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​Dedication

TO MY READERS,

For trusting me with your time and your hearts.

May this story remind you that even in chaos, growth and love are possible.

To my friend,

For always pushing me and motivating me beyond limits.

You’ll always be a legend in my book.

To  the girls who are still trying to find their way out of the hurt —

You’re not broken, just becoming.

“She is clothed in strength and dignity, and she laughs without fear of the future.” — Proverbs 31:25
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For the girl who’s still trying to find her way out of the hurt —

you’rDedication

To the woman I was — thank you for surviving.

To the woman I am — thank you for rising.

And to every woman reading this — keep becoming.

e not broken, just becomi


​About the Author

RYNITA IS A RAW AND soulful storyteller born to turn real-life pain into poetic power. Raised where survival meets strength, her voice echoes the truth of young women navigating love, loyalty, and lessons learned the hard way. 

With a style that blends grit with grace, Rynita writes for the ones who feel overlooked, the ones still healing, and the ones who loved too hard too soon. Angel Face is her debut novel—a powerful coming-of-age tale inspired by the real lives, hard choices, and deep bonds that shape girlhood in the streets and at home.

[image: ]When she’s not writing, she’s vibing to R&B classics, hyping up her girls, or dreaming up her next bold story.

Follow her journey. Stay tapped in.
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​Chapter 1: This Can’t Be Real
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Patrice stared at her reflection under the dim bathroom light, tugging her oversized black hoodie tighter around her frame. This couldn’t be real.

Her skin was a soft cinnamon brown, glowing even in the dull mirror light. Baby hairs laid with precision, long lashes curled above almond eyes that held truths she wasn’t ready to face. Thick brows framed her face, lips full and soft—set in that practiced pout that gave nothing away. Her jet-black hair was swept into a clean updo—edges sleek, bun high—and gold hoops brushed just above her shoulders.

She looked grown. Maybe even dangerous. But beneath it all, she was still a seventeen-year-old girl trying to figure life out.

The first week of junior year had already brought more weight than she could carry. Smart-mouthed and sharp-dressed, Patrice stood frozen in front of the mirror, hand brushing the small curve forming at her stomach. She was pregnant.

Nobody knew—not for sure—but her mama had been watching her like a hawk, and Grandma Vi’s side-eye had gotten sharper by the day.

“You fixin’ to stand there all day, or you gon’ come eat this food before it get cold?” Grandma Vi’s voice floated from the kitchen like gospel.

“I’m coming,” Patrice called back, taking one last look before cutting off the light.

The kitchen smelled like butter, sausage, and Black woman magic. Vi was at the stove in her satin robe and house shoes, humming the same gospel tune she always did when something was heavy on her spirit.

Ms. Kelly, Patrice’s mama, sat at the table sipping black coffee like it was her second job.

“You better eat,” she said without looking up. “Ain’t no skipping meals in this house. Y’all come home acting like they don’t feed you at school.”

Patrice slid into her seat, quiet. The smell of food twisted her stomach, but she forced down a bite of biscuit, trying to keep her hands from shaking.

“Where’s Devin?” she asked, mostly to fill the silence.

“Gone to get that loud car of his detailed,” Vi said. “Back from school one weekend and already thinking he the King of the South.”

Ms. Kelly laughed, short and dry. “He a damn Kappa now. All that means is he gon’ be charming, well dressed, and late to everything.”

As if on cue, the back door creaked open. Devin strolled in—fitted cap turned backward, hoodie half-zipped, gold chain catching the morning light.

“Look at my baby sis!” he grinned, kissing Patrice’s forehead. “Still cute. Still little. Still ain’t answer none of my texts.”

Patrice rolled her eyes but couldn’t hide her smile. “I’ve been busy.”

He peeled open a granola bar and gave her a look. “Busy doing what?”

“School,” she said.

“Mhm.”

He lowered his voice, gentle now. “You know you can tell me if something’s up, right?”

“I’m good.”

Grandma Vi set a plate in front of him and slid into her seat, sighing like she was carrying the weight of every woman in the room. “Y’all stop all that poking. Sometimes a girl just need a minute to breathe.”

Patrice breathed. In and out. Silently.

When the clatter of dishes faded, Vi reached across the table, her warm hand closing around Patrice’s.

“Baby,” she said softly, “you ain’t gotta carry every burden by yourself. Sometimes truth is the only thing light enough to hold.”

Patrice blinked, heartbeat thudding in her ears. Instead of speaking, she pushed her chair back and walked toward the bathroom—hoodie still tugged low, edges still laid, secret still safe.
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​Chapter 2: Just Us Girls
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Patrice leaned her head against the cool bus window, watching the streets blur past like her thoughts. Her stomach was still queasy, and every bump made her nerves twitch. She hadn’t told Nae yet—not really. But she would. Soon. Maybe.

The bell rang before she even made it inside the building.

“You late,” Nae called from the side steps, already leaning on one hip in her uniform skirt and fresh kicks, edges sharp and nails freshly done. “Girl, what you over there lookin’ lost for?”

“I ain’t lost,” Patrice smirked. “Just tired.”

Nae tilted her head. “You been tired a lot lately. You good?”

Patrice forced a smile. “Yeah. Just family stuff, you know how it is.”

Nae nodded but didn’t believe her. They’d been best friends too long. She always knew when Patrice was lying—it just wasn’t always the right time to push.

Inside, the school hallways buzzed with homecoming talk. Flyers, cheerleaders, and dudes hollering like they couldn’t hear each other five feet away.

“You coming to the dance?” a boy called to Nae.

“Maybe,” she said, flipping her hair without looking.

“You bringing Patrice?” he added, grinning.

“She don’t go nowhere unless her PO say it’s okay,” Nae shot back, making Patrice burst out laughing.

The girls headed to class, but first they stopped at Nae’s locker. That’s when it happened.

“Damn, Nae,” a girl from the cheer squad called out. “Ain’t this your friend whose man be out here pushing weight like a trap CEO?”

Nae spun around. “What you say?”

The girl blinked, smiling slick. “Nothing. Just saying y’all be out here playing Bonnie and Clyde.”

Before Patrice could even form a sentence, Nae had already dropped her backpack—and slapped her. Hard.

“Keep my friend’s name out yo’ damn mouth!” Nae barked.

The hallway gasped. Phones were already out. Patrice grabbed Nae’s arm. “Come on, Nae! That ain’t even worth it.”

Security came quick, but not before Nae got one last word in. “Say some slick again and see what happen.”

They got sent to the office, but Nae just sat there like it was nothing new. Patrice, on the other hand, was a ball of nerves.

“Girl, I swear you act like you a UFC fighter sometimes,” Patrice whispered.

“And I swear you act like people can say anything and not get checked,” Nae snapped, then softened. “I’m sorry though. I just don’t like people talking crazy about you. Especially not when I know you already got enough going on.”

Patrice looked at her, throat tight. “I love you, Nae.”

Nae nodded. “I know. And you gon’ be alright. Whatever it is—you got me.”

______

Later that night, back home, Patrice sat on the couch curled up under a blanket, her hair in a pineapple puff and her gold hoops hanging on the coffee table beside her.

Devin came in tossing his keys. “Yo. Ma said you had drama at school. You straight?”

“I’m fine. Nae was the one who got in trouble.”

“That don’t surprise me,” he chuckled. “But she a real one. Ain’t too many like her.”

“She always got my back.”

He dropped onto the couch beside her. “Good. ’Cause these dudes out here ain’t got none of your best interest at heart. Especially that old-ass clown you messin’ with.”

Patrice shot him a look. “You don’t even know him.”

“I know enough. You think he gon’ hold you down? Nah, sis... if he’s like me, he’ll only pull you under.”

Before she could respond, Grandma Vi walked in from the kitchen, her scarf tied tight, sipping sweet tea like it had all the answers.

“You better listen to your brother. A man who already grown ain’t got no business sniffin’ after a child. I don’t care how good he dress or what he drive.”

Patrice dropped her eyes.

“I ain’t tryna ruin your joy,” Grandma Vi added. “I just want you to be whole, baby. Don’t give pieces of yourself to nobody who don’t know what to do with ’em.”

Patrice’s eyes watered, but she wiped them quick.

“Now,” Grandma Vi said, “I done made red beans and cornbread. You either gon’ cry in the kitchen or cry with a full belly.”

Devin laughed, standing up. “I vote food.”

Patrice gave a soft smile. “Yeah... food sounds good.”

But even as she stood, that sinking weight in her belly reminded her—tomorrow, she’d have to tell them everything.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
ANGEL FACE

RYNITA DANTE"





d2d_images/image001.png
Meet the
Meet the Crew

l

Devin Kelly
(aka Big Bro)

Patrice Kelly
(aka Angel Face)

Raina Elise LaFleur-Kelly
(aka Ms. Kelly)

SRR ﬁ

Vivian LaFleur Chris Jacobs
(aka Grandma Vi) (Nova's Dad)






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png
GXO+—





d2d_images/image000.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





