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EXCERPT SIX 

Ty stood in the kitchen making small talk with the other fellas. Randomly, she’d yell out 

to whoever was closest to the radio to turn it up. The whole night she kept a red plastic cup in 

one hand and a blunt in the other, passing it around the circle. Mesha and her two girls just got 

back from the store. 

That’s when Ty saw her.  

She checked Fatima out from a distance at first. “Yo, Spence, which one is that?” she 

asked. 

In his raspy voice, Spencer said, “You gotta be a little more specific. The short one or the 

tall one?” 

“The short one, of course.” 

“That’s Fatima. She tight as hell, right?” he whispered. 

“Hell yeah.” She ogled. 

Fatima stood 5’3”, skin the color of coffee with a teaspoon of powdered cream, hair that 

barely scraped her collarbone that she wore feathered and layered like Nia Long’s in Love Jones. 

She had a small but noticeable gap between her two front teeth. Ty didn’t care about that 

because the rest of them were just right. After a few more drinks, she built up enough courage 

to approach her. She didn’t want to scare her away or be bombarded with the “I’m straight” 

line. So, she played it off by butting in the girls’ conversation. They sat snugly on the couch, 

observing. The fine one, according to Ty, was in the middle.  

“What’s up, ladies? What’s so funny?” Ty asked Mesha. 
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“Dang! You need to get you some business,” Mesha joked. “Let me introduce you to my 

best friends Dominique and Fatima.” Mesha pointed to them respectively. “Ladies, this is Ty.” 

“Hi, nice to meet you. You can call me MiMi.” She extended her hand. 

“Nice to meet you, too, MiMi.” Ty shook hers. 

“I’m Fatima, but you can call me Fatima,” she said playfully as she reached to shake her 

hand. If Ty didn’t know any better, she’d think she was flirting with her. 

“Ah! I see we got a jokester. Very nice to meet you, Fatima.” She leaned over slightly 

and kissed the top of Fatima’s hand. 

“What kinda shit is that? You didn’t kiss mine,” said Dominique. 

“Ooh! Watch out there now,” Mesha teased. 

“I’m sorry, Miss MiMi. Give it to me again, so I can...” Ty backpedaled. 

“Un uh. Forget it now. It’s not the same.” 

Mesha and Fatima laughed so hard they had tears in their eyes. Ty’s yellow cheeks 

turned red. 

“Let me stop messing with you. I’m just playing, Ty, dang. I’m silly like that.” Dominique 

admitted. 

“I know. It’s all good.” She laughed it off. “Did you ladies eat yet?” 

“I did,” Mesha quickly answered. 

“I know your greedy butt did,” said Ty. “I’m referring to these ladies.” She was really 

only referring to Fatima, who she couldn’t keep her eyes off of. 

“Not yet. But I’m about to make my way in there right now.” Dominique got up from the 

couch and went into the kitchen. 
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“I’m right behind you.” Mesha followed. 

“What about you, lady?” Ty waited for Fatima’s response. 

“Eh, it’s not really much in there to choose from.” 

“What’chu mean? Have you been in there? There’s spaghetti, taco salad, wing dings, 

meatballs, um...” 

“Yeah, but I don’t eat any of that stuff.” 

“You a vegetarian or something?” 

“No, I eat chicken.” 

“It’s some of that in there.” 

“I know, but I try not to eat too much fried foods.” 

She nodded. “I likes that … into your health and shit.” Ty grinned. 

“When the crowd dies down, I’ll go in there and find something.” 

“If you want, I can make you something,” Ty offered. 

“Yeah right. Like what?” Fatima’s interest was piqued. 

“What do you want?” 

“What do you know how to make?” 

“Everything. I can cook my ass off.” Ty bragged. 

“Shut up. For real?” 

“I put that on everything.” Ty crossed her heart and hoped to die. 

“What about oodles and noodles?” 

“Oodles and what?” Ty was perplexed. 

“Ramen noodles.” Fatima clarified. 
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“Yeah, yeah. What you call ‘em again?” Ty giggled. 

“Oodles and noodles. That’s what we called ‘em in New Jersey when I was a kid ... kinda 

stuck with me.” 

Ty saw Mesha and Dominique out the corner of her eye and knew they were ear 

hustling. 

“That’s cool. So what do you like on your oodles and noodles?” Ty mocked. 

She had the baddest smile Ty had ever seen … that Colgate smile was a winner. Here she 

was thinking that Kaydi’s smile was beautiful. Hers ain’t got nothing on Fatima’s. 

“I like mine with lots of butter and a sprinkle of pepper.” 

“No shit ... Me too! I’ll be right back. Don’t go nowhere.” Ty disappeared into the 

kitchen. 

Ty put an extra pep in her step as she walked away. She could feel Fatima looking. She 

patted herself on the back for somehow avoiding the “I’m not a lesbo” spiel. After kicking it 

with her, she knew for a fact Fatima was flirting. I’ll be turning her straight ass out in no time, 

just like I did with Kaydi. 

 Kaydi watched from afar, keeping her disgust and anger at bay until it boiled over and 

she jetted out the door. No one acknowledged the brief disruption, not even Ty, the one who 

mattered. 


