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Chapter One 

Oh No 

No, no, I couldn’t be pregnant! If I were married, 

out of college, heavy into my own career, well-

established, and financially secure, then it might 

not be a bad thing. But at sixteen going on seven-

teen, I was a junior in high school. I lived with my 

mom, dad, and younger sister. I had nowhere to 

put a kid. 

I felt physically sick. I knew I was supposed 

to have morning sickness and all, but I was devas-

tated. I had no idea what I was going to do. I knew 

I wouldn’t be the first teen mom, but I didn’t want 

to follow down that gloomy path. Having a kid 

at a young age wasn’t the end of the world, but I 

had such a bright future ahead. Being somebody’s 
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mom right now would ruin it. But what other 

choice did I have? 

I couldn’t have an abortion. My religion and 

beliefs wouldn’t allow it. I’d never be able to 

live with myself. I thought about Hagen Cruz. 

Not only was this going to mess up my world, it 

would mess up my handsome boyfriend’s world 

even more. I looked across the football field to 

try to find him. He’d just played horribly in our 

first playoff game, which we lost. He’d been so 

unstable over the last few weeks. This local gang, 

the Bones, was putting a lot of pressure on him. 

Although the lead guy, Loco, was in jail, word was 

out that the other members still had it out for 

Hagen. That was what led him into my arms for 

comfort, and one kiss led to much more. Pretty 

much every day during the last two months we 

went further than we should have.

“They’ll get them next year,” Victoria House 

said as she came and put her arms around me. 

“Keep Hagen encouraged.”

I heard what she was saying, but she had 

tears in her eyes. The cheerleaders were taking 

this just as hard as the players. We all wanted 

to go to state. 
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“Come on. Coach Pat wants everyone to get 

on the bus. If you’re going to go talk to Hagen, 

you better do it. You’ll make him feel better,” 

Victoria teased, winking my way. 

But I was looking at my guy, and he wasn’t 

looking happy at all. Hagen was sitting on the 

bench on the sideline rocking back and forth, 

kicking his helmet, digging his heels into the dirt. 

I didn’t have much time to tell him, and, honestly, 

I didn’t want to bring him down even more. 

Victoria went over to Skylar and Ariel. 

Vanessa was hugged up with her boyfriend, 

Emerson, the new kicker on the team who had 

been our savior in past games. However, with 

this game, we got so blown out by the Ridgeland 

Raiders, a team we’d played earlier in the year 

on this same yucky field, that his long kicks 

weren’t good enough. 

Vanessa was smiling from ear to ear. I didn’t 

know how to say “Vanessa, I need to talk to you,” 

but I needed to figure it out. She was the coolest 

of all my girlfriends, and I thought she could 

understand my predicament, get me through this 

without freaking out on me, and help me figure 

it all out. Staring at her happy face, I couldn’t 
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bring myself to bother her. She was so in love, so 

up under Emerson.

We didn’t have much time because we girls 

had to get on the bus that was going to take us to 

Columbus, Georgia. Our cheerleading team had 

made it to the finals as an automatic qualifier 

for the high school competition, but as yucky as I 

felt, competing at state was definitely something 

I was not looking forward to. It would take my 

all to win, and right now I had nothing in me. So 

I realized I did need to bother Vanessa. Someone 

had to help me. I kept trying to catch Vanessa’s 

eye. I needed to make her see that I needed to 

talk. Finally she did. 

“What is wrong with you, Yaris?” Vanessa 

said, clearly put out that I’d snatched her away 

from her precious Emerson. “You’re standing 

there looking pitiful. Okay, we lost the game. I 

know it’s bad. All of the cheerleaders are over 

there with their guys, but your guy is by him-

self. Why aren’t you with him? Hagen is taking 

this hard from what Emerson said. Everybody is 

saying he lost the game. You need to go talk to 

Hagen. I feel bad for him. Go cheer him up with 

your charm.”
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Looking down, I uttered, “I can’t encourage 

him. I don’t know what to say.”

Frowning at me like I was loony, Vanessa 

uttered, “Just tell him he had a great season, 

and next year we’ll get them. Make up some-

thing. Shoot, guys just want to have their egos 

stroked. For sure you can’t be somber and all 

that. You have to be upbeat if you are going to 

cheer him up. If you’re sad, he’s going to stay 

sad. Pull yourself together. Actually, I need to go 

talk to the rest of our girls and tell them to do 

the same thing. Our boys are just juniors. We 

will be in the state playoffs next year, and we’ll 

win state.”

Vanessa was going on and on in her tough-

girl way. I mean, that was why I really loved her. 

She hardly let anything get to her. Honestly, I 

wished I was more like her. 

All of my friends have been through so 

much. Skylar lost her mom a couple years ago. 

Her dad remarried, and at first she didn’t like 

her stepmom, but, thankfully, now they’re close. 

Ariel was getting friendly with Ryder, a black 

middle linebacker on our team, and both his 

mom and her dad didn’t like it. But that was only 
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half of her drama. Her aunt had been accused of 

killing her husband, but she was released of all 

wrongdoing. Half-sisters Vanessa and Victoria 

both lived with their dad, but Vanessa hated 

living with Victoria’s mom. Vanessa had gotten 

really down and depressed a few weeks back. 

She’d made some bad choices that landed her in 

the hospital. Ever since then she wanted a new 

start on life. Victoria was caught up in a horrible 

storm. She was with our tight end, Stone Bush, 

and his dad’s band at a concert, and the stage 

collapsed, killing some folks. 

My friends didn’t know I was going through 

my own personal turmoil. A part of me wanted 

to talk to Vanessa so she could help me out, but 

hearing her order that I should be tough, I fig-

ured maybe it wasn’t a good idea to let her in on 

my dilemma. I certainly didn’t want anyone to 

know what was going on with me before I was 

ready to tell all. We were all so tight, but my 

life right now was so messed up that I couldn’t 

expect anybody that knew the truth to keep it a 

secret. 

“So you hear me? You going to go talk to him 

before we get on the bus?” Vanessa asked.
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I just nodded and walked toward Hagen. I 

didn’t know a lot about football, but I did know 

that the two long touchdowns were caught on his 

watch. He was a defensive back, and all season 

long he’d been getting interceptions that made 

people stay away from his side of the field. How-

ever, the Ridgeland Raiders were tough cats. 

These wild players from the hood had his num-

ber. They were throwing the ball in his direction. 

He’d even tried running the ball back on special 

teams, but he’d fumbled, allowing the other team 

to get the ball back and run it in ten yards for 

a touchdown. Hagen’s game was off from that 

point on. Even our home crowd, which had loved 

him throughout the season, was booing him.

“Oh my gosh, Yaris, there you are!” Hagen 

looked up and said in an excited tone. He came 

over and pulled me close. 

I was shaking, but so was he. I wanted to 

give him comfort; he was my best friend. We’d 

been able to tell each other everything, and at 

that moment, he needed me more than I needed 

him, so I just listened as he vented.

“I lost the game for us, baby. Dang it, I lost 

the game!” Hagen fumed as his eyes teared up.
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I’d seen him scared about the Bones before. 

I’d seen him upset about football before. But I’d 

never seen him cry before. I had to take Van-

essa’s advice. I had to help him be strong. I had 

to lie if that was what it would take for him to 

toughen up.

“It was not just your fault, Hagen. Seri-

ously,” I told him. When he shook his head and 

tried to look away, I persisted. “There were ten 

other guys on the field at one time. Our quar-

terback sucked. He didn’t have any completions, 

and Ryder let some long runs blow past him too.”

“Yeah, but I missed three big plays that 

cost us seven points each time. That’s why we 

lost. Now we’re out of the playoffs. Everybody’s 

looking at me like it’s my fault. Scouts were 

here tonight, and all I wanted to do was get an 

opportunity to make a better life for myself so 

I don’t have to depend on my family, ya know? 

I couldn’t even do that right. Do you have to go 

to that cheer thing tonight? Can’t you ride back 

on the bus with me? I just want to fool around 

in the back with you and forget about all this.”

When he started sliding his hands a little 

too far down my back, I moved away. We were 
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still on the football field sidelines, people were 

watching us, and I didn’t need his hands on me 

at all. 

“Why you pulling away from me?” Hagen 

huffed, getting upset. “I need you to make me 

feel good!”

Tired of being pushed, I snapped back, “I 

can’t make you feel good. I need you to be there 

for me. It’s not all about you, Hagen! Goodness 

gracious.”

“What’s wrong with you?”

“I’m pregnant!” I shouted loudly, like I was 

standing on top of a mountain and wanted the 

world to hear.

“Yaris! Yaris, what’s wrong?” Hagen said. 

“You’re not saying anything.”

Oh thank goodness. I’d only imagined I’d 

told him. Thankfully, I hadn’t spilled the beans 

right there in front of everyone. This was not 

the time or the place to disclose life-altering 

information.

I took Hagen’s hand and said, “I’m cool, 

sorry. It’s just been such a long day. You did a 

great job. Don’t doubt yourself. I’ve got to go get 

on our bus, but know I’m thinking about you.”
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I leaned in for a kiss, and he obliged, until 

one of his coaches hit him on the shoulder 

pad and told him to move his tail to the locker 

room. 

My coach motioned for me to get moving 

to our charter bus as well. The only good thing 

about the evening was that I got to sit in a plush 

seat alone. Though I didn’t want to make the 

journey to Columbus and would have rather 

sat with Hagen, at least I didn’t have to have 

the night be all about him. And at least I could 

stretch out. I felt horrible. 

As I leaned back to try and relax, all I could 

do was think about my current lot in life. What 

were my folks gonna say? This was not a good 

time for us to bring in another mouth to feed. We 

were strapped for cash. My mom was working 

overtime for Stone’s family as a housekeeper to 

help make ends meet because my dad’s restau-

rant wasn’t profitable. I’d burden my parents for 

sure if they had to help me raise a baby. 

My sister, Maria, was two years younger than 

me. I was about to turn seventeen in December, 

and she was about to have her quinceañera at 

the end of this month right before Turkey Day. 
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Chapter One

Jammed Tight 

Dang, girl! Your booty is tight!” this old man said 

to me as he touched my behind when I walked 

past him during halftime of our fourth football 

game of the season.

I started to wind up to slap him hard, but my 

sister Victoria was right behind me and said, “Just 

keep it moving. He’s probably drunk. Besides, you 

know your junk in the trunk is hard to ignore.” She 

laughed as she jogged off to the concession stand 

with Skylar, our close cheerleader girlfriend.

My sister was really getting on my nerves. 

Actually, she was my half sister. We had the same 

father but different mothers. I was completely 

African American, but her mother was white. 
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So she wasn’t a true sister. She always hated 

how bold I was. That was her problem.

Honestly, I had my own insecurities to deal 

with. I didn’t like the fact that she had light skin 

and good hair. I wasn’t supposed to say she had 

good hair. My mom hated that I envied Victoria 

in some ways. Even though I didn’t live with my 

mother, which was a whole other issue, there 

was no use in denying the truth. Victoria’s wavy 

brown hair was easy to manage and could stand 

up to the rain; mine was kinky, and if there was 

even a hint of dew in the air like tonight, my 

hair got jacked. 

Most people called me an angry black 

woman. Though they were joking, I was angry. 

And I didn’t have any problem showing it. 

My father was a former NBA player, and 

in his prime, he was hitting it with any woman 

who would give him time. The joker ended up 

with three babies born around the same time. 

Yep—Victoria, myself, and a brother we’d 

just found out about were all juniors in high 

school. 

What angered me the most was that he had 

chosen one of those three women to marry, and it 
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wasn’t my mom. My mom learned nothing from 

the incident. She had three other children by 

three different men, and she was barely making 

ends meet. When it became real tough for her to 

care for me, she sent me off to live with my dad 

after he offered to take me. Honestly, I felt she 

sent me away because she was mad that some 

of the men that she was bringing around were 

looking at me. Her mother got onto her about 

bringing men around, and she chose to let me go 

instead of changing her ways. 

“Hey, Vanessa. When you gonna give me 

them digits? Who else you waiting for? You 

ain’t all that,” one of our quarterbacks, a senior 

named Chaz, said to me as I passed him on the 

way to the concession stand.

He was on the sidelines, but he should’ve 

been in the locker room with the rest of his 

team. Knowing he was upset at not playing, I 

answered, “When your uniform gets dirty and 

Coach doesn’t have you out here fetching the 

Gatorade. How about that?” I didn’t want to be 

rude to anybody, but I used sarcasm as a way of 

venting. He had come at me all wrong, so it was 

time I put him in his place.
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“Oh, it’s like that? You and your stuck up 

tail.”

“Yeah, it’s like that. Truth hurts, huh?” I 

said as I walked away, leaving him on the side-

lines to talk smack alone. He didn’t have what 

I wanted.

“You told him right,” a familiar voice said.

When I looked over my shoulder, I saw 

Emerson Prince, the pastor’s son. A tad annoyed, 

I asked, “You were listening to my conversation?”

“It’s hard not to hear you telling someone 

off with the way you scream. I’d hate to be on 

your bad side,” he said jokingly as he grabbed 

my hand.

I jerked it away.

“What do you want?”

“Dang, can a brother just talk to you?”

“Are you a brother?” I said to him, knowing 

his dad was white and his mom was African 

American.

“Oh, see you got jokes.”

“No, I’m serious.”

A couple of weeks ago my good friend and 

the cheer captain, Ariel Holiday, went to church 

with us for family and friends day. Ariel thought 
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that Emerson was into me. I didn’t tell her that 

she was tripping, but I hinted at the fact that 

she was wrong. Maybe she was right.

No thanks. He was a skinny, pale little nerd. 

While he wasn’t rude like most guys I was into, 

he wasn’t my type at all. Even Emerson’s sweet-

ness aggravated me, but when I huffed and 

puffed a little, I could see he was dejected. 

So I stopped, took a deep breath, and said, 

“What’s up, Emerson? I know you don’t like me 

or anything, right? We’re like buddies. You’re my 

brother in Christ and nothing else, right?”

“And if I were into you, would that be so 

bad? What’s wrong with me?”

“Don’t take this the wrong way, but you’re 

just not my type.”

“What? You like somebody like Chaz? Or an 

old man who likes to put his hands where you 

didn’t invite them to go?” Emerson said, insinu-

ating he’d even seen the fan touch my behind. 

“Did it look like I wanted Chaz?” I said, com-

pletely irritated. 

Heck, Emerson witnessed me going off on 

the fool. Why would he even say that? How did I 

not know Emerson had the hots for me? 

GH3_Scream Loud_int.indd   5 10/21/13   4:48 PM



Scream Loud

6

In a more considerate tone, Emerson said, 

“I wasn’t trying to upset you. I just don’t under-

stand why you won’t give me a chance. I’m a 

decent guy with a heart for you. I’m not a thug, 

and I want to treat you like a queen.”

“What can I say? I like black guys.”

“I am black.”

“No.”

“Yes,” he said. “I’m not going to have any-

body telling me who I am.”

“Okay, fine. You’re not the kind of black that 

I’m looking for. How about that?”

“What are you talking about? Your sister is 

just like me.”

“Okay, well then, date my sister.”

“What else are you looking for?” he asked, 

unmoved from his focus.

Throwing my hands in the air, I said, “I like 

athletes.”

“I’m probably the best soccer player in this 

state,” he defended. 

“Okay. I’m sorry. I like football and basket-

ball players. Soccer, that’s a joke. I don’t live in 

Europe.”

“It’s a growing sport in the USA.”
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“Okay, well, it’s not a sport I like. I’m sorry. 

You’re asking me why I’m not attracted to you, 

and I’m telling you, but you don’t want to hear it. 

You’re fussing with me about why I feel the way 

I do. You’re just not my type.”

“That’s fine,” he said as he huffed and puffed.

“There’re plenty of other girls here. Go after 

one of them.” Emerson’s eyes looked distraught, 

but I went on. I said, “I’m sorry. I want a guy 

who’s cool. A guy who can handle a football, the 

MVP of the game, one that will stand up for me. 

I don’t want a wimp, and I’m not trying to be 

funny, Emerson, but you look like Clark Kent. 

I want Superman. You know what I’m saying? 

Ugh, forget it.” 

He looked dumbfounded. I couldn’t help him 

with that. So I walked away. Two hours later it 

was almost the end of the fourth quarter, and 

we were about to lose the game. Everybody was 

talking about the fact that we lost the best kicker 

around. I actually wondered how ER Stone was 

feeling at Lockwood High School. Yup, our white 

kicker was now going to an all-black high school. 

I was guessing he was having a hard time, 

because being the minority is never fun.
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“We’re going to lose this game,” Ariel leaned 

in and said to me.

I rolled my eyes. I didn’t even want to talk 

to her. The hottest player on the team, Ryder 

Packer, liked her. How could a smart and fine 

African American guy like her blonde-headed 

behind? I didn’t want him, but the fact that he 

wanted her got under my skin.

“I know you’re not still mad. Ryder and I 

aren’t even seeing each other anymore, okay? 

You can have him.”

“Like I want your leftovers. Please.”

“Well, you don’t have to be upset because we’re 

not together, okay? I care about our friendship. He 

and I are just going to be friends. Plus, I’ve seen 

these guys at this private school … oooh.”

“Our scrawny little kicker doesn’t think he’s 

going to make it fifty something yards out,” I 

said as we saw the kicker come onto the field.

“Of course he’s not,” Victoria said, entering 

the conversation. “He’s been missing the goal all 

night. We’re going to lose anyway, so he might as 

well try and kick the ball once more.”

Looking closer at the kicker, I noticed that 

he actually wasn’t so skinny. His jersey was 
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different than the rest of the team. I guess he’d 

torn his, and that was the only replacement. We 

all braced ourselves as we wanted to win, but 

we had little hope. Surprisingly, the ball went 

up in the air and actually had the length this 

time. It was close to the yellow goal post, but it 

made it on the inside. With those three points, 

we won ten to nine. No way. The kicker had 

saved the day.

“What’s wrong with you?” Victoria said to 

me as we got into the car after the football game.

I just looked at her. I was older than her, but 

she was the one who was trusted to drive. It was 

killing me on the inside that I had to live in her 

shadow, but in all fairness, it really wasn’t my 

home that I was living in. Yes, it was my dad’s, 

but they weren’t my family. My family was bro-

ken, and there really wasn’t anything I could 

do about it but accept the crumbs the family I 

lived with gave me. My dad was an investment 

banker at Merrill Lynch. He put in long hours. 

I barely ever saw him, so whatever his wife 

Lisa—Victoria’s mother—said were the rules, I 

had to obey. 
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Things weren’t equally split in the house. I 

had to clean the kitchen on Mondays, Tuesdays, 

and Wednesdays. Victoria was responsible for 

Thursdays, Fridays, and Saturdays. Our little 

brother, Victor Jr., or Junior as we called him, 

had to do it on Sundays. However, Fridays, Sat-

urdays, and Sundays Lisa usually did it. So I 

always had three days, while Victoria only had 

one and Junior had none. It just wasn’t right.

Anytime something was missing or broken, 

Lisa called me out to explain what I knew. She 

was slick because she never accused me of doing 

anything, but why didn’t she ask her own chil-

dren? Thankfully, it was a four-bedroom house, 

so I didn’t have to share with Victoria, but it 

was mighty funny that her bedroom had a bath-

room. I had to use the one in the hall and share 

with our brother. I felt more like an unwanted 

guest than a part of the family. Now that it 

was time for us to drive, even though I had my 

license first, Victoria had the privilege.

“That was a great game, huh?” she said, 

just making conversation.

I hated that I didn’t like her, because she 

really was a good person. She wasn’t conniving. 
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