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Us vs Them Black Romance is the kind of love story people don’t like to mind their business about.

It’s the kind of love that gets talked about, prayed about, judged, whispered on, and watched from the sidelines...because folks always think they know what’s best for two people who didn’t ask for their opinions.

This comic illustration narrative book celebrates our love in all the ways it shows up...loud, soft, stubborn, sweet, complicated, healing, growing, learning, and unfolding.

It’s the romance that belongs to us: two people choosing each other in a world that keeps trying to hand us rules we never requested.

Us vs Them Black Romance is not perfect. It’s not quiet. It’s not always understood.

But it is real. It’s ours. And it’s worth standing in boldly.

So step inside a world where:


• Love stands up for itself

• Boundaries get respected

• Outside voices stay outside

• And two Black hearts learn how to write their own story...without spectators, supervisors, or relationship referees



This is a love that refuses to be managed by the crowd.
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No Vacancy for Opinions 
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Mike and Ashley are sitting together on their small living-room couch. Ashley’s family...her mother, her aunt, and her older cousin...stand in the doorway, arms folded, whispering and giving judgmental looks. Ashley leans into Mike, head on. His shoulder holding him tightly. Mike sits calm but hurt, looking at Ashley family. Behind them, a TV is paused on a detective alien movie. Ashley’s family had been talking again. Not talking to her...

but talking about Mike.

“Girl, you need to leave him,” Aunt Renee said earlier that afternoon.

“Any man hanging out with his boys that much? Mmm. People saying he on the down low.”

Ashley stared at her aunt, then at her mother, who sat quietly but didn’t correct the rumor. Her cousin just nodded like she was adding up imaginary evidence.

Ashley knew the truth, though.Mike wasn’t hiding anything.

He hung out with his friends because they’d grown up together, played ball together, healed from losses together. That was his brotherhood...nothing sneaky, nothing secret.

But the whispers were getting louder.

Louder than the truth.

Louder than what she actually lived with the man she loved.

That evening, she went home, sat with Mike on the couch, and finally let the weight slide off her shoulders.

“Baby,” she started softly, “they’re saying stuff about you again.”

Mike didn’t roll his eyes. He didn’t snap.

He just exhaled and said, “Ash... I can’t change what they think. All I can do is be who I’ve been with you every day.”

Ashley felt her chest tighten...not from doubt, but from clarity.

Her family loved her, but they were letting rumors talk louder than reality.

They wanted to protect her from a story that wasn’t even true.

Ashley squeezed his hand and said, “I know who you are. And I’m done letting people who don’t live in this house dictate what kind of love I’m allowed to have.”

Mike looked up then...eyes soft, grateful, relieved.

And just like that, the noise faded.

Their truth got louder.

And their relationship stood firm...because it belonged to them, not the rumor mill.
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The Beach Party Board of Directors 
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Brianna stood beside Jordan, who was sitting down at the adult family beach party. A group of relatives gathered under a large umbrella nearby...pointing, whispering, judging. One aunt waved her hand in the air like she was mid-lecture. Another cousin rolled her eyes dramatically.

Brianna stood close to Jordan, their connection steady even as their faces showed they were tired of the back-and-forth. Behind them, the ocean breeze and drifting sea mist rose like a soft shield, waves rolling in and out...symbolizing their boundaries. Every time Jordan and Brianna made a choice... any choice... somebody always had something to say.

When they moved in together, Brianna’s cousin said,

“Couldn’t be me. That’s why my relationship lasts.”

When Brianna switched jobs, her aunt said,

“Sounds unstable. I’d never leave a job with benefits.”

When Jordan bought a used car instead of a new one, her brother joked,

“Y’all living life on discounts, huh?”

But the strange part?

None of the people doing the criticizing had a life untouched by pain, heartbreak, chaos, or loss.

Not one of them.

The same cousin who bragged about her long relationship cried in silence every night.

The aunt with “stable benefits” lay awake stressed and exhausted.

The brother with the new car was drowning in payments he pretended he could afford.

Life had reached everybody.

Nobody was immune.

Nobody was above the struggle.

Yet somehow, everyone acted like Jordan and Brianna’s decisions needed a public vote.

At the beach, after one more round of whispered judgments, Jordan leaned back and whispered up to Brianna:

“Bri... it’s always gonna be us against whatever they think they know.”

Brianna let out a long, tired breath and replied, “And they swear they doing better than us... but life done slapped them around just like everybody else.”

They shared a quiet look, then walked away from the shoreline chatter...Jordan rising, Brianna at his side.

Two people.

One love.

One united front.

And a mutual understanding that nobody’s decisions are pain-proof...so nobody has the right to judge theirs.
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Beyond the Old Chapters
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Alyssa had rebuilt her life from the ground up.

She survived addiction. She survived nights she didn’t want to remember. She survived the streets, the loneliness, the shame, and the world that saw her as disposable.

She walked through fire...

...and came out a woman who could stand.

But Kane’s people didn’t want to see that.

Whenever Kane brought her around, his cousins whispered. His uncle stared too long.

Some of the women smirked. And somebody always made a slick comment they thought she didn’t hear.

“She used to be a whole addict.”

“Didn’t she sell her body at one point?”

“Kane could do better. He deserve better.”

But Kane didn’t flinch.

He knew exactly who she used to be because she told him. And he knew exactly who she was now because he saw her.

One afternoon, while they were walking, Alyssa finally broke her silence.

“Kane... I know your folks don’t like me,” she said quietly. “They act like I’m still the same girl I was when I was broken. Like my past is the only story I get.”

Kane stopped walking, pulled her close, and looked her straight in the eyes.

“Alyssa... you’re not your past. You’re your comeback. They can hold old chapters if they want...but I’m loving the woman you became.”

Her throat tightened.

No one had ever defended her like that.

Alyssa exhaled, her voice trembling but strong.“I just want to be seen for who I am now...not who I had to be to survive.”

Kane kissed her forehead.

“And anybody who can’t see the woman you are today...don’t deserve access to our relationship. Their vision is stuck. That’s not your burden.”

Alyssa nodded slowly.

She wasn’t ashamed anymore.

She wasn’t hiding anymore.

She wasn’t carrying the weight of people who couldn’t update the version of her in their minds.

She walked forward with Kane, leaving the whispers behind them...literally and symbolically.

Two hearts.

One healed.

One protective.

Both choosing a future louder than her past.
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No Warden, Just a Woman
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At a game night with her friends, Nicole casually mentioned that Bradley had stepped out with his boys.

“Oh, where’d he go?” Lisa asked. Nicole shrugged. “Not sure. Somewhere downtown.”

Lisa nearly choked on her drink. “Wait you don’t know?!”

Tasha leaned in, eyes wide. “So he could be anywhere, doing anything, and you’re just...chilling?”

Nicole smirked. “Yep.”

Lisa scoffed. “See, that’s wild to me. My man has to tell me where he’s going, why he’s going, and when he’ll be back. It’s about respect.”

“No, it’s about control,” Nicole countered. “Bradley tells me what he wants, when he wants. I don’t need a play-by-play of his day.”

“So if he calls you back hours later with no explanation, that doesn’t bother you?” Vanessa pressed.

“Nope,” Nicole said. “Because I don’t need an explanation. I need consistency and he gives me that.” Meanwhile, Bradley was dealing with the same scrutiny from his crew.

“Man, you didn’t even tell Nicole what we were doing tonight?” Jamal laughed, shaking his head.

She didn’t ask,” Bradley said simply.

Darius raised an eyebrow. “And that don’t seem weird to you? My girl needs to know what’s up. She’d be blowing my phone up if I didn’t check in.”

“That’s the difference,” Bradley said, setting down his drink. “Nicole isn’t my warden. She trusts me to move how I move. If she calls, I
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