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A special shout out to Ebony “EyeCU” Evans, creator of the EyeCU Reading & Chatting Facebook group. Her “Freestyle Friday” challenge served as the catalyst for this story.
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Buffy and Kendrick shared a brief kiss, then he was on his way. Before he left Buffy's penthouse suite, Kendrick gave her a word of encouragement.

"Don't worry about the meeting, babe. I know you're gonna kill it."

Buffy's eyes misted for a moment, but she couldn't allow her emotions to take control. She fanned her face. "Thanks, babe. I'll see you in a few."

He left, and Buffy ran to the shower to ready herself for the biggest meeting of her career. She had been modeling since childhood. Pageants, other competitions, you name it, Buffy had done it.

At first it seemed like her career would never take off in the direction she wanted, then she landed her first lipstick commercial and the rest was history.

Buffy began appearing in teen magazines, other commercials, semi-popular talk shows, and podcasts. Once her name started hitting the blogs, she knew it was on. Her future was near.

This meeting was huge though. If she landed this deal, her agent said she could finally have enough pull to land a space in the upcoming reality show, Damsel Dreams. Buffy would be on the show with five other women with various aspirations, each vying for their claim to fame. Buffy wasn't worried about those other girls. She was born for this.

She stared at herself in the mirror one last time, puckering her lips, then looking at her face from all other angles to make sure she was beat to perfection. No half-steppin’ tonight. The meeting was only an hour away. Buffy had to make a quick stop first, then it was on.

She fluffed her hair, then shook her head to make sure it bounced to perfection. One last wink at herself in the mirror, and she was out the door.

The meeting was thirty minutes from where she lived, which meant she had fifteen minutes to get this done, if she wanted to make a good impression.

Buffy pulled around the back of the building near the trees, so her vehicle would be hidden, then exited and smoothed out her form-fitting white dress that landed at her thighs and accentuated all her curves. Her eight-inch stilettos barely made a sound as she traveled up the gravel pathway to the back of the warehouse.

"Ugh, so creepy," she said, then approached Cinco. Cinco was a huge man, dressed in all black with black shades to match. Buffy giggled. "Cinco, why are you always wearing those glasses? Omg, I am totally going to have to show you a few fashion tips."

Cinco smirked, like Buffy knew he would, then licked his lips. "Like I always tell you, we can talk about it over dinner."

Buffy giggled again, then waved him off with her hand. "Silly, you know we can't date coworkers!"

Cinco held the door open, and Buffy entered the room. From the sounds of it, the party had already started, but she was the main attraction, so it wouldn't truly get going until she arrived.

Buffy turned the corner as Trell punched Kendrick across the face with his brass knuckles. He must have already done so a few times before, because Kendrick was a bloody mess. He wasn't tied to the chair he was sitting in, but it was no use anyway, since no matter what he did, he wasn't leaving this building alive.

Trell turned to Buffy with a sinister grin. "My nigga B!" He chuckled. "I would give you a hug, but I don't wanna fuck up that pretty dress you're wearing."

Buffy giggled in response. "Trell, you are so silly!" She turned to her mark. "Kendrick, how are you!" She greeted him like an old friend, like he hadn't just left her suite a few hours prior, like they hadn't been dating the last six months.

Kendrick's eyes practically popped out of his head. They shot to Trell, then Buffy.

"Buffy? What are you doing here? This is B?"

Trell smirked again. "Live in the flesh. The world knows her as Buffy the model... But in these streets, we call her Buffy, the bitch-nigga slayer."

Kendrick was appalled, Buffy could tell. He didn't believe a word Trell just told him.

"So cute," she said, shaking her head in a whimsical fashion.

She nodded at Face, who stood still as a soldier off to the side, and he handed her the black gloves and Glock.

When their fingers brushed against one another, Buffy felt a spark of electricity shoot through her veins. She glanced at Face with a blush but he wasn’t looking at her. He looked away, but she caught the smirk of satisfaction crossing his features before his expression returned to neutral. This caused Buffy’s heart rate to quicken, but that wasn’t what she was here for tonight. She had a job to do.

"Buffy, you're not gonna shoot me." Kendrick was getting nervous now, still trying to wrap his mind around the situation.

Buffy flipped her long tresses over her shoulder then fluttered her lashes. "Oh, but I am! Kendrick, you crossed my cousin Trell. Why'd you do such a thing?" She spoke in a whiny voice, like she was disciplining a child.

Kendrick still didn't believe it. "Come on, babe. This ain't you. Tell your cousin to let me go, and..."

The first shot let off with expert precision, hitting Kendrick squarely in his left shoulder. He gasped and looked down, then let out a wail of pain.

Trell's eyes filled with glee. "Yeah, bitch-nigga! Let it all out! It'll be over soon!"

Buffy giggled as the tears streamed down Kendrick's face. He was holding the arm that held the bleeding shoulder. Buffy wondered what would happen if...

The second shot hit his other shoulder and Kendrick toppled back into the floor from the impact. Trell kicked the chair out from under him, so now he was moaning and rolling back and forth.

"Buffy, how could you..."

One last shot between the eyes, and Kendrick was done.

Walking over to assess her handiwork, Buffy sucked her teeth at the fact that the third bullet was slightly off to the side of his forehead instead of landing directly in the middle like she intended. She would have to go to the shooting range soon to practice her craft. Couldn’t be out here slippin’. Bending to stare into Kendrick’s lifeless eyes, Buffy smiled. "Sorry babe," she whispered. "I would have stayed to chat, but I have a meeting to get to. I’m sure you’ll understand." After straightening her stance, she handed Trell the gun and gloves, then stepped back.

"How do I look?"

She held her arms out, then slowly turned in a circle, making sure to glance in Face’s direction as she did so in hopes that he was watching her show as well. To Buffy’s disappointment, he wasn’t. Face appeared to be distracted, because he was looking down at his cell phone. Buffy didn’t let it bother her though. As she said to Cinco, dating coworkers was out of the question. But what she wouldn’t do to see what Face was working with...

"Perfect, as always." Trell said, snapping her back to attention. "How do you never get dirty, with all the dirt you do, cuz?"

Buffy gave a smirk of her own. "If I told you, I'd have to kill you."

The cousins shared a laugh, then Buffy exited the building to make it to her meeting on time.
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Just as Buffy hoped, the meeting was a breeze. She would soon be gracing the cover of WOMYN magazine, and the world would get to know her in the upcoming reality show, Damsel Dreams.

“Buffy, they loved you!” Buffy’s agent, Michael Sinclair, gushed.

She flashed him a bright smile, faking a sense of humility. “You think so?”

He nodded profusely. “Are you kidding? I know so! Your meeting with the producers of Damsel Dreams should be scheduled before the week is out. Stay by your phone for them to contact you. You don’t want to mess up this opportunity.”

Buffy giggled, palming his chin. “Silly Michael. Have I ever let you down?”

Michael blushed, his cheeks flushing crimson. “No, you haven’t. Buffy, you’re my favorite girl and soon, the whole world will know.”

Buffy beamed. This was the kind of news she loved to hear.  

When she left Michael, Buffy was famished. There was a health shop nearby that sold tons of healthy options. Buffy maintained a strict diet with specific portions of proteins, carbs, fats, nuts, and of course, fruits and veggies. She remained up to date on all her vitamins and worked out at the gym religiously. She had to keep a perfect figure to maintain a sense of respect in the modeling world. Her rising stardom was half accomplished by her wit and charm, and the other half was her killer body and the fact that she could make any pose look good.

Growing up, Buffy always knew she wanted to be a model. She would scour magazines and commit every outfit and look to memory. By the time she auditioned for her first shoot, she was armed with everything she needed to make it to the top. With zero experience or training, she was immediately chosen for a local magazine over other girls who had been modeling for years. Soon after that she graduated to other shots and even did a few commercials, including the lipstick commercial that officially launched her career. 

One of her overarching goals was to get into movies and TV shows. Buffy wanted to become a household name. Move over Tyra Banks and all the other top models the world had experienced. They hadn’t seen anything until they met Buffy.

After placing her order, Buffy snapped open her pink clutch to retrieve her credit card and pay the bill.

“I’ll take care of that,” a deep male voice said from behind her, reaching his muscular arm over her shoulder to tap his black card against the payment device.

Buffy turned around and hid her disappointment as she stared into the blue eyes of a man whose looks resembled a real-life Ken doll.

He was cute with those piercing eyes, straight, white teeth, and perfectly coiffed hair, but Kourtney was far from Buffy’s type.

She liked them rough and rugged, similar to Trell’s soldier, Face, but she would never admit that to Face or her cousin.

Still, she had to be polite to the kind gentleman.

Flashing a winning smile, she said, “Thank you!”

Apparently he took her thanks as a sign that he had an opening because he said, “How about we sit at one of the tables in the back?” He gestured with his thumb.

Buffy was planning to dine in anyway, so she didn’t see why not.

Kourtney carried both of their trays to a window seat and they sat to enjoy their meals of fried tofu and a side salad.

As soon as he started talking, Buffy wished she declined his offer. Kourtney clearly was used to having his way with beautiful women, but soon he would find that Buffy was out of his league.

She laughed at his underwhelming jokes, pretended to light up with intrigue at his spiel about what he did for a living, and even gave him what he thought was her phone number when they finished their meals.

Trell would be pissed because this was the tenth man who would call his phone looking for Buffy in a matter of weeks, but that was neither here nor there.

Her cousin would get over it and Buffy would forget about Kourtney within the hour.  
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Later that night, Buffy giggled when she received a text from Trell.

Yo... you gotta stop giving these niggas my number. Kourtney’s ass almost got laid down.

Clapping a hand over her mouth to stifle her giggle, Buffy continued to laugh, then texted her cousin when she calmed down. 

What did you say to him?

Trell’s reply took all the fun out of the moment. Forget that. He’s handled. But I got another mark for you.

Buffy sat at attention, staring at her screen with a serious expression. So soon? Kendrick is barely in the ground!

I know cuz, but this shit needs to be done asap.

Who is it?

I’ll give you the details soon.

“Ugh!” Buffy clapped a hand against her forehead. She had already explained to Trell that she would be tied up for the next few weeks but did he ever listen? Of course not. 

“I swear, this better not interfere with any of my plans.” Flashes of her upcoming meeting with the producers of Damsel Dreams ran through Buffy’s mind. She was so close, she could feel it. All she had to do was nail her interview and audition and she was on the show. Confident that she would succeed at both, Buffy flipped her hair over her shoulder and popped her lips, striking a pose for the full-length mirror that stood against the wall opposite her bed.

“Ugh, but then when I get on the show I’ll have
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