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Fatima and her best friend Dominique were all giddy as they stepped off the plane and 

headed to baggage claim. Feeling out of place, Fatima took off her goose-feathered coat and 

hoodie and tied it around her waist.  

“Damn. I knew Georgia was hot, but 70 degrees in November? That’s crazy,” Fatima said 

as she fanned herself. 

“Right! Look, they got on daisy dukes.” Dominique pointed to a random girl. “This 

doesn’t even seem normal. It’s supposed to be cold around Thanksgiving, but I can get used to 

this.”  

Fatima scanned the people in the airport and those outside. She was amazed at their 

attire. She could never get away with wearing shorts in November in Michigan. They walked 

outside to the curb, scoping the cars for a red Mustang. 

“Did you tell Mesha what time to pick us up?” Fatima asked. 

“Yeah, she knows. Pump yo’ brakes, lil red corvette.” Dominique teased. 

“It’s hotter than a mug out here, shoot. I’m ‘bout ready to take off these sweat pants if 

she don’t hurry up.” 

They heard a horn honking in the distance but paid it no attention the first couple of 

times.  After the honking persisted, they turned in its direction, only to see Mesha flailing her 

arms, signaling for them. 

“That doesn’t look like a Mustang to me,” Fatima said to Dominique. 

“Hmm, maybe it got repo’d,” Dominique responded. 
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Before they could reach the car, Mesha was running to them with open arms.  

“Group hug!” They all said in unison.  

“Come on. Come on. Let’s get y’all bags in the car and go. It’s a two-hour ride to 

Augusta.” 

Mesha took their bags and placed them in the trunk.  She walked over to the driver side 

door before noticing Fatima standing with her arms crossed and Dominique with her hands on 

her hips. 

“Why are y’all just standing there?” 

“Um, I know I’m not into cars, but this don’t look like no Mustang to me,”  Fatima 

exclaimed as she pointed at the two-door, sky blue Chevy Cavalier with rust stains.  

“Oh, my man got my car,” Mesha gloated. 

Fatima and Dominique looked at each other then said, “Here we go!” They groaned. 

Fatima crawled in the back seat and lied down. Dominique, who was almost 6 feet tall, 

slid the passenger seat as far back as it could go, leaving little room for Fatima to sit upright.  

“Comfy?” Fatima asked sarcastically. 

“Why, yes, I am,” Dominique matched her tone. 

They headed east on I-20 and I-520. Fatima slid off her thick jogging pants and balled 

them up on the seat next to her. She was now wearing a tank top and short shorts. 

“Take it off!” Dominique and Mesha chanted while fist-pumping. 

“Y’all are so crazy.” Fatima giggled. 

“I am so happy y’all are here,” Mesha screeched in a high-pitched tone as she wiggled. 

“Me too. We’re gonna have some fun!” Dominique high-fived Mesha.  
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Fatima had her palm up, but it went unrecognized until she said, “Um, hello? Please 

don’t leave me hanging.” 

“Oh, shoot, my bad.” Mesha stretched her arm back as far as she could to meet Fatima’s 

neglected hand.  

“Yeah, my bad, dawg.” Dominique gave her a half-assed slap. 

“Anywho, before I forget, um, whose car is this?” Fatima inquired. 

“Riiggghtt!” Dominique chimed in. 

“Ungrateful bitches.” Mesha looked at Dominique then through the rearview at Fatima. 

“No, don’t get me wrong, WE are grateful. Right MiMi?” 

“Un huh!” Dominique agreed. 

“I’m just wondering, I mean, we’re just wondering where is that oh so precious, candy 

apple red Mustang with the rims?” Fatima teased and impersonated Mesha’s voice. 

Dominique laughed hysterically. “You sound just like her, too.” 

Mesha shook her head. “Y’all need to quit. An…y…way, this is my dad’s friend’s car.” 

“Yo’ daddy got a friend?” Fatima asked. 

“Not like that. They’re just roommates. She knew I had to pick y’all up, so she said I 

could use her car since my boo had to go to work for a few hours.” 

Dominique placed her hand on her forehead. “Oh Lord. We’re not gonna have to hear 

this for a whole week, are we?” 

“I know right,” Fatima concurred. 

“What?” Mesha acted totally oblivious. “I don’t say nothing when y’all speak on y’all 

men. Oh, wait, I forgot ... y’all ain’t got no man.” Mesha laughed with a party of one. 
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“So, you think that shit is funny?” Dominique said with a straight face. 

“Yeah, I kinda do, actually. Remember growing up how you and Tima used to get all the 

boys?” Mesha recalled. 

“That’s because we were fine,” Fatima interjected. 

“And fast,” Dominique added and she and Fatima gave each other dap. “Which, come to 

think of it, we shouldn’t be proud of.” 

“Well, it looks to me like y’all’s wells have dried up,” Mesha said as a matter of fact. 

“And you’re saying this because...” Fatima rolled her wrist, hoping that would spark a 

logical answer from Mesha’s lips. 

“Because, look how the tables have turned. You and MiMi would clown me for not 

having a boyfriend and being a virgin until after high school. Look where waiting got me.”  

“Girl, please. Believe me, if I wanted a controlling man to tell all my whereabouts, I 

could get one. Trust!” Dominique waited for Mesha’s response. 

“OK. Keep telling yourself that,” Mesha said quickly before changing the subject. “Me 

and my boo are having a get together later on tonight, nothing major, just a few of our close 

friends. He’s so excited to meet y’all.” 

“I can’t wait to meet him,” said Fatima. 

“Me either.” Dominique agreed. 

“Are y’all hungry? We can stop at Zaxby’s.” 

At the same time, Fatima and Dominique said, “Zaxby’s?” 

“Oh, that’s right. Michigan doesn’t have those. It’s a fast food joint with good chicken.” 

“Don’t matter to me,” Fatima said as she rose up. 
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The rest of the ride was spent reminiscing and catching up. Two hours later, they pulled into a 

newly constructed sub-division with cookie-cutter homes.  

“These are nice!” Dominique practically drooled out the window. 

“A huge difference from where I grew up, right?” Mesha said. 

“Most definitely.” Fatima concurred. 

Mesha pulled into the extra wide driveway in front of the closed two-car garage. The 

1600 square foot, brick, ranch-style home was absolutely beautiful. The landscaping appeared 

to have been professionally done. The grass was perfectly mowed. Ground lights outlined the 

winding path to the front door. Compared to the exterior, the interior design was mediocre. 

Extra care and attention were given to the master bedroom. The mahogany king-sized bed was 

raised several feet from the floor. Each of the posts almost touched the ceiling. Three, short 

steps were situated on each side of the bed. The crimson comforter set gave the illusion the 

bed was a sea of blood. 

“This is where you guys will be sleeping for the next week.” Mesha took Fatima and 

Dominique across the hall to the guest bedroom.  

“Cool.” Fatima plopped down on the part of the bed nearest the window. 

“The towels are right there in the closet. If you need anything, I’ll be in my room.” 

The two bedrooms were separated by a decent-sized living room. Mesha sashayed to 

her room while the other two settled in and freshened up. 

“Look at this bitch…think she all that ‘cause she got a nice crib.” Dominique looked 

around the small yet big enough room to be for guests. 

“It is nice, though.” Fatima agreed. 
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Dominique unzipped her duffle bag and attempted to shake out the wrinkles from her 

balled up clothes. “It’s all right. Not better than the other houses we just saw.” 

“Do you have to be so…ugh…all the time?” Fatima groaned as she helped herself to the 

hangers in the closet. “We’re on vacation, visiting our best friend…hello. Behave yourself.” She 

hung up all of her items and placed her bras and panties in the drawer. “There. I left you some 

room.” Fatima handed Dominique the leftover hangers. 

“Shit, I don’t need them.” She grabbed her clothes into a pile and threw them in the 

drawer. “Perfect.” 

“You gone be an ironing fool.” Fatima teased. 

Before exiting her room, Mesha stood in the doorway looking and listening to her 

childhood friends talk shit and make small talk. She looked at how Fatima’s thighs looked in her 

cut-off shorts and then glanced down at hers. She clinched her teeth. She wondered how 

Fatima kept so fit. Mesha slid her fingers up her shirt and pinched her sides, squeezing so hard 

that it stung. She hoped that doing so would burn off the excess fat and have her looking 100 

times better than Fatima, but that didn’t happen. Instead, she went back into her room and 

changed into an even tighter and shorter pair of shorts. Again, she hoped…hoped this would 

distract Spencer from Fatima. 

 


