 

“Ride your bike,” Breeze suggested as she sat back down next to her friend.

“You heard about what happened to Lil’ Man?” Dior asked. 

“Yeah. That shit fucked up.”

“I know Keyonna messed up. What she gon’ do wit’ a baby at her age?”

“I don’t know and I ain’t tryin’ to find out. She betta find her a fuckin’ baller.”

“So he can get locked up like Lil’ Man?” 

“As long as her ass don’t get locked up. Fuck these niggas.”

“So, she just supposed to use men?”

“They’ll use her. Lil’ Man got her pregnant and now she runnin’ back and forth to that jail. He can’t do shit for her from there. She need to get her mind right and move on.”

“You so heartless.”

“And?”

“You ain’t gon’ be sayin’ all that when it’s yo’ ass that’s in love.”

“Fuck love.”

Dior twisted her lips to one side and gave her best friend a knowing look.

“So, you ain’t gon’ ever fall in love?” she asked.

“Nope.”

Breeze knew that love was for dummies. She didn’t need love, just a man with enough money to get her out of her mother’s house.

“Yeah right. We’ll see.”

“Just cuz you already got your wedding planned don’t mean Imma fall into that love trap.”

“Whatever. I do not have my wedding planned.”

“Right. All Brian gotta do is look at you and you gon’ faint.”

“Shut up!”

Dior slapped her friend on the thigh as they both laughed. It was no secret that she loved her some Brian.

“Why Shayna always cheatin’ on Melvin?” Dior asked, changing the subject. Talking about Brian always made her blush.

“Cuz that old ass nigga is a lame,” Breeze said with a frown.

“What you mean?” 

“He old, he got that pot ass belly and I bet he can’t fuck. He work so much he probably be too tired to hit it anyway,” Breeze said with a laugh.

Melvin and Shayna Jensen lived down the street from Breeze and it was no secret that the Mrs. was not faithful to her husband.   

“Yeah, but what about Shayna? What does she really bring to the table?” Dior wanted to know.

“She young and fly. He lucky to have a trophy wife like her.”

“A trophy wife?” Dior asked incredulously. 

“Yeah. She gettin’ older, but Shayna had three kids and still looks like a video model. She keep her hair and nails done, she stay in the hottest shit and she cute in the face,” Breeze explained.

“That’s all true, but I mean what does she really bring to their relationship? She looks like a video hoe and that’s cute at thirty years old? All she does is stay home and fuck around, spending his hard earned money. 

And if it wasn’t for him providing what she needed and wanted she wouldn’t be able to keep her nails and stuff done.”

“That’s the price he decided to pay for a bad bitch to call his own.” Breeze shrugged.

“I just don’t see how she can be so grimy,” Dior said softly.

“You gotta look out for you cuz most of these niggas sure ain’t gon’ do it.”

“That’s true, but if you find a good man you should treat him like one,” Dior shot back.

“I guess so, but whatever. Here come Primo,” Breeze said as a white Dodge Avenger with big, white rims and a loud ass sound system slowly rounded the corner. 

Everyone knew when Primo was behind the wheel of a car. His name fit him perfectly because he was the highest quality of nigga in their neighborhood. He had more money than most black men would ever see in their lifetime and he loved to remind everyone just how well off he was. He only drove expensive, white cars with white or chrome rims.

“You still obsessed wit’ him?” Dior asked as she watched the Avenger pull into an empty space near the corner on the crowded block.

“I’m not obsessed, but I’m still feelin’ that nigga,” Breeze corrected.

“Oh,” was all Dior could say. 

She’d tried to talk some sense into her friend but she knew that Breeze wouldn’t be satisfied until she got Primo to notice her.

“Let’s go to the store,” Breeze suggested, knowing that Primo was heading into the corner store that he owned. 

Dior shook her head, but agreed to walk with her friend. It wasn’t like she was doing anything else.

“Nya, come on,” Breeze called out as they walked down the stairs. 


Nya followed behind her sister and her friend on her bike.


“Can I get some chips?” Nya asked once they were inside the store.

“Yeah,” Breeze said, trying to discreetly keep her eyes on Primo, who was flirting with the cashier.

“Can I get a juice?” Nya asked as she stood with the refrigerator opened.

“Yeah,” Breeze said impatiently. 


Dior shook her head at her friend as she helped Nya to pick out a few snacks.


“Is that all?” Monica, the cashier asked as Dior placed the items on the counter.

“Yeah.” Dior nodded.

“Six fifty-three,” Monica announced. 

Dior paid for the stuff, most of it was hers, and started to head for the door.

“I forgot I gotta get a uhh, some bread,” Breeze said as she headed towards the back of the store. Primo had disappeared back that way a few minutes earlier. 

Dior sighed out loud knowing that her friend was just stalling so that she could hopefully catch another glimpse of Primo. He was fine. Dior had to give him that. 

He was six feet five inches tall with a slim, muscular build and smooth skin the color of honey glistening in the sunlight. He had a sexy smile with perfect, movie star white teeth and deep dimples in both cheeks. He kept his hair cut low with deep waves and he walked like he owned the world. His deep voice was enough to make just about any woman melt, and although she did have a little bit of a crush on him, Dior knew that he was more trouble than he was worth.

“Hey Dior,” Brian said as he and a couple of his friends walked into the store.

“Hey,” she said with a smile that she couldn’t stop from spreading across her face.

Brian set heart aflutter and she couldn’t deny it if she wanted to. She’d had a crush on him since she was in the sixth grade.

“What you doin’ tonight?” he asked.

“I don’t know. Probably nothin’ much.” 

Dior shrugged as she forced herself not to stare into his hazel eyes.

“Imma text you,” he said as he leaned against the counter.

“Okay,” she said, trying to sound like she couldn’t care less. “What you doin’ tonight?” she asked.

“I was thinkin’ about goin’ to the movies wit’ Jeff and Shawn, but them niggas be cakin’ on some double date shit.” He chuckled, uncomfortably.

“Oh,” Dior said as her heartbeat quickened. 

She was happy to know that Brian didn’t have a girlfriend. She was cool with Brian and they talked whenever they ran into each other, but he’d never asked her out and she was sure that he was about to.

“But Imma hit you up,” he said as Jeff and Shawn brought their items up to the counter.

“Okay,” she said again, feeling let down.
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Brian sent Dior a text message a few hours after they’d run into each other at the store. He asked her to go to the movies with him, but he’d also asked if she would bring Breeze along for his cousin. He was visiting for the summer and had come a few days earlier than planned.

“Brian is a lame and I bet his cousin is too,” Breeze said with her face scrunched up.

“Breeze, just come. We ain’t done nothin’ since school let out and it’s free,” Dior said, trying to convince her friend.

“What if he ugly or stank or somethin’?” Breeze asked.

“I’ll owe you one. Come on Breeze,” Dior whined.

“Ugghh.” Breeze groaned then sighed. “I don’t know why you even like Brian square ass, but I guess I’ll go,” she said, giving in.

“Thank you, thank you, thank you,” Dior said as she wrapped her arms around her friend.

“I’m finna pack my bag and find somethin’ to wear. Call and let me know what time we leavin’,” Breeze said before she hung up.

***
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As Breeze took a shower she thought about Primo’s fine ass. She had no idea how Dior could be into a square ass nigga like Brian when there were niggas like Primo in the world. Breeze knew that she could never settle down with a guy like Brian. He was cute, but he was boring as hell. He had an old, used car while Primo only drove the nicest, most luxurious cars. 

Brian was probably going to go to college and become an accountant or something boring like that. He’d be home by six o’clock every night and they’d sit at the table talking about that same boring shit over a bland ass meal. 

Primo on the other hand already had plenty of money, and although Breeze didn’t know much about him she’d heard a lot of good things. He was in the big leagues and she wanted to be his star player.

Primo ran the streets making money and turning heads. Once she was on his arm Breeze would he going to the hottest night clubs and traveling all over the world. She wouldn’t be tied down living like an old lady. She was going to see the world and wear the best designers, all on someone else’s dime.

Dior could get stuck with Brian if she wanted to, but Breeze was getting a baller like Primo so that she could get away from her mother and live the glamorous life. 

Breeze was already stuck with Nya now and she’d be damned if it lasted much longer. Dior seemed to like watching Nya, but Breeze hated it. Once Breeze got a man like Primo to wife her up, she was getting out of her mother’s house and never looking back. 

She turned off the shower and climbed out. She continued to think about Primo as she covered her body with lotion. She knew that his hands would feel good on her smooth skin.

She applied her makeup as fast as she could. She knew that her mother would be home soon, bitching as usual. She sighed as she heard the front door open.

“Breeze!” Lauren called out.

“What?” Breeze answered dryly as she rolled her eyes.

“Don’t ‘what’ me,” Lauren said as she headed into the kitchen. 

Breeze didn’t feel like arguing, so she didn’t say anything else, she just continued to put on her eye liner.

“Get down here!” Lauren yelled. 

Breeze finished her makeup, sighed and went down the stairs to see what her mother wanted.

“Yeah?” she asked as she stood in the doorway of the kitchen with her hand on her hip.

“Where you think you goin’?” Lauren asked as she looked her daughter up and down.

“To the movies.”

“Wit’ who?”

“Dior.”

“Why ya’ll goin’ so late?” Lauren asked, like she didn’t already know the answer.

“Because I wasn’t takin’ Nya wit’ me. What you call me down here for?” Breeze asked impatiently.

“What you feed my baby?” Lauren asked before taking a sip from her glass of Arbor Mist Mango Strawberry Moscato.

“Chicken nuggets and fries.”

“Why you dressed like a slut?” 

If she’d lost the baby fat around her stomach and thighs she’d still be dressing the same way, so Breeze knew that she was just jealous.

“Cuz I want to,” Breeze said before she turned to walk way.

“Don’t fuckin’ walk away from me!”

Lauren grabbed Breeze by her sandy brown, shoulder length hair, stopping her in her tracks.

“Let my hair go.”

Breeze didn’t try to pull away because she knew that Lauren would only tighten her grip.

“I wasn’t done talkin’ to yo’ funky ass. Where you get some money from to go out? You suck somebody’s dick?”

Breeze rolled her eyes as she fought back tears. Lauren was still holding onto her hair and she hated it when her mother talked to her like that. It was disrespectful, degrading and unnecessary.

“Let my hair go,” she said again. 

“Get out my face wit’ yo’ ugly ass,” Lauren spat as she finally released her hold on her oldest daughter’s hair.

If I’m ugly you ugly, Breeze thought as she went back up to her bedroom. She looked just like her mother and it made her sick. From their caramel colored skin to their round nose and full lips, the mother and daughter were damn near identical. They were even the same height. Five feet three inches tall. Lauren was just older, of course.   

Breeze brushed her hair and dried up the tears that had formed in her eyes. She couldn’t wait until the day that she never had to see her mother again.

I hate her, she thought as she walked out onto the porch to wait for her friend.
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It was cool outside by now so Dior decided to wear some yellow leggings, a white shirt that covered her butt and some white wedge sandals. She took a shower, put on a yellow and pink panty and bra set and some Incredible by Victoria’s Secret lotion and perfume. She’d gotten it as a Christmas gift the year before and only wore it when she was sure that she’d run into Brian.

“Where you goin’?” Donna asked as she stood in Dior’s doorway.

“To the movies wit’ Brian, his cousin Cornelius and Breeze,” Dior replied as she brushed her dark brown, chest length hair. 

Unlike Breeze, Dior had a great relationship with her mother. It seemed that the only problem was that they didn’t get to spend enough quality time together. While Breeze couldn’t wait to get away from her mother, Dior loved her mother to death and couldn’t see her life without her.

Donna mostly worked the overnight shift, but her schedule varied from week to week. Tonight she wasn’t scheduled and was going in to help out since someone had called in. She hated working extra hours, but she could always use the extra money.

“Oh, why are you leaving so late?” Donna asked. It was almost eleven o’clock.

“We had to wait for Miss Lauren to get home. She gets home at like ten thirty,” Dior explained.

“Oh, I see. You look nice. Have fun and be safe,” Donna said before she went to finish getting dressed for work.

Dior put on a little bit of eye liner, mascara and lip gloss. She admired her smooth, caramel colored skin in the mirror for a few seconds before she grabbed her white jacket and headed to Breeze’s house, where Brian and his cousin Cornelius would pick them up.

“You look cute,” Breeze said after she’d checked her friend out from head to toe.

“Thank you,” Dior said with a big smile. “You look sexy,” she said with a raised eyebrow. 

“You know me.” Breeze shrugged. 

She was wearing a short blue jean skirt with pink, sheer leggings, a low-cut pink shirt and some pink gladiator sandals. Her D-cup breasts were spilling out of the shirt and the leggings weren’t hiding her thick thighs.

“Just in case you feelin’ his cousin?” Dior teased.

“Wit’ a name like Cornelius, I know I’m not gon’ be feelin’ him,” Breeze said surely as Brian’s green Pontiac Grand Prix turned the corner.

“Be nice,” Dior warned as the car stopped in front of the duplex. 

Cornelius got out of the passenger seat and waited for the girls to approach the car. He didn’t look half bad. He was five feet ten inches tall with a solid, muscular build. He was a little dark for Breeze’s taste, but he was kinda cute. 

“Hey. I’m C,” he said with a smile as he extended his hand.

“I’m Dior and this is Breeze,” she said as she shook his hand.

“Hey,” Breeze said quickly before she climbed into the backseat.

“Sit up front,” C said as Dior started to join her friend.

Dior reluctantly climbed into the front seat and C closed the door for her.

“Hey Brian,” Dior said softly.

“What’s up?” he replied. 

Dior sat with her hands in her lap as they drove to the theater. It wasn’t far, so the ride wasn’t long. C opened the door for Dior and helped Breeze out of the backseat. He admired her round butt as she walked a few steps ahead of him. 

Brian paid for the tickets and C asked if anyone wanted anything from the concession stand. Breeze got a box of Bunch a Crunch, a medium Sprite and a small bag of popcorn. Dior asked if Brian wanted popcorn and ordered a large popcorn for them to share and two medium Pepsi’s. C got an order of nachos and a medium orange pop, then paid for everything.

“Where Jeff and Shawn nem at?” Breeze asked as they headed for the theater that was showing Ted.

“They already in there,” Brian replied. 

He gave the tickets to the ticket taker and they headed down the hall.

They found Jeff, Shawn, Tia and Ciara and joined them near the back of the dark theater. They all went to school together, but the girls barely knew one another. They didn’t have anything against one another; they just ran in different circles.

All of the teens laughed as they watched the movie. Dior’s heart stopped every time her hand touched Brian’s as they reached into their bucket of popcorn. She had never spent so much time with him, and she hoped it wouldn’t be the last time. 
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C helped Breeze out of the car and carried her overnight bag up to Dior’s door.

“Thanks for comin’,” Brian said as he grabbed Dior’s arm, stopping her from getting out of the car.

“Thanks for inviting me,” she said as her eyes slowly met his.

“We might go to the beach tomorrow. You think you wanna go?” he asked. 

Hell yeah she thought.

“Yeah, but let me run that by Breeze,” she said.

“Aiight. Hit me in the morning and let me know.” 

He continued to hold onto her wrist. He wanted to kiss her, but he wasn’t sure how she’d react, so he didn’t.

“I’ll talk to you tomorrow,” Dior finally said before she got out, wishing he’d kissed her.

“It was nice to meet you,” C said as he stood outside the car.

“You too,” Dior replied before she hurried up to her porch where Breeze was impatiently waiting. 

“You like C?” Dior asked once they were in her bedroom.

“I mean, he okay.” Breeze shrugged. He seemed cool, but he wasn’t her type of nigga.  

“Well uh, they goin’ to the beach tomorrow,” Dior said, hoping Breeze would fill in the blank.

“I gotta keep Nya tomorrow.” 

“She can come,” Dior said quickly. 

“I can’t enjoy myself while watching her,” Breeze said with an attitude.

“I’ll keep an eye on her.” 

Dior would do damn near anything to spend some more time with Brian. This was her summer to finally land her man.

“I guess.” 

Breeze yawned. She didn’t have anything better to do but sit on her porch and wait for Primo to come through anyway.
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Dior helped Nya to get into her swimming suit while Breeze made sure that she looked like a beauty queen. She didn’t know who she might run into at the beach so she had to be on point. 

Dior put Nya’s long, sandy brown hair into two ponytails, one up top and one in the back, and put a few twists and barrettes that matched her swimming suit on each ponytail. There was a knock on the door and Dior called upstairs for Breeze to come down.

“Hey C,” Dior said after she’d opened the door.

“Hey Dior,” he said with a smile. 

“We’ll meet you in the car,” Dior called up the stairs since Breeze hadn’t come down yet. “Get your bucket,” she told Nya, who was running out of the door. 

The little girl grabbed the shovel and pail that Dior had found in her basement and headed out of the door.

C told Nya to sit in the middle of the backseat and made sure that she put her seatbelt on. He got tired of standing in the sun waiting for Breeze, so he joined Nya in the backseat after a few minutes. 

Breeze came out of the house a few minutes later looking like sex in a silver bikini and tight, white shorts. She flashed a half smile before climbing into the car.

***
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Brian and Dior sat on the sand talking and watching Nya build sand castles while Breeze and C splashed around in the water. She could deny it all she wanted, but C was growing on Breeze.

“What are you thinking about for college?” Dior asked Brian. 

She knew that he was going to college. He was a straight “A” student and had dreams of getting out of the hood just like she did. 

“I don’t know.” He shrugged. “I wanna stay close for my mama, but I haven’t decided yet. I got three scholarship offers, but they all over the place. Cali, Atlanta and here in Illinois.” 

“Damn. That’s a lot of scholarships,” Dior said, secretly hoping that he would stay close to home.

“Yeah. Gettin’ good grades finally paid off. What about you?” he asked. 

She was only a junior, but she still needed to be thinking about and applying to colleges. You have to start early if you’re serious about your education.

“I don’t know. I would love to be somewhere like Miami, where it doesn’t get too cold, but I kinda wanna go somewhere in Atlanta. Then again, it would be nice to be close to home in case I get homesick. Plus, it would be less traveling during the holidays,” she said, hoping to sway him into staying in Illinois for college.

“And you won’t have to pay out of state tuition,” he added.

“Right.” She nodded. 

“Can I go in the water?” Nya asked as she shielded her eyes from the sun.

“Yeah,” Dior replied. 

Brian watched as Dior stripped out of her blue jean shorts, revealing her small, yet round butt in the pink bikini. He wanted to squeeze her ass so bad. He followed her and Nya into the water. 

“I’m hungry,” Nya whined after about twenty minutes of splashing around.

“Go and tell Breeze,” Dior said as she noticed her friend sitting on a towel eating a bag of potato chips. “I should have packed her a lunch,” she said as she watched Nya walk over to her older sister.

“Why you always takin’ care of her?” Brian asked.

“I love Nya, and I know Breeze get tired of bein’ responsible for her,” she explained.

“That’s good you look out fa’ them.” 

“They like family.” She shrugged. “How is your brother?” she asked.

“He cool. He finna graduate in a few months.”

“Already? It seem like he just graduated from high school.”

“I know. He did the damn thang.” 

He nodded as he looked down at her pretty face, wanting to kiss her lips.

“What?” Dior asked, feeling a little self-conscious and wondering if she had snot coming out of her nose or something. With her luck, she probably had a huge booger hanging out of her nose. 

Brian didn’t say anything; he just leaned in and kissed her. The kiss was brief, but it felt like it had lasted forever. They were both quiet as they stared at one another. They’d both dreamt of this moment for years.

“The sun goin’ down. Let’s dry off,” Dior finally said as she pulled her eyes away from his. Being so close to him had her feeling like she was having hot flashes.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 4
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Breeze, Dior, Brian and C had been spending a lot of time together and Breeze had finally admitted that she was actually feeling C. He was quiet, but he was cute and he knew how to make her laugh. Plus, he listened to her and made her think about her future. She wasn’t going to keep in touch with him when he went back home to Colorado, but she’d have fun with him while he was in Chicago.

“You and Brian make it official, yet?” Breeze asked as she and Dior sat on the porch.

“Not really.”

“Not really? Ya’ll need to cut the shit and just say ya’ll together. Ya’ll talkin’ on the phone all hours of the night and spendin’ every minute together, makin’ me sick.” Breeze joked.

“Whatever,” Dior said as she slapped her friend’s bare thigh.

“I’m just sayin’. He a square ass nigga, but ya’ll good together.”

“So, you sayin’ I’m a lame?” Dior asked.

“Naw, I don’t fuck wit’ lames, but you could get a nigga wit’ more swag than that.”

“Like Primo?” Dior asked as she rolled her eyes.

“Yes! Now that nigga is swagged out!” 

“Yeah, but I ain’t tryin’ to get serious wit’ nobody like that. He gon’ end up in jail or killed by some nigga wantin’ what he got,” Dior said seriously.

“We all gon’ die,” Breeze said. “At least he’ll die paid,” she added.

“So, that’s all you want in a man? Money and swag?” Dior asked.

“What else is there? I’m not dumb enough to think that a nigga is about to be faithful to me when its hoes out here throwing pussy around like a Frisbee. All I need is a nigga to look good, keep me lookin’ good and break my back from time to time.” Breeze shrugged.

“You ain’t even fuckin’ yet, are you?” Dior asked suspiciously.

“No, but I know that when I am I want a nigga that know what he doin’.”

“What about a family? What about a man that comes home every night, listens to you and tries to help you relax when you’re stressed?” Dior asked, thinking of Brian. 

He was so attentive and they talked about everything from marriage to movies to retirement. When he finished college he wanted to get married and have a family of his own, just like Dior did.

“All that is fairy-tale, white people, movie shit. I don’t want no kids, Nya is enough. Plus, ain’t no nigga leavin’ me high and dry when he find a younger bitch he wanna be wit’ or get locked up.”

“You crazy,” Dior said as she shook her head.

“You crazy. How many women you know happily married to a good man?” Breeze asked.

“Personally, not many,” Dior admitted.

“Exactly. I’m just bein’ real wit’ myself.” 

Dior knew that finding a good, black man might not be easy, but she also knew that it wasn’t impossible either. She was hopeful that once Breeze met a good man he outlook on men and love would change.
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