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CHAPTER 1



“Yo, ma, slow up so I can holler at you for a second,” yelled one teenage boy, ogling the three girls as they exited the building heading home from school. “Yo, shorty,” he continued, “you in the red shirt and fat ass.” Chantel knew he was talking to her, but she was hardly interested. “Well, fuck you too, bitch, since you think you all that!” Chantel was unfazed by it all because she was used to the ghetto politics of boy trying to get with girl and knew his type very well as disrespectful and simply kept it moving.


Chantel, Krista, and Tamara passed boy after boy, each trying to talk to them, mainly at Chantel, because of her Coke-bottle-shaped body, tight-fitting outfit, and pretty face.


“Excuse me, miss, can I talk to you for a minute?” said another boy as he stood by what appeared to be his shiny black and expensive SUV. But, as usual, Chantel paid him no mind and walked by as if she hadn’t heard him.


“Yo, Chantel,” said her friend Krista, turning back for another look, “you know he’s talking to you. That’s that nigga Flame, Alpo’s partner from 115th Street. You know the dude I told you that sexed me crazy last week and gave me all that weed?” She turned once more and added, “And he is fine as shit. They be clocking mad paper, so you know he got some stacks.”


“And that shit doesn’t impress me,” hissed Chantel at her friend since childhood. “That’s what’s wrong with you nickel-and-dime bitches. Any nigga that gives you attention or got a little bit of money you ready to drop your panties, but all you wind up getting is hard dick and bubble gum.” Chantel stood a mere five foot two, but had a strong personality that demanded a person’s full attention. Her nickname in school and around her neighborhood was Shorty One-Forty because of her short, well-built body, and the fact that she lived on 140th Street in Harlem.


“Chantel, why you trying to corn me, yo?” replied Krista, her feelings were hurt which was obvious by the tone in her voice.


Chantel assured her, “I ain’t trying to corn you. You’re doing that all by yourself.”


“I’m just saying, you making me out to be a ho or something, like I go around fucking every nigga I meet for money. Ain’t nothing wrong with just kickin’ it with them.”


Chantel chuckled and reminded her, “Krista, who the fuck you think you talking to? I know about every dude you ever fucked ’cause you always bragging about that shit. How many abortions you had, and how many times you went to the health clinic for an STD? You forgot?”


Tamara, their other friend, burst out in laughter, adding insult to Krista’s already bruised ego. Krista’s nose flared, and her jaw began to grind, but knew she had no defense because it was fairly accurate. She gave Tamara a wicked stare, putting her in her place immediately, but she wasn’t so lucky when she did the same to Chantel, who matched her cold stare, as if she was daring her to pop off. Krista had no choice but to relent and asked sadly, “Why you got to blaze me out in front of other people, Chantel? What I told you was supposed to be between us.”


Chantel hardly paid that fact no mind and dismissed her. “C’mon, Krista, please, save the drama for your mama. If your friends can’t tell you about yourself, than who can? Me, you, and Tamara been rolling together for like, what, since the fifth grade. Now we’re seniors in high school.” Chantel couldn’t care less about Krista’s feelings being hurt. She’d been calling her out for years and knew Krista couldn’t stay mad at her for long. “You my nigga, but for real, I get upset when you roll with us and people be thinking we are all hoes like you.”


“That’s a fucked up thing to say, Chantel,” said Krista, more hurt than angry.


Chantel only shrugged and reiterated, “True that, but, you should be happy I’m friend enough to you to do that. Like I said, if your own friends can’t tell you the truth about you, who can?”
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