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I had heard how great she was from my roommate for months, but somehow we had always missed each 
other. I was a popping bottle of champagne away from being married then, but not anymore; tonight, I was 
newly single, and we were having a party to celebrate. 
“The infamous Wyatt. It’s nice to finally meet you,” I said, taking her hand firmly. 
Gazing up at me with warm, cognac-colored eyes, she replied, “I know right, it’s like this kid’s trying to keep me 
all to himself or sumthin.” 
“Pimpin; you handcuffing?” I asked. 
“Cut it out!” Jamal replied, waving his hand in between chin & collarbone. 
“You’re his roommate, you’ve got to know he’s into S&M and all that,” she said, looking back at him with a 
beautifully devious grin. 
“Oh, I like her. Mall, you been holding out, let me get you a drink,” I offered, heading into the kitchen. 
“A drink! Man, listen to how she’s talking, she don’t need no more,” Jamal suggested as we weaved through 
partygoers. 
Wyatt slapped him on the back. “Stop making fun of my accent. I can’t help it that I talk like this.” 
Her accent was from the East Coast, Boston to be exact, and it was just another thing that made her cuter than 
can be. Now Wyatt wasn’t someone who caught my attention at first glance, yet she was already attracting the 
part of me that didn’t use the physical eye. As we continued to talk well after the party was over though, I 
began to be more and more taken by the freckles dispersed across the bridge of her nose and cheeks. By the 
contrast of her red hair resting gently at the crest of her cleavage against her soft, delicate white flesh. I was 
intrigued by Wyatt, and how she knew exactly who she was. 
I spoke to the ceiling as we talked in the semi-dark of the living room, littered with red dixie drink cups. “You 
sailed to Jamaica on a ship! And you wasn’t on like a cruise ship, you talking about like on a pirate ship?” 
She giggled. 
“Yeah, it was sorta like that.” 
“But damn, didn’t that trip take hella long?” I asked. 
“Well I guess it depends,” Wyatt replied, lying on the floor to my right. 
Raising from the sofa and resting on my elbows I said, “What you mean depends?” 
“It depends on how long hella  is. I’m not from California. Exactly how much is that?” 
It was exactly those kinds of smart-ass remarks that made my heart gravitate to a woman. I loved that 
fearlessness, the audacity to challenge me in making fun of something I say or do. Captivated by the courage 
in Wyatt’s vibrant eyes, I looked forward to really getting to know this girl. 
“So what’d you think of Wyatt; she’s cool huh?” Jamal asked the next morning, bowl of cereal in his lap. 
“The Bostonian is cool as all outdoors,” I answered, wiping the stream of milk that dribbled down my chin. 
“So, when you seeing her again?” he asked, holding back a smile. 
“Umm, I’ll probably hit her up in like a week or two; why?” 
“I’m just sayin; I don’t want you running to this one on that LL Cool J hype.” 
“LL Cool J hype! Man, what is you talking bout?” 
“You know, on that, ‘I need love’ tip,” Jamal replied, facial expression to match. 
“Aww, I ain’t messing with you bro; that’s how you get at me!” I said, heart certainly feeling otherwise. 
“She ain’t the one is all I’m saying. She’s been with damn near everybody in the squad. Jay, Los even, Philly, 
and I damn near did too so, don’t you go getting too attached,” he warned. 



“Damn, all y’all?! Aight, that’s what’s up,” I said bitterly, drowning my cookie-shaped discs of cereal by holding 
them under the milk with my spoon. 
“Remember, we don’t turn hoes into housewives round here, you feel me?” 
“What! Aww, hell naw!” I couldn’t believe Jamal pulled that card on me, knowing that regardless of how I felt, it 
would be like blasphemy to go against the code. “That’s what we don’t do! What kind of man does that?” 
“A Sucka!” Jamal replied, spoon in mid-air. 
“Don’t trip bro, I know what it is; in and out just like a robbery,” I answered, attempting to convince the both of 
us. 
When I stopped by Wyatt’s spot to kick it a couple days later, my hands were still sweaty though, carrot raisin 
bread in tow. 
As I thought about how good her chest felt pressed against my stomach as we hugged, it kinda stung that she 
said, “Oh thank you, you are so sweet,” taking the treats from my hands. 
But I was enjoying flirting with disaster, and being smitten by the berry-scented lotion lathered on her arms and 
legs like warm glaze. Unfortunately, when Wyatt asked, “Can I get you anything; are you thirsty?” softly 
sweeping her hair back from in front of her sparkling eyes, and off to the right, I was afraid I found myself 
further in over my head than I had ever imagined.  
 


