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A Note from the Author


When I first began the Good Girlz journey, I just wanted to tell interesting, page-turning, thought-provoking stories that young people would want to read and their parents wouldn’t mind them reading. I never expected the reaction that I got. The thousands of e-mails, the endless amount of feedback, the requests for appearances. It all reminds me just how blessed I really am.


So this book is dedicated to you—those young people who sent me e-mails saying they’d never read a book outside of school and had now developed a love of reading, thanks to the Good Girlz. It’s for the young lady who sent me an e-mail saying the books had stopped her from running away and taught her that her life was a “Blessing in Disguise.” It’s for the woman who came up to me at a book signing with tears in her eyes because she’d never seen her daughter excited about anything, let alone reading. It’s for all the wonderful people—young and old—who have validated my literary career with their positive thoughts and words.


Thank you. Thank you. Thank you. Your kind words make everything I do worthwhile.


Because of your support, I will keep the books coming. Look for my next Good Girlz installment as Camille, Alexis, Jasmine, and Angel continue to bring you stories that will entertain, inspire, and keep you coming back for more.


Until then, drop me a line and let me know your thoughts, and of course, visit me on MySpace at www.myspace.com/goodgirlz1.


Thanks for the love.
Peace.
ReShonda
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Jasmine


“I think I’m in love.”


I looked at Camille and let out a loud groan. Camille was always in love. She was the most boy-crazy girl I’d ever met in my life. “So what else is new?”


“No, I’m serious this time,” Camille said, a gigantic smile spreading across her face. “This is for real.”


“Mmmm-hmmm,” I said, shaking my head and turning up my lips. “It’s for real, huh? Just like Keith, Walter, and everybody else your boy-crazy behind has been with.”


“Fine, then don’t believe me. Just don’t ask to be in my wedding,” she sang.


“Whatever, Camille,” I said as I plopped down in a chair. She and I were the first ones to arrive at the Good Girlz meeting, which was taking place in the church’s conference room. We were gathered for our regular Thursday meeting. The Good Girlz was a group that was started more than a year and a half ago by Rachel Jackson Adams, the first lady of Zion Hill Missionary Baptist Church. Rachel started the group here in Houston as part of some church youth outreach program. She’d come up with the name “Good Girlz” because, as she said, she “wanted us all to strive for the good things in life.” But trust, we were all far from being good girls.


There was Camille Harris, who came to the group after trying to hide her jailbird boyfriend from the cops. The problem was, old naïve Camille didn’t know he had busted out of jail. She bought his story about getting out on “good behavior” and had him livin’ all up in her grandmother’s house. By the time the cops caught up with him, do you know what Camille’s so-called man did? He jumped out a bathroom window and left her to take the fall!


Anyway, after a week in juvie, the judge let Camille off as long as she participated in the Good Girlz.


Then there was Angel Lopez. I think she’s the only one who came here willingly. She was about to run away because she was knocked up by some dude she’d slept with one time! Luckily, we talked her out of it (well, she did run away, but we brought her back home) and now she’s raising her little girl, Angelica, with the help of her mother.


Alexis Lansing is the uppity one in the group. I guess that’s because her parents are loaded, with a capital L. Her dad owns some hotels and her mother is a straight shopaholic. Alexis came to the group to fulfill some community service projects for school, but after getting caught up in a shoplifting scheme (that’s another long story), she had to keep taking part.


And then there’s me, Jasmine Jones. Trust me when I tell you, I didn’t want to be here. But since I was always getting in trouble and fighting (I have a short temper, but I’m working on it), Miss Rachel, who used to babysit me when I was a little girl, made me come. She thought talking with the group would help me. I needed to learn to deal with people and control my anger.


Anyway, we were the original members of the group. We’d had some other people come and go, but Tameka Adams, Rachel’s niece, was the only one who’d stuck around. Tameka was cool—sometimes. She had done some foul stuff last year, but we’d forgiven her for it. Forgiven, but not forgotten, which was why she wasn’t as close to us as she would have liked to be.


“Will you listen to me?” Camille whined, snapping me out of my thoughts.


I huffed because she was getting on my nerves.


“Listen to you for what? Next week you’ll just be in love with somebody different. Whoever this is will be gone tomorrow, so why waste your breath telling me about him?” I pulled out my economics textbook and started trying to get a jump on my homework before the meeting started.


I didn’t mean to be in such a funk with Camille, but— as usual—my brothers had made me mad before I came to the meeting. Not only did they eat all the spaghetti, leaving me only a handful of dried-up noodles, but then we’d gotten to arguing and my grandmother had made me clean up the kitchen by myself. She was always making me clean up something.


I was the slave in my family of one sister and three brothers. My sister was the oldest, but since she was never at home, everything always fell on me. So I’ll admit it—I spent a lot of time in a pretty foul mood.


“Jasmine, listen to me,” Camille said, once again trying to get my attention.


I groaned, closed my textbook, and crossed my legs. “Fine! Tell me about the one.”


She smiled. “The one happens to be called Vic.”


“What, is he in the mob or something with that stupid Sopranos-sounding name?” I snickered.


“Would you stop playing!” She eagerly continued her story. “You know when we had to perform at halftime last week at the game against Yates?” I nodded. Camille was on the drill team and had to go to all the games to perform. “He came up to me afterward and said he loved the way I worked my baton.”


I rolled my eyes. “Oh please, he couldn’t come no stronger than that?”


She ignored my comment. “He said he couldn’t take his eyes off me. Anyway, I gave him my number, he called, and the rest is history.”


“Hard to make history in a week,” I mumbled.


“Would you shut up and let me finish?”


I shrugged. “I’m just trying to figure out how you’re in love in a week.”


“Why you always hatin’?” She pouted. I guess she was mad because I wasn’t all worked up over some dude who would be history next week.


“What are you girls arguing about today?” Rachel asked as she walked into the meeting room. She looked like her usual together self. Her reddish-brown hair dangled in spiral curls to her shoulders. And she was dressed in black slacks and a beautiful forest green blouse. Rachel was old—almost thirty—but she was still hip.


“Oh, the usual. Camille’s boy craziness,” I replied.


“I am not boy-crazy!”


“Whatever.” I flicked her off.


“You need to be talking about your community service ideas,” Rachel chastised as she took her seat at the table in the front of the room.


“Of course. We’ve already talked about that,” I said. We’d been looking at ways to beef up some of our mentoring activities and I was actually looking forward to some of the things we had planned. “We have some great ideas. We’re just waiting on everybody else to get here.”


“Well, wait no more,” Alexis said as she walked in.


“So glad you could join us,” Rachel said, motioning for her to take a seat.


“I had to go pick up Angel.” Alexis pointed at Angel, who had walked in right behind her. “And you know when I got there, she wasn’t ready. She was going all ga-ga over the baby.”


“Well, what would you like me to do?” Angel said, playfully rolling her eyes. “My pumpkin started walking today.” She beamed as she sat down for the meeting to begin.


I couldn’t wait myself. Anything so I didn’t have to hear more about Camille’s love life.
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Angel


I pulled up my jet-black hair and fanned the back of my neck. This hot August sun was kicking my butt. Sweat was trickling down my neck, and my thin T-shirt was sticking to my back. I looked over at Camille, who was starting to sweat herself.


“So where is he?” I asked for the tenth time in the last ten minutes.


“He’s coming. Just chill,” she replied.


I leaned back against the car door. “I wish I could chill,” I snapped. “It’s hot as all get-out.”


We were standing outside Camille’s old Honda Accord at the corner on Lockwood and Bennington. Her air conditioner was broken, so we had parked and were outside leaning against the car waiting on Vic, Camille’s new boyfriend. She was excited about me meeting him after he got out of football practice at Kashmere High School, where he was a senior. But at this rate, I wasn’t going to be in any type of mood to meet anybody.


“He was supposed to be here fifteen minutes ago,” Camille said, looking at her watch. “He’s probably just running late. I called his cell phone, but it keeps going to voice mail. And he’s not answering my text messages.”


“Well, I’m going to get a Gatorade before I pass out,” I said. I made my way into the convenience store and had just stepped back outside, drink in hand, when I saw four girls approach Camille.


“Is that her?” one girl with long blond braids said, her neck wiggling. She was a good six feet tall, and stocky. She looked like she used to be a man in another life.


A smaller, much prettier chocolate-skinned girl crossed her arms and nodded while smacking on a wad of gum. “Yeah, that’s her.”


Camille looked at the girls. “Excuse me. Do I know you?”


“Naw, but you ’bout to,” the blond-braid girl said with major attitude. “I’m Shoshanna and that”—she pointed to the pretty girl—“is Keysha. See, Keysha is my cousin and when somebody messes with my cousin, they messin’ with me.”


The girl was two inches from Camille’s face at this point. She towered over Camille, but Camille didn’t back down. “I’m sorry, but I don’t know you or your cousin.”


Keysha finally stepped forward. “Oh, but you know my man.”


“Who is your man?”


“Vic. I heard your voice mail message, then saw that text with you telling him to meet you here. So I replied, erased it, and came instead. I wanted to see the tramp trying to steal my man.”


Shoshanna took another step forward. The other two equally manly looking girls followed. “Are you messing with my cousin’s man?” Shoshanna cocked her head.


I stood watching in awe, not sure of what to say or do. Walk away, Camille. Just walk away. I was hoping she was getting the mental messages I was sending her.


“First of all, Vic ain’t said nothin’ to me about no girlfriend,” Camille replied, obviously not getting my thoughts. She had an attitude herself. “So if you got an issue, you need to take it up with him.”


“I’m taking it up with you,” Shoshanna said, her finger pointed in Camille’s face.


“What, you can’t fight your own battles?” Camille said, leaning over and looking at Keysha.


My eyes grew wide. Did Camille have a death wish? These girls looked like they didn’t play. And there were four of them. Even if me and Camille could take them, we couldn’t fight them by ourselves.


“You don’t need to worry about what I can and can’t fight,” Keysha said, getting worked up.


“Whatever.” Camille threw up her hand, flicking the girls off as she turned to walk toward her car. “Come on, Angel. We’ll just catch up with Vic another time.”


Before I could respond, Shoshanna had grabbed Camille by her ponytail and flung her to the ground. She pounced on Camille and started punching. Keysha and the other two girls quickly joined in as well.


I screamed at the top of my lungs. It didn’t do much good because they had Camille on the ground and the only people who ran out of the stores were two teenage boys who began egging the fight on. I took a deep breath and readied for my beat down as I jumped in and tried my best to help Camille.


I don’t know how long we fought. Let me correct that—I don’t know how long me and Camille got the mess beat out of us. It seemed like an eternity. But I wanted to jump for joy when I heard the store owner come out and start shouting, “Call the cops! Call the cops!”


Several people started pulling the girls off of us, which wasn’t easy because they were swinging and kicking like crazy.


“That’s just a small dose of what’s gonna happen to you if you don’t stay away from Vic!” Keysha yelled as she jerked free from the person holding her and raced toward her car. The other girls quickly followed her.


Someone, I didn’t know who, helped me and Camille up. I could taste the blood in my mouth and my whole body ached. As bad as I felt, Camille looked worse. Her hair was all over her head. Her blouse was torn. And there was a big, black bruise forming under her right eye.

“Are you all right?” some lady asked her.


I wanted to scream, “Does she look all right?” But I knew if I opened my mouth, tears would come rushing out.


“Call an ambulance,” someone else said.


“No, I’m...I’m fine,” Camille said, rubbing her bruised face. She was wincing from the pain.


“Miss, don’t you think you should stay and file a police report?” the store owner asked.


“No, we just need to go,” she replied, tears forming in her eyes.


“Camille, I really think we should wait on the police,” I reasoned as I wiped blood from my mouth.


Camille just grabbed my hand and said, “No, let’s go.”


She all but dragged me toward her car. I didn’t ask any questions or protest any more as I jumped in the front seat.


We were on the freeway and were finally calming down when Camille handed me her cell phone.


“Call Alexis and Jasmine and let them know what just happened,” she ordered.


I did what she said. As expected, Jasmine was fired up. Jasmine is a reformed fighter. She wasn’t really a bully, although with her size she could’ve been. Still, she didn’t hesitate to fight. Over the past year, though, she’d kinda grown out of that. But still, she was roaring mad and definitely ready to throw down when I told her.


“Does Alexis know yet?” Jasmine asked.


“No,” I replied. After listening to Jasmine rant and rave, I wasn’t even in the mood to call Alexis. “My head hurts and I don’t feel like telling the story again. You call her and tell her.”


“Look,” Jasmine said. “Tameka was supposed to come over so we could work on our science project, but I’ll call her and cancel. I’m gonna have my brother drop me off at Alexis’s house. Y’all just come meet me there. We need to talk about this.”


She hung up before I could respond.


I told Camille what Jasmine wanted. She didn’t protest either. She let out a long sigh, then turned the car around and headed back down the freeway toward Alexis’s house. She probably was thinking the same thing I was: Our moms were going to blow a gasket when they saw us.


So the way I saw it, we might as well go to Alexis’s because right about now, any place would be better than going home.
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Jasmine


“Dang, girl, you look like you were hit by a Metro bus,” Tameka said as Camille took off her sunglasses. She leaned in and examined Camille’s face. “Did you at least get a lick in?”


Camille pushed Tameka away but didn’t respond.


She’d had on dark sunglasses when she walked into tonight’s Good Girlz meeting, but I made her take them off. It’s not like Miss Rachel was gonna let her sit up in here with sunglasses on anyway. It had been only a day, but her eye was still bruised and dang near swollen shut. Looking at Camille’s face, I found myself getting mad all over again. We had talked about the fight for hours but still hadn’t agreed on what to do about it.


“So, what’s up? We gon’ try and find the girls that jumped you?” I said as Camille slid in the seat next to me. I’d seen Camille in enough bad situations to know she wasn’t one to back down from a fight. But she wasn’t the type to go looking for one either. Me, on the other hand, I grew up fighting—with my brothers, with people in my neighborhood, and with classmates who felt my size (I was almost six feet tall by the time I was fourteen) gave them cause to pick on me. Shoot, I’d even been kicked out of my last school for fighting. And although these days I didn’t go looking for fights, I dang sure wasn’t about to let somebody punk one of my best friends and get away with it.


“I know you’re not just gon’ let this slide,” I continued.


Alexis, who was sitting behind us, leaned up and whispered, “Can I ask you guys what we’re supposed to do when we find them?” Fear was all over Alexis’s face. Angel, who was banged up, but nowhere near as bad as Camille, looked like even the thought of seeing Keysha and her crew again terrified her.


“Look,” I said, throwing my hands up in frustration, “even if they were to kick our butts—which they won’t—at least it would let them know we ain’t scared of them. Now, I don’t want to fight nobody, but we can not let them get away with this.”


“And you think retaliation is the answer?”


We all turned toward Rachel, who had quietly slipped into the room and had obviously been standing back listening to our conversation.


“Miss Rachel,” Alexis began.


She folded her arms across her chest. “Don’t ‘Miss Rachel’ me. Start explaining. What is this talk about trying to get somebody back? Does this have anything to do with your fight, Camille?”


“H-how did you know about the fight?” Camille stammered. We all looked at Tameka, who was standing right behind Rachel. I had told her what happened when I called to cancel our science project meeting. I never in a million years thought she’d tell Miss Rachel, though. Every time we tried to give Tameka a chance, she turned out to be nothing but a traitor.


Tameka shrugged. “What was I supposed to do? She was standing right there when Jasmine called. I tried not to tell her, but you know she can tell when I’m lying. So I just told her the truth.” She looked like she desperately wanted us to believe that she hadn’t been a snitch.


I knew Tameka had a point, but it was just hard for us to trust her. When we were all trying out for a job to be host of a talk show for teens last year, she’d stolen my term paper so I wouldn’t get a passing grade and would have to drop out of the competition. She had later apologized like crazy, but for me, once you stab me in the back, it’s hard for me to trust you. And since I didn’t really care for Tameka, neither did Alexis, Camille, or Angel, although we all still tolerated her.


“And I can’t believe you’re even suggesting that Tameka should have lied to me,” Rachel said, snapping me back to our conversation. “Besides, what did you think I was going to say when I saw you two?” Rachel pointed at Angel and Camille. “Now explain to me what happened.”


“Camille got jumped,” Alexis quietly replied.
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