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      “Good morning, Mama.”

      My mom had walked into the kitchen while I sat at the table eating a bowl of cereal. Instead of replying, her eyes traveled the room slowly, looking for something to complain about.

      “It would be good to someone who don’t do shit all day,” she finally responded sourly, in her usual fashion.

      I glanced at her face and noticed the familiar annoyed expression she wore. She made me feel like my existence fucked up her day. Hell, her life. The same person she accused of not doing shit was the same person who brought home damn near a 4.0 at the end of the school year. I didn’t get praised for shit.

      “I did!” I countered, dropping my spoon. “The dishes are washed, and I cleaned up.”

      She paused for a split second. “Well, if you cleaned that bathroom, it needs to be recleaned. I told Chris about pissing all over the place, and I can smell it as soon as I walk in there.”

      Then he should be the one to fucking clean it, I thought to myself.

      I wouldn’t dare say that shit aloud. My mama had a temper like a king cobra. I’d popped slick before, and before I could blink, she’d slapped me to the floor.

      “Yeah, well, you should tell him again. Because I’m tired of cleaning up pee.”

      “You can get tired when you start paying some bills or helping out. Until then, just do what I ask,” she snapped, causing me to avert my gaze.

      I shoved my spoon down into my now slightly soggy cereal and kept eating. She got on my nerves with that shit. Since I was little, she always said everybody had to help out and pull their weight. I’d just turned sixteen, so I wasn’t working yet, but I did my best to do my part. But nothing was ever good enough for her ugly ass.

      I was lying. My mama wasn’t ugly. Slim-thick with a bang-cut bob, she was actually a baddie in her day. Now she walked around more sophisticated.

      She had a good job and had just got a new candy apple red Benz. Dope boys and hood niggas were beneath her. She fucked with older men who paid bills, brought groceries, and took her on dates and trips.

      “I’ve been looking,” I answered as I chewed through my Fruit Loops.

      “Yeah, well, McDonald’s is having an open house today. Broad and Allegheny.”

      “Broad and Allegheny?” I repeated. “Ma, they too ghetto over there. And I wasn’t really trying to work in fast food for my first job. I was thinking like ShopRite or Macy’s or somewhere like that.”

      “I don’t care what you want. Be at that open house. All of them school events you have coming up—you should be able to cover. Homecoming is the beginning of the school year, and if you get in at McDonald’s, you can take care of that and buy your own school clothes. Give me some damn relief,” she said like she went above and beyond.

      The truth was, I skipped more events than I attended, and she only bought me like four or five outfits when the school year started.

      “Okay,” I mumbled. I never argued with her, just agreed.

      “I’ll let you know how it goes.”

      She nodded in satisfaction, and I couldn’t help but watch her as she walked through the kitchen and began pulling Tupperware with leftovers out the fridge to pack for work. She had on her SEPTA uniform, but you could still tell she spared no expense on herself. Freshly pressed bob, diamond stud earrings, Doc Marten loafers that cost a few hundred. Her wrists jingled with bracelets, and of course, she rode around in her new whip like she was queen of the hood.

      Her car payment was double our rent. When she first got the job, I was hoping she’d move us out of here, but she didn’t. No matter how bad shit got out in the neighborhood, it didn’t seem to cross her mind.

      “I’m picking up some overtime today. It’s some hamburger meat in there. Thaw it out and make some spaghetti.”

      “Do we have everything for it?” I asked, knowing damn well we didn’t. I might have spotted just one of the several ingredients needed to make it.

      “I don’t fucking know, Sierra. Go look. I be working and shit. I don’t keep track of what’s in the cabinets. And if it isn’t enough, send Chris. He got paid yesterday. Matter of fact, I’ll text him a list.”

      I nodded while squeezing my spoon and continuing to scoop up the last few drops of milk and cereal in my bowl.

      “No company,” she reminded me. “And get to that interview.”

      How many fucking times was she going to say it? I rolled my eyes behind her back before replying.

      “Okayyyyyy.”

      Fifteen minutes later, she had her lunch packed and was headed out the door to work her mid-shift plus some at SEPTA.

      I exhaled deeply when she finally walked out. She was never pleasant when it came to me, and dealing with her always felt like walking on eggshells. I envied the girls with the super cool moms that they could laugh, joke, and hang with.

      After eating my food and washing the dishes, I called my bestie girl Ladaya. My dog since elementary, I was hoping she would go with me to the open interviews. If I had to get a job there, working with my bitch would make it easier.

      “What up, hoe?” she greeted me in her typical manner.

      “Ain’t shit, bitch. What you doing?”

      “Girl, just came back from the mall with Alex.”

      “Watchu get?” I asked.

      She sucked her teeth, causing me to laugh.

      “Girl, a pair of shoes and two outfits.”

      Alex had been hounding her for months, and when she finally gave him some play, he promised to spoil her and take her shopping. The pair of shoes and couple outfits didn’t equate to all the dreams he’d promised.

      “You gon’ still fuck with him?” I asked.

      She sighed. “For now. Until somebody better comes along.”

      Growing up in the hood, you had several types of hood bitches: the ones that fucked niggas just because they were freaks and wanted something to do. The ones who fucked with whoever was kicking cash out. Then you had the kept bitches—the ones with the ballin', drug-dealing boyfriends. And lastly, you had the hood princesses—the ones who got spoiled by their daddies, brothers, or family members that were heavy hitters in the drug game.

      Ladaya fell into the fucked-whoever-kicking-out-cash category. I would have too, but my big brother Chris wasn’t going for it. He had a job and would try to get me things whenever our mama wasn’t digging in his pockets for help with bills or groceries.

      “Tato still trying to holla,” I joked.

      Tato was my older cousin. He had been trying to get hooked up with Day for months despite their slight age gap.

      “Un-un, girl. I heard he’s slimy out there in those streets. I don’t want nobody kicking in my mama door behind some shit he did.”

      “Yeah,” I agreed. “Tato would rob a nigga in a heartbeat. But he do be having that paper though.”

      “Yeah. Well, I’ll think about it.”

      “But for the real reason I called you. McDonald’s is having an open house. You wanna roll with me?”

      “Which one?” she asked like I’d better not say nothing stupid.

      “Broad and Allegheny.”

      She smacked her teeth, and I had no doubt her nose was turned up on the other side of the phone.

      “Girl, don’t nobody want to work at no damn Broad and Allegheny,” Ladaya continued, as if she wasn’t from nearby.

      “Please,” I begged. I already didn’t want to go down there, but my mama was hounding me about getting a job. I knew that if I missed it, she was gonna be pissed. Having Ladaya with me would be the motivation I needed to go and actually stay.

      “Why can’t you go up there by yourself?” she asked.

      “Girl, the same reason you don’t want to go. It’s ghetto as fuck over there. And I just need a little bit of motivation, that’s all,” I explained.

      “Ugh,” Ladaya huffed. “I’ll go. But you owe me.”

      “I got you, boo. Thanks.”

      That’s why she was my girl. Even when she didn’t want to do it, she would.

      “When are we going?” she asked.

      “Well… open house is today. My mama didn’t say what time, so when I get off the phone with you, I’m gon’ call up there and find out.”

      “Aight, girl,” she replied. “Just let me know. Call me.”

      “Alright,” I agreed.

      And with that said, I was gonna start putting things in motion so I could be McDonald’s newest employee. It wasn’t ideal, but a girl could always use a little more cash.
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