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“If you don’t like something, change it. If you can’t change it,

change your attitude.” -  Maya Angelou
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Chapter 1

Brielle
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This year went by so fast, I could hardly blink or think so there was no way I was going to lose the extra thirty pounds that—according to my best friend Nova—made me thick and juicy. And in the year of the BBL, you’d think a little extra weight would be a good thing. That’s not the case for me. I hear men talk about how they like their woman thick, but I must be a little too much on the chunky side because men bypass me like people do on the toll lanes to dodge heavy traffic—hence my lonely ring finger. Ringing a new year is that much harder when you don’t have anyone to share it with. At thirty-four years old, I’m starting to lose hope.

Who am I kidding? Hope was out the window back in January and the January before that. Dare I say the January before that? Men just don’t check for me. I’m not their type. One guy even told me I was a woman who’d make a good friend, but not a girlfriend. Who am I? I’m Brielle Taylor – just the type of girl people expect to be single.

I honestly don’t care what they think. I think I’m a catch. Nova and my sister Dahlia claim there’s nothing wrong with me, but that’s what your best friend and sister are supposed to say, right? Still, I believe them because I believe in myself. I just don’t believe in society’s standards on who I should be or what size is suitable enough for a woman to attract a man. If I slimmed down to a size eight, would I attract the right man who wants me for me or my body?

Ugh...

It’s all confusing.

Anyway, the fam usually gets together to watch the ball drop every year. This year seems like more of a chore instead of excitement. Don’t get me wrong – I love celebrating life, new beginnings, and all of that stuff – but I’ve had so many of these beginnings. So many. And every January, I’m single and ain’t nobody around here going to tell me that just because it’s almost January 1st, I’m supposed to be in this serendipitous mood while imagining a husband is going to fall out of the sky. If one did, I’ll take him, but that ain’t happening. That’s why I’m feeling some kind of way this evening. I want to celebrate a husband. Some children. A real new beginning – not more of the same ol’ same ol’. I don’t want to dream about a man and watch all these people on TV perform their ritual kisses at midnight. I want a man – a husband – I can kiss and love on all the time.

I digress...

Last December 31st, we were at Nova’s house with her husband, Gerome, a few of our mutual friends, her parents, and her brother, Kingston. This year, I’m hosting this dreaded shindig when I’d much rather be alone, curled up in bed with a pint of caramel cookie crunch Talenti and a spoon. Instead, I’m in the kitchen whipping up appetizers (because ya girl gets down in the kitchen) when I just so happen to glance up at Nova. She’s boo’d up on the sofa with Gerome. They’re looking at something on her cell phone.

Ugh...

She’s been married for eight years and they still act like newlyweds.

Then there’s Dahlia and Frederick. They’re on the floor dancing to an artist performing a song I’ve never heard of (and never want to hear again). Mom and Dad are hyping them up.

Dad says, “Wooo, woo! Back in my day, I would’ve tore the floor up! Tell ‘em, honey.”

“Yeah, that was back then,” mom says. “Now, that arthur-ritis got you in a chokehold.” She cackles uncontrollably.
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