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      Danielle looked through the bags of clothes Mecca walked in with and smiled. She couldn’t believe how clutch Capone had been. Let Mecca tell it, he was nice just because, but Danielle felt like it was some bullshit. Not complaining because she was grateful, she just wondered why he was so gracious.

      

      “You like it?” Mecca asked from the doorway, smacking on a bag of chips.

      

      Looking up at her big sister, Dani grinned.

      

      “This shit so dope.”

      

      “Yeah, I told him he ain’t have do this, but he wouldn’t listen.” Mecca beamed, taking a seat on the bed.

      

      “I heard around the hood about how much money Capone got but damn…. Mecca you hit the jack pot.” Kay added in from her spot in the bed.

      

      “Jackpot? Girl it aint even like that.” Mecca defensively replied.

      

      “BITCH PLEASE! What nigga spending money just because he’s a nice nigga? He got a motive, that’s all I’m saying.” Kay snapped, standing to her feet and walking over to the window.

      

      “Like I said…. It ain’t even like that and besides, he got a girl.” Mecca told them.

      

      “He admitted that to you?” Kay quizzed from her spot at the window.

      

      “Yeah. He answered the phone on speaker and all that.”

      

      Danielle listened as Mecca and Kay rambled on back and forth about Capone. To her, he was cool as long as he didn’t play her sister.

      

      “Aight Dani remember, we have to be back here at four o clock to meet up with Nurse Peaches’ friend who’s going to try and help us get Yana back.” Danielle heard Mecca say.

      

      “Yeah I know. You just make sure you here. I don’t have a phone like you to call.” Dani replied, folding the last shirt.

      

      Once she placed the bags in Kay’s closet, Danielle headed out the door to meet Pip. Since agreeing to work with Pip yesterday, Dani’s mind had been racing nonstop. She never thought that she’ll be in a predicament such as the one she was in. She had agreed to work for Pip so quickly because of her sisters, she hadn’t even thought about herself. She knew the type of world they lived in; therefore, she had to get it by any means necessary.

      

      “What’s up Young Bull?” Pip greeted her as soon as she opened the doors to her Porsche.

      

      “Hey, what’s good?” Dani replied, buckling her seatbelt as Pip pulled away from the curb.

      

      Danielle had no idea where they were headed; all she knew was Pip said they were handling business today.

      

      “Aye, reach in the back and grab that Sprint bag on the floor.”

      

      Dani looked at Pip out the side of her eye before doing as she asked.

      

      “Here.” Dani said, handing her the white plastic bag.

      

      “Nah, that’s for you. It’s a black wallet inside of there for you too.” Pip explained, looking over at Dani and then back at the road.

      

      Dani opened the bag and pulled out a Rose Gold iPhone and a black leather wallet. Going inside the wallet first, Danielle pulled out a wad of cash, full of different bills.

      

      “Now we gotta get you a State ID and driver license.” Pip said, pulling inside the DMV.

      

      “But I can’t drive.” Dani objected, shifting in her seat.

      

      “You’ll learn how to drive later, come on.” Pip said, getting out the car, walking ahead of Danielle.

      

      Unsure of what type of strings Pip pulled at the DMV, Danielle not only walked out with a state ID but a driver’s license too without evening taking a test. How she provided the required documents was beyond her, but Pip got it done.

      After leaving the DMV, Pip took Danielle to Chase Bank, where she had her open a bank account. Pip explained to Danielle how the bank account was solely hers and how it was just to help her out. Most likely noticing the skeptical look on Danielle’s face, Pip suggested Danielle go in by herself and set the account up, even giving her some fake mail with a fake address on the envelop for secondary identification purposes.

      After opening the account, the two stopped at Chick-Fil-A, where they grabbed a quick meal. Pulling out the drive-thru, Pip went around and parked in a parking spot so they could eat.

      

      “You got somewhere safe you can keep that gun I got you?” Pip asked out the blue, just as Dani stuffed a waffle fry in her mouth.

      

      “Nah, for real, I don’t.” Dani told her truthfully.

      

      “Aye, who do you live with?” Pip asked, taking a napkin and wiping her mouth with it.

      

      “Our crib burned down almost a month ago so technically I’m homeless, but I been staying at my sister’s friend’s house or sometimes at my friend Stephany’s house.” Danelle explained to her.

      

      “Damn, where yo parents?” Pip quizzed, looking over at Danielle.

      

      “Never met my pops and my mom locked up.” Dani turned to her and replied.

      

      “I remember you saying you had siblings, how many?” Pip asked, turning looking back ahead.

      

      “Three, well two now. I have a little sister and big sister. My little brother Coby died.” Dani said, sadness taking over her.

      

      “I’m sorry to hear that…… What’s your sisters’ names?” Pip questioned.

      

      “My baby sister name is Yana and my older sister name is….”

      

      “HOLD ON. Let me answer this.” Pip interrupted Dani and said before answering her ringing phone.

      

      Danielle played with her new phone while Pip talked on the phone. Noticing the time, she had no idea it had gotten so late. Danielle was supposed to meet Meeca at Kay’s house in fifteen minutes.

      

      “Take this ride with me to the house. I need to check on something.” Pip said, pulling out of Chick-Fil-A parking lot.

      

      Wanting to object but also wanting to get a feel for the business, Dani decided to remain quiet and go for the ride. Mecca could go see Ms. Peaches without her and just fill her in later on what happened. Danielle spent the entire ride trying to convince herself that she made the right decision. She even thought about texting Mecca since had finally memorized her number, but she didn’t want Mecca to know she had a phone yet. Her sister would ask a million questions, and Dani planned on keeping Pip and their connection a secret as long as she could.

      

      “Come on, let me take you to Tier 1.” Pip said, pulling into the same gated community as before, but this time, they went to a different house.

      

      Just like the first visit, there were two men guarding the door. They greeted Pip before she entered the home, much like before.

      

      “Welcome to Tier 1. There’s four bedrooms, each room has two girls, so there are eight girls in total. You are ultimately responsible for them all. This house also has a house manager who sees over the girls’ daily moves while inside the house. Although the house manager is responsible for them inside the home, you still have to make sure she is doing her job. That along with being an enforcer in the streets.”

      

      Danielle shook her head up and down in agreement as she soaked everything in. She had always thought her first job would be at McDonalds or someplace like that. Never working at a prostitution house, making sure the hoes stayed in line.

      

      “It’s almost six-thirty which means all the girls are at the gym with the personal trainer. I’ll introduce you to everyone later.” Pip said, still glancing down at the Rolex on her arm.

      

      “Any questions?” She finally looked up from her watch and asked.

      

      “Ummm yeah, as far as compensation, how does that go?” Danielle asked because she was a believer that closed mouths don’t get fed.

      

      “Every two weeks, you will receive a direct deposit into the bank account we just opened for you. The deposit will be from Pip’s House Interior Design Collection. You’ll receive two checks, one with a base pay and another which will be a commission check. We can get into specifics later, but just know you’ll be the richest seventeen-year-old on the Westside of Chicago.”

      

      Pip’s words were like music to Danielle’s ears. This was everything she needed and the timing couldn’t be more perfect.

      

      “We can get you a whip AFTER you learn how to drive. In the meantime, I’ll set you up with a room here, considering your living situation. And when you turn eighteen, you can get yo own shit.” Pip further explained.

      

      The shit Pip said now was sounding too good to be true, but Dani still didn’t object. All Danielle needed to do was think of a lie to tell Mecca. She knew telling her sister the truth was out of the question. On the outside looking in, Mecca seemed like the perfect caring sister when in reality, she was overprotective.

      

      “Your lifestyle is about to change, but you must remain low-key no matter what. We take no chances here at Pip’s House; therefore, you need act accordingly. People gon’ look at you funny and begin to question, but you work for Pip’s House Interior Design Collection, end of story.”

      

      Danielle started to think Pip was reading her mind the way she answered that question for her.

      

      “Now let me get you back home so I can do what I gotta do.” Pip announced as she prepared to leave.

      

      “Oh, you forgot to grab this last time.” Pip said, handing Danielle the .22 she left behind from the last visit.

      

      “Keep this on you at all times. It’s clean but if you get caught, you better think of a lie fast.” She continued as Danielle slowly took the gun from her.

      

      Placing the small piece in her back, Danielle walked out the door, following Pip to the car. With it being much later in the evening, traffic was a breeze, so they made it in front of the store within fifteen minutes. When Pip pulled to the curb, Danielle looked at the time on her phone. Almost three hours had passed since she was supposed to meet Mecca.

      

      “I’ll call you tomorrow, let’s just say that when training starts.” Pip said, hitting the locks letting Danielle out.

      

      Without saying another word, Danielle powerwalked around the corner to Kay’s house. Skipping up the stairs two at a time, Danielle rang the doorbell. Not waiting long, Kay appeared at the door and opened it.

      

      “Mecca in there?” Dani questioned, trying to read the look on Kay’s face.

      

      “Nah, she left right after you earlier. I called her, but I think her phone was dead. I thought y’all was supposed to meet up here for Yana.” Kay replied, stepping onto the hot porch.

      

      “Yeah, I got wrapped up into something. I at least thought she’ll do it.”

      

      “Nope. She with Capone, so I guess she got wrapped up into some shit too.” Kay chuckled but Dani didn’t.

      

      “Leave the door open. I’ll be back.” Danielle said to Kay as she took off down the stairs.

      

      “I sure hope this wasn’t y’all ONLY chance at getting Yana back cuz the both of y’all FUCKED UP!”

      

      Danielle heard Kay yell out to her, but she was too ashamed to address the truthfulness spit at her. Instead, she was going to call Mecca herself and explain how she got the phone later. Cutting through a dark alley, Danielle picked up speed when she heard someone call her name.

      Turning around, she noticed Mecca sprinting to her, so she stopped and allowed her to catch up.

      

      “Where you going?” an out of breath Mecca asked once she made it to her sister.

      

      “I was looking for you. Why you ain’t meet me to handle that business?” Danielle immediately questioned her.

      

      “I was with Capone and…..”

      

      “It always something to do with that nigga.” Danielle cut her off and said.

      

      “Well that nigga was the one who put that outfit on yo back.” Mecca replied, rolling her eyes and shifting her weight to one side.

      

      “Girl fuck you and that nigga.” Danielle snapped, turning to walk and leave when she felt Mecca tug at her arm.

      

      “Well what happened when you went?” Mecca yelled out to her.

      

      “I was out taking care of some business and…..”

      

      “SO YOU WASN’T THERE TO MEET ME EITHER AND YOU TRIPPING!” Mecca screamed, stepping closer in Danielle’s direction.

      

      “Unlike you, I wasn’t in sum nigga face. I was getting a job, something yo ass can’t even do.” Danielle snapped, this time completely fed up with Mecca and her attitude.

      

      “Bitch please! You tried it but Imma walk away before I buss you in yo shit.” Mecca warned, turning to walk away but Danielle grabbed her.

      

      “Nah, let’s talk about it. It’s yo fault we ain’t got Yana now cuz you were in that SAME nigga face. Had you been home, we would not only have a roof over our head, but our little sister wouldn’t be going through God knows what.” Dani fussed.

      

      Just as fast as those words left Danielle’s mouth, Mecca punched her in that same mouth.

      

      “Now let me tell you what’s your fault…. If you wasn’t fucking our mother’s man then…..”

      

      Danielle pulled the .22 she got from Pip and aimed it at her sister, causing her words to freeze. Dani took blame for a lot of shit, shit that wasn’t even he fault; but she’ll be damn’d if she allowed Mecca to make her feel like it was her fault, her fault that she was raped.

      

      “Bitch, if you don’t put that gun down….”

      

      “You’ll what?” Danielle cut her off, challenging her.

      

      Knowing Mecca never backed down from a challenge, Danielle still pointed the gun at her sister’s stomach. Noticing that Mecca was slowly walking towards her, Dani gripped the trigger.

      

      “At this point, you gon’ have to kill me.” Mecca said through clenched teeth as the gun that Danielle was holding was pressed against her stomach.

      

      “Now like I said, if you weren’t so fucking secretive…. If you weren’t a fucking liar, and if you weren’t fucking our mother’s man, a lot of shit would be different.”

      

      Mecca’s words felt like daggers hitting her heart. Dani felt warm tears sliding down her cheeks. This was the most hurt she ever felt in her life, and it was coming from the one person she loved the most. Unsure of how to respond or react to the pain, Danielle did the only thing she thought was fair. She had to make sure Mecca felt the same hurt. She needed her to feel that same exact sharp pain, so she shot her. She shot her big sister in the stomach and watched as the life left her body without one single ounce of remorse.
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      Danielle woke up the next morning in a cold sweat. The last thing she remembered was standing over Mecca’s dead body in a dark alley. Slowly sitting up, she looked around the dimly lit room and let out a sigh of relief. She was inside Kay’s parents’ guest room alone, and everything looked to be normal when she felt something vibrate under her ass. Slightly startled, mostly from the nightmare she had just had, Dani lifted her butt in the air and grabbed her cell phone. Unlocking the phone with her thumb, she noticed a missed call from Pip. Pressing the screen to return her call, Danielle listened as the phone rang in her ear.

      “You’ll rest when you dead Young Bull, get up!”

      The sound of Pip’s loud voice actually did crank Danielle up a few notches. For it to only be nine in the morning, she had the energy like it was happy hour. Using her fingers to turn the volume down on the side, Danielle waited to hear what Pip had to say next.

      “We got business to take care of. I’ll meet you at the store in an hour.”

      And just like that, Pip was off the phone and Danielle was stuck confused, trying to figure out which parts of yesterday happened and which parts didn’t.

      “You want grits or oatmeal?”

      A paranoid and startled Danielle jumped at the sound of Mecca’s voice.

      “Girl, what’s wrong with you?” She asked from the doorway with a box of Quaker Oaks in her hand.

      “Nun…. I’m tripping.” Dani lied, sliding her cell phone under the covers.

      “Whatever but which one you want?” Mecca asked, getting back on task.

      “I’m….I’m not hungry.” She stuttered, still trying to recall the events from the day before.

      “Aight!” Mecca replied with shrugged shoulders as she began to close the door but Danielle called out to her.

      “Whatever happened with the lady we were supposed to meet yesterday for Yana?” Danielle hesitantly asked.

      Dani watched as Mecca’s body language changed. She wasn’t sure if talking about Yana made her uncomfortable or if she had just stuck her foot in her mouth.

      “Ms. Peaches called me after we left and said the lady cancelled. My phone died when I was out, but I told Darrius to tell you when you showed up. BUT, I’m guessing you ain’t show up.” Mecca replied with a raised eyebrow.

      “I—I--- did pop up late but Kay told me you ain’t show up either.” Dani explained, trying to redirect the heat.

      “I didn’t get a chance to tell her. She wasn’t home when I told Darrius, but yo ass lucky the lady cancelled.” Mecca threatened.

      “When I came in the house, you were already knocked out, so I let you sleep.” She further explained.

      It was all starting to make sense. After Danielle talked to Kay, Dani came in the house and went to sleep, hence the bad dream she had just woken up from.

      “But where were you anyway?” Mecca questioned, placing her hand on her hip.

      “Stephany’s aunt got me a little receptionist job at her company.” Danielle blurted out.

      “Say word?” Mecca replied, eyeing Danielle as if she knew she was lying.

      “Yup. She said she needed some help until the original receptionist come off maternity leave.” Dani added in.

      “Why she ain’t have Stephany do it?” Mecca quizzed.

      “You know she work at Foot Locker already and with school starting back, she not gon’ be able to do both. Stephany know my situation, so she put me on.” Danielle explained.

      “What’s the name of the company?”

      “Pip’s House Interior Design Collection.”

      “Where it’s at?”

      “Downtown.”

      Every time Mecca shot a question at Danielle, she spit an answer back. When Mecca stopped being nosey and finally left the room, Dani flopped back on the bed and sighed. She didn’t know how much longer she could keep up with the lies and the shit had just started.
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      Pulling into Pip’s House was beginning to feel like déjà vu since this was the third day in a row Danielle had been there. The more and more Pip talked during those trips, the more and more Danielle took notes. She was no fool; she knew she could learn a lot from a woman like her and that’s what she planned on doing.

      “You got yo piece?” Pip walked along side of Dani and asked as they approached the huge front porch.

      “Always.” Dani replied, looking ahead as the sun damn near burned her forehead.

      Knowing Pip was pleased by her answer, the two of them proceed ahead until they reached the guards, who held the door open for them.

      “Stay right here. Let me call the girls.”

      Danielle stood in the living room, looking around amazed. She had only seen houses like this one in the movies or in the rap videos. The décor was set up perfectly; it looked as if no one ever stepped foot in there.

      “What the fuck she doing here?” Dani heard a voice say from behind her back.

      Immediately recognizing the voice, Danielle turned around with a smile on her face as she came face to face with Brandy.

      “Brandy, now is not the time. Trust me.” Pip said through clenched teeth as eight women, all different colors and shapes, walked towards them.

      Danielle laughed to herself as she remembered watching old episodes of “The Flavor of Love.” She felt like she was Flava Flav and they were all coming to get their chains, the way they crowded around her.

      “Good afternoon ladies.” Pip said aloud, checking the time on her Rolex to make sure she was precise.

      Everyone greeted in unison in their own way before she continued.

      “I wanna introduce y’all to Dani. Dani is a good friend of mine…”

      The loud ghetto sound of Brandy smacking her lips caused Pip to pause. Danielle watched as Pip shot Brandy a dirty look before continuing.

      “I’m bringing her in to make sure that everything is straight. The same respect that y’all give me, I expect the same for her.”

      Pip paused again, but this time it was as if she was waiting for someone to object, but the room remained quiet.

      “I know breakfast is ready, so I’ll let y’all go eat. We will talk in further detail later.” Pip said, dismissing the girls, leaving just Dani and Brandy.

      The three of them watched all eight girls disappear into the kitchen before anyone spoke.

      “Brandy, I want you to show her the ropes. Anything she need, make sure she gets it.”

      “So basically, you want me to train her to do my job?” Brandy asked, eyeing Dani out the corner of her eye.

      “Yeah basically, the same way someone trained you.” Pip replied, pulling her phone out of her bag.

      From the look on Brandy’s face, she hated the idea of even having to hold a conversation with Dani, let alone train her. Danielle didn’t know why Brandy disliked her so much when she wasn’t thinking about the bitch. Yeah, the energy was bad amongst them when they first met, but she didn’t consider what they had as beef.

      “Look, I gotta take this call. Brandy, show Dani the kitchen. Danielle go sit with the girls and get a feel for them. I’ll be in there.” Pip said before walking off down the long hallway.

      Without any warning or heads up, Brandy was gone too, heading in the opposite direction of Pip towards the kitchen. Danielle took off too, walking quick enough to catch up to Brandy before she completely disappeared. When she entered the kitchen, it was like being in a sorority house. The girls all talked and laughed as they made their plates. They all even sat together at one long table bench and ate.

      “I know you hungry, better make yo plate.” Brandy brushed passed Dani and said, almost causing her to lose her balance.

      Danielle felt her blood beginning to boil. It was one thing not to like her, but she had Dani fucked up if she thought she was going to bully her. Just as Danielle began to walk over to Brandy, who was at the stove, she felt a hand on her shoulder.

      “That bitch aint worth it. Here,” a light skinned girl said to Dani once she turned around.

      “Here!” she repeated, shoving a plate full of different fruits at her.

      Danielle looked down at the plate and then back at the girl before slowing taking the food out of her hands.

      “I’m Troy, it’s a seat next to me. Come on.”

      Dani shot Brandy one last look before grabbing a seat on the bench next to the other girls. A few of them gave a warm smile while a few other mean-mugged her. Unphased by either greeting, Danielle picked up the silver fork and grabbed a mango.

      “I know you not one of us, but I know how it feels to be the new girl.” Troy leaned over and said to Dani.

      “Not one of us?” Dani repeated, hoping she elaborated more.

      “Yeah, I know you not ramping up. You not a hoe…”

      “Wait, I ain’t never called nobody a hoe.” Dani said, stopping her before she said too much.

      “I mean, it is what it is, but like I said, I know how it feels.”

      Danielle sat around picking at the fruit on her plate while the other woman socialized. She caught a few stares, but no one said anything. Although it felt awkward and out of place, she didn’t show it on her face.

      “Aight ladies, I’m back, how is breakfast?” Pip entered the eating area and asked.

      A few girls shook their heads up and down while others expressed their gratitude verbally. Dani and Pip locked eyes from across the room while Pip poured herself a cup of orange juice.

      “Let’s head out.”

      Dani looked up at Pip, who was now standing behind her with her hand on her shoulder. Slowly standing to her feet, Dani grabbed her plate and put it in the trash before leaving out with Pip. The two of them headed back out in the August heat to her car, where they got in, and left the estate.

      “So Dani, you thought about what I said?” Pip turned down the music and asked Dani out of the blue.

      “Thought about what?” she turned to her with a confused look on her face.

      “About staying in the house with the girls.” She confirmed, but Dani hadn’t given it any thought.

      “That’ll be nice, but I can’t leave my sisters. They need me.” Dani truthfully explained, turning back around, looking out the window.

      No other words were exchanged between the two as they cruised the streets of Chicago. Danielle wondered where they were headed but didn’t have to wonder long because Pip confirmed her suspicions.

      “I’ll be back, let me run in here real quick.” Pip said, pulling into the empty parking lot of a strip club.

      Nodding her head up and down in agreement, Dani buried her face into her phone while she waited for Pip to return. After scrolling through Facebook, Instagram, and being nosey on Snapchat, Danielle looked up just in time to see Pip heading her way with a smile on her face.

      “You good?” she quizzed as soon as she entered the car.

      “Never been better.” Dani smirked, causing Pip to giggle.

      “Oh, I doubt that.” Pip replied, winking her eye just as Danielle’s phone chimed.

      Looking down at the device in hand, Dani noticed on her lock screen that she had a notification from her bank. After logging in with her credentials, Dani damn near fainted from the sight before her. There had been a deposit made in the amount of five-thousand dollars.

      “From the look on yo face, I guess it did just get better.” Pip turned to Dani and said before focusing back on the road.

      Unable to talk, Danielle had never seen that much money in her life. To be honest, she’s never had more than fifty-dollars before and she only got that much for a birthday gift one year from Madea.

      “Thanks Pip, but I ain’t even did shit.” Danielle finally opened her mouth and replied.

      “Don’t worry. The game is just now starting.” Pip looked over at Danielle and smirked before turning the music up and dropping the top on her Benz.
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      Mecca stepped out the shower and wrapped the beige towel around her body as she scanned the bathroom for her clothes.

      

      “Fuck!” She cursed to herself, remembering that she must have left them on Kay’s bed. Mecca thought about hollering out to Kayla so she could bring her belongings but quickly remembered everyone was out. Today was Kay’s maternal grandmother’s birthday, and they were out having lunch with their family. With Danielle being gone also, she was in the house by herself. Speaking of Danielle, Mecca made a mental note to have a conversation with her sister the next time they were alone. Dani was always on the go lately, especially since she started working at the interior design place. With school starting in a week and this being Dani’s senior year, Mecca needed to make sure they were on the same page.

      Picking her dirty clothes off the wet floor, Mecca secured the towel around her tighter before opening the bathroom door. With her feet still wet, Mecca tip-toed to Kay’s room, trying her hardest not to fall when she heard a door close. Freezing in her tracks in the middle of the hallway, Mecca waited to make sure she wasn’t going crazy before proceeding. When she didn’t hear any more noise, she crept down to Kay’s room when she heard a door close again; this time, Darrius appeared from his room.

      

      “I thought everybody was gone. My bad.” Mecca apologized, pulling the towel higher over her breasts.

      

      “Nah it’s cool. I’m headed out now.” Kay’s brother Darrius replied, walking towards Mecca.

      

      Mecca noticed Darrius’ eyes scanning her body, which made her feel uncomfortable. There was never any type of sexual attraction amongst the two, which is why Mecca was confused. Not waiting around for him to leave first, Mecca entered Kay’s room and closed the door behind her. Grabbing a panty and bra set out of the bag she was living out of, Mecca tossed the towel she was wearing on the bed and grabbed the bottle of lotion. Taking a seat on the bed, she squeezed some lotion in her hand before applying it to her face.

      Mecca’s eyes were closed as she massaged every bit of lotion into her dry skin. She was almost done when she heard the door open and close. Popping her eyes open, she spotted Darrius coming towards her with a deranged look in his eyes.

      

      “WHAT THE FUCK YOU WANT DARRIUS? GET OUT!” Mecca screamed as he climbed on top of her, using his weight to push her back on the bed.

      

      “GET THE FUCK OFF OF ME!!” She screamed, now punching Darrius in the chest but it was no use.

      

      Darrius overpowered Mecca, pinning her down with one hand as he fondled her naked body with the free hand. Mecca couldn’t believe what was happening. Her best friend’s brother was trying to rape her.

      

      “STOP MOVING BEFORE I KNOCK YOU OUT!” Darrius barked, staring into Mecca’s eyes as tears began to escape.

      

      There was no way in the world Mecca was going to allow Darrius to rape her and take her virginity. All she thought about was Danielle and the things she went through with Dame. The only way Darrius was going to get some pussy from her was if she was dead.

      Realizing she may not be able to overpower him, Mecca knew she could definitely out smart him; she just needed to figure out how. Darrius struggled trying to get his pants down due to Mecca fighting him off. Noticing he was becoming frustrated, Mecca raised her knee, kneeing him as hard as she could in his dick and balls. Darrius yelled out at the top of his lungs, releasing his grip on Mecca as he tried to sooth the pain. Mecca used that opportunity to add insult to injury by kicking the shit out of Darrius. Mecca used all her force and kicked him in the chest, sending him flying across the room, slamming into Kay’s dresser. Jumping to her feet, she snatched the towel off the bed and ran out the door before colliding with someone.

      

      “Mecca! What’s going on? What’s wrong? Why you naked?”

      

      Kay shot out question after question with a puzzled look on her face. The loud sound of something falling caused the both of them to turn around.

      

      “What’s that? Who in there?” Kay asked again, this time easing her way towards her bedroom.

      

      Mecca wanted so badly to just tell Kay what was going on but she was still in shock herself.

      

      “Darrius…. Wait…..What the fuck going on here?” Kay said, looking back and forth between a semi-naked Mecca and a knotted-up Darrius.

      

      “Yo brother just tried to rape me.” Mecca finally spoke up and confessed.

      

      “WHAT?” Kay yelled out so loud, it was surprising the neighbors didn’t hear her.

      

      “I was getting out the shower and…”

      

      “Yo that bitch lying.” Darrius blurted out, staring at Mecca like he wanted to kill her.

      

      “What the fuck I gotta lie for? Go look in yo room. Yo TV on the floor cuz I had to push the nigga off of me.” Mecca replied, staring at Darrius with those same deadly eyes.

      

      For the first time, Kay stood there quiet with not one question escaping her mouth.

      

      “Just look in yo fuckn room.” Mecca yelled, grabbing Kay by the arm, pulling her into the bedroom.

      

      Again, Kay stood there quiet, examining the damages they had caused.

      

      “I think you need to get yo shit and leave Mecca.” Kay turned to her and said with tears in her eyes.

      

      “Wait. What? Come again?”

      

      “You heard her bitch. Leave.”

      

      Mecca shot Darrius a look before turning back around to address her best friend of ten years.

      

      “I just sat here and told you this man tried to rape me.” Mecca said, pointing at Darrius who stood near the door.

      

      Mecca watched as tears slid down Kay’s cheeks and into the corner of her mouth. She couldn’t believe what she was hearing. How could her best friend say something like that out of her mouth? Mecca understood the position Kay was placed in, but family or not, wrong was wrong.

      

      “I’m sorry Mecca but…..”

      

      “It don’t even matter Kayla. Save it.”

      

      Mecca dropped the towel that was barley covering her body and grabbed the undergarments she had already placed on the bed. Without saying another word, she got dressed. After she was done, she grabbed both her and Danielle’s belongings and walked out the room, brushing pass Darrius.

      

      “I’m sorry Mecca.” She heard Kay yell out to her, but she wasn’t trying to hear it. She was hurt.

      

      Stepping onto the porch, she exhaled deeply before looking up and down the street. Here she was homeless again and this time she had no place to go.
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      Capone pulled out of the parking spot at the mall and headed South back to the city. He promised Pip that they would spend some time together since they both were always working. It had been a while since they spent time alone without any bickering and arguing and so far, their day was going well.

      

      “You hungry?” he looked over at Pip and asked, noticing her face buried deep in her phone.

      

      “Ummmm…. Nah, not really. I’m still full from that pretzel I got at Auntie Anne’s.” She replied, never once pulling her eyes from the phone.

      

      “Aight. I need to make a run and check on a few things. You riding with me?” he quizzed.

      

      “Until the wheels fall off baby.” She smirked, giving him eye contact this time.

      

      Capone nodded his head up and down before pulling into the flow of traffic. He was meeting his best friend to talk about a few things concerning business. Pulling up to his condo, Capone lucked up on a park right in front and killed the engine.

      

      “You coming up with me?” he asked Pip before opening the door.

      

      She looked up from her phone and then at him before unbuckling her seatbelt. The two of them exited the car and entered the high rise. After checking in at the front desk, they then headed to the elevator where they took it to the twenty-first floor. Capone grabbed Pip from behind, pulling her closer to him as they waited until they reached their destinated floor. Kissing on her neck softly, Pip titled her head back, allowing his lips to explore her full neck. The sound of the elevator opening broke their embrace, forcing them to exit the car.

      Capone looked up and down the long hallway before heading to Mac’s front door. Once they reached apartment 21000, Capone knocked on the door and waited for someone to answer. Not having to wait long, the door swung open and Ashlee stood on the other side smiling.

      

      “What up bro? What up sis!” she spoke, greeting them both with a hug before welcoming them fully inside her home.

      

      Both Capone and Pip returned the love before sliding into the hundred-thousand-dollar condo.

      

      “Mac should be out in a minute, can I get y’all anything to drink?” Ashlee asked, walking into the kitchen, going inside the refrigerator.

      

      Both agreeing to water, Ashlee handed them two cold bottles of Aquafina before grabbing the remote and turning on the 72-inch television that displayed on their wall.

      

      “I see y’all getting money around here sis.” Capone said in between gulps of water.

      

      “Not as much money as you nigga.” Mac came from the back saying, walking over to the couch, greeting his friend.

      

      Capone stood up, pulling Mac into a manly hug, and Pip followed suit before taking a seat back on the couch. Capone and Mac became friends the first day they met in their third period Algebra class sophomore year in high school. The two men was such much alike in many ways, which was why when Capone got on, he put Mac on too. Mac was commander and chief when it came to the trap houses in the hood. It was his job to make sure that everything ran smoothly, everything from the drugs to the dope boys that sold their product for them.

      

      “What you call us over here for nigga?” Capone asked, adjusting his ass in the cream leather sectional.

      

      Mac stroked his long beard while looking at everyone in the room. Capone noticed a huge smile on Ashlee’s face, which only piqued his interest even more.

      

      “You know I would have told you over the phone, shot you a text or some, but y’all know how extra Ashlee is.” Mac replied, glancing over at his girlfriend of four years.

      

      “Boy shut up!” Ash said, playfully punching Mac in the arm before taking a seat on the arm of the couch.

      

      The room went quiet before Mac spoke up again, grabbing everyone’s attention with his next statement.

      

      “Y’all muthafuckers ready to be Godparents?” he asked, his eyes shifting back and forth between Capone and Pip.

      

      “Oh my God! Are y’all serious? Congratulations!” Pip beamed, jumping to her feet and walking over to Ash, hugging her.

      

      “Hell yeah. Congratulations my nigga!” Capone barked, following Pip’s lead, standing to his feet, walking over to Ash.

      

      “How far along?” he asked, rubbing her semi-flat stomach.

      

      “We just found out this morning. I’m almost three months.” She said excitedly.

      

      “I’m happy for y’all my nigga. It’s causes for a celebration.” Capone geeked, walking over to Mac’s bar, pulling out a bottle of Henny with three shot glasses.

      

      Joining the four of them back on the couch, Capone handed out glasses to everyone expect Ashlee, who enjoyed her bottle of cold water. Pouring liquor into each of the cups, Capone gathered them around for a toast.

      

      “Mac and Ash, congratulations on the new edition. I’m already knowing y’all gon’ be some dope ass parents.” Capone said, raising his glass in the air.

      

      “And we already know y’all gon’ be some dope ass Godparents.” Ashlee followed behind him saying, raising her bottle of water in the air.

      

      The four friends toasted to new beginnings and life before downing the hard-brown liquor. Capone looked over at Pip, who seemed to be in her own world or even a little bit uninterested. Capone knew it had everything to do with the fact that she didn’t have kids of her own. For the past six months, Pip had been pressuring Capone into starting a family. That had been the topic to the majority of their arguments. He understood that Pip was older and her biological clock was ticking, but he simply was not ready to start a family. In his eyes, he was twenty-one and just being to live, he knew that children would do nothing but hinder him at the moment.

      Of course, Pip didn’t understand because to her, they had enough to money to hire any help they needed, but Capone planned on being more than just a part-time father.

      

      “So, are we hoping for a boy or girl?” Capone asked, pulling his vibrating phone out of his pocket.

      

      He could feel Pip trolling, but he ignored her and the call.

      

      “I want a Jr. but she wants a girl.” Mac answered first, looking over in the direction of his girl.

      

      “I can’t take another Macon. One is enough.” She laughed, but everyone knew she was serious.

      

      Capone listened as his homie and his girl went back and forth about the gender of their unborn child when his phone vibrated again. Taking another look at his phone, he noticed aside from the missed call from Mecca, he now had a text message. It was unlike Mecca to reach out to him first. He was always the one initiating the contact, whether it was to kick it or simply check on her. Feeling like something may be wrong, he unlocked his phone and read the message.

      

      Mecca: I’m sorry to bother you but I had no one else to call.

      

      Without hesitation, Capone texted back, asking her what was wrong. Trying to still engage in the conversation like normal, Capone couldn’t really focus with Mecca on his mind. Checking his phone again, he noticed she hadn’t texted back yet, which bothered him.

      

      “I gotta piss, I’ll be back.” He lied, standing to his feet and leaving.

      

      Once inside, he locked the door, turned on the faucet, and called Mecca back. After about three rings, the phone went to voicemail. Hanging up, Capone called right back, this time getting an answer.

      

      “What’s up? You good?”  He asked as soon as the call was connected.

      

      Capone listened to nothing but silence before hearing what sounded like crying.

      

      “Mecca, what the fuck wrong?” he asked a little louder, having to remember where he was at.

      

      “Capone, I was at Kay’s house when her brother tried to rape me. She put me out and now…. I didn’t know who else to call.” She explained.

      

      “Where you at?” he questioned, feeling his anger rising.

      

      “I’m on the block waiting for my sister to come so I can tell her what happened.”

      

      “I’m less than ten minutes away. Stay there.”

      

      Capone ended the call without waiting for a response from Mecca. Shutting the water off, Capone headed out the bathroom, joining everyone else.

      

      “What’s wrong?” Pip asked, noticing the change in his demeanor.

      

      “Yeah bruh, you good?” Mac asked.

      

      “Yeah, there’s an issue with one of the trap houses.” Capone lied, grabbing his car keys off the table.

      

      He could literally feel Pip’s eyes following each move he made.

      

      “Issue with one of the houses? Why they call you and not Mac?” Pip quizzed with a puzzled look on her face.

      

      Feeling himself becoming frustrated with her and her questions, Capone tried to calm himself down before answering her.

      

      “My phone dead in there on the charger, I’m pretty sure they hit my line first.” Mac spoke up, locking eyes with Capone.

      

      “Fine. Let’s go then.” Pip said, standing to her feet.

      

      “Nah, you stay here. I know you and Ash got some planning to do. I won’t be long.” Capone stated, placing a kiss on Pip’s forehead before leaving out the door.
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      Mecca sat on the bench at the park and waited for Capone to arrive. Between strolling through her phone and holding small conversations with the kids who played around her, she hadn’t noticed how much time had passed. Glancing at the clock on her phone screen, she noticed it was almost seven o’clock. The fact that it was still light outside kind of threw her off, but it explained why the streets were still packed with people.

      Mecca closed her eyes and took in the cool breeze that wisped passed her when she heard loud music. Popping her eyes back open, she followed the sound of Young Jeezy’s voice. Standing to her feet, she grabbed her bags and began to walk over to Capone who was getting out the car. Meeting him halfway, she noticed the look on his face; it was the same exact look he had when she told him about Dame.

      

      “Aye where that nigga at?” Capone asked, looking at Mecca and then down the street.

      

      “Huh? Where who?” Mecca questioned, confused as to what he was referring to.

      

      “He in the crib?” he probed again, looking directly passed her.

      

      Capone began walking down the street towards Kay’s house with Mecca in tow. She thought about calling out to him but by the look in his eyes, she knew it was no use. As the two of them approached the building, Mecca noticed Danielle crossing the street. Motioning with her hands, Mecca signaled for her to hurry up. By the time Dani made it to where she was, Capone was banging on Kay’s door.

      

      “What happened? What’s wrong?” Danielle wondered, noticing the look on everyone’s face.

      

      Just as Mecca opened her mouth to begin to explain, Darrius came tumbling down the steps towards her. As soon as he answered the door, Capone grabbed him by the collar and tossed him out the doorway, down the front steps.

      

      “What the fuck?!” Dani yelled, taking a few steps back as Darrius collided with her legs.

      

      “So, you just gon’ take the pussy huh?” Capone asked, now standing over Darrius who was still on the ground.

      

      “SO, YOU GON’ TAKE THE PUSSY HUH?” He said again, this time followed by a blow to the face.

      

      Mecca and Danielle watched on as Capone beat Darrius’ ass. Poor Dee didn’t stand a chance; he didn’t even get the opportunity to swing. A small crowd began to draw around them at the same time Kay came flying out the house.

      

      “GET THE FUCK OFF MY BROTHER!” She screamed, planting punches to Capone’s back.

      

      Without thinking, Mecca walked behind her, grabbing a fist full of Kay’s braids, slinging her out the way like a rag doll. She turned and looked at her sister who stood there with her mouth wide opened. After removing her ex-best friend from the altercation, Mecca focused back on the fight between the two men. Darrius was now curled up in a ball as knots began to form on his head. He had been leaking blood since the first blow but now he was covered in it. Mecca didn’t feel bad for Darrius because if you ask her, he deserved more than an ass whopping, but she was sure he learned his lesson.

      

      “We gotta stop him before he kill that man.” Dani nudged Mecca and said.

      

      Realizing that her sister was right, Mecca tried to pull Capone off of Darrius, but she wasn’t strong enough.

      

      “HELP ME!” Mecca yelled out right before Dani joined in with separating the two.

      

      “Capone, he’s had enough, let’s go.” Mecca spoke softly in his ear and to her surprise, it worked-- he listened.

      

      “I swear to God you lucky I ain’t trying to catch a body in front of all these people. You bitch ass nigga.” Capone barked before landing one more blow to the side of Darrius’ head.

      

      Pulling Capone down the street to his car, Mecca could hear the neighbors whispering. She was sure that the police weren’t far, although she hadn’t heard any sirens just yet.

      

      “MECCCAAA!!”

      

      Hearing Danielle call her name halted Mecca and her attempt to get Capone out of there.

      

      “Can you please go to the car while I talk to my sister?” she pleaded, looking him directly in his eyes.

      

      “I won’t be long.” Mecca promised before jogging back down the street to Danielle.

      

      “What the fuck I miss?” Dani asked, still confused about what had just taken place.

      

      “I’ll tell you later, go to Stephany’s house, and when I figure this shit out, I’ll come over there and get you.” Mecca explained.

      

      She didn’t want to tell Danielle about Darrius trying to rape her outside because she knew how Dani was. She would flip out and they’ll be fighting all over again.

      

      “Let me calm him down and then I’ll call Stephany’s phone to talk with you, but in the meantime, don’t go back to Kay’s house.”

      

      “Ok but what the fuck happened?” Danielle probed, wanting all the answers now.

      

      “Just listen to me please. I gotta find a way to make a way. Now go around the corner and I’ll be there.”

      

      Danielle smacked her lips before turning to walk away. The crowd faded as well. Darrius and Kay were back inside their house like nothing ever happened. Mecca waited until Danielle turned the corner and was fully out of sight before she jogged back down the street to Capone’s car. Capone was sitting on the hood of his Jeep truck talking to someone when she walked up.

      

      “I put yo bags in the backseat. You ready?” he stopped in mid-sentence and asked.

      

      Mecca shook her head up and down, although she had no clue what she was getting ready for. For some reason, she trusted Capone; but mostly importantly, she felt protected when she was with him.

      

      “Aight my mans, I’ll holler at you later.”

      

      Capone shook hands with the young man he was speaking with. Once the guy walked off, he turned and looked at Mecca.

      

      “Let’s go!”

      

      Following his lead, Mecca got inside the car and waited to see what was next. She wasn’t pressed about being left in the dark because she wasn’t in a rush; she didn’t have anywhere to go anyway.

      

      “Where yo sister go? She good?” Capone asked as he sped away down the street.

      

      “Yeah, I told her to go to her friend’s house while I figure out what we gon’ do next.” Mecca replied.

      

      She noticed that Capone opened his mouth to speak but remained quiet, which made Mecca wonder what exactly was on his mind.

      

      “Y’all legit don’t have any family….. FUCK!”

      

      Capone hit the steering wheel as he pulled over to the side. Maybe it was the fact that Mecca had a lot on her mind, but she hadn’t heard the police sirens. Yet, when she looked out the side mirror, she seen the blue and white lights behind them.

      

      “You dirty again?” Mecca quizzed, remembering how they first met.

      

      “Even dirtier.” Capone turned to her and replied with a straight face.

      

      Already knowing what that meant, Mecca took it upon herself and opened the glove department. Just as she expected, a silver and black pistol greeted her.

      

      “It’s bodies on here?” she quickly asked, noticing that the cops were exiting their vehicle.

      

      “No bodies, it’s clean. I’m good though, close it back, and I’ll handle this.” He assured her as he unbuckled his seatbelt.

      

      Mecca and Capone never sat down and talked openly about his lifestyle, but she knew enough to know what type of shit he was into it. Every time they were together, both of his phones rang off the hook and the respect he got in the hood was crazy. Other than the conversation about shipping the drugs, she hadn’t heard anything else.

      

      With the police slowly approaching, Mecca noticed Capone’s demeanor change. She knew it was more to the story than what he was leading her to believe. Without thinking twice, she snatched the gun out, closed the compartment, and placed it behind her back just as the male and female officer asked them both to step out the car.
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      Pip took three slices of cheese out of the refrigerator and put them in the pot of grits that was on the stove. The bacon, eggs, and toast were already done and now she was ready to prep the plate. Going back inside the fridge, Pip grabbed the platter of fruit and placed in on the counter. After everything was organized on the plate, Pip placed everything on a meal tray and headed upstairs.

      It had been months since the last time she cooked, yet alone served breakfast in bed. Taking her time going up the stairs, she carefully balanced the orange juice so it wouldn’t spill. Using her legs, she kicked opened the door and smiled at the sight of Capone lying in bed. The night before, they had a huge argument once he picked her up from Mac and Ashlee’s house. Not only did he up and leave, he didn’t come back to get her until after midnight.

      Pip enjoyed the time and planning with Ashlee, but she couldn’t fully enjoy her visit because Capone was on her mind. He had been acting different lately and Pip couldn’t help but assume another woman was involved. The two years they’ve been together, she never had any issues with other women; but she was no fool, anything was possible.

      

      “Good morning love!” she beamed as she walked to his side of bed.

      

      Capone gave her a slight smile before sitting straight up in bed.

      

      “Damn, you cooked?” he asked surprisingly as he reached for the tray.

      

      Smacking her lips playfully, Pip handed him his food before walking to her side of the bed. After turning to his favorite show Martin, Pip grabbed her phone and joined him under the covers.

      

      “You not eating?” he turned to her and asked with a mouth full of bacon.

      

      “Nah, I’m not hungry. I’ll grab something from Starbucks before I leave.” She replied as she strolled Facebook.

      

      Capone must have been satisfied with her answer because he didn’t say another word. Instead, he cleaned his plate, leaving nothing but the utensils. Noticing he was done, Pip got up, grabbed the empty plate, and took it to the kitchen. Traveling through their house, Pip made a mental note to call a cleaning agency because things were starting to look cluttered. Heading back up the stairs, she reentered their bedroom and noticed Capone was no longer in bed. Looking across the room at the closed bathroom door, she realized he wasn’t far, so she got back in bed.

      Grabbing her iPhone again, she sent out a few text messages before checking her email. It was Saturday morning and although she had a full day ahead, she still had enough time to chill and have a much-needed talk with Capone.

      Hearing the toilet flush, Pip placed her phone under the pillow and made herself comfortable in bed before he entered the room. Outside of the conversation that needed to be held, Pip was hoping for some make-up sex since it didn’t happen the night before. Pip’s eyes followed Capone’s each and every move as he glided across the bedroom. She couldn’t wait for him to join her in bed since the sight of him alone made her pussy wet. With her eyes glued to him, she watched as he went inside the top drawer to grab a pair of underwear.

      

      “Where you going?” she jumped up and asked with a displeased look on her face.

      

      “I gotta holler at Jenkins.” He said, keeping it short and sweet.

      

      “Jenkins for what? What happened?” she probed, sitting up more now in the bed.

      

      “Business Ava. It’s business.” He sighed as he turned on the closet light.

      

      “I mean…. Are you in trouble? Something had to happen for you to be meeting up with your lawyer.”

      

      Pip reflected back to the events of last night and how Capone picked her up with an attitude. It was obvious that something was bothering him, but every time she asked him what was wrong, he would tell her nothing. Him being secretive was eating her up and she had to speak up about it.

      

      “Capone Brown, are you cheating on me?” Pip blurted out and asked.

      

      “Look Ava, don’t start this shit.” He sighed, entering the connected bathroom.

      

      Pip heard him turn the water on and jumped out of bed.

      

      “What happened last night? Something not right.” She replied, joining him in the bathroom.

      

      “Like I’ve been telling you since day one, I’ll leave you before I hurt you. That shit ain’t change.” He said, turning around to face her.

      

      Pip looked Capone in the eyes. She wanted to believe him, but his words weren’t sitting right in her spirit. She knew something was off and she planned on getting to the bottom of things.

      

      “Ok then if that’s the case. Why can’t we start a family?” she asked, placing her hands on her hips.

      

      “How we go from cheating to starting a family?” he asked, brushing passed her and exiting the bathroom.

      

      “What you mean how?” she snapped, following up behind him.

      

      “If you not cheating and you love me, I don’t see the issue.” She continued.

      

      “Sweetheart, starting a family is deeper than any of that bullshit you talking…..”

      

      “BULLSHIT?”

      

      “Yes, bullshit. WHEN we start our family, I want to make sure that we straight.” He stopped walking and pulled her close to him and said.

      

      Pip melted into Capone’s big arms like ice cream on a hot day. There was no doubt in her mind that she loved him, she just prayed the feelings stayed mutual.

      

      “Look around. We got everything we need. You know how many young men can only dream of having the things you have.” She spoke, laying her head on his chest.

      

      “And all this material shit don’t mean nothing if I can’t see my kids grow up. None of this shit matters if I’m not coming home to my wife every night. When I’m where I wanna be in life then we can revisit this conversation… until then, it’s dead.”

      

      Capone pulled away from Pip and went inside the bathroom where he closed the door this time. Pip tried to see things from Capone’s perspective, but it was no use. He wasn’t thirty-years-old, his biological clock wasn’t ticking; there was no possible way that he understood where she was coming from either. When they first got together, they both agreed to look pass the age difference but now, it was the biggest factor in their relationship.

      Annoyed with everything and ready to rip Capone’s head off his shoulders, Pip decided to leave the house and get her day started. Having showered before she made breakfast, Pip went into the bedroom she used as a closet and slipped on some clothes. Satisfied with a pair of Nike leggings and tank top to match, Pip slid on her Gucci slides, grabbed her Gucci fanny pack and left out the door.

      Stopping at the gas station first, she filled up the tank and grabbed a bottle of water before hitting the expressway. Pip usually chilled on weekends but with the new clientele and big event coming up, she had to put in a little overtime to make sure things ran smoothly. Grabbing the aux cord, Pip went to the Tidal app on her phone and entered Beyoncé’s name. Scrolling through her catalog, she settled on her Lemonade album, put it on shuffle, and cruised the streets of Chicago.

      

      ♬Something don't feel right

      Because it ain't right

      Especially comin' up after midnight

      I smell your secret, and I'm not too perfect

      To ever feel this worthless

      How did it come down to this?

      Going through your call list

      I don't wanna lose my pride, but I'ma fuck me up a bitch♬

      

      Pip sung out aloud as if she was Queen Bey herself. With the way Capone had been acting lately, she felt like those lyrics were especially written for them and their situation. After listening to the song two more times, she grabbed the phone to make a call. She planned on doing a pop-up at Pip’s House and knew exactly who to take with her.

      

      “What’s been going on girl?” Pip asked Danielle before the doors to her car could close.

      

      “Nothing.” She replied dryly.

      

      Pip didn’t know Danielle that well, but she could tell that something was off… something was bothering her.

      

      “You sure?” she pried, looking over at her briefly then back at the road.

      

      “Family shit. Nothing big.” Dani told her as she stared out the window.

      

      Pip didn’t want to push the issue, but there was so much to Danielle that she knew she didn’t know about. She usually made it her duty to know the women she employed, but it had been a month and Danielle still hadn’t opened up to her. Sure, she talked about her sisters from time to time but other than that, Pip knew nothing else about the girl.

      

      “I haven’t eaten yet. Let’s grab something to eat before we head to the house.”

      

      Bussing a U-turn in the middle of the street, Pip headed south to her family’s restaurant. It had been a while since she had been there. It was owned by her father, but Pip didn’t visit often because she wasn’t too fond of the staff that worked there. She argued with her dad all the time about hiring new employees, but he was fixed on having someone working there who he trusted.

      Jumping on the expressway at Western, Pip’s phone rang loudly through the speakers. Glancing at the number on the dashboard, she rolled her eyes but still answered the call.

      

      “Where the fuck you at?” a male’s voice echoed through the car.

      

      Pip continued to drive in silence, trying to figure out how she wanted to play it out.

      

      “Pip, you heard what the fuck I said.” He barked again, this time adding volume to his voice.

      

      “What’s up?” she replied nonchalantly just as traffic came to a stop.

      

      “Slide through the club right now!” he ordered before ending the call in both their ears.

      

      Pip looked over at Danielle who had a crazy look on her face. If she was her, she’ll have the same expression on hers. A nigga calling all demanding like that would draw any woman’s attention. Not caring what Danielle thought at all, Pip bussed a U-Turn for the second time that day. This time, she was heading to Fantasy’s Gentleman Club to see what the nigga wanted.
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      It seemed like every time Danielle was with Pip, things never went as planned. They went from going to Pip’s House to grabbing something to eat to now pulling up on some nigga that sound like he beat her ass. The month Dani had known Pip, it had all been about business. From the way she worked, Danielle didn’t think Pip had time for a man. She was such a bossy ass bitch, but whomever was on the other end of that call was her kryptonite.

      “I don’t wanna leave the car running. Come in with me.” Pip said once she parked in the empty parking lot of Fantasy’s Gentleman Club.

      Danielle scanned the parking lot briefly before unbuckling her seatbelt. The two of them headed around to a side door opposite of the parking lot. Once there, Pip knocked twice and within seconds, the door opened.

      “What up Pip?” A tall huge Suge Knight look alike spoke before standing to the side, allowing them to enter.

      “What up Raul, where he at?” Pip asked, stopping, allowing Raul to lead the way.

      “At the bar but I’ll be upstairs if y’all need me.”

      Danielle and Raul locked eyes before he disappeared up the dark stairwell. Dani followed behind Pip, who walked over to the bar where a bald head man was sitting. As they got closer, Danielle noticed an unhappy look on the guy’s face. Before she had time to wonder why he was so pissed, he let it be known to the world.

      “Why the fuck you blowing my phone up like that when you know I’m in the crib?” he snapped before they made it over to him.

      Danielle watched Pip’s body language change. She seemed to be uncomfortable and ready to snap at any minute now.

      “The nerve of you questioning me AFTER the shit you pulled last night…..IN MY FUCKING FACE!” she snapped back, taking a few steps closer towards him.

      All of sudden, Danielle had a strange taste for some popcorn. Maybe because she knew they were about to put on a show, and she was ready.

      “Stay out yo fuckn feelings and besides, you knew what it was when we started fucking around.” He chuckled before tossing back the shot glass full of dark liquor that was in front of him.

      “MOTHERFU…..”

      Pip paused and took a deep breath while glancing over at Danielle who tried to act uninterested.

      “Imma say this and Imma say this one time only. You better find a way to convince the bitch to get an abortion or a baby ain’t the only thing you gon’ be losing.”

      Pip’s words stung like snake’s venom to Danielle; she could only imagine how dude was feeling. Still uncertain of exactly what was going on, Dani knew it was too spicy for her.

      “When I call you, you better answer.”

      “Let’s go Dani.” Pip continued as she headed off towards the way they came in.

      Walking a little quicker to catch up, Danielle really didn’t want to go. She needed more answers.

      “PIP, AINT NOBODY SCARED OF YOU BUT KEEP THEM THREATS TO A MINIMUM!” the guy yelled out, causing Danielle to turn around briefly and look at him.

      “BYE MAC!” Pip yelled back, chucking up the deuces as she walked out of his sight.

      The situation must have made Pip lose her appetite because they never went to her family’s restaurant. Instead, she stopped at McDonalds and grabbed a salad while Dani ate a chicken sandwich with fries. After their quick meal, they headed to the Estate to handle whatever business they needed to handle.

      “Go gather the girls for me. I’ll be in the basement when y’all ready.” Pip stated, walking off down the hallway, leaving Dani standing there alone.

      Not wanting to stand there and look stupid, Danielle headed upstairs to do what Pip asked. Dani still didn’t know the women nor her way around the huge mansion but she planned on making the best out of it.

      When she finally made it up the flight of stairs, Dani looked around at all the closed doors and sighed. Everyone seemed to be in their own world minding their business and here she was about to disturb their peace. She knew absolutely nothing about how brothels were ran, but she had a feeling she was going to learn really soon.

      “You lost?”

      Danielle heard a soft voice say from behind her back. Quickly turning around, she came face to face with the only person she recognized.

      “Ummmm… Troy is it?” Dani quizzed, trying to make sure she got her name correct.

      “Live in the flesh. Nice to meet you again, Danielle.” She smiled, extending her hand for a formal handshake.

      Hesitating at first, Danielle reached out and grabbed Troy’s soft hand. The two of them locked eyes briefly before the sound of a door opening interrupted them.

      “I—I—Pip told me to gather the girls in the basement.” She explained, pulling her hand back.

      “Well, get to gathering. I’ll be down as soon as I put this in my room.” She replied, displaying the folded clean clothes in the bag she was carrying.

      “Aight bet. I’ll see you down.”

      After Troy disappeared, Dani went and knocked on each door until she got an answer. A few of them gave her attitude, rolled their eyes, but she made it clear that she didn’t care. After about five minutes of gathering them, Dani along with Pip and the eight girls were sitting around in a circle, ready to hear the reason behind the unexpected meeting.

      “Next month, there’s going to be a huge party at Fantasy’s Gentleman Club. This party is sort of like y’all introduction to the real world. This will be the first time any of you ladies interact with our customers. Although you ladies are invited, keep in mind that all of you all are still Tier One, which means what?”

      Pip paused and waited for someone to answer but the basement remained silent.

      “WHICH MEAN WHAT LADIES?” She asked again, this time with much more bass in her voice.

      “That means no sexual interaction.” One girl with a short blonde cut answered from the corner.

      “Exactly. No fucking. Do I make myself clear?”

      Every girl in the room either verbally responded or nodded their head in agreement. Pip gave a few more orders and rules before everyone dispersed, leaving Dani and Pip alone.

      “So, the party is next weekend. You need to be there for your girls.” Pip turned to Danielle and stated once the coast was clear.

      “But I’m only seventeen, how am I supposed to get in a strip club?” Dani replied, noticing the smile on Pip’s face as she spoke.

      “When you with me, age don’t matter. You just need to make sure you are there.”  She urged again, this time standing to her feet.

      “I got a meeting in less than an hour. You can chill around here until I’m done or I can have someone take you home. What you wanna do?” Pip asked, grabbing her phone off the nearby table and walking towards the stairs.

      With Mecca being MIA since the night before, Danielle didn’t have anywhere to go in the first place, so she decided to stay there and chill. She had called Mecca’s phone private since she still didn’t know Danielle had a phone, but her sister still didn’t answer. The last time Dani had heard from Mecca was when the fight happened between Capone and Darrius. She knew Mecca was good wherever she was at. Danielle was afraid though, afraid that her and her sister was drifting apart.
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      Capone woke up Monday morning with a crook in his neck from sleeping on the uncomfortable sofa that he kept in his “man cave.” The gray leather sectional acted as his bed for the entire weekend. Him and Pip had been bumping heads so much lately that he hated being around her. Capone knew the mass of his frustration stemmed from the fact that Mecca was still in jail and he had yet to hear from his lawyer. Capone had been calling Jenkins phone non-stop for the past couple of days, but his phone was going straight to his voicemail. He had even called his office, only to be told that he was out of the country until Monday morning.

      Standing to his feet, Capone stretched before twisting his neck, cracking it in both directions. Adjusting his hard dick in the basketball shorts he wore, Capone headed up the stairs where he found Pip sitting on the couch, rambling on the phone. As soon as she noticed him, she ended the call and headed into the kitchen where he was. Standing at the refrigerator, Capone searched for something quick to eat before he got his day started. Zooming his eyes in on the hot wings he had from last night, Capone thought about the liquor that was still on his stomach and closed the refrigerator doors.

      

      “I was thinking we can grab some breakfast, get couple massages…. You know…. Just spend the day together.”

      

      Capone felt Pip’s small arms wrapped around his waist as he still stood in front of the fridge. Her plans sounded good, but he knew there was no way he had the time to do any of that, especially not today. His number one priority was Mecca and getting her out of the jam that he got her in. Capone thought back to that night and how he specially told her not to worry about the gun when yet and still, she took matters in her own hands. Capone knew the charges were weak. There was no bodies on the pistol, but it was registered to an alias name.

      His attorney Jenkins was one of the best defense attorneys in the Midwest. Capone had no doubt in his mind that things would run smoothly. He still felt bad that she was in caged up over some shit that had to do with him.

      

      “As good as that sounds, I simply can’t.” he replied, turning around looking down at Pip.

      

      “I got business to take care of. How about you grab Ashlee and the two of y’all go have a spa day. My treat.” He continued, pulling Pip closer to him, planting a soft kiss on her forehead.

      

      An unhappy Pip smacked her lips and pulled away from him, leaving Capone standing in the kitchen alone. Pip’s attitude didn’t surprise him nor phase him at all. He knew she was used to getting her way and acted like a spoiled brat when she didn’t, but that was her parents’ fault-- it didn’t have anything to do with him.

      

      “Aye, when is the last time you been at the shop?” he yelled out to her but didn’t get an answer.

      

      Capone walked out of the kitchen only to find Pip with her arms folded across chest sitting on the couch. The sight of her made him smile. Although they bumped heads a lot, she still meant a lot to him. The first year of their relationship was damn near perfect; it was year two that caused all the problems. Things seemed to shift when Pip opened up her own business for Interior Design. Her passion for designing came as a shock, especially when she came to him with the idea. Of course, her father funded everything, but it was all of Pip’s ideas and strategies. At first, Capone was a little skeptical about it, but the business had taken off and was bringing in so much money, he often joked about her selling pussy instead of home décor.

      

      “So, you don’t hear me talking to you?” he slowly walked towards her and asked, but she continued to ignore him.

      

      Just as Capone was about to snap, his phone rang loudly, causing him to pause. Checking his surroundings, Capone listened closer and realized he left his phone on the kitchen counter. As he headed back into the kitchen, the phone stopped but rang again by the time he reached it.

      

      “Hello…. Aight bet…. Give me thirty… I’m on my way.”

      

      Ending the call, he quickly headed upstairs to get dressed. Jenkins called and asked for him to meet him at his downtown location. Capone had been waiting for his call and it couldn’t have come at a more perfect time.

      

      “YOU BEEN ENDING CALLS AND LEAVING THE HOUSE LATELY! I HOPE THE BITCH WORTH IT!”

      

      Capone ignored Pip as he headed up the stairs to get his day started. If he wanted to get Mecca out, he needed to be focus and Pip and her insecurities were not helping the matter at all.

      

      After taking a quick shower, Capone threw on a pair of gray jogging pants, a gray and white Nike shirt with all-white low top Air Force Ones and hit the door. Luckily for him, he had just missed Monday’s morning rush hour traffic and the roads were clear. Cutting a forty-five-minute drive down to twenty-five- minutes, Capone walked into Jenkins’ tenth floor office in record time. After being greeted by his receptionist, Capone was told to have a seat until Jenkins was ready for him.

      Checking his phone for the time, Capone noticed it was a little after eleven and to him, half the day was gone already. Just as he began to grow impatient, Jenkins cracked open his office door and called out for Capone to come in.

      Walking into the huge office, the scent of Cool Water cologne invaded his nostrils, even causing it to burn momentarily. Jenkins, his fat white Jewish attorney, wobbled back to his desk and took a seat while Capone did the same.

      

      “So one of your colleagues got themselves into some trouble huh?” Jenkins said, opening the Mac Pro Notebook that was in front of him.

      

      “Nah, she’s a friend of mine who thought she was helping out but ended up getting into some shit.” Capone replied.

      

      Capone went on to further explain in detail what happened the night Mecca got locked up. No matter how much trouble Capone was in, he always told the truth when it came to Jenkins. Jenkins had been their family attorney for well over twenty years; he was literally the only person Capone trusted with his life.

      

      “Ohhhh… she was arrested by Officer Holmes and Officer Malone…… interesting.” Jenkins spoke, never once looking away from his laptop.

      

      “Yeah, I guess. What’s up?” Capone replied, sitting up in the chair, giving Jenkins his full attention.

      

      “Those two are the dirtiest cops on the West side, as a matter of fact….”

      

      Jenkins paused before going into his desk, pulling out two yellow manila folders. After spinning back around in his seat, Jenkins went back to the laptop where he banged on the keys for several seconds.

      

      “I knew it. Son of a bitch!” He screamed before banging his hands on the cherry oakwood desk that sat in front of him.

      

      “Man, nigga what?” an anxious Capone looked on and asked.

      

      “Your girl is as good as free. There has been an ongoing investigation with those two cops. All I gotta do is pull some strings, and your girl will be walking out of 26th and California before sunset.”

      

      “Now that does not mean she’s in the clear, but I can guarantee she will be once the States Attorney get a wisp of this. I’m going to make a few calls; I’ll call you when it’s done.” Jenkins explained as Capone listened on attentively.

      

      Satisfied with his answers, Capone stood to his feet and shook Jenkins hand before leaving the office. He knew processing out of Cook County jail was a tedious one, so he decided to find something to do in the meantime.

      Pulling up to Fantasy’s Gentleman Club, Capone killed the engine and hopped out. He shot Mac a text. When his homie told him he was at his club, Capone headed there to take a few shots with his best friend. The two of them hadn’t talked since the day they asked him and Pip to be the Godparents to their unborn child.

      

      “You having a party nigga?” Capone asked as he approached the bar where Mac was standing.

      

      Capone looked around at the workers who hung new neon signs, waxed the dance floor, and stocked the bar. He knew Mac only got things in order when there was either an inspection or he was expecting big dollars from a huge party.

      

      “Yeah, some rapper nigga renting it out to for a party.” He replied.

      

      “What you doing on this side of town anyway?” Mac continued before shaking hands with Capone.

      

      “I had to holler at Jenkins about this lil situation. Pour me up a double shot of Henny.” He requested.

      

      Mac looked at Capone oddly before doing as he requested.

      

      “You talking to your lawyer and ordering a double shot. You must be stressed big dog.”

      

      Capone grabbed the shot glass from Mac and knocked it back before addressing his comment.

      

      “It ain’t shit Jenkins can’t handle. What’s up with you though?” Capone asked, changing the subject.

      

      “Mannnn… I can’t call it. Ashlee and this baby shit getting on my nerves. This girl sent me a screenshot of some bitch who was on her inbox.”

      

      “Word!” Capone laughed at the puzzled look on his homie’s face.

      

      “Yeah, now she think I’m out here cheating and shit…”

      

      “But nigga you are.” Capone cut him off and stated.

      

      “That ain’t the point. I gotta start confiscating these hoes’ phones before I fuck them. They wanna take pictures of a nigga while he sleeps and send it to my bitch.” He barked angrily as if it was anybody else’s fault but his.

      

      Capone laughed at his friend and the fact that he was dead serious made the situation even more comical. Him and Ashlee had been together since all three of them were teenagers. Ashlee was what they considered a “good girl.” She was sheltered growing up and never exposed to the street life until she hooked up with Mac. Aside from the fact that Mac cheated, he still made sure Ashlee was taken care of. The money, cars, and jewelry still didn’t stop her grind, which was why she currently worked as a Paralegal for the largest law firm in Chicago. Although it had never been said aloud, Capone knew Ashlee didn’t need Mac; she was around because she loved him.

      

      “So, what Ashlee say?” Capone finally asked after sending a text message from his phone.

      

      “She threatened to get an abortion, but you know I ain’t letting that happen.” Mac replied, reaching for the bottle of Henny that was on the shelf.

      

      The two of them talked women, basketball, and politics for about an hour. The growling sensation in his stomach told Capone that it was time to go and get some food. Just as he rose to his feet to leave, his phone rung. Noticing that it was Jenkins calling, Capone quickly answered.

      

      “I told you. I never disappoint. Your girl should be ready for pick up in two hours.”

      

      A smile as big as the Grinch crept across Capone’s face as Jenkins’ words were like music to his ears. He never once doubted him; he was just happy that he came through and the worst part was over.
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      When the officers called Mecca’s name and told her she was being released, she thought for a second that she was being punk’d. Although it had only been two days, it felt like months, long horrible months. Everything from the rude ass officers to the bullshit ass bologna they fed them drove her crazy. The day they booked her, they took her phone and the only number she had memorized was Kay’s, and there was no way in hell she was going to call her.

      Standing to her feet, Mecca walked out the doors with the female officer leading the way. After about an hour of being processed out, Mecca stepped into the hot Chicago sun, inhaling the air deeply. Checking her surroundings, she walked towards the nearest bus stop. One good thing about being released was that they issued you a few bus passes so you could get home. Heading towards the bus stop near the Popeyes on the corner, Mecca powered her phone on when she heard someone call out her name. As soon as she looked up, her eyes landed on Capone, who was parked across the street in a white Jag.

      Rolling her eyes to the back of her head, Mecca continued to the bus stop when her phone rang. Smacking her lips at the sight of Capone’s name, she ignored the call before stepping into the street, trying to see if there was a bus coming. Not noticing a bus approaching, Mecca, however, quickly jumped back onto the sidewalk as a car approached her at top speed.

      “Get the fuck in the car! What you doing?”

      Immediately recognizing the voice, Mecca’s neck snapped in the direction of Capone, who sat in his car with the window rolled down.

      “Mecca, could you get in the car please?” He pleaded with her this go-round.

      The entire time Mecca was locked up, she rehearsed in her head how the first conversation with Capone would go. In her mind, she was in there for him, although he had made it clear to her that she shouldn’t have taken the charge. With taking that charge for him, she expected to be out within hours, not staying the entire weekend.

      “I’m not letting you get on the bus. Get in Mecca so we can talk.”

      Going back and forth with herself, Mecca finally gave in and got in. She was still upset about being in jail, but the fact that he came to get her, calmed her down a little.

      “Look, my lawyer was out of the country in Spain or else you would have BEEN out,” he said, putting much emphasizes on the word been.

      Hearing Capone’s explanation made Mecca feel much better. For a moment, she thought he said fuck her but his presence now, let her know that was not the case. When she was processed out, they gave her little information other than her next court date. She had no idea what charges she was officially facing and what the consequences could be, but she knew only time would tell.

      “MECCA….. Did you hear me?”

      Capone’s deep voice snapped her out of her trance, forcing her to look over at him.

      “Yeah, I heard you. It’s cool.” She finally replied nonchalantly.

      “Nah it ain’t cool. I told you not to do that dumb shit. What the fuck was you thinking?” he chewed away at her.

      “I was thinking here is this nigga with strikes on his back already and I rather not see him go down.” She answered truthfully, her words leaving Capone speechless.

      An awkward silence filled the car as they drove down the street. The car remained that way for about three more miles. Mecca noticed they were headed downtown but didn’t question where they were going until Capone pulled in front of a condo and killed the engine.

      “Come on.” He ordered, getting out the car and approaching the valet worker who was out front.

      “Long time no see Mr. Brown, how have things been?” the friendly young white guy with a mohawk greeted him.

      “Good Justin, how’s the family?” Capone replied, tossing him the keys to his car.

      “Everybody is good.” He smiled, glancing over at Mecca and then back at Capone.

      Capone whispered something into the guy’s ear before Capone led the way inside the cool air-conditioned building.

      “Hey Mr. Brown. All your mail has been forwarded to your PO Box. Nice to see you.” Another guy who sat at the front desk of the high-rise building greeted Capone as they headed to the elevator.

      “You live here?” Mecca finally questioned as they waited for the elevator doors.

      “Yeah.” He replied, looking over at her briefly.

      “I guess you ain’t never home then, huh?” she smirked, glancing at him out the corner of her eye.

      Capone waited until the doors on the elevator open before he replied.

      “Me and my girl got a house in the suburbs. I own this condo though and never got rid of it when we moved in together.” He answered, pressing the buttons to the fifth floor.

      Mecca stood in the elevator speechless. This was like the third time Capone’s girlfriend had been bought up and never once did Mecca question him any further. Of course, she was curious about her and outside of the slight encounter with her at the pool party, Mecca knew nothing else about her. Capone’s honesty honestly surprised her. Most men lied as long as they could about having a bitch but that wasn’t the case with him. Which further indicated to Mecca that he looked at her as a friend and nothing more.

      “No need to worry though, my girl not gon’ pop up acting crazy or no shit.” He chuckled as the doors to the elevator opened up.

      “I was never worried; I know how to fight.” Mecca said under her breath but loud enough for Capone to hear.

      The two of them walked down the hallway quietly towards Capone’s door. Mecca stood to the side as he inserted the key, gaining access to the spacious layout of the condo.

      “It ain’t much, still a bachelor’s pad, but you can add your own twist to it, whatever the fuck you wanna do.” Capone stated, handing Mecca the key he had just used for the door.

      “Wait. Huh? Come again.” A confused Mecca replied, slowly taking the key from him.

      “Look, you and yo sister can stay here as long as y’all want. I’ll get an extra key made and I’ll ensure that the people downstairs allow y’all access. Like I said, it ain’t much but….”

      “But it’s more than we got now…”

      “Capone, I can’t accept this.” She continued, handing him back the key.

      “Mecca, you ain’t got no choice. Look…..” he paused, stepping closer to her, invading her personal space.

      Mecca felt goosebumps forming on her skin as she tried to play it cool. Regardless of how much she tried to downplay his looks, Capone was fine as fuck and any woman would agree.

      “I fucks with you. Like Mecca, I REALLY REALLY fuck with you. Since day one, you been riding which tells and shows me a lot. I know your situation ain’t the best… that’s why I’m here for whatever you need.” He paused again, this time staring at her in the eyes.

      Mecca tried her best to break the trance, but Capone had her hypnotized, which was unusual. She felt his words were genuine and now his actions were showing it.

      “Here’s a couple hundred for groceries or whatever. Hit my line if you need anything else.” He explained, peeling off blue face hundreds and handing them to her.

      “Capone, I appreciate all this, but if you really wanna help, put me on. Give me a job.”

      Mecca noticed Capone’s body language change, but he remained silent; therefore she used that opportunity as time to sell him the idea.

      “All this shit you doing is cool. I swear to God I’m grateful Capone, but instead of you feeding me with a spoon, put me in a position where I can eat on my own.”

      The smile on Capone’s face confused Mecca. She didn’t know exactly what he was thinking, but she knew he was a blunt dude, so she’ll know sooner than later.

      “School Mecca. That’s what I want you to do. Go to school.” He replied, his response completely catching her off guard.

      “Huh?”

      Mecca twisted her head to the side, looking at him like he had lost his mind. She had heard him clearly; she just didn’t understand his request.

      “I heard about how you were valedictorian in school. My cousin Jay told me everything shorty. I also know you got accepted to hundreds of colleges with a full ride. That type of shit don’t happen often, so I need you to take advantage of it. As far as this street shit, leave that up to me. It’s nothing to get you a job, but I need you to focus on school.” He explained.

      “School cool but school ain’t gon’ feed me and sisters.” Mecca let it be known.

      “I hear you and you right but just trust me Mecca, I got you.”

      “Now, I got a Mac book in the backroom you can use to complete the process for classes, but I know those joints be having deadlines, so I need you to get on that ASAP. Whatever you need financially, let me know. I’ll be back a little later… this yo crib, make yourself comfortable.”
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      Pip laid across the bed watching the blades on the celling fan spin as she replayed the events in her head. Sex with Mac always put her in an awkward space; his dick was mesmerizing, which was probably why she nutted three times in thirty minutes. It was something about the way younger men made her feel that was addictive. In her mind, by being the oldest and most mature one out the relationship, Pip felt she had the upper hand. Well that was the case until she met Capone and started fucking Mac. Those two seemed to always put her in her place, which had its pros and cons.

      “Ashlee got a doctor’s appointment today. I gotta get home.”

      Pip’s eyes darted in the direction of Mac, who entered the room from the bathroom, wearing nothing but a towel wrapped around his waist. Quickly sitting up in the bed, she pulled the white sheets over her upper body.

      “Can’t she go by herself?” Pip replied as she scooted towards the end of the bed.

      Noticing the annoyed look on Mac’s face, Pip stood to her feet, dropping the sheet, exposing her perfectly made in China body.

      “You know I ain’t mean it like that but…..”

      Pip walked over towards Mac and pulled his muscular body against hers. She began placing soft kisses on his chest, something in which she knew he loved.

      “All I’m saying is, I miss you and I thought this was our time together.” She whined, hoping he felled for her sympathy act.

      “Pip, you low-key lucky I’m still fucking with you after that stunt you pulled the other day.” Mac replied, walking away from Pip and grabbing his clothes off the chaise in the bedroom.

      “Like I told you the other day, I’m grown. I don’t play on phones, let alone play Facebook games.” She lied with a straight face.

      It was absolutely Pip who wrote Ashlee on Facebook about Mac and his infidelities. She thought she’ll go undetected since Mac had many hoes, but fingers pointed back to her since the couple had only told her and Capone about the pregnancy. Pip kicked herself in the ass, if only she had waited a few days, things would have worked out; but she was too pissed and too hurt to hide her true feelings.

      “Ok maybe I did that but….”

      “BUT SHIT PIP! You know how this shit go. You are not my bitch. You belong to Capone.” He barked, tossing the Adidas shirt over his head.

      Mac’s words didn’t surprise Pip, that had been his stance on the situation since him and her started creeping around about six months ago. Deep down, Pip knew Mac regretted their encounter while her feelings were totally opposite-- she was beginning to fall in love with him.

      “Look man, this time was our last time. Shit getting too deep and I gotta make sure my home is always in order first. I fucks with you but….”

      “Whatever Mac, just go. I’ll let myself out.” Pip cut him off in mid-sentence and explained.

      Those words must have been music to Mac’s ears because he left without saying another word. Once she heard the door close, Pip snatched her phone off the bed and checked her favorite app, My Days. This app allowed her to calculate when her period would arrive but most importantly, when she was ovulating.

      “BINGO!” she screamed, jumping up and rushing into the kitchen.

      Once in there, she went inside the freezer and pulled out a brown bag. Inside the bag contained the condom that her and Mac used earlier that morning. Grabbing the turkey baster she bought out of her purse, Pip rushed into the bathroom to start the process.

      When she was done, she showered and was out of the building within twenty minutes. Once inside her car, she plugged her phone up just as a call came through the speakers. The name on the screen caused her to roll her eyes. She thought about sending the call to voicemail but since she was still feeling some type of way from earlier, she answered with a devilish grin plastered on her face.

      “Hey Friend. How’s my Godbaby doing in there?” she sang as she pulled out of the parking garbage.

      “I swear to God I’m leaving his ass. I been calling his phone all morning and he ain’t answering.” Ashlee frustratedly explained, completely dismissing Pip’s question.

      Pip smiled as she listened to her ramble on about Mac. She enjoyed hearing her complain about him, especially when she was the root of her problem.

      “I don’t know why I thought a baby was gon’ change his dog ass, but I was wrong.” Ashlee continued, this time with a shaky voice that let Pip know she was crying.

      “So, he didn’t come home last night?” she pried, not for Ashlee but for her own purposes.

      “Girl, Mac is dumb but he’s not dumb dumb. I told him the last time he pulled that overnight shit, that if he did it again, he was gon’ be coming home to an empty house.”

      Pip smacked her lips unknowingly but luckily for her, Ashlee didn’t hear it. The more and more she talked, the more and more Pip’s anger grew. She had been begging Mac to spend a night out with her but each time, he’d declined. He never gave exact reason as to why he couldn’t, but Ashlee confirmed that for her.

      “You know how much Mac and Capone work friend so don’t stress, especially about shit you can’t change.” Pip replied, rolling her eyes to the back of her head.

      “I hear you Pip. I just wish I had your strength……”

      Silence felled upon them briefly; Pip was unsure what caught Ashlee’s attention, but she was ready to end the call and go about her day.

      “Girl, I’m looking out the window and here come this fool now with flowers and Nordstrom bags. I’ll call you back.”

      Before Pip could even react to her last statement, Ash ended the call in her ear, which only added to her frustration for that day. From the outside looking in, Pip knew no one would feel sorry for her, but no one knew how she felt about Mac. Her heart belonged to Capone, there was no question about that, but Mac owned every other part of her.

      Her best and only friend, Tia, preached to her almost every day about how she was playing with fire and needed to stop, but Pip wasn’t trying to hear it. In Pip’s mind, if everything worked itself out, it was the outcome that she was afraid of.

      Snatching the phone out the cup holder, Pip went to her contact list and dialed Tia’s number. It had been a week since her and her best friend last spoke. Tia and her husband Mitch were celebrating their fifth-year wedding anniversary in Greece and her service was whack. Although they landed last night, Pip wanted to give Tia some time to get settled in before she bombarded her with her bullshit.

      “Babbbyyyyy! I missed youuuuuu!” Tia’s angelic voice sang through the car speakers when the Facetime call connected.

      “I miss you more beautiful. Are you home?” she asked, unable to tell from Tia’s background where she was located.

      “Yes, I am, Mitch just left, and I have mimosas… come on over.”

      After confirming with Tia that she was on her way, Pip stopped at the gas station and grabbed a few packs of blunts before heading over. Pulling in front of Tia’s new two-story red brick home, Pip shook her head in disbelief. She was amazed at how much legit money could actually get you. Still not a chance she wanted to take, Pip tossed that silly thought out of her head and proceeded to the front door. Only having to ring the bell once before the door was snatched back.

      “Besstttiiiieeee!” the two women said in unison as they greeted each other with a hug.

      “I missed you boo. Where you coming from?” Tia asked as she eyed Pip suspiciously.

      “Girl from with Mac.” Pip sighed, walking further into the home.

      After admiring her friend’s taste in furniture and décor, Pip sat her purse down and then flopped down herself.

      “Ok, so what’s tea?” Tia asked, joining her in the living room, wearing nothing but a Nike sports bra and leggings.

      Doing a dramatic pause, Pip placed her hand on the top of her head as if she had a migraine before replying.

      “ Girrrrllllllll…….tell me why Mac got Ashlee pregnant.” She blurted out, the words stinging her heart as they left her mouth.

      “Awww congratulations to them.” Tia replied, grabbing the half drunken bottle of water off the coffee table.

      “What the fuck you mean congratulations?” Pip snapped, her neck twisting in the direction of her best friend.

      “I like Ashlee. It’s a celebratory moment, but of course you not looking at it that way because……”

      “Because what Tia?” Pip cut her off and asked.

      “Because you fucking her nigga. You know I ain’t the one to sugar coat shit. You were wrong the first time you did it and you wrong now.” Tia let it be known.

      “Look, I ain’t come over her to be judged. If I wanted to hear the word, I would’ve took my ass to church.” Pip snapped, standing to her feet to leave.

      “Calm down Tyson… it ain’t that serious. You know how I feel about that WHOLE situation.” Tia replied, still calm as a summer breeze.

      “Yeah, you want me to get a white rich doctor like you huh?” Pip chuckled, sitting back down.

      “No, I want you to REALLY secure a bag. A REAL bag.” Tia explained.

      It seemed like Pip and Tia had the exact same conversation at least five times a week, but for some strange reason, she was pissing Pip off now more than ever before.

      “Tia please stopping acting like you the only one living good. I’m not missing no meals sweetheart.” Pip snapped, no longer able to control her anger.

      “Ava, please stop acting like you the only muthafucker from the hood. You know exactly what I mean.” Tia snapped back.

      “Well actually, I don’t. You seem to only have a problem when it is dealing with Mac and not Capone, but last time I checked, they got their money the same way.”

      That was another issue. Tia was against the drug-dealer, kingpin, boss lifestyle, and she tried to force her views on Pip, but it didn’t work. The thing was, she always approved of her and Capone’s relationship, the problem didn’t start until Mac entered the picture.

      “CORRECTION… I got this way when you started cheating on THE boss for the second nigga in command. That shit stupid Ava.” Tia preached.

      Pip had had enough of Tia and her opinions; she knew that Tia wasn’t backing down and neither was she, so the best thing to do would be to leave.

      “I’ll talk to you later bitch. I ain’t gotta deal with yo fucked up attitude.” Pip said, tossing her bag over her shoulder and walking towards the front door.

      “Nah what’s fucked up is that turkey baster hanging out yo purse…..  BYE FELICIA!"

      Pip couldn’t help but laugh herself as she headed to the car with hopes that the rest of her day would run smoother.
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      “Aye Danielle, wake up. Your sister at the door.”

      Hearing Stephany’s voice reference Mecca made Dani jump out of her sleep and disregard whatever dream may have been going on. It had been a few days since she last heard from or seen her sister and at point, she was beyond worried.

      “Where—Where she at?’ Dani questioned, rubbing the crust out her eyes.

      “She’s at the door. I’ll tell her to come in.” Steph said, walking out of her bedroom.

      “Nah it’s cool. I’ll go out there. Just tell her here I come, let me use the bathroom first.”

      Keeping her word, Danielle left the room and headed down the hall to the bathroom. Once in there, she pissed, washed her face, and gargled with the Listerine that was on the sink. When she was done, she headed onto the porch where Mecca was waiting.

      “Well look what the wind blew this way.” Dani said sarcastically, causing Mecca to turn around.

      “Where you been bitch? Locked up?” Dani joked, but shut up quickly when she noticed the look on Mecca’s face.

      “Bitch wait…..You was locked up? What were you doing, being a trap queen again?” she laughed, remembering the time Mecca hid Capone’s drugs in her bra for him.

      Noticing none of her material was working and Mecca hadn’t cracked a smile yet let Danielle know it was serious.

      “Long story short, yeah. I’m good and I’ll go into details later, but I came to get you so go get your stuff.”

      Dani stared at Mecca briefly before turning around and heading inside the house. After gathering her belongings, Dani told Steph she’d holler at her later before meeting Mecca back on the porch.

      “Where we going?” Danielle asked as she stepped back into the blazing hot sun.

      “Home. Now get in the Uber.” Mecca ordered, heading down the stairs to a gray Hyundai Accord with Danielle in tow.

      So many questions plagued Danielle’s mind about Mecca’s disappearance and her demeanor all together. Last time she checked, they were homeless and here she was pulling up in an Uber, giving orders like she got her shit together. Danielle planned on asking all the necessary questions to get the answers she needed; she just hoped her sister was ready for the interrogation. Reaching for the door handle, Danielle heard something hit the ground.

      “Fuck.” She mumbled under her breath before looking at Mecca out the side of her eye.

      “Where you get a phone from?” Her big sister quizzed just like Dani knew she would.

      “It’s pre-paid. I went and got it when I got my first little check from work.” Dani lied, snatching the phone off the pavement and stuffing it in her back pocket.

      “Yeah ok Dani.” Mecca chuckled before sliding in the small backseat behind her.

      The conversation that she’s been dreading about the mysterious phone went easier than she expected. Danielle knew Mecca must have had a lot on her mind to dismiss the conversation like she did, but Dani wasn’t tripping. She was tired of answering to Mecca like she was her mother anyway.

      The questions Danielle planned on drilling Mecca during their ride “home” went unanswered because Dani didn’t ask them. She decided to give it some time and besides, their young Uber driver blasted rap music the entire ride, making it hard to conversate.

      “You can pull over right here.”

      Danielle’s eyes popped up from her phone when she heard Mecca’s voice. Quickly looking out the window and surveilling her surroundings, Danielle noticed they were double parked in front of a high-rise condo. Scooting out the backseat behind Mecca, Danielle grabbed her belongings before stepping onto the curb.

      “When Capone picked me up from the county, he bought me back here. Apparently, this is a condo he owns but does not stay here.”

      Danielle noticed Mecca rolling her eyes after stating that and wondered what that was about, but she remained quiet, allowing her to finish.

      “He said that we can stay here as long as we like while we get on our feet.” She continued.

      Danielle listened to every word that left her big sister’s mouth all the while admiring the layout of the condo’s lobby. Standing to the side while Mecca checked them in, Pip grabbed her vibrating phone out her back pocket. Noticing it was Pip calling, she sent her to voicemail before following Mecca to the elevator. Shoving the phone in her back pocket again, the sisters exited the elevator and headed to the apartment.

      “So this nigga just letting you stay in a crib and….. WOW! This muthafucker is beautiful.”

      Danielle’s eyes admired the large layout of the condo. The pool table in the middle of the floor was her favorite, which only showed how much of a bachelor’s pad Capone’s place really was. She still couldn’t believe that he was allowing them to stay there. Assuming there was more to the story, Danielle took that time to start investigating.

      “You fucking that nigga?” Danielle asked out the blue as she walked into the kitchen, checking the refrigerator.

      “And we got food food.” Dani continued as her stomach began to growl from looking at all the treats inside the full stainless-steel fridge.

      “No, I’m not fucking him. Me and Capone just cool.” Mecca replied, turning on the television in the living room.

      Danielle absolutely, positively believed her sister; she knew when Mecca wasn’t lying and in addition to that, they were too close to keep something so petty away from each other. Dani still didn’t quite understand Capone and his motives, if any, but she loved the way he moved and wasn’t complaining at all.

      “He wants me to go to school, so I’ve been sending emails all day. I figured that’s the least I could do.” She explained, grabbing the silver MacBook that was on the couch next to her.

      “Oh yeah, about school… It starts in two weeks.” Danielle recalled, thinking about her up and coming senior year.

      Truthfully, with all that was going on, school was the last thing on her mind. She wasn’t as smart as Mecca; therefore she didn’t feel like it would be a huge loss if she didn’t complete her last year in high school. She knew people with descent jobs who only had a G.E.D, maybe it would work for her too.

      “I went ahead and picked out your classes for you. They placed you in Mr. Wilson for Trigonometry. I know he a bitch, but I know the shit like the back of my hand, so I got you.”

      Danielle wanted so badly to confess her true feelings about school to Mecca, but she knew now was not the time. On top of that, Madea would roll over in her grave if she knew Danielle was thinking about dropping out of school.

      “We gon’ go school shopping and once we both good in school, our next focus is going to be getting Yana back.” Mecca further explained.

      Hearing Yana’s name instantly made Dani sad. She never thought it was possible to miss someone so annoying, yet here she was on the verge of tears, thinking about her baby sister.

      “Sounds like a plan to me. I’m getting a few dollars at work, so I’ll be able to help out around here too.” Danielle informed her.

      “Worry about school. I’m going to check out some work-study positions once I start, but other than that, we good, I guess.”

      Danielle noticed the way Mecca paused and looked down at her lap as that last statement left her mouth.

      “You sure? What’s wrong?” Dani quizzed, wishing her sister open up.

      “Nothing. Nothing at all. It’s just that we’ve been through so much. I just don’t know how to react since things are finally starting to look up for us.” She explained, looking over in Dani’s direction but not directly at her.

      Letting out a long sigh since she was unsure how to respond. Honestly, in Danielle’s eyes, things seemed too good to be true, but like Mecca said, when you’ve been through the shit they been through, you’re skeptical about pretty much everything.

      Finally joining Mecca on the couch, Danielle slipped off the sandals she was wearing and got comfortable just when her phone chimed.

      “You got a hot line huh?” Mecca smirked, standing to her feet and heading out the living room towards the hallway.

      Using the time Mecca was gone, Danielle read the text message from Pip and quickly replied back just as she heard the toilet flush.

      “Get up, let me give you a little tour.” Mecca announced, entering back in the room.

      Standing to her feet with no hesitation, Danielle followed Mecca through the three-bedroom condo, lastly stopping at the room that was for her. Pleased with the layout, Danielle jumped on the King size bed and daydreamed, daydreamed about how she wanted her new life to be.
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      One Month later

      

      Mecca tossed her pink and purple Walmart bookbag over her shoulder, pushed her chair in, and headed towards the door. This was week two, her freshman year at Loyola University. Although Northwestern was her first choice for school, Mecca settled on Loyola based on its location. Northwestern was located in Evanston, Illinois, which was about an hour and half ride using public transportation. After about the first week of class, Mecca no longer regretted her decision. The teacher and faculty were so dope and willing to always help, which she loved. On top of all that, Capone’s condo was walking distance from the school, adding more brownie points to Loyola’s score.

      With it being mid-September, the weather was still warm, at times still hot, where it made it still feel like summer. Never being the one to complain about walking, Mecca crossed the street and headed towards the direction of the condo. As she crossed the busy intersection, she heard someone call her name. Turning around, she spotted Capone, who was parked at a red light.

      

      “COME ON!” He yelled out to her as she played dodgeball with the cars in traffic.

      

      Making it to his car right before the light changed, Mecca’s ass sunk in those cream leather seats.

      

      “I almost just tried to holler at you walking across the street like that.” Capone turned to her and said with a smile before turning onto his block.

      

      “What you mean?” she asked, pulling out her phone as she updated her Facebook status.

      

      “I didn’t know who you were at first. You gaining weight in all the right places and shit.” He smirked, glancing at her again this time.

      

      “Capone, cut it out. What you doing on State street anyway?” she asked, tossing the misplaced hair behind her ear.

      

      “I was about to slide through and check the mail. How was class?”

      

      Although they were parked in front of the condo, the two of them stayed in the car and talked about the most recent events. Mecca filled him in about school while Capone talked about the things going on in his life. Within the past month, Mecca had only seen Capone maybe twice and they texted every now and then. He had this thing where he had had his workers drop off money to her randomly. Following Danielle’s lead and opening a bank account of her own, Mecca stacked the money Capone gave her. She wasn’t paying any bills and Danielle’s money from her job took care of her. Life the past two months had been different, but she was adjusting well.

      

      “Aye Mecca, what you doing tomorrow night?” Capone asked just as she gathered her belongings to get out the car.

      

      “Nothing. I gotta start this paper tonight but other than that…. Shit.” She replied, reaching for the door handle.

      

      “My homie having a party. I think you should slide through,” he stated, getting out the car behind her.

      

      “Party? Ehhhh, I really don’t party Capone.”

      

      “And why not man? You young, you dope, you should get out more.” He said quickly, causing her to reevaluate her young life.

      

      “I’ll let you know but I doubt it. I don’t have anything to wear. My hair a mess but I’ll see.” She promised, although her mind was already made up, she wasn’t going.

      

      Mecca and Capone entered the building together. She headed straight to the elevator while he stopped at the front desk and grabbed his mail. Glancing back briefly, Mecca noticed that Capone was gone just as the elevator beeped and the doors opened.

      

      “Aye, can you hold that for me?”

      

      Mecca turned around and noticed a dark-skin baldhead man jogging towards her from the garage door’s entrance. Doing as she was asked, Mecca stepped onto the elevator but held her arm out so the doors wouldn’t close.

      

      “Thanks shorty.” The guy said, stepping inside the cart, never once actually looking at Mecca.

      

      Instead of replying, she stood off in the back until she reached her floor. Once the elevator stopped, Mecca stepped around the man, making brief eye contact with him before she completely stepped off.

      

      “Aye. You new in the building?” Mecca heard the guy ask just as she took the first step towards the apartment.

      

      “Yeah.” She turned around and replied drily before proceeding forward.

      

      “Well I’m like on the welcoming committee and…… so you not gon’ stop?”

      

      Mecca halted all movement before letting out a deep sigh. She couldn’t believe the nigga had the nerve to say he was on a welcoming committee. She was a little pissed that he couldn’t come up with something better than that, but she gave him an “A” for effort.

      

      “I’m just being welcoming baby. I don’t want no smoke.” He smiled, showing off a perfect grill and one lonely dimple.

      

      Shifting her weight to one side due to being impatient and the books in her bag being heavy, Mecca thought about what to say next. It was rare for men to approach her, especially men who looked like her neighbor.

      Mr. Stranger looked only to be a few years older than her, but he had the swag of an older nigga. Simply dressed in a white Polo shirt and black Levi’s, it was the diamond Cuban Links that chilled on his neck and arm that drew the most attention.

      

      “I’m Kool and you are…..?

      

      Mecca watched as he extended his hand for a handshake. Never the one to be rude, she grabbed his hand and smiled shily.

      

      “I’m Mecca.”

      

      “Hey Mecca, you live in the building with yo nigga, huh?” he assumed, catching Mecca out guard.

      

      “No, that’s rude as fuck. What makes you think that?” she snapped, slightly getting offended as if a woman couldn’t live alone in a building such as that one. No, that wasn’t the case in her situation, but he shouldn’t have assumed.

      

      “You ready to fight huh?” Kool chuckled, looking Mecca up and down.

      

      “I just said that to see if I had to beat yo nigga’s ass or not, but since you snapping and shit, I guess I ain’t gotta fuck nobody up.”

      

      Mecca couldn’t help but laugh at Kool and his slick ass comment but what made it even more funny was the look on his face. He was dead serious.

      

      “Well Kool, it was nice meeting you, but I got a paper to write so I’ll…..”

      

      “You’ll just hit me up when you done, right?” he cut her off in midsentence and stated.

      

      As bad as she wanted to reject or say something smart, she couldn’t; instead, she grabbed the phone he was handing to her and put her number in.

      

      “I’m about to call you so you can lock me in. Take yo time on that paper, I’ll talk to you later.”

      

      For some odd reason, Mecca waited until he was on the elevator before she turned to leave. Just as she did, her phone rung once before the call ended. She knew it was Kool, ensuring she had his number, so she ignored it and went inside the condo.

      Tossing the bookbag on the floor by the door as soon as she entered, Mecca went straight in the kitchen to the refrigerator. Grabbing a juice box out, she closed the refrigerator and headed to her room. Once in there, she snatched off her clothes and jumped in the bed with nothing but her bra and panties on. With plans on watching TV for about thirty minutes, Mecca found herself dozing off, only to be woken up by her phone three hours later.

      

      “Hey, is everything ok?” Mecca asked as soon as she heard Danielle’s voice.

      

      “Yeah everything cool. I was just seeing what you were doing.” Dani replied from the other end.

      

      “I was… ummm… sleep but I’m up now….. what time is it?” Mecca asked aloud, not particularly to Danielle who hadn’t answered anyway.

      

      “Damn….. four o’clock. I was knocked out.” Mecca continued sitting up slowly in the bed.

      

      “But yeah I was just calling to see what you were doing. I just got out of eighth period and now I’m hopping on the Jackson bus headed to work.” Danielle finally replied after seconds of silence.

      

      “Oh…Ok… Cool. What time you get off?” Mecca questioned, snatching a panty and bra set out of the top drawer.

      

      “I---I---I should be off by ten.” Dani stuttered, causing Mecca to stop in her tracks.

      

      The thing about Danielle’s sneakiness was Mecca knew exactly when she was in sneak mode. She may not know EXACTLY what was going on, but she knew it was something.

      

      “Aw ok cool. Text me the address and I’ll have an Uber pick you ----”

      

      “Nah. Nah. I’m good. As a matter of fact, my coworker gon’ bring me home. She gotta hop on the e-way anyway so she gotta pass our crib.” Dani objected.

      

      “Okay girl, whatever!” Mecca laughed in between words before hanging up on her sister and tossing her phone on the bed.

      

      Leaving out the room and heading to the bathroom down the hall, Mecca stopped in front of the closed door that was to the left of her. Debating with herself back and forth in her head, she reached for the doorknob, twisted it slowly to the right, and opened it.

      Since being in the condo, Mecca had only seen the room the first day she got there when Capone gave her the tour. Even after telling her that nothing was off limits in the in the crib, she still never saw reason to go in the master bedroom. She felt like a creep standing there staring inside his bedroom.

      

      “You must wanna lay in that bed.”

      

      The sound of a deep voice scared the shit out of Mecca. It was one of those horror movies scares where you piss in your panties, just a little. On top of being scared shitless, Mecca was ashamed and embarrassed but there was nothing she could do, she was caught red handed.

      

      “I was just…..”

      

      Mecca turned around and smacked her lips loudly at the sight of Danielle who was bent over holding her stomach in laughter.

      

      “You a dumb bitch!” Mecca screamed, punching Danielle in her back with a closed fist.

      

      “I- I’m---I’m sorry sister but you should have seen yo face.” Danielle continued to laugh, struggling to get her words out.

      

      “I thought you had to work. “Mecca recalled, picking up her bra that fell off her shoulder.

      

      “I do but I left my charger.” She replied, walking down the hall to her room with Mecca close behind.

      

      “What was you finna do in that man room anyway…. Masturbate?” Danielle joked, sparking up another laughing spell.

      

      “I HATE YOU!!” Mecca screamed, walking away from her and towards the bathroom.

      

      “YOU WAS ABOUT TO PLAY WITH YOSELF IN THAT MAN BED!” Mecca heard Danielle yell before she closed the bathroom door.

      

      Unable to control her laughter any longer, Mecca let it out as she prepped for her shower.
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        * * *

      

      After thanking the Uber driver and making a mental note to tip inside the app later, Mecca walked across the parking lot to Diamond’s BBQ. The nap and shower she just experienced made her hungrier than a hostage. She could have ordered take out, but instead, she had a taste for barbeque and remembered how good the place Capone had taken her to was. She hadn’t been again since the first time and was surprised that she remembered where the restaurant was located.

      

      “Welcome to Diamond’s, how can I help you?”

      

      Mecca smiled as she approached the register and was shocked to see that the place wasn’t packed. She had already put it in her mind that she was going to be waiting at least forty-five minutes, but she was overjoyed to see that that wasn’t going to be the case.

      

      “Hey, can I get a brisket basket with fries and extra bbq sauce? With a ummmmmm…. Pineapple Crush pop.”

      

      Mecca ordered her food, paid with her debit card before standing off to the side as they prepared her order. Pulling out her phone to kill time, she checked a few apps before the phone began ringing in her hand. The sight of Capone’s name flashing across her screen caused butterflies to form in her stomach. Those same flutteries seemed to always appear when he called or came around her.

      

      “Yooooo shorty, what you doing?” he spoke loudly in the phone, causing Mecca to laugh at his energy.

      

      “I’m getting something to eat. Shut up. Why you so loud?” she laughed, trying to turn down the volume before the few people that was in there heard him.

      

      “NUMBER SEVENTY- NINE!”

      

      Mecca looked at the number on her receipt, confirming that her order was up before proceeding to the counter.

      

      “You need any sauces or anything?” the pretty lady behind the counter asked.

      

      “IS THAT MY SISTER…. DIAMOND?!” Capone yelled aloud, causing the woman behind the counter to look at her.

      

      It had completely slipped Mecca’s mind that Capone’s sister was the owner of the food establishment. The food was so good, and she enjoyed his company so much that she forgot about that piece of information.

      

      “That’s Capone?” the woman looked up confused and mouthed to Mecca.

      

      Mecca laughed, shaking her head up and down before handing Diamond the phone.

      

      “I knew this pretty ass girl looked familiar. She came in here with you before. What’s up fool?” Diamond looked at Mecca and smiled as she talked to Capone on Facetime.

      

      Snatching a few fries out the bag, Mecca had completely tuned them out as she got in tune with the hot food sitting in front of her. She heard bits and pieces of their conversation but didn’t focus until she heard her name.

      

      “You know I’m coming through tomorrow. Jerry like a brother to me too. I just gotta find something to wear.”

      

      Mecca knew Diamond was referring to the party that Capone had invited her to earlier, which she still hadn’t come up with the perfect excuse for her not to attend yet.

      

      “Precious out of town, I really don’t wanna slide through by myself but…..”

      

      “Aye where Mecca? I invited her, maybe y’all can come together.” She heard Capone say.

      

      “Aw for real, yeah, we can arrange that. I’ll get the number from her and I’ll see you tomorrow bruh. Love you. Bye.”

      

      Diamond ended the call and passed Mecca back her phone.

      

      “Sooo about this party. You going?” Diamond asked as she bagged up another customer’s food.

      

      “I mean I wanted to, but I don’t have nothing to wear and my hair not done.” Mecca confessed, untwisting the top off of her bottle pop.

      

      “Girl me either but we can slide through Nordstrom and grab something cute. My best friend Precious owns a hair salon. I know she can make a call and have one of her girls squeeze you in tomorrow with me.” Diamond explained.

      

      Everything was happening so fast and Diamond seemed to have the answers to everything, solutions to excuses Mecca hadn’t even thought of yet.

      

      “I mean, yeah, that’s cool.” Mecca mumbled, unsure of what else to say.

      

      “Cool. My worker is here now, by the time you done with your food, I’ll be ready to go.” Diamond replied, heading to the back as Mecca headed to a table to feed her face.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            12

          

        

      

    

    
      “I can’t believe Tia’s anniversary dinner is the same night as Jerry’s party.” Capone heard Pip say from the passenger’s side of his Benz.

      

      They were headed to breakfast at his parents’ house, which was an every-other-weekend tradition for the Brown family. Although he had a full day ahead of him, Capone knew that his family would trip if he missed breakfast again, so to avoid hearing their mouths, he chucked it up and went.

      

      “Five years of marriage, that’s dope.” Capone finally responded, shaking his head up and down to the beat of the music.

      

      “Yeah it is. Must be nice.” She smirked. He could feel her burning a hole through him with her eyes.

      

      Capone knew Pip was headed for one of her rants about the whole marriage, baby, and family bullshit. She had been on the whole settle down kick for the last six months and he knew it had a lot to do with the people in her life. Her best friend Tia was happily married, and Mac’s bitch Ashlee was pregnant, two things she dreamed to have.

      Reaching forward, Capone turned the music up louder as he exited the expressway. He was glad that he was only a few minutes away because Pip’s attitude was brewing, and he needed to be away from her.

      

      “THAT’S RUDE AS FUCK!” She yelled, turning the music down.

      

      “You act like I wasn’t talking.” She snapped, rolling her neck for special effects.

      

      Trying to control his anger, Capone scratched the side of his head before speaking.

      

      “What up Ava? What you wanna talk about?” he asked calmly, turning into his parent s’ driveway behind Diamond’s car.

      

      “Why you always dismiss me when I talk about settling down?” she replied much calmer than moments before.

      

      “Because it’s like talking to a brick wall shorty.” He replied, putting the car in park.

      

      “But like, why is settling down with me the worst thing ever?” she questioned, turning fully in her seat to look at him.

      

      “Look, for starters, we are settled down. I’m committed to YOU. I come home every night to YOU but that’s not enough, right?”

      

      “No, it is not. Apparently, there’s nothing you see in me that screams WIFE!” Pip snapped, unbuckling her seatbelt and snatching her purse off the backseat.

      

      Capone remained quiet and let Pip have it. That same conversation had been had a thousand times. In a way, Pip was right. There was nothing about her that screamed wife, which made Capone start to question the purpose of their relationship. Shit wasn’t all bad but there was definitely room for huge improvement. Pip was Capone’s first serious relationship, which is why Mac and his brother Jaylan clowned him for being faithful. Women left and right threw themselves at Capone, not only because of his looks but because of his status in the streets. He didn’t cheat on Pip because no bitch ever gave him a reason too. And in addition to that, he grew up watching his Pop closely, paying attention to the way his Pops treated his moms.

      

      “Exactly!” Pip huffed, closing the car door with force.

      

      “AYE…. DON’T SLAM MY SHIT!” Capone barked, walking close behind her as they headed to the front door.

      

      Stomping his Timbs off on the Welcome mat, Capone turned the doorknob, entering the house before Pip.

      

      “WHO THE FUCK WALKING IN MY HOUSE?”

      

      He heard his father yell out from the kitchen.

      

      “The FEDS nigga.” Capone replied, walking deeper into the home, eventually entering the kitchen.

      

      Upon entering, the smell of hot cheese grits, bacon, eggs and biscuits smacked in the face, causing his stomach to growl. Looking amongst the table, Capone’s mouth watered at the feast that was in front of him.

      

      “Aye ma, you did yo thang!” He stated, walking over to his well-aging mother, who stood at the stove stirring the pot of grits.

      

      “Don’t I always?” She boosted before turning around and hugging her youngest son.

      

      Along with his parents, Jaylan, his wife Brianna, and Diamond filled the seats at the kitchen table. After everyone got acquainted, the family dug in and began feeding their faces. The table was quiet the majority of the time as everyone enjoyed the much-needed home cooked meal. Pip barely cooked. As a matter of fact, the only time she touched the stove was when she wanted something. Although Capone’s family came from money, his parents only hired cooks for special occasions; other than that, his mom prepared all the meals.

      After everyone was done eating, everyone except his parents retreated to the basement to smoke a few blunts.

      

      “I only got one backwood, who finna run to the gas station to grab more?” Jaylan asked, breaking down the weed on the table in front of him.

      

      “I ain’t going nowhere, I’m tired.” Diamond replied, slipping out her shoes and getting comfortable on her parent s’ couch.

      

      “I’ll go. Ain’t no biggie.” Brianna chimed in, grabbing her car keys.

      

      “I just feel like if you ain’t smoking, why you gotta be the one to go get shit?” Pip stated, folding her arms across her chest.

      

      “And I just feel like ain’t nobody talking to you.” Diamond snapped, sitting back up in her seat.

      

      Capone noticed the look on his sister’s face and knew where things were headed. Diamond and Pip was like oil and water, the two of them just didn’t mix. A lot of it had to do with the age difference, if you asked Diamond. Although she was Capone’s big sister, they were only a year and half apart but none of that mattered to Diamond. She wasn’t a fan of Pip and made it known every chance she got.

      

      “LOOK, it’s not that deep friend. I need a Gingerale, that’s why I volunteered. Now please just come with me.” Bri pleaded, grabbing Pip’s hand, tugging at it.

      

      “Thanks SISTER-IN-LAW!” Diamond smirked, smiling at Brianna before shooting Pip a nasty look.

      

      Capone was happy that somebody other than him was being the mediator for once. Jaylan never said shit. As a matter of fact, he got a kick out of seeing them at each other’s heads. When it came to him, he was on the fence about Pip and his parents only accepted her because of their friendship with her parents. Capone was never the type of man to base his feelings off other opinions; therefore, he rocked with his woman the way he did.

      

      “I HATE THAT BITCH AND IF IT WASN’T FOR YOU….”

      

      “You would beat her ass….. we already know.” Capone and Jaylan said in unison followed by laughter.

      

      Diamond couldn’t wait for Pip to leave so she could spill out her true feelings, which everyone already knew. Capone wasn’t in the mood to hear about it and was happy when Jaylan changed the subject.

      

      “What time y’all sliding through Jerry party tonight?” he quizzed, looking around at his siblings.

      

      “Shid, I don’t know yet. I guess about ten.” Capone answered first followed by Diamond.

      

      “I told Mecca I was picking her up at nine, so I guess we will be there around that time too.” She confirmed.

      

      Hearing Mecca’s name made feel Capone feel some type of way. It was rare for someone else to bring up her, especially since no one knew about her.

      

      “Who is Mecca?” Jaylan asked, drying the Backwood with his Bic lighter.

      

      “Yeah Capone, who is Mecca?” Diamond mocked Jaylan with a huge smile on her face.

      

      “Mecca is my homie. I look at her like a….”

      

      “Say little sister if you want to.” Diamond threatened, playfully jumping in his face.

      

      Capone laughed aloud before pushing her away, causing her to stumble back on the couch.

      

      “Jaylan, she sum lil cute girl Capone fucking.” Diamond answered for him.

      

      “SWEAR TO GOD! NIGGA WHY YOU AIN’T TELL ME?” Jaylan jumped up and yelled.

      

      “Nigga, calm down. I’m not fucking that girl. I fucks with her though, that’s all. She been going through a lot of shit and I been there for her, nothing more, nothing less.” He confessed.

      

      “Well, I personally like her. She went shopping with me yesterday and when I leave here, I’m taking her to the nail and beauty shop with me. I think I may have found me a little sister.” Diamond buzzed, grabbing the now lit weed from Jaylan.

      

      Capone never got a chance to talk to sister about her and Mecca’s shopping date. Once Mecca confirmed that she was going, he deposited two-thousand dollars in her bank account to help her out since he was the one to invite her to the party. He was shocked to hear that Mecca and Diamond hit it off, especially since Diamond was so selective about who she hung with.

      

      “I was gon’ say she must be ugly but that’s probably not even the case, you know this nigga not cheating on Pip.” Jaylan teased followed by laughter.

      

      “Y’all know I ain’t no hater, Pip bad. I hate the freckled face bitch but she bad. Mecca got so much potential though, potential to be even badder with a little guidance.” Diamond explained.

      

      Capone allowed his sister’s words to resonate in his mind. He thought Mecca was gorgeous; she had the perfect blemish free complexion with a head full of curly long hair. He hadn’t noticed until lately how thick she was. Her ass was the size of your favorite Instagram model, her waist was small, and she had the perfect size breasts. But for some reason, he never looked at her in a sexual way.

      

      “They ain’t have any Backwoods so I got y’all some Dutches.” Brianna announced just as her and Pip reentered the basement.

      

      “And that’s my clue to go. I’ll see y’all later.” Diamond stood to her feet, slipped on her flip flops, and stated before walking over to her brothers.

      

      Capone gave Diamond a hug and watched her do the same with Jaylan before making her exit. He was kind of happy she was leaving, especially since they just ended the conversation about Mecca. The last thing he needed to hear was Pip’s mouth and her unnecessary nagging.

      

      “I’m about to get outta here myself.” Capone stood to his feet and stretched.

      

      “Save me that blunt tonight. I’ll hit yo line later.” He continued, giving his brother dap and Brianna a hug.

      

      He heard Pip saying her goodbyes as the two of them headed up the stairs and out of his parent s’ house.
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        * * *

      

      Capone knew Pip far too well. Whenever she knew he was about to hit the streets, she always made sure to suck and fuck him good before he left the house. In her mind, she thought that would make him stay but like the other times, she was wrong again.

      

      “I’m gon’ slide through the party after I leave the dinner.” She said, fixing her makeup in the vanity mirror in their bedroom.

      

      “Aight.” Was all Capone said as he fixed the laces on the fresh wheat Timbs he was wearing.

      

      Watching Pip out the corner of his eye, he couldn’t help but admire her beauty as she applied the final touches to her outfit. When Pip stepped out, she demanded attention, all eyes were on her. He had yet to meet another woman who captivated the attention of a room the way she did.

      

      “Baby, my ride is here. I’ll text you when I’m leaving the dinner. Have fun and be good.” She said, kissing him on the lips as she rushed out the door.

      

      Capone left out and headed to Jerry’s party thirty minutes after Pip hit the door. It was almost October and the leaves were starting to fall off the trees. The air was cool but comfortable, which made for a perfect night to party. Jumping into his Jeep truck, Capone put on his favorite rapper Young Jeezy and cruised the dark streets of Chicago. Arriving at ten-thirty like he predicted, Capone threw valet his keys and exited the vehicle, heading straight to the front of the line. Dapping it up with the bouncer at the door, Capone entered the already packed club and headed to his homie’s section.

      Capone vibed with the music as the DJ played hits, new and old. Clubbing was never his thing, but he enjoyed good vibes and at that very moment, the place was full of it. Scooping out the crowd, Capone spotted Mac, who was headed his way with an unfamiliar woman on his arm. Capone laughed to himself before shaking his head as his best friend entered their section with a woman who wasn’t his woman.

      

      “What up playa?” they greeted each other with a manly hug before sitting back down.

      

      “This bitch packed. You should see the line out there now.” Mac reminisced, looking around the club at his surroundings.

      

      “Yeah, they were filing in when I got here. Who is shorty?” Capone asked, pointing to the girl who came with Mac in the red dress.

      

      “Nobody. Just something new for the night.” Mac replied with a devilish grin.

      

      “Well be careful. Pip talking about coming up here later and you know her and Ashlee together.” Capone warned his best friend, but he knew it went in one ear and out the other.

      

      “I ain’t thinking about Ash. I’m trying to enjoy myself tonight…. Speaking of enjoying myself, who the fuck is that walking in with Diamond?” Mac excitedly asked.

      

      Capone followed Mac’s eyes to the front door where he spotted his sister Diamond and a female with her. After looking closer, Capone noticed that the unfamiliar woman was Mecca. Completely wow’d, Capone stood to his feet to get a better look.

      

      “Damn, who the fuck is that?” Mac asked again, standing alongside with Capone looking on.

      

      “What the fuck y’all looking at?”

      

      Capone turned around, coming face to face with his brother Jaylan, who he hadn’t seen enter the section. Without acknowledging him, he turned back around and focused on Mecca, who was headed their way with Diamond.

      

      “Damn, is that shorty Diamond was talking about this morning?” Jaylan looked on with the guys and questioned.

      

      The three men all stood up tall, looking across the club as Diamond and Mecca approached them.

      

      “What up y’all? What the fuck y’all looking at?” Diamond asked once her and Mecca was standing in front of them.

      

      Neither of the guys replied. Instead, they all stared at Mecca, especially Capone, who couldn’t believe his eyes.

      Wearing a white, red, and green Gucci T-Shirt dress with the one-strap Gucci stilettoes to match, Mecca turned heads near and far. Her hair was pressed silky straight and Capone noticed the small specs of makeup on her face. She blended in with the baddest bitch at Club C.R.E.A.M. As a matter of fact, she may just have been the baddest bitch in there.

      

      “What up Mecca?” Capone spoke, eyeing her up and down as he bit down on his bottom lip.

      

      “Hey.” She replied shyly, avoiding eye contact by looking at the ground.

      

      “Hey Mecca, how you doing? I’m Mac.” He stepped forward and introduced himself.

      

      Capone watched as Mac tried to turn on his charm, extending his hand for a handshake. Mecca took Mac’s hand and spoke before doing the same to Jaylan.

      

      “We about to head to the bar, we’ll be back.” Diamond screamed over the loud music before pulling Mecca away, leaving all the men watching her fat ass as she walked away.

      

      “How the fuck you NOT hitting that? Nigga is you stupid?” Jaylan spoke up first, snapping Capone out of the trance Mecca had him in.

      

      “Aye, I need a drink… I’ll be back.” Capone mumbled, walking away from the guys, his eyes still zoomed on Mecca’s ass.

      

      Capone headed from one side of the club to the other, his eyes never leaving off Mecca as he slipped through the crowd untouched.

      

      “Now I said you can get into the party, but you gotta wait until you twenty-one to drink.”

      

      Capone snuck behind Mecca and whispered in her ear as the bartender slid a shot glass full of dark liquor towards her.

      

      “She good homie. Don’t serve her shit.” Capone leaned in over the bar and said to the bartender.

      

      “MY BAD CAPONE! I GOT YOU!” the guy replied, snatching the drink out of Mecca’s hand.

      

      “Are you serious right now?” she snapped her head around and asked, finally coming face to face with him.

      

      “I’m dead ass serious. No drinking Mecca.” He said sternly before turning and walking away.

      

      Capone made it a few feet before he stopped and turned around. Staring at Mecca’s back, Capone couldn’t tell whether she was rapping or going off talking to Diamond; either way, he headed it back in their direction.

      Just as last time, Mecca didn’t feel his presence until it was too late.

      

      “By the way, you look beautiful, enjoy your night.”  He whispered in her ear before turning to leave again.
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      “By the way, you look beautiful, enjoy your night.”

      

      For the second time in a matter of minutes, Capone caused goosebumps to form on Mecca’s mocha skin. When they first arrived at the club, Mecca thought that Capone was looking at her funny and her thoughts were confirmed by the budge she noticed in his jeans. She couldn’t stunt, he looked flawless in his all white and wheat Timbs. The diamonds in his chain glistened off of his chocolate skin. There was no denying that something weird and different happened amongst them, Mecca just didn’t want to admit it.

      

      “Y’all JUST friends huh?”

      

      Hearing Diamond’s voice snapped Mecca out of her trance, a trance she had no business in. Finally finding her focus, she looked at Diamond who stood there staring at her with a huge smile on her face.

      

      “WHAT?” Mecca blushed, singing along to the DJ’s mix, trying to play it off.

      

      “Don’t what me bitch. You and Capone some lying bastards but it aint my business.” She smirked, sipping from the short straw that hung from her cup.

      

      After sharing a few more laughs, Diamond pulled Mecca to the dance floor just as the beat from her favorite song dropped.

      

      ♬Real ass bitch, give a fuck 'bout a nigga

      Big Birkin bag, hold five, six figures

      Stripes on my ass so he call this pussy Tigger

      Fuckin' on a scammin' ass, rich ass nigga♬

      

      Like clockwork, Mecca bounced her ass up and down to the beat like she was auditioning to get flewed out. Noticing a small crowd gathering around her, Mecca listened as Diamond became her hype man.

      

      “Fuck it up bitttccchhhhhh!!!!” she screamed at the top of her lungs while Mecca struggled to keep her dress down.

      

      Getting more and more into the groove, Mecca flipped her hair over her shoulder and stuck out her tongue while random girls slapped her on the ass. Darting her eyes in the direction of Capone’s section, she did just in time to see one of his homies tapping him and pointing to her. Knowing that he was watching for a fact, Mecca went crazy. Bouncing one cheek at a time, Mecca drew more cheers and screams from the crowd. She wanted to continue but the six-inch Gucci heels on her feet urged her to sit down expeditiously. Slowly coming to a stop, she looked around for Diamond who she found dancing happily on some man. Not wanting to kill her vibe, Mecca slowly walked back over to the empty seat at the bar. Once seated, she bent down and began loosening the straps on her shoes.

      

      “You like putting on a show huh?” Mecca heard a deep voice say from above her.

      

      Mecca assumed it was Capone until she noticed the person wearing a pair of dark jeans when Capone had on all-white. Automatically ready to snap, she lifted up but instead of parting her lips to curse the rude stranger out, Mecca smiled.

      

      “So you stalking me now?” Mecca smirked, looking Kool directly in the eyes.

      

      “Why I gotta stalk you shorty?” he replied with a smile as he opened his arms for a hug.

      

      Since exchanging numbers the day before, the two of them hadn’t stopped texting. When Kool said he was going out, Mecca had no idea that they would end up at the same party.

      

      “You so fuckn beautiful ma.” He whispered in her ear before their short embrace came to an end.

      

      “So who you in here with?” he questioned, looking around at the people nearest her.

      

      “Oh, I’m in here with my homegirl, she…..”

      

      Mecca paused and both her and Kool’s heads darted in the direction of the commotion near the dance floor. From where she was standing, she could see two dudes.

      

      “Aye, go find yo homegirl and y’all get outta here.” Kool said, looking around as if he was trying to find someone.

      

      Just as Mecca was about to reply, she felt a hand on her elbow. Standing to the left of her was Capone, who stood there sizing up Kool.

      

      “Aye, let’s go. Imma take you home, Diamond already headed to the car.” Capone leaned forward and yelled in her ear.

      

      The Hennessy on his breath mixed with the Gucci cologne he wore, caused goosebumps to form for the third time in one night.

      

      “You good Mecca?” Kool focused his attention back on her and asked, noticing Capone standing there, gripping her elbow.

      

      “Yeah she good Lord. You good?” Capone stepped forward slightly and asked.

      

      “I’M GOOD Y’ALL!” Mecca yelled, stepping between the two men.

      

      “Aight then, hit me up when you make it in.” Kool replied first, easing the tension between them.

      

      “Oh okay. I willllllllllllll.” Mecca yelled out as Capone pulled her away through the fading crowd to the exit.

      

      Once outside, Mecca struggled to keep up with Capone who had grabbed his keys from valet and was halfway at his car. Not only were her feet killing her, it had begun to drizzle, which meant it was only a matter of seconds before her hair curled up.

      

      “Stop. Gimmie yo leg.”

      

      Mecca was so worried about her hair and the blisters that was forming on her toes that she didn’t notice Capone had stopped and turned around.

      

      “Huh?” she twisted her head to the side and replied.

      

      “Yo leg shorty…. Give it here.”

      

      Capone kneeled down and grabbed Mecca’s leg by the calf while she leaned on the wall to keep her balance. He then unbuckled the strap on her left foot before doing the same with her right foot.

      

      “If niggas was shooting, we’ll be fucked up fucking with you and these heels.” He said, helping Mecca regain her composure.

      

      “Well I guess we lucky niggas aint shooting huh?” she replied, snatching both heels out of his hand and walking off.

      

      Mecca could hear Capone laughing from behind her as she carefully powerwalked barefooted to his car. As soon as she reached the door, it began raining harder. Mecca watched Capone take his sweet little time walking with the car remote in his hand.

      

      “Really Capone?” Mecca shouted, noticing that he had stopped to tie his shoes.

      

      “Why you play so much? Them damn Timbs ain’t been laced all night!” she yelled, slapping the hood of his car with her hand.

      

      Capone stood up straight, laughing at Mecca who continued to curse him out. She smiled as he jogged to the car but never unlocking the car door.

      

      “UNLOCK THE DOOR!” she screamed, getting drenched by the rain.

      

      “My bad. A nigga was finna be a gentleman and shit even in the rain but fuck you!” he yelled, hitting the locks on the car.

      

      Mecca got inside the car still giggling, even though her partying time ended abruptly and the rain ruined her outfit, the night wasn’t a total wash out. She still enjoyed herself and was looking forward to the ride home.

      

      “Aye, you want some White Castle’s?” Capone asked as soon as he got in the car.

      

      “Nah, I don’t want that shit. Remember I couldn’t drink so I don’t need to sober up.” She replied, cutting her eyes at him.

      

      “Ah yeah, you right.” He chuckled before bussing a U-Turn in the middle of the street.

      

      Traveling to the White Castle down the street in silence, Mecca rapped along in her head to every song that came on the radio. Feeling her phone vibrate between her legs, Mecca grabbed it and read the text message from Kool as Capone ordered his food.

      Unknowingly smiling from ear to ear at what she read, Mecca texted him back quickly.

      

      “MEECA…..I SAID ARE YOU SURE YOU DON’T WANT ANYTHING?” Capone yelled, causing Mecca to jump, fumbling her phone in her lap.

      

      “Aw, my bad. Nah, I’m good…. Thanks.” She replied, burying her head back in her phone.

      

      The conversation she was having with Kool via text had her in her own little world. The crazy thing about it, he wasn’t saying things that were necessarily sweet; he was simply checking her on and with doing that, he gained mad brownie points. After accepting his invitation for breakfast in the morning, she texted him until Capone pulled in front of the condo. The forced from him throwing the car in park made her body jerk.

      

      “Aw. Thanks, Capone, for the ride.” Mecca looked up from her phone and said as she reached on the floor for her shoes.

      

      As soon as she reached for the doorknob, it started raining cats and dogs. Jumping back, she slammed the door to avoid getting wet.

      

      “Yo shit already napped up. You better take that L and get out my car.” Capone chuckled as Mecca mean mugged him.

      

      Hitting the locks on the door to let him know she was there to stay, Capone returned the favor hitting them again, unlocking it.

      

      “Capone, I am not playing with you. I ain’t getting out until it slows down.” She pouted, folding her arms across her chest.

      

      “I don’t give no fuck, just don’t ask for none of my food.” He replied, pulling fries out the White Castle bag on his lap.

      

      Mecca watched as Capone devoured about six burgers and a large fry like it was nothing. He was a medium-built dude, but he ate like he belonged on the show My 600 Pound Life. Doing her best to ignore him and pass time until the rain stopped, Mecca unlocked her phone again, this time going to the Facebook app. After scrolling a few boring, complaining, annoying ass posts, Mecca came across a video. With Christmas being a few months away, the world was already advertising toys, although it was early October. With nothing else to do, she clicked on the video and watched a slideshow that contained all her childhood toys.

      A rush of emotions attacked her at once as she remembered Christmas with Madea and how she always made sure they got everything they wanted. Other emotions poured out at the thought of Yana and how Christmas was her favorite holiday as well as her birthday.

      

      “You good over there?” Mecca heard Capone break the silence and ask.

      

      Looking up from her phone, forcing the tears back, she looked over at him and shook her head up and down.

      

      “I’m good….. You good? Over there eating that food like that.” Mecca giggled, referring to the occasional smacking that he did.

      

      “This food ain’t the only thing I’ll…..”

      

      Mecca’s eyes grew the size of golf balls as she waited for Capone to finish his statement, but unfortunately for her, he didn’t.

      

      “What you over there watching on that phone?” he asked, changing the subject.

      

      “Aw nothing, just this video with some toys.” She said, flipping her phone, showing him the screen.

      

      Still chewing with a mouth full of fries, Capone pointed to the phone and frowned.

      

      “Aye that was my shit. I got one for my birthday. I was twelve and Diamond broke it on some hating shit cuz she couldn’t beat me.” Capone recalled memories from his childhood.

      

      “I’ll kill you. I’m low-key like the BOP IT champ.” Mecca boosted, reminiscing about the plenty ass whooping she put on other kids when playing the game.

      

      Mecca and Capone reminisced about growing up until the rain stopped. He was such a street nigga that she forgot he wasn’t always that way. Mecca and Capone had a lot more in common than either of them knew. Their conversation was so lit that she wished it had never stopped raining. She could sit and talk to him all night.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            14

          

        

      

    

    
      “Sorry girl. But this one says negative too.”

      

      Pip slowly lifted her head and looked at Tia who stood in the middle of her bathroom floor with a pregnancy test in hand. It was the third pregnancy test to be exact; each time the result was the same, negative.

      

      “You know what I say friend…. When it’s meant to be, it will be.” Tia continued, walking over to Pip, rubbing her back as she sat on the closed toilet seat.

      

      “I mean…. You know what… YOU RIGHT! If it’s meant to be, it will be.” Pip looked up again and replied with a fake smile.

      

      “That’s the spirit girl and think about it like this, Capone want this baby just as bad as you, so you know the sex finna be crazy.” Tia laughed, tossing the test in the trash.

      

      After lying to everyone about her relationship, there was no way Pip could show how hurt she truly was. Feeling like a failure since everything she tried folded, Pip thought about giving up. If people knew the measures she went through to get pregnant, they’ll think she was crazy, but she had her reasons.

      Capone was her first choice, but he stood firm on not being ready, so he made sure to pull out every time they had sex. She knew Mac was fertile seeing how Ashlee was around planning baby showers and whatnot, but he made sure to use a condom when they fucked. Pip needed to think of something and something quick, her biological clock was ticking.

      

      “Girl, let me get out of here. I gotta finish these anniversary plans.” Pip said, letting out a long sigh before standing to her feet.

      

      “Aw yeah that’s right. What have you come with so far?” Tia asked, exiting the bathroom behind Pip.

      

      “Well, there’s this restaurant that I’ve been wanting to go to downtown, and I planned a surprise trip Costa Rica.” Pip smiled, thinking about her time away with Capone.

      

      “That sounds fun but Pip….”

      

      Hearing the way Tia said her name caused Pip to freeze at the front door.

      

      “What?” she turned around and asked, staring at her best friend closely.

      

      “Look, I ain’t wanna say nothing in front of Ashlee but my cousin Tasia was at Jerry’s party too and said Mac walked in with some bitch while Capone was in some other bitch face.”

      

      “Wait… Come again.” Pip quickly replied, trying to make sure she heard her correctly.

      

      “I know, tripped me out too. Tasia said the girl was with his sister so we need to start investigating that hoe friends.” Tia egged on, causing the wheels in Pip’s head to spin.

      

      “Tell cousin I said good looking. I’ll call you later bestie.”

      

      Without waiting for a formal goodbye, Pip jumped in her car, connected her dying phone to the charger, and dialed Capone’s number. After a few rings and no answer, she hung up but called right back.

      

      I knew this nigga wasn’t shit.

      This black muthafucka actually had me fooled.

      I knew he wasn’t faithful.

      It’s only so long you can go on undetected though.

      

      Thought after thought plagued Pip’s mind as she listened to Capone’s voicemail for a second time. Irritated with her phone still in hand, she went to Mac’s number and dialed it.

      

      Both these young muthafuckas got me fuck’d up if they think they gon’ play me.

      Yeah I’m wrong too but I feel better now, knowing Capone doing him.

      Fuck them both, watch me bread up.

      

      Just as expected, Mac didn’t answer his phone; in fact, she hadn’t spoken with him in about a month or so. That threat at the club didn’t sit right with him and he called himself teaching Pip a lesson. She was starting to think that maybe Mac really did want to call things off like he said. Maybe he did feel like it was all a mistake. Either way, wasn’t nothing over until Pip said it was.

      Feeling her phone vibrate in her hands, Pip looked down with hopes of it being Capone or Mac calling back, but unfortunately for her, it was Danielle.

      

      “What’s up Young Bull?” Pip answered, irritation spilling through her tone.

      

      “Ummmm, did I catch you at a bad time?” Danielle asked, sensing her attitude.

      

      “Nah, my bad. What’s up?”

      

      “I had an idea I wanted to fly by you. Think you can pick me up at my home girl Stephany’s crib right off Ogden?” Pip heard her say as she headed that way.

      

      “Pulling out. You can come outside.”

      

      Cleaning out her passenger’s seat, which was filled with a gang of shit, Pip tossed everything on the backseat and unlocked the doors for Danielle.

      

      “Aye, remind me to take you shopping. Get in.” Pip said, laughing at Danielle’s black leggings and crop top.

      

      “Wait. Fuck wrong with my clothes?’ she asked, looking down at her outfit.

      

      “Girl, get in!” Pip shouted, pulling off as soon as Dani closed the door.

      

      After riding in silence with no destination in mind for about two minutes, Pip finally spoke.

      

      “Sooooo what’s up? What you wanna talk about it?” she quizzed, looking over at Danielle who was on her phone.

      

      “So look right…. I’m in school all day around nothing but bitches.” She paused as if she was trying to get her thoughts together.

      

      “All these bitches talk about all day is doing dick and money. Not on no cocky shit, but I can put a bug in their ear and….”

      

      “And they’ll be ready for next round of Tier Ones.” Pip cut her off and finished.

      

      “Exactlyyyyy!” Danielle replied, nodding her head up and down.

      

      “And to think, you called me a pimp.” Pip laughed, impressed by what she was hearing.

      

      Danielle joined in on the laughter before they got back down to business.

      

      “You know it’s a lot of stipulations when it comes to Pip’s House.” Pip warned her, turning in a Walgreens parking lot.

      

      “Trust, I’ve learned the rules. I go to an alternative all-girls school now. All the girls I have in mind are eighteen and older and even then, there’s no fucking in Tier One anyway.” Danielle schooled Pip.

      

      Danielle was right; although most people thought Pip’s House was illegal and disgusting, they still had rules and morals. At seventeen, Danielle was the youngest person on Pip’s roaster, even the women in Tier One were older than her. Absolutely against child sex trafficking, the women in Pip’s House didn’t engage in sexual activity until they were twenty-one. Tier one was basically dates and fantasies minus the fucking.

      

      “Well the next wrong isn’t until….”

      

      “The end of the year. I know.” Danielle cut her off just as she did her previously.

      

      “My girl. My girl.” Pip repeated, shaking her head up and down impressed.

      

      Danielle was learning the game so fast, her thought process and demeanor was notable.

      

      “So, what’s up with you? You good?”

      

      Dani’s question caught her off guard. Was it that obvious that she had other shit on her mind?

      

      “Listen, I know I’m not your friend and you barely know me, but Madea use to always say, sometimes it’s better to tell a secret to a stranger than a friend.”

      

      “Damn, yo Madea was a wise woman, I see.” Pip replied, staring straight ahead in a daze.

      

      Danielle’s words replayed in her head as she unbuckled her seatbelt, getting comfortable in the leather cream seats.

      

      “Yeah, she was pretty dope.” Dani said in a low tone, causing Pip to look in her direction.

      

      Awkward silence fell upon the car as each girl sat there, drawing in their own thoughts.

      

      “But girl, men problems. Nothing to trip over.” Pip finally admitted aloud.

      

      Not one single person walking God’s green Earth knew the WHOLE truth when it came to Pip and her secret love triangle. Yeah, Tia knew but she only knew so much and having it all bottled in was slowly killing Pip.

      

      “I’ve never had a boyfriend.” Danielle confessed, her response surprising Pip.

      

      “Damn for real, so you like a virgin? That’s dope.” Pip replied, honestly shocked.

      

      It wasn’t that Pip thought Danielle was promiscuous or out here bad, she just knew how young girls these days get down.

      

      “Not exactly a virgin but…. I should be.”

      

      The bottom half of Pip’s mouth hit the floor, she wasn’t expecting that.

      

      “Damn word. I’m sorry to hear that….”

      

      “It’s cool but back to you.” Danielle replied, waving it off, but Pip knew better to believe that she was okay.

      

      “I’m good, just tired and dreading this ride back to the suburbs. I wish someone could take me.” Pip stated when a light bulb went off in her head.

      

      “Young Bull, you got yo license, right?” Pip sat up straight in her seat and asked.

      

      “Nope. I can’t drive.” Danielle admitted in a shameful tone.

      

      “Damn, we can’t have you out here bad. Listen, tomorrow before we meet at the house, you gon’ learn how to drive. Aight!”  she said assuring.

      

      Pip watched Danielle’s eyes light up at the thought of driving. It was crazy that something so little made her so happy, especially when she’s been driving since thirteen. That just showed how different their worlds were but luckily for Danielle, Pip seen something in her that screamed protégé and with that in mind, it was time to start teaching her the game.
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      It had been two weeks since Pip made well on her promise and taught Danielle how to drive. She didn’t teach her personally; she had one of girls on her team to teach her as well as take her to get her licenses. Driving was always the last thing on Danielle’s mind. For one, she didn’t have a car, nor did she ever think she’ll have access to one. Although she hadn’t been behind the wheel since taking the test, just the thought of having a driver’s license satisfied Danielle.

      

      “What you in here studying?”

      

      Danielle looked up from the Chemistry book in front of her and noticed Mecca peeking her head in the door.

      

      “Damn girl, where you going?” Dani smiled, admiring how beautiful her sister looked.

      

      Over the last month, Mecca had done a complete transformation. Any fool with eyes could see that Mecca always had a pretty face. It was just that now, she had everything else to match.

      

      “You heard me bitch. Where you going? Come here.” Danielle stated, sitting up in the bed, motioning for Mecca to step in fully.

      

      “I’m going out with Kool if you must know.” Mecca smiled from ear to ear as she told her little sister her plans.

      

      “You and Kool been spending a lot of time together, but he still aint been over here. What’s up with that?” Danielle questioned, eager to meet the man who had her sister smitten.

      

      “He wants to be, but I’m not comfortable with him being here, seeing how this is technically Capone’s place. That’s why I’m always over there.” Mecca explained, leaning against the dresser.

      

      Wearing a pair of ripped up jeans that hugged her wide hips but complimented her small waist, Mecca wore her hair in a high pony tail with a huge bun on top. Her edges and baby hair laid to perfection. With no makeup on, lip gloss, and a pair of earrings, Mecca looked gorgeous.

      

      “Yeah, I definitely get that.” Danielle finally replied to her previous comment.

      

      “Oh yeah, I been meaning to ask you. How is work?” Mecca questioned, fidgeting with the bracelet on her arm.

      

      Danielle wanted to come clean and tell Mecca the truth, but she knew Mecca would flip out. Dani was tired of lying and most of all, tired of hiding the fact that she could help out so much more. If she wanted Mecca to think she was making a few more dollars than minimum wage, she had to act that way, even though her bank account showed different.

      After sharing her idea about the girls at her school, Pip and Danielle had been working closely together. She could tell that Pip was proud of her, which had a couple bitches nearby hating, but Danielle didn’t pay them hoes no mind. She was in grind mode and willing to step on whoever neck to get that next check.

      

      “Work cool. You know my co-worker taught me how to drive. I’m happy about that. My boss cool. I guess I have no complaints.” Danielle rambled on, knowing Mecca could sense when she’s lying.

      

      “Ummmm… that’s what’s up. I need to find a job myself. We can’t stay in his man shit long. We need to make some plans to make our own moves.” Mecca replied, changing the subject which was fine by Dani.

      

      “I was thinking about that too, especially since we in a position where we can make moves. I’ll be damn’d if I allow another human being to have that much power over my life where they can take everything from me.” Danielle explained, thinking about her life.

      

      She could tell by the expression on Mecca’s face that she too was reflecting on all the shit that they’ve been through. This was the most put together that their lives had ever been and she would do whatever to keep it that way.

      

      “Well, I was just coming to tell you that I was leaving and I’ll call you later.” Mecca said, walking back out the door.

      

      “Ok, I LOVE YOU MECCA! “Danielle screamed although she was still in the room.

      

      “You so extra, but I love you too. See you later.” Mecca giggled as she disappeared out the room.

      

      Closing the Chemistry book in front of her, Danielle tossed it to the floor before snatching her phone off the charger. Since Mecca was gone for the day, she didn’t want to waste the day away, so she hit up Stephany to see what she had planned. Just as she thought, Stephany had plans with one of her many baes, so Danielle axed her out of the equation.

      Laying on her back, staring at the ceiling, Danielle realized she needed a life outside of school and work. Grabbing her phone again, Danielle shot Pip a text message, just to see what she was up to since she was bored. Pip must have had her phone in hand because she texted back in a matter of seconds. After confirming she was headed out West, Danielle asked Pip to grab her from the Subway on the corner since she was craving a sandwich.

      Having already being dressed, Dani brushed her teeth before making her way down the street to grab something to eat. After ordering her food, she called Pip to let her know she was ready, but she didn’t answer. Figuring she was busy, she dug into her food, allowing her time to return her call. After a few minutes went by with no return call, Danielle dialed out to her again, this time getting an answer on the third ring.

      

      “Yeah, I was just letting you know I was ready at Subway.” Danielle said, crunching on the Cheddar Cheese Ruffles she ate.

      

      “Something came up. I’ll meet you at the Pip’s House.” She replied quickly.

      

      “Meet me? How am I….”

      

      “My Godbrother Nike over that way. I told him to get you, he should be pulling up in an all-black Jag.”

      

      Just as those words left Pip’s mouth, an all-black Jag pulled up.

      

      “Here he go. Aight bye.”

      

      Danielle ended the call, balled her garbage up, and threw it in the trash before leaving out the restaurant. She slowly walked over to the car with tinted windows when the window rolled down.

      

      “You Ava homie?” the dude asked as a cloud of smoke escaped the vehicle.

      

      “Ava?” Dani questioned with a raised eyebrow.

      

      “My bad, Pip.” He chuckled before hitting the locks and allowing Danielle inside the smoke-filled car.

      

      “I’m Nike. What’s yo name shorty?” He asked, causing Danielle to turn his way.

      

      “I’m--- I’m Dani.” She stuttered, taken back by his looks.

      

      Nike was what you called a pretty nigga trapped in a hood nigga body. He was on the lighter side with dark deep brown eyes. His dreads braided to the back like they hadn’t been touched in days. The tattoos on his arms, chest, neck, and the small red star under his right eye added to his handsome yet rough look.

      

      “Aight. You good though shorty, relax.” He smiled and licked his lips before turning the radio back up.

      

      Danielle and Nike cruised the city streets headed to Pip’s House when Nike’s phone rung, interrupting the concert they were having in his Jag. Ignoring the first call, whoever was on the other end called back three more times, getting the same result, his voicemail.

      

      “Damn, somebody must really wanna talk to you.” She smirked from the passenger’s side just as they pulled up front.

      

      “Mind yo business.” He laughed, tossing the car in park and getting out.

      

      “Boy, fuck you and yo business.” Dani playfully snapped as the two of them entered the home.

      

      Danielle walked behind Nike as he navigated through Pip’s House better than she did. Eventually leading her to Pip’s office, where she was found sitting at her desk on the phone. Knocking on the cracked door, Dani stood behind Nike and watched as Pip motioned for them to come in.

      

      “Ok bet. Talk to you later.” She said, ending the call and placing the phone on her cherry Oakwood desk.

      

      Clearing her throat, Pip looked up and smiled at the pair who was standing in front of her.

      

      “I hope Nike ain’t give you a hard time Dani.” Pip stated, finally giving them her full attention.

      

      “Her lil ass nosey as fuck but she good.” Nike replied, winking his eye at , who stood staring at him.

      

      Pip laughed as Dani rolled her eyes and sucked her teeth at Nike’s comment.

      

      “Ain’t nobody nosey. This nigga phone ringing off the hook. I simply said that someone must really wanna talk to him.” Dani explained, giving Pip the full story.

      

      “She just wanna be the one on the other end calling.” Nike replied, biting his bottom lip as he looked Danielle up and down.

      

      “BOY, FUCK OUTTA HERE!” Danielle busted out and yelled followed by laughter from her and Pip.

      

      “Ok. Ok. Ok.” Pip stood up and interjected, still giggling in between words.

      

      “Thanks for grabbing her for me Nike, and Danielle, we got some business to take care of. Let me make this last phone call and I’ll be ready to go.” She continued, taking a seat and picking back up her phone.

      

      Nodding her head up and down in agreement, Danielle turned around and headed out the room; this time, Nike was following behind her.

      

      “So, you don’t wanna be on the other end of that phone huh?” Nike asked, following closely behind.

      

      “NO NIKE!” she laughed, heading upstairs to do her rounds, never once looking back at him.

      

      “Why you gotta holler and shit?” he asked, standing at the bottom of the stairs looking up at her.

      

      “Nice meeting you Nike.” She yelled down to him with a huge smile plastered on her face.

      

      “That’s why yo ass flat.” He yelled back up, causing the both of them to laugh.

      

      Danielle giggled aloud as she walked through the house, checking on the young women in Tier One when she heard someone call out to her.

      

      “Aye Dani, can you help me with this?”

      

      Stopping in her tracks, Danielle turned around, coming face to face with Troy, who stood in front of her wearing a lace bra and pair of shorts.

      

      “Can you zip this up for me?” she asked with a smile, holding up a shirt high in the air.

      

      “Sure.” Danielle agreed, walking off with Troy who headed back inside her room.

      

      Once in there, Troy placed the shirt over her head and Danielle helped zip it up in the back.

      

      “There you go. You’re all set!”

      

      “Thanks so much Dani. How you been?” Troy questioned as she strutted around the room and got dressed.

      

      “I been good. You straight?” Danielle shot back, grabbing her phone out her pocket.

      

      Danielle half listened as Troy rambled on about whatever it was on her mind. It wasn’t that Dani was being rude or uninterested, she simply was replying to the text from Pip, which told her to come downstairs.

      

      “I’m gon’ holler at you later Troy, Pip ready.” Dani announced, walking towards the door.

      

      After hearing Troy say goodbye, Danielle headed downstairs where she met Pip and Brandy standing in the living room waiting.

      

      “Ummm, she going?” Brandy asked with a screwed-up face as soon as Dani approached them.

      

      “Nah bitch, is you going?” Danielle snapped, fed up with Brandy and her bullshit.

      

      Every time, every single time, Dani was around Brandy, it was a problem. She always had something smart to say and Danielle was fed up. There was tension from the first time they met and regardless how much Dani tried to stay away from Brandy’s bullshit, she always seemed to pull her in.

      

      “Come on ladies, don’t start this shit. Brandy, what’s yo problem?” Pip turned to her and asked before proceeding towards the door.

      

      “I just don’t understand why she’s coming in the first place, especially since her Tier not participating.” Brandy smacked her lips and replied.

      

      “Regardless if they are participating or not, they are still part of Pip’s House and we all a family. Now get yo ass in the back. Here Dani, you drive.” Pip replied, tossing Danielle the keys to her Range Rover.

      

      Once again, Brandy smacked her lips at Pip’s response and even more so at the fact Pip dismissed her and told her to get in the back. From a previous conversation held with Troy, Brandy was borderline obsessed with Pip. Having taken her in at a young age as well, Pip molded Brandy, becoming a mother figure to her. Troy said whenever another girl came around and Pip took a liking to them, Brandy would run them away, which made sense as to why Brandy was so evil towards Danielle.

      After angrily getting in the back seat, Brandy remained quiet the rest of the ride while Danielle and Pip held small conversations amongst themselves. Arriving at Fantasy’s Gentleman club almost an hour later, all three girls jumped out the truck and headed inside to start working.

      

      “As y’all know, the party is slowly approaching, and we are putting the final touches on everything. Dani, although this is only an introduction for Tier One, I need you to make sure that all your girls are on point. Brandy, with you handling the professionals this go around, I need you to ensure that all our customers are happy and satisfied. Make sure all your girls’ test results are back and placed inside their files. Remember, to the world this is another party, but to Pip’s House, this is a huge come up.”

      

      Both Danielle and Brandy stood in the middle of the empty parking lot shaking their head up and down. Dani admired the way Pip handled business and from the looks of her lifestyle, she was handing business very well.

      

      “Aight, let’s do one final walk through and then we good. Let’s go.” Pip ordered, walking around to the side door, just as before.

      

      Danielle glanced over at Brandy who was staring at her with a wicked mug on her face. Dani laughed aloud but decided to remain quiet. She knew Brandy was going to a bigger problem than she thought, but no problem was too big for Danielle Young.
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      “You cheating man…. Move the fuck out the way!”

      “How I’m cheating Kool, please tell me?” Mecca laughed, shuffling the deck of Uno cards.

      “You can’t put no fuckn Draw Four on a Draw Two Mecca. Where the fuck you learn how to play Uno at?” Kool asked, grabbing the lit blunt from the ashtray.

      Mecca bent over in laughter at the look on Kool’s face. He was pressed and ready to shoot some shit up over an innocent game of Uno.

      “I quit. You got me in the house on a Friday playing cards like I’m a lame.” Kool continued his rant as Mecca shuffled the cards.

      “Here, cut.” She said, sliding the stacked deck towards him.

      Kool looked up from his phone and eyed Mecca intensively.

      “I just said I QUIT. You ain’t finna keep cheating me.” He barked, sliding the cards back over to her.

      “Ok fine, witcho losing ass. Let’s find a movie to watch.” Mecca suggested, searching for the remote control.

      After finding it under the stack of pillows on Kool’s bed, Mecca turned on the TV while Kool cleared the cards off the bed. She watched as he moved about the room and smiled. Mecca was really starting to like Kool; in fact, this was her first real relationship. Using the word relationship loosely since neither of them made it official. Mecca could tell by Kool’s actions that he was into her just as much as she was into him. Over the past month and a half, the two of them spent a lot of time together. If they weren’t under each other in the physical, they were either on Facetime or texting.

      The day Mecca met him on the elevator, she wouldn’t have thought in a million years that she’ll actual like him. After lying about being part of the welcome committee in her building, it turned out that Kool didn’t even live in the condos. He was there visiting his cousin who stayed a few floors above Mecca.

      “You can get comfortable, I ain’t gon’ bite.” Mecca heard Kool say from the other side of the bed.

      Standing to her feet, Mecca slid off the gray leggings she was wearing, pulled her shirt down over her stomach, and slid back in the bed. Kool followed suit and did the same, except in a pair of basketball shorts and no top.

      “What you wanna watch?” he asked, spooning her close to him.

      “Ummmm, it don’t even matter, you’ll be sleep in five minutes away.” She smacked her lips and replied, getting comfortable in his arms.

      Kool ignored Mecca’s comment while she searched the TV guide looking for something good to watch. After scanning for about two minutes, Mecca stopped on an episode of Wild ‘n’ Out, settled on that before placing the remote control on the night stand.

      “ARE YOU FUCKN SERIOUS!” Mecca said aloud as Kool’s snores echoed through the room.

      It hadn’t even been five minutes and he was sleep; she had given him too much credit in the first place. Deciding on letting him nap in peace, Mecca tuned in to the improv comedy show that she loved so much. Trying her best not to laugh too loud, Mecca enjoyed the show and wished how she could witness the action live in person one day.

      Snuggling closer to Kool, Mecca felt his hard dick pressed against her big soft ass. This was the closest she had ever been to a man and she loved the feeling. What she loved even more was that Kool was cool with her being a virgin. When she first told him, he clowned her and laughed because he thought that she was lying; but after much convincing, he finally believed her. Like any man, Kool wanted sex and he let it be known, but he promised not to pressure her, which made Mecca like him even more.

      Kool was a different type of nigga and his mysteriousness made Mecca like him even more. Outside of Capone, Kool was a young nigga with the world at his hands. At twenty-three years old, he lived a lifestyle men half his age never got to experience. With only knowing him the short period of time that she did, Mecca assumed Kool was in the drug game, but that was only an assumption.

      Melting into Kool’s arms, Mecca felt herself drifting away into a somber sleep when the sound of a phone ringing interrupted her peace. Recognizing the tone, Mecca eased out of Kool’s arms, stretched forward to reach her phone that was laying on the floor near the bed. Trying her best not to wake him, Mecca missed the call from Capone but grabbed the phone just in time for text message he sent.

      Capone: Wya?

      After reading the message, Mecca looked behind her to make sure Kool was still sound asleep before texting back.

      Mecca: Out. What up?

      Capone: I need to get something out the condo

      A few weeks back, Capone had the locks changed on the condo to make Mecca feel comfortable. It wasn’t that she was complaining because she didn’t mind him having a key, seeing how it was his place after all, but he insisted; therefore, she didn’t reject.

      Mecca: I’m ten minutes away

      Capone: Bet

      Holding the phone in hand, Mecca thought about her next move. Should she wake Kool and have him drop her off or should she call an Uber? Deciding that an Uber may be best, Mecca went to the app in her phone when Kool began to stir in his sleep.

      “What movie we watching?” he groggy voice said in Mecca’s ear, causing her to laugh.

      “WE ain’t watching shit, but I gotta go make a run. I’ll be back.” She replied, slowing getting out the bed.

      Kool hesitantly released his grip around Mecca, making it easy to free herself.

      “Where you going?” he quizzed, still laying in the same spot.

      “I-I-I gotta let Capone in to get something out the crib.” She replied truthfully.

      As a matter of fact, Mecca had been truthful with Kool about everything regarding her and Capone. Of course, he half-ass believed what she said as far as Capone’s intentions with her, but she assured him that they were nothing but friends.

      “Aight cool. I’ll run you by there. Just let me shit first.” Kool said, tossing the sheet off of him.

      “NAW! I’m good. I’ll grab an Uber. You know I’m only around the corner.” She replied, trying to convince him to stay.

      The last time Kool and Capone came face to face, it was the battle of testosterone, and Mecca needed to avoid that from happening again at all cost.

      “Aight shorty, I hear you.” Kool replied, giving Mecca a look that made her question herself.

      Mecca watched Kool leave out the room, heading to the bathroom. Using that time to get dressed, Mecca threw back on her clothes. Sliding into her white Air Max 95s, Mecca finished just as Kool reentered the room.

      “You called an Uber yet?” he asked from his spot near the bedroom door.

      “Nah.” Mecca replied, shaking her head from side to side.

      “Don’t. Just take my car and grab us something to eat on your way back.” He suggested, tossing her the keys that fell on the floor by accident.

      “Your car? Kool, I’m not comfortable driving by myself yet.” She explained, bending down grabbing the keys, tossing them back to him.

      “You good man, just watch them wide ass turns and bring my shit back in one piece.”

      For the past week, Kool had been teaching Mecca to drive. The task was an easy one for her, but as she explained to him, she wasn’t comfortable doing it on her own. To be honest, she was nervous about taking the actual test, although she was actually a good driver.

      “Just do it Mecca and bring me back a burger.” He said, walking over to her, pulling her close to him.

      Mecca looked up at Kool who towered over her and smiled. He made her so happy; it was a feeling she had never felt before.

      “OK, I’ll call you when I get to the restaurant.” She finally agreed, standing on her tippy-toes, placing a kiss on his lips.

      Mecca tried to move and leave but Kool pulled her back into his arms. Taking his hands, he gripped her ass, placing kisses all over her neck. Mecca giggled and squealed at his touch, but she welcomed his embrace with open arms.

      “I gotta goooooo.” She whined, pulling away from him.

      Kool finally released his grip and handed her the keys before Mecca grabbed her hoodie and tossed it on. Promising she wouldn’t be long again, Mecca left out of Kool’s place, headed to meet Capone.

      The normal ten-minute drive took Mecca seventeen as she nervously, yet carefully, drove Kool’s silver G-Wagon to the condo. Spotting Capone’s car as she turned the corner, Mecca slowly pulled behind him and killed the engine. Grabbing her phone, she texted him and told him to get out before doing the same. Stepping out, Mecca had to do a double take at the man standing in front of her.

      Dressed in an all-black suit and tie, Mecca was taken back at how good Capone looked. She was used to seeing him dressed down in his designer that she didn’t think he even owed a suit and tie.

      “Damn you look nice.” She said, walking towards him with a smile.

      “Who car you driving?” he asked, pointing to Kool’s truck a few feet away.

      “Damn, you’re welcome.” Mecca replied with an attitude before rolling her eyes and walking towards the building.

      Hitting the locks on the G-Wagon, Mecca looked back only to see Capone standing in the same spot staring at her.

      “YOU WANT YO SHIT FROM UPSTAIRS OR NAH?” she yelled out to him from the revolving doors.

      Without waiting on a reply, Mecca entered the building and headed straight to the elevator. The sound of a phone ringing let Mecca know Capone was close behind. After stepping inside the cart, Mecca pressed the button for her floor just as Capone’s Gucci loafers stepped inside.

      “You was finna leave me?” he looked over at her and asked just as the elevator doors closed.

      “You the one acting stupid.” Mecca replied, giving him the same look that he gave her.

      Feeling those butterflies that she always got but ten times worse, Mecca quickly looked away, breaking eye contact. Capone was so fucking fine and the thin laced thongs she wore under her leggings wasn’t going to stop the flood.

      “I asked you a question. Who shit you driving?” he asked sternly, never taking his eyes off of her.

      “It’s Kool’s car.” Mecca mumbled just as the doors opened.

      Stepping out first, she headed down the hall with the key in her hand.

      “Aw y’all jammed like that? Where you driving the nigga’s car?”

      Mecca felt the small hairs on the back of her neck stand as Capone stood close to her, damn near whispering in her ear. After finally unlocking the door, Mecca twisted the knob, entering the dark condo.

      Flicking on the light, Mecca headed towards her bedroom, allowing him to get whatever he had to get in peace. Making it a few steps away, Mecca felt tugging at her shirt, stopping her stride. Rolling her eyes to the back of her head, Mecca turned around, coming face to face with Capone.

      “Aye look….. stop ignoring me. I asked you a question.” He spoke calmly, stepping closer into Mecca’s personal space.

      Mecca stared into Capone’s pleading eyes, trying to figure out why he wanted to know. The two of them never invaded each other’s personal lives and now was not the time to start.

      “Shorty, remember, you ain’t gotta lie to me about shit.” Capone said sincerely, walking off towards his room.

      Mecca had no idea why she did what she did, but she stopped him, the same way he had stopped her. Turning around, Mecca and Capone came face to face again; this time, she was the one ready to speak. Just as she opened her mouth to answer him, his phone rang.

      “That’s like the hundredth time bruh, you might as well answer that.” She said, rolling her eyes and not caring if he seen her.

      Shaking his head, Mecca watched as Capone answered the income Facetime, connecting the call.

      “What up bruh?” he spoke into the phone, his eyes piercing into Mecca’s as he spoke every word.

      “Where you at? I thought tonight was yo anniversary dinner or some shit.” The man on the other end of the phone spoke.

      For the first time, Capone’s eyes shifted from Mecca’s and down to his phone.

      “Yeah it is. I came to the old crib to get something.” He replied.

      “I was sitting here talking to Mecca before I left.” Capone continued, locking eyes with her again.

      “Aw straight up! Aye nigga, give her my number. I want her so bad….”

      “Bye Mac!” Capone said, ending the call and directing his attention back to Mecca, who began to walk away and head towards the room.

      “MECCA!” he called out to her, but she ignored him.

      “MECCA!” he yelled again; this time, getting her attention.

      Turning around with fire in her eyes, Mecca stared at Capone from her spot in the hallway.

      “Leave me the fuck alone. Give yo homie my number and oh yeah…. HAPPY ANNIVERSARY!” she snapped before slamming the bedroom door.
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      Capone thought about chasing after Mecca and explaining everything to her, but Pip was blowing up his phone and he simply didn’t have the time. He was shocked at himself for feeling some type of way about her driving buddy’s car, but there wasn’t much that he could say. Mecca was a single woman and was able to do whatever she pleased whether Capone approved of it or not.

      Ignoring Pip’s call again, Capone headed into his room to grab the diamond cufflinks out the safe that was inside the closet wall. The diamond links was once his grandfather’s; however, his father gave them to him a few years ago. It was rare for Capone to be dressed in a suit and tie; therefore, he never really had a use for them until now.

      Putting in the code, Capone moved the wads of cash and guns he kept in there to the side to find what he was looking for. After placing the cufflinks in his pocket, he closed the safe and headed out the room when he noticed a gift-wrapped box on the bed. Capone looked around suspiciously as if someone else was in the room before walking over to the gift. Picking up the neatly wrapped gold paper box, Capone noticed a small note attached.

      

      “Set up a date and time and I’ll kick yo ass….”

      

      -Mecca XOXO

      

      Feeling like the biggest lame ever, Capone smiled ear to ear before peeling off the paper, exposing what was inside. Cuffing the box under his arm, he headed down the hall to Mecca’s room, but she was gone. Never hearing the door close, Capone called out to her, but there was no answer. Grabbing his phone, he tried FaceTiming her, but she didn’t answer. He knew she was pissed but not to the point where she wasn’t answering his calls. Hitting her line one more time with no answer again, Capone chucked it up as a lost and exited the condo.

      Making it to the car, he tossed his gift on the passenger’s seat, plugged his phone up, and headed to pick up Pip. Grabbing her from her friend Tia’s house, which was on the other side of town, Capone gave her a call when he arrived, letting her know he was outside. As always, Pip took her sweet time coming out, but when she finally did, her look took his breath away.

      Dressed in a body con dress same color as his suit, Pip wore her red hair bone-straight down her back. The body glitter that she loved glistened under the moonlight as she sashayed her way to the car in her six-inch heels. Hitting the locks, Capone reached over to open the door for her.

      

      “You look gorgeous.” He stated, complimenting her before he pulled off.

      

      “Thank you baby. What’s this?” she asked, picking up the box Mecca had given him.

      

      “Aw that, it’s a gift from a homie.” He replied, being truthfully, which he knew would only open up a flood gate for more questions.

      

      “A homie? BOP IT? Yo homie gave you a game Capone?” she questioned suspiciously, tossing the game in the backseat.

      

      “Bro, don’t throw my shit.” Capone barked, feeling himself become angry with Pip’s carelessness.

      

      “Damn, my bad. I just wanna know what friend gave you a game?”

      

      And just like that, 50 Cent started with the 21 questions. Capone battled with himself about whether if he should tell the full truth or keep half stepping. Never being a liar and knowing better than to start lying, he decided being honest was the best thing to do.

      

      “Yes Ava, my homie gave me the game. I was telling her about sum shit from my childhood and….”

      

      “HER? Your childhood? Since when is it ok to pillow talk with other bitches Capone?” Pip snapped, buckling her seatbelt as Capone pulled off.

      

      Letting out a long sigh, Capone did not plan on spending his anniversary night this way. He wanted to eat a good meal, smoke some weed, and get some good head, but Pip was making that difficult.

      

      “Ain’t nobody pillow talking….” He finally replied, hitting the expressway heading towards the restaurant.

      

      “Who is she then?”

      

      “A friend.”

      

      “And what’s this friend name?”

      

      “DAMN AVA…. DO IT MATTER? You doing all this over a fucking game.” He barked, bass filling his already deep voice.

      

      “DON’T FUCKING HOLLER AT ME!” she screamed back, her voice piercing his ears.

      

      Stopping the car in the middle of the street, Capone shifted the gear into park before turning to face Pip.

      

      “What the fuck wrong with you? How you gon’ stop in the middle of the street like this?” she asked, turning around in her seat, looking back at the cars that honked their horn at them.

      

      “I don’t give a fuck about these people, but what I do give a fuck about is you disrespecting me. Ava, I’m not a lil ass kid so you need to watch yo mouth and tone. You understand me?”

      

      Capone watched Pip’s eyes roll to the back of her head as he spoke every word, which only pissed him off more. He had been trying to figure out for the past two years how a woman who had it all could be so insecure. Yeah, he knew about the shit from her past, but Capone never gave Pip a reason of his own for her to be so insecure. He had never cheated or even entertained other women, yet here he was explaining himself, yet again.

      

      “Ok look…. I get all that, but can you tell me why she’s giving you gifts? And could you please move before someone call the cops?” She replied in a much calmer tone than moments before.

      

      Shifting the gears to drive, Capone pulled off back into the flow of traffic like Pip requested. His night was already going sour; the last thing he needed was to be pulled over by twelve.

      

      “CAPONE!” Pip called out to him as he zoned out, thinking about how everything was playing out that night.

      

      Glancing over at her and then back at the road, he turned the music down.

      

      “You still not done baby?” he asked her, trying his hardest to remain cool, but Pip was pushing all the wrong buttons.

      

      “I’m not trying to ruin our night but…”

      

      “Mannnnnn…” he laughed, cutting her off in mid-sentence.

      

      Pip had every intention on ruining their night, and instead of remaining quiet and letting the shit die down, she continued talking.

      

      “I heard that you had some bitch on your shoulder at Jerry’s party. Care to explain?”

      

      As soon as those words left Pip’s lips, Capone bussed a wild U-Turn in the middle of the street.

      

      “What the fuck is you doing? The restaurant that way!” Pip yelled, latching onto to the handle above the car door.

      

      “Man, fuck you and that restaurant. I’m not finna kick it with you tonight and all you wanna do is bitch….. bitch about a game….. bitch about some shit you heard weeks ago.” He barked with flared nostrils.

      

      Capone took Pip’s silence as a sign of defeat. Surprisingly,  she didn’t utter another word as he drove her home. The entire thirty-minute ride consisted of her huffing and puffing in her phone while Capone, on the other hand, couldn’t get Mecca off his mind. Pulling into the dark driveway, Capone hit the locks without putting the car in park.

      

      “What? You not coming in?” she snapped her neck in the direction of him and questioned.

      

      “Nah, I got shit to do.” He replied nonchalantly, never looking her way.

      

      “It’s our anniversary Capone and…. You know what…. Never mind.” She fussed, getting out the car, slamming the door.

      

      She knew how much he hated that, yet she did it anyway, just to get a reaction out of him. Without acknowledging her, Capone backed out the driveway and peeled off with no destination in mind.
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      Pip slipped out of the six-inch red bottoms she wore at the door and tossed them on the side of the couch. Walking over to the bar that was a few feet away from the kitchen, Pip poured herself a shot of Hennessy before walking over to the couch. She couldn’t believe the nerve of Capone and the way he dismissed her after simply asking a question. Who the fuck was this friend of his? And if it was as innocent as he tried to make it, why hadn’t Pip met her yet?

      Capone was well-known and had hella friends but none of them, especially the females, ever caused any issues within their relationship. Tia and Ashlee tried to convince her that she was tripping half the time, but she had trust issues and Capone was only making them worst. If he knew the things she did to keep tabs on him, he would have left her ass a long time ago.

      

      “This nigga got me fuck’d up. I’m not staying in this house.”

      

      She said aloud before walking over to the laundry room and slipping on the flip flops that was in there by the dryer. Grabbing her car keys off the kitchen counter, she scooped up her Gucci purse and stormed out the door. After securing herself in her ride, Pip grabbed her phone and dialed the one person who she knew wouldn’t answer, Mac.

      It had been so long since the two of them spoke. When she went by the club the other day with Danielle and Pip, the two of them had to act cordial since there was company, but she planned on giving him a piece of her mind. Whether she spoke with him sooner or later.

      

      “What up?”

      

      Pip’s eyes bucked at the sound of Mac’s voice. She already had it made up in her mind that he wasn’t going to answer, imagine the surprise she felt.

      

      “Ummm…. Where you at?” she quizzed, checking the rearview mirror before pulling out.

      

      “Just left the liquor store. Where you at?” he questioned from the other end.

      

      “I’m headed that way.” She lied with hopes that he wanted to see her.

      

      “Ain’t y’all anniversary bullshit tonight? What happened to that?” Mac asked.

      

      Letting out a long sigh, Pip rolled her eyes to the back of her head before answering him.

      

      “Long story but FUCK THAT NIGGA!” She blurted out, meaning each word she said.

      

      Silence felled upon the line as Pip listened to whatever was happening in Mac’s background. She wanted to start drilling him about not answering his phone the last few weeks but decided to wait. She had already gotten into it with one nigga tonight, so she decided to play cool with him.

      

      “Aye, meet me at the spot.” Mac’s deep voice finally sounded through the car speakers.

      

      “Right now?” Pip asked, perking up a bit.

      

      “Yeah, I’ll be there in ten.”

      

      Ending the call in her ear, Pip kept south since she was already heading towards Mac’s place in the first place. The crib actually belonged to his cousin, but he was locked up, so Mac and Pip made it their personal sex nest.

      Pulling up behind his truck that was parked crooked in the driveway, Pip shot Mac a text, letting him know she was outside before getting out the car. It was October and the weather was changing for the worst. Pip powerwalked up to the house in the flip flops she should have changed and knocked on the door. Irritation setting in since the door should have already been open, Pip rang the bell. After a few seconds and still no answer, she laid it heavy on the bell until the door swung open.

      

      “What’s wrong with you?” Mac snatched back the door and asked with a cup of clear liquor in his right hand.

      

      “Shit. What took you so long?” she asked, pushing past him into the dimly lit home.

      

      “Damn, I was doing something but you look good.” He complimented her with a freaky grin as he eased his way towards her.

      

      “Well, you look high…. And drunk.” She frowned as he approached her with his tongue out.

      

      Spelling the Tequila on his breath and by the way his eyes were dilated, Pip knew Mac was not only drunk but high off a pill as well.

      

      “Wha-Wha-What you take?” she stuttered, fighting him off her while he tried to rip her dress off.

      

      “MAC STOP!” She yelled, pushing him off her with all her force.

      

      “Damn man, do it matter? You came over here for some dick so let me give you some.” He barked, stepping out of the gray jogging pants he was wearing.

      

      Pip eyed Mac and instantly became moist at the sight of his hard nine-inch dick. She hated how he treated her just like some random fuck when she had real feelings for him, but she put up with it because she loved him.

      

      “Man bend over.”

      

      Pip blinked and out of nowhere, Mac was standing in front of her with his dick in his hand. Forcefully grabbing her by she shoulders, Mac spun her around, bending her over on the back of the couch. Sliding her panties to the side, Pip felt Mac’s dick slide into her pussy, causing her knees to buckle.

      

      “Nah. You a GROWN woman right?” Mac growled, forcing Pip to arch her back so he could stand in her the way he like it.

      

      Unable to take the pain, Pip clenched onto the brown pillows that laid around as Mac pounded her from the back.

      

      “Ma---Ma—Mac---Mac…. STOP! You hurting me!” she wailed out, trying to break loose from his hold.

      

      “FUCK THAT……….MOVE!”

      

      Mac grabbed Pip’s hand and swatted it away, going deeper inside her. She couldn’t believe how he was handling her; he was borderline rapping her. She knew she could really overpower him if she really tried, seeing how intoxicated he was. Just as she was putting the plan in motion, Mac said something that halted her plans.

      

      “Fuck…. I’m finna cum!”  he moaned out from behind her.

      

      Hearing those words made Pip’s pussy ten times wetter. Remembering that his drunk ass never put on a condom, Pip began throwing it back, squeezing her pussy muscles. Doing a trick she knew he loved and like magic, it worked. Mac exploded in her for the first time ever. A smile as wide as the Grinch’s covered her face as she stood up and fixed her thong. Pulling her tight dress down, Pip licked her lips before turning around. Mac stood there struggling to pull his pants up when she slowly walked over to him, playing with his now semi-hard dick.

      

      “Ge-ge-get back….. girl, what you doing?” he asked, backing away from her.

      

      Pip felt Mac’s dick growing like a Chia Pet. Leading him towards the front of the couch, she pushed him onto it once he was positioned in the right place. Quickly taking off her panties, Pip straddled him like a horse, sliding her tight pussy on his now fully erected dick.

      

      “Fuccccckkkkkkkk!” he moaned, grabbing her by the waist, bouncing her up and down on his penis.

      

      “You finna make me cum again.” He said, digging his nails into Pip’s side.

      

      Bouncing up and down harder, she began to feel Mac’s dick jerking, something that happened before he exploded.

      

      “Aye… aye… aye! Hold up. I’m cum’n,” he warned her, trying his drunken best to lift her off of him.

      

      Slapping his hands away, Pip pinned them to his side just as he released in her for the second time tonight. Unable to hide her excitement, Pip smiled as she climbed from on top of him. Fixing her clothes, she slid back on her flip flops, grabbed her purse, and headed to the door.

      

      “Damn, it’s like that?” Mac yelled from the same spot on the couch.

      

      Without acknowledging him, Pip reached the front door and turned the knob, letting herself out the house.

      

      “PIP!” Mac screamed as Pip looked ahead, smiling.

      

      “Bye baby daddy.” She mumbled under her breath, skipping down the front steps.

      

      “I hope that nigga ain’t think I made him cum a second time for his pleasure.”

      

      She thought to herself, laughing as she jumped in her car heading home to her REAL baby daddy.
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      Mecca woke up the next morning with seven missed calls and four text messages, all from Capone. After walking out on him at the condo, Mecca headed back over to Kool’s place with an attitude out this world. The nerve of that nigga to question her when he was on his way to some whack ass anniversary dinner. What pissed off Mecca the most was that she never ever questioned him about his bitch, yet he stood there judging her. The entire night she laid in Kool’s arms, thinking about Capone, thinking about how she needed to hurry up and get a job because living at his crib was coming to an end. Of course, Mecca appreciated all that Capone had done for her and Danielle, but it was time to move around.

      “Why you leaving me so early?” Kool asked as Mecca slowly got out the bed.

      It was already noon and Diamond would be pulling up any minute to pick her up. The two of them had appointments for fill-ins and seeing how it was Saturday, the place was going to be packed.

      “I told you last night my friend was coming to get me.” She replied, pulling the Fashion Nova crop top over her head.

      Leaving out the room, Mecca headed to the bathroom to wash her face and brush her teeth. Once she was done in there, she headed back in the bedroom to say her goodbyes to Kool. After agreeing to meet later, Mecca headed downstairs and jumped in the car with Diamond.

      “Damn bitch, you sure is spending a lot of time with that nigga.” Diamond stated as soon as Mecca got in her red Camaro.

      “I fucks with Kool.” Mecca said, keeping it short with a smile on her face.

      “Yeah, I hope you on some birth control cuz I think it’s still hope for you and my brother!” Diamond beamed from the driver’s side as they headed to the nail shop.

      “GIRL, FUCK YO BROTHER!” Mecca blurted out without even thinking but meaning each word she said.

      Turning down the radio, Diamond glanced over at Mecca and then back at the road.

      “What happened now? You motherfuckers stressing me out.” She replied, placing her hand on her head like she had a headache.

      Wasting no time, Mecca ran down the events of the night before to Diamond, omitting no information. Diamond listened on, soaking it all in as Mecca poured out her feelings.

      “Crazy part is, I ain’t even fucking Kool.” Mecca ended her rant saying before taking a deep breath.

      Hearing Diamond smack her lips, Mecca snapped her neck in her direction, ready to hear what she had to say.

      “First of all, that nigga lying… HE AIN’T NEVER WHOOPED MY ASS IN BOP IT!” she yelled, clapping her hands together.

      “Secondly, it’s clear that it’s something between you and my little brother and neither one of y’all wants to admit it.” She paused, shaking her head and smiling.

      “Girl, yo brother got a whole bitch.” Mecca replied, folding her arms across her chest and rolling her eyes in the back of her head.

      “And you got a whole nigga…….. but listen to what I’m about to say and I mean this from the bottom of my heart. Fuck that bitch Pip!” Diamond fumed, venom spitting through her mouth.

      Mecca immediately began to wonder why Diamond hated Capone’s girl so much. With Diamond’s dope personality, she was easy to get along with and seemed like the ideal sister-in-law.

      “Look, that ain’t got shit to do with me. I don’t know that hoe but I know Capone. That’s why I need to find me a job and get the fuck away from him.” She admitted truthfully.

      “Seems like somebody in their feelings but Imma mind my business. Let’s go before the Ratchets fill in.” Diamond replied, parking the car, heading into the nail shop.

      

      Mecca slipped on a pair of ripped up jeans, a white fitted Ralph Lauren Polo sweater, and a fresh pair of wheat Timbs. Grabbing Goldie, the name she gave her first Louie bag, she headed downstairs to meet Kool. Hopping into the car with him, she gave him a kiss before he pulled away into traffic.

      “So what you got a taste for?” he asked, making sure he kept their promised lunch date.

      “Actually, I want some Portillos.” She replied, thinking about a dipped Italian Beef with cheese.

      “Say less. We can head to the one down here on Taylor.” Kool agreed, hitting the e-way to make it there faster.

      Listening to Chris Brown and Drake’s latest song, No Guidance,  Mecca sang along as if she was in the car by herself. Never being into light skin niggas, those two made her reconsider.

      “Aye, you wanna go through the drive-thru or go in?” Kool asked, turning into the crowded parking lot.

      “Let’s go in.” She quickly decided, assuming that would be the quickest route.

      Kool parked in the nearest spot, killed the engine, and got out with Mecca following suit. Walking towards the door, Mecca felt Kool slapping on her on ass, causing it to jiggle. Looking back at him and smiling, Kool licked his lips before holding the door open for her.

      “You so sexy ma.” He complimented her as she walked past him into the restaurant.

      “Thanks baby.” She blushed, heading towards the line at the register.

      Stepping behind a mother and three little kids, Mecca smiled, thinking about Yana and Coby. She missed them so much and promised that as soon as she got her shit together, she was going to get Yana back.

      “Go ahead bae, she ready to take your order.”

      Hearing Kool’s voice made Mecca snap out of her trance and step forward. Ordering her food first, she then stepped to the side while Kool placed his order. Grabbing the receipt from him, Mecca glanced at their number before stepping down to the pick-up window.

      “Here bae, get me a Sprite.” Kool requested, handing her the empty foam cups.

      Mecca headed over to the fountain drink stand to get their pops when she heard someone call her name. Looking over to her right, Mecca spotted Capone, filling up two cups as well.

      “Capone.” She said, squinting her eyes as if she couldn’t really see him.

      “Who else? Muthafucka stop playing with me.” He said, leaving his cups on the counter, stepping towards her.

      “Who the fuck you think you talking to?” she rebutted, shifting her weight to one side, waiting for him to approach.

      “Who you here with?” he questioned, looking around, completely ignoring her last comment.

      “Who you here with?” she shot back, doing the same head motions as he.

      Mecca waited for Capone to answer or do what he do best and ask her another question when a pretty light skin woman appeared behind him.

      “He’s with me.” She said, latching onto his arm.

      Capone looked down at shorty’s hand and then over to Mecca before slowly pulling away from her.

      “Mecca, this my girl Pip. Pip, this my friend Mecca.” He disclosed, introducing the two women for the first time.

      “Oh, so this lil Mecca that I’ve heard so much about?” Pip shaded, looking Mecca up and down, sizing her up.

      “Damn that’s crazy Pip, I ain’t heard shit about you.” Mecca snapped back, rolling her eyes and walking off.

      Grabbing both cups off the counter, Mecca began to walk away when Capone reached out and grabbed her.

      “Mecca, wait.” He said calmly, surprising her and damn sure surprising Pip.

      “You really finna stop her?” Pip retorted, stepping around into Capone’s face.

      “Chill sis, my man waiting on me anyway. Y’all enjoy y’all night.” Mecca replied, smiling before switching away over to Kool.

      Luckily for her, Kool had just grabbed the food and was headed towards the threesome when Mecca stopped him in the middle of the floor.

      “Running into yo homie again, huh?” Kool said, pointing to Capone and Pip, who was still standing in the same spot arguing.

      “Fuck them. Come on before our food get cold.” Mecca spoke before standing to her tippy toes, kissing Kool on the lips.

      Smacking her ass again while walking away, Mecca let out a flirty laugh before heading out the door to the car. Once inside the ride, neither of them uttered another word about what almost went down. Instead, Kool grabbed Mecca’s hand and held it the whole ride while they listened to music.

      Arriving at Kool’s place fifteen minutes later, Mecca was still fuming mad at the Capone situation. The nerve of him to question her again when his little smart mouth, big teeth ass bitch wasn’t far away.

      “You good?” Kool asked once they made it inside his place.

      “Yeah, I’m cool.” She lied, placing the food on the table.

      “Aight, you ready to eat?” Kool queried, rumbling through the bag.

      “How about we fuck first and eat later?” Mecca seductively replied, walking over to Kool, who had the dumbest look on his face.

      “Come again?” he replied with a fry hanging from his mouth.

      “Is that a no?” she teased, grabbing his already hard dick.

      “Damn baby, is it this food making you freaky? Look, I don’t give a fuck…. LET’S GO!” he rejoiced, picking her up and carrying her to the room.

      In a million years, Mecca never imagined losing her virginity the way she did, and she had Capone and his big mouthed bitch to thank for that. She didn’t regret what she did nor how she did it. In fact, if she knew head felt that good, she would have been riding Kool’s face a long time ago.
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      “Wait Capone, tell me what happened again from the top please!” Diamond laughed into the phone as Capone hit the expressway and blunt.

      “Man look…. I’m not finna tell the story again Diamond, especially when you think the shit funny.” He barked, releasing the smoke from his mouth.

      “I’m sorry bro. I just can’t believe Pip thought she was gon’ shade my girl and get away with it. I can’t wait to talk to Mecca.” Diamond continued laughing from the other end as she had been doing the whole conversation.

      “Wait. You talked to Mecca? She ain’t answering my calls.” He replied, feeling his anger grow because he despised being ignored.

      “Yeah…. Well briefly anyway. She was leaving Kool’s crib. Matter fact, she said she’ll call me back cuz she was getting on the elevator.” Diamond remembered.

      “Aight bet. She at the crib huh?” Capone said aloud, not particular to Diamond but just in general.

      “Imma call you when I leave her crib.”

      “CAPONE, DON’T POP UP ON THAT GIRL! WHAT IF HER NIGGA THERE?!” Diamond yelled into the phone, but her screams didn’t faze Capone.

      “Then I’ll kill him if he gets out his body.” He warned, ending the call in his big sister’s ear.

      Doing as promised, Capone headed to the condo, honestly not caring if buddy was there or not. He had to talk to Mecca and planned on doing it, one way or another.

      “What up Ava?” Capone said, answering his ringing phone as he pulled in front of the condo.

      “Where you at?” her voice blared through the speakers.

      “Taking care of some business. What up?” he asked again, hoping there was a reason for the call.

      “Well, I was sitting here thinking and the way you handled the situation yesterday with that lil bitch….

      “MECCA…” he corrected her.

      “Like I said, I was sitting here thinking and I don’t like the way you handled the situation. For you to say that y’all friends and nothing never happened between y’all, y’all sure do seem a little funny acting.” She continued with an attitude.

      “Like I explained yesterday baby, it ain’t shit between me and Mecca. I respect shorty and the shit she’s done for me.”

      “What the fuck did she do for you?” she quickly snapped.

      “She looked out for me when I had a little work on me, and she took a gun charge for me Ava. Anything else?”

      Capone felt being truthful with Pip was the best thing to do, especially since he truly didn’t have anything to hide.

      “A GUN CHARGE? YOU DOING ALL THIS FOR A FUCKN HOODRAT?” she laughed sinisterly into the phone, causing Capone to turn down the volume.

      “Seriously though Capone, why didn’t you tell me any of this?” she continued, calming down a little.

      “Because there wasn’t shit to tell, but Imma call you back.” He replied, ending the call in her face.

      Stepping out the car, Capone checked his surroundings before proceeding forward in the building.

      “Mr. Brown. How’s it going?” Alex the office manager spoke as he headed towards the elevators.

      “Alex, my main man. What’s up with your Packers this year, my manz?” Capone laughed, pressing the button.

      “Ohhhhh… better than ya Bears my friend.” Alex replied in a heavy Indian accent.

      Capone stood in the elevator alone, trying to figure out why he was popping up on a woman that was not his woman. He peeped Mecca kissing dude back at the restaurant, and it honestly made him lose it. Unknowingly, he began taking his anger out on Pip. She was already working his nerves and Mecca only added fuel to the fire.

      Knocking at the door twice, Capone checked his waist, making sure his pistol was ready in case that nigga Kool was ready. Fighting over bitches was never his thing, but if homie wanted to act stupid, Capone was with the shits.

      “What the fuck are you doing here?” Mecca yanked the door open and asked before walking away.

      Staring at her ass in the boy shorts she wore, Capone felt his dick rising as he slowly closed the door, following behind her.

      “Aye look, I ain’t come over here to argue. I wanna talk to you.” Capone said calmly, taking a seat on one of the bar stools in the kitchen.

      “Listen…. I don’t wanna argue either, but I do feel like there is a conversation that needs to be held.” She replied, taking a seat on the stool next to him.

      Spinning around, Capone faced the side of Mecca’s face. Grabbing her chair, he twisted her around, forcing her to look him in the eyes.

      “I really appreciate all you’ve done Capone, but I’ve been thinking about moving out and getting a job…..”

      “Moving out? A job for what? I told you I got you and I mean that shit.” He grabbed her hand and stated.

      Capone watched Mecca’s eyes shift from his hands to his eyes. He didn’t care if he was overstepping his boundaries, he didn’t want Mecca to leave.

      “Yes, with me getting serious with Kool…”

      “You getting serious with that nigga?” He cut her off and asked, feeling some type of way.

      “I mean, yeah Capone. Ain’t that’s how relationships usually work? I don’t get it though. You damn near walking down the aisle, worrying about what I got going on.” She replied truthfully.

      “Mannnnn…. It’s hard to explain.” He laughed it off, standing to his feet, stretching.

      After almost cracking every bone in his body, Capone glanced at Mecca, who was sitting in the same spot, staring at an empty space on the floor.

      “What you thinking about?” he asked, grabbing her chin, lifting her head.

      Mecca and Capone locked eyes before she started smiling. It was crazy how beautiful she was and her growth was scary. The woman that sat in front of him now was not the same girl he met six months ago.

      “You hungry?”  she asked, catching him off guard, breaking eye contact.

      “Ummmm…. Nah….” He stepped back and said, allowing Mecca room to move.

      “A lie. Yo stomach growling. I got you though cuz yo bitch don’t look like she can cook anyway.” Mecca shaded, walking towards the refrigerator.

      Capone watched as she placed bacon, sausage, eggs, milk, and butter on the countertop. Smiling slightly, he watched as she moved about the kitchen like she was raised there. Constantly trying to adjust his dick in his sweats, Capone thought about placing Mecca on top of the counter and eating her pussy.

      “Cheese in yo eggs and grits?” she turned to him and said from her spot at the stove.

      Shaking his head up and down, Capone continued to watch lil Mecca move like a grown woman.

      “So how’s school?” he asked, grabbing a water out the fridge, returning back to his stool.

      “That shit so easy. I can pass those classes in my sleep.” She boasted.

      “Aw word. What’s your major again?” he quizzed.

      “Business and all my classes are already advanced so I’m just cruising through.” She continued bragging, turning Capone on even more.

      Shaking his head up and down, Capone mentally noted everything Mecca was saying. She had a certain type of drive about her that most young girls her age did not have.

      “What you plan on doing with that degree?” he leaned on the counter and asked, watching her bend over checking on the biscuits that was in the oven.

      “I wanna own several businesses throughout the hood. Look at our neighborhood and shit. Everything is owned by these Arabs and they rude as fuck, treat us like shit when we enter their establishment.” She rambled on as she made their plates.

      After pilling the food on, she filled two wine glasses with orange juice before sliding everything over to him.

      “This look good.” He speculated, looking at the feast she had prepared in such little time.

      “It tastes better. Just eat.”

      Capone caught Mecca looking at him out the side of her eye as she said that last comment. If he knew any better, he would think she was flirting with him, but seeing how Mecca didn’t move like that, he let it go.

      Feeding his face, Capone was impressed at how delicious the food was. He never took her as the type to cook since their generation was fascinated with fast food.

      “Aye…. What would be the first…… business you open up in the …… hood?” Capone asked through smacks.

      Without thinking, Mecca quickly answered his question.

      “A Beauty Supply.” She stated, reaching across the counter, grabbing her phone.

      “Everything cool?” Capone questioned, noticing a distressed look on Mecca’s face as she checked her phone.

      “Ummm yeah. Everything cool. I just haven’t talked to my sister in about day then the killer part it, she ain’t even come home last night. That’s not like her.” Mecca explained, picking up Capone’s empty plate and taking it to the sink.

      “She not answering her phone?”

      “Nope. It’s going to voicemail like its dead or something.”

      “Damn, wanna ride through the city looking for her? Maybe stop at some of her homies’ house to see if they seen her.” Capone suggested, standing to his feet, ready to move on Mecca’s call.

      “Nah, maybe later.” She sighed from the sink where she began making dish water.

      Slowly walking towards her, Capone stood behind Mecca as she fumbled with the dishes in the sink.

      “Oh, I’m sorry. Am I in your way or something?” she turned around, colliding into him and laughing.

      Staring into her eyes, Capone tried to think of an excuse as to why he was invading her personal space; too bad for him, he couldn’t think of anything to say.

      “Don’t she work or sum? You tried calling her job?” he mentioned, stepping back and changing the subject.

      “Tuh!” she huffed, wiping her wet hands off on a napkin.

      “Danielle is so secretive, getting simple information out of her is like pulling teeth. I ain’t got no number.” She continued.

      Capone had only been around Mecca’s sister Danielle a handful of times. She didn’t come off as the sneaky type, but then again, he didn’t know the girl.

      “Go look in her room, it gotta be a check stub or something laying around with her employer information on there.” He suggested again, trying his best to help Mecca out.

      “You know what? You right. I’ll be back.”

      Capone watched Mecca’s ass bounce away as she headed towards the back of the condo where the bedrooms were located. Heading over to the couch, Capone grabbed the remote and cut the 72-inch flat screen on before flopping down on the couch.

      Memories of when he first moved into the place at the tender age of eighteen invaded his mind. Shaking his head at the amount of pussy he got in that crib, Capone was starting to miss the days when was able to run around freely.

      “This all I found… a business card.”

      Hearing Mecca’s voice snapped Capone out of his trance. Looking up, she stood in front of him and reached out her hand, handing him the card. Taking it from her, Capone flipped it over. The contents on the other side of the white and lavender small card almost gave him a heart attack.

      “Aye. Where you get this from?” he quizzed, reading over Pip’s contact information.

      “Out her drawer. Why, what’s wrong?”

      The sound of Capone’s phone ringing stopped him from replying. Grabbing the device out of his pocket, he unlocked it before reading the message that was on screen.

      “CAPONE! What’s wrong?” he heard Mecca yell out while he tried piecing everything together.

      “This--- this card?” He said, holding it in the air while staring at the picture message sent to him.

      “Okaayyyy, what about it?” Mecca probed.

      “Danielle work for my girl.” He mumbled, never taking his eyes off the positive pregnancy test on his phone screen.

      “Wait. Wait. Wait. You losing me Capone. What you mean my little sister work for your girl?” she asked anxiously.

      Everything was happening so fast. Capone couldn’t register everything at once. How did Danielle end up tied with Pip? But most importantly, how the hell did Pip end up pregnant with his baby?
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      Danielle opened her eyes, immediately not recognizing her surroundings before it hit her. She was still laying on Nike’s couch, the last place she remembered being yesterday. Slightly sitting up, Dani looked around for her phone before spotting it on the floor near her shoes. Leaning forward, Dani struggled to it grab it when she heard a door open and close.

      “Good morning young lady.” An older woman appeared from the back and spoke, dressed in navy blue scrubs.

      “Hi-hey.” Dani spoke back, staring at the woman who moved about the living room cleaning up.

      After looking closely, she resembled Nike a lot, she must be his sister or something.

      “Did my rude ass son offer you breakfast?” she stopped moving around and asked, now standing directly in front of Danielle.

      Son, she repeated back to herself just when she heard another door open and close.

      “Never mind, I see he just woke up himself.” She smirked, grabbing the all-black purse that rested on the coffee table.

      “I’m working a double. Don’t fuck up my house Nike.” His mother warned, placing a quick kiss on his cheek as he stood in the doorway rubbing his eyes.

      Danielle looked on at their interaction and smiled. When Nike told her that he lived with his OG, she assumed that she was a deadbeat like Melissa, but she was proven to be wrong.

      “Aye, we got some cereal in there if you want a bowl. I heard my OG in here talking shit.” He said, locking the door behind his mom before heading into the kitchen.

      “She’s so cute.” Dani replied, referring to his mother who looked no older than thirty.

      “She aight. Her ass always working. I’m surprised she even came home last night.” Nike stated, snatching the full ashtray off the wooden coffee table in front of them.

      “Speaking of last night. What happened?” Dani probed, trying to recollect the events from the night before.

      “Ohhhhhhh….. yo ass tried to stomp with the big dogs, that’s what happened. You smoked one blunt with me and you tapped out.”

      Danielle laughed at how animated Nike was, prancing around the room. With him helping to jog her memory, everything started to become clearer. Nike ended up sweating Pip for Danielle’s phone number. Since Nike was her Godbrother and she loved him to death, Pip gave up Danielle’s information quicker than a snitch on The First 48. Catching her off guard, Nike offered to take her out to eat, in which, Danielle accepted his invitation. Taking her to some new jerk place out South, the two of them enjoyed their time together so much, they ended up back at Nike’s house smoking. Admitting that she’s never smoke weed before, Nike coached her through it, eventually coaching her into a marijuana coma.

      “I stayed the night. Mecca gon’ flip.” Dani stated, grabbing her phone, pressing the side button to turn it on.

      “My shit must be dead.” She hissed, searching around looking for an outlet and charger.

      “Nah, you dropped yo shit in the toilet last night.” He informed her, walking over to the couch with a large bowl of Frosted Flakes.

      “IN THE TOLIET? WHAT TYPE OF WEED YOU GIVE ME?” She yelled at him with bucked eyes.

      “If I would have laced your shit, you woulda woke up sore with ya back blown out.” He laughed but Danielle didn’t find the joke funny.

      “Aight look… you raced me in the house, we both had to pee. After cheating and pushing me to the side. Yo silly ass…..”

      “Dropped my phone…. I remember.” She cut him off, stating.

      Danielle thought back and began to remember more and more. She had so much fun with Nike, and he was truly an asshole; but for some reason, she was attracted to that.

      “So ya moms don’t trip about you having girls spending the night?” Danielle wanted to know, standing to her feet stretching.

      “I told you, her ass ain’t never here cuz she always working but nah, she don’t say shit. Actually, you the first girl that slept on the couch. I keep the hoes in the backroom with me.” Nike joked, but Danielle knew he was as serious as a heart attack.

      “Anyway, let me get up and head home. I know my sister about to have a brain aneurysm. The bathroom this way again, right?” she asked, pointing towards the back of the house.

      Without waiting for confirmation, Danielle headed in that direction, stumbling across the bathroom. After releasing herself and giving herself a few looks over in the mirror, she washed her hands and exited.

      “I’m ready, let’s ride.” Nike said, standing by the door in the same jeans from last night and an Adidas hoodie.

      Checking her pockets and bra to make sure she had everything, she left out the door before him, heading to his car.

      “So, you say you only nineteen, right?” Dani asked, recalling to a conversation they had previously.

      “Yeah, why you asked me that?” Nike questioned her questioning him before hitting the locks on his gray Jag.

      “You just don’t seem like the typical nineteen- year- old, that’s all.” She admitted, getting into the car, tugging at the seatbelt.

      “I’on even know what that supposed to mean.” He chuckled before stepping inside himself.

      “Like, ya moms work a normal job, yet y’all crib nice but not millionaire nice, no offense…” She paused, noticing the stern look on Nike’s face.

      “You young as hell driving a Jag with all this jewelry and nice shit. I need answers.” She continued, looking back at him straight in the eyes.

      It was like the two of them was having the most intense, don’t blink contest, when Nike cracked a smile, displaying a perfect set of teeth.

      “Damn gurl, you nosey as fuck. Why you so nosey Dani?” he twisted his head to the side and asked, still displaying those perfect thirty-twos.

      “Boy….  Boy …… Boy whatever,” she waved him off before staring straight ahead out the window.

      Stopping at the red light, Nike turned the radio up while Danielle shifted in her seat, now facing out the side window.

      “OH MY FUCKING GOD!” She yelled just as the light turned green, her head spinning in the direction they had just left.

      “What? You good shorty?” Nike turned down the radio, asking frantically.

      “Yeah…. I---I----I just saw someone I knew.” She stuttered, remembering the look in Dame’s eyes the moment he realized it was her.

      “You sure. You good? Want me to hit the block?” he offered, ready to switch lanes.

      Sitting back in her seat, Danielle struggled to get the image of Dame of out her brain. It had been so long since she had last seen him. She knew he didn’t drop off the face of the Earth. She figured Capone scared him away, that or he was in jail. Honestly, Danielle wished he was dead, but her dreams had been completely crushed.

      “I’m straight. You ain’t gotta go back around.” She finally replied, her mood completely thrown off.

      Pulling in front of the condo, Nike double parked, letting Danielle out at the door.

      “Imma see you tonight at the strip club, right?” he asked, hitting the locks for her.

      “Yeah, I’ll be there.” She replied with an assuring smile.

      Blowing her an air kiss, Danielle rolled her eyes, closed the car door, completely ignoring him. She tried her best to play her role but found herself smiling from ear to ear before she made it to the curb. Sliding her key into the door, Danielle immediately noticed that the house was quiet, which was the first indication that Mecca wasn’t there. Heading straight to the bathroom, Danielle wasted no time turning on the shower and hopping in. After washing up twice, she rinsed off carefully, trying not to get her braids wet. Scooping her belongings up off the floor, she headed to the bedroom, wrapped in a towel. Flying across the bed like Superman, Danielle landed in the middle and closed her eyes. She loved to air dry but had absolutely no intentions on falling asleep.

      The sound of an ambulance passing by awoke Dani from her slumber. She could tell how dark the room had gotten that it was late. Sitting up and adjusting her towel, Danielle looked around for her phone, spotting it on the nightstand. Standing to her feet, she instantly flopped back down, remembering that it was broke. Grabbing the remote control, she turned to the Guide channel where it informed her that it as a quarter until nine. Really jumping up now, Danielle ran over to her closet, pulling out the outfit Stephany helped her pick out.

      Wearing a pair of a black distressed ripped up jeans, with huge holes at the thighs, she matched it up with an off the shoulder Chanel top that she still couldn’t believe she paid so much money for. After sliding into her Yeezy’s, Danielle headed into the bathroom where she fixed her edges. Running back into the room, she checked the TV for the time again and then turned it off.

      Stephany was set to pull up at nine-thirty and it was three minutes passed that. Knowing they had no way of communicating, Danielle decided to wait in the lobby of their building. Pulling up about four minutes later, Dani jumped in the car with Steph and headed to Fantasy’s Gentleman Club.

      The night was early, and the line was already wrapped around the corner when they pulled up. Stepping out the car, Dani made sure Stephany’s whip was valet parked before they entered. Heading to the front of the line, Danielle spoke to Chuck, one of Pip’s security guards before he let the two of them through.

      “THIS BITCH CRACKING ALREADY!” Stephany yelled in Danielle’s ear as soon as they hit the main floor.

      Shaking her head up and down to the beat and agreeing with her friend, Dani’s eyes roamed the crowd, looking for familiar faces. After spotting a few of Pip’s girls, Danielle told Steph to go to the bar and that she’ll meet her there in a few minutes. Walking off in the opposite direction of Stephany, Danielle headed towards the women’s bathroom, where she saw Troy going. Due to the million bitches in there and the four stalls in the bathroom, the line was extremely long.

      “Hey Troy, how you doing?” Danielle appeared from behind her and asked, causing her neck to snap in her direction.

      “Oh hey Dani, I’m good, how you been?” she asked with a warm smile.

      “I can’t complain. Have you seen Pip?”

      “Not sense earlier, ask Brandy, that was the last person I seen her with.” Troy advised.

      Thanking her for the information, Danielle ended the conversation, in search for Pip. Turning the corner on her way back, Danielle collided with a familiar face.

      “Waddup shorty?” Nike leaned in and said close enough to make the hairs on the back of her neck stand.

      “Hey. You seen Pip?” she asked, trying to avoid the uneasy feeling she got around him.

      “Yeah, I seen her talking to that nigga Mac over by the DJ booth but check the back.” He insisted.

      Dismissing herself the same way she had just done with Troy, Danielle was now on her way to the back office, the place she should have checked first. Knocking on the door, Danielle waited a few seconds before letting herself in. She was unsure if her knocks could be heard over the loud music, and she didn’t want to be standing out there for no reason. Walking inside, she noticed the office was empty, just as she was about to turn around, she heard noise coming from the bathroom. Headed towards the noise, she raised her hand to knock on the door when it opened.

      “Oh my bad Brandy. I thought Pip was in here.”

      “You good?” Dani asked, noticing the streaks of tears in Brandy’s make up.

      “Girl move, it ain’t like you care.” Brandy hissed, stepping around Dani, leaving her facing a closed door.

      “Girl, I ain’t about to kiss yo ass….FUCK YOU!” Danielle cursed, sticking up her middle finger.

      “Exactly….. like I said, you don’t care. Yo lil young and dumb ass better be careful while you so thirsty to take my spot.” Brandy ranted before tossing back the opened Hennessy bottle.

      “I know that’s what you THINK, but bitch, I ain’t trying to beef with a bitch about another bitch. That shit gay. I’m trying to get money and stay out the way.” Danielle schooled her.

      Brandy smacked her lips before trying to walk off but she stumbled, wasting some of the brown liquor on the floor.

      “You drunk as fuck. You need to take it easy.” Danielle said, helping her to her feet.

      “Thank you.” Brandy mumbled, slowly yanking away, gaining her composure.

      Taking another big gulp of the Hennessy, Danielle shook her head. Brandy was taking the term, “drive the boat” too far.

      “Look, I just came looking for Pip, have you seen her?” Danielle questioned, ready to move on from the situation.

      “Last I seen was her, she talking to my baby daddy,” Brandy informed her while rolling her eyes to the back of her head.

      “Baby daddy? I wasn’t aware that you had kids.” Dani replied with a puzzled look on her face.

      “Nobody knows.” She whispered, rubbing her flat stomach.

      Danielle’s eyes shifted from Brandy’s stomach to the bottle of Henny she was drinking like water. She wasn’t acting like she was with child but then again, that was none of her business.

      “Congratulations but can you tell me who exactly you seen her with?”

      “Mac…”

      “Wait. Who?” Dani asked, trying to ensure she heard her correctly.

      “Yup.” Brandy confirmed it, taking another swig.

      “But I thought that was her man…Never mind.”

      Danielle stood their stunned, wondering what type of freaky shit did they have going on. She was almost positive that Mac belonged to Pip, but Brandy had just confused her.

      “I will nevvveeerrrrrr.”

      Danielle’s eyes bucked at the sight of Brandy who stood there crying uncontrollably. Taken back by her actions, Dani was unsure of what to do.

      “Maybe…..”

      “Maybe nothing, Dani. I know what I’m talking about. That lady knows how I feel about that man, yet she’s always smiling in his face. I love Pip like a big sister and thanks to her, I’ve made a lot of money, but this shit not worth my sanity.” Brandy spoke as she cried like a baby.

      “Have you….”

      “I’m thinking about seeing a therapist and shit. I’m going crazy because of this bitch. I can’t sleep at night. Every time I close my eyes, I see that baby’s face.” Brandy cut her off and stated.

      “Baby?”

      “Yes baby! I’m not sure why she’ll even do this to me, knowing the secrets I hold for her.”

      Brandy was on a full drunken rant, spilling all the tea. From the outside looking in, no one would be able to tell she felt the way she did, which is why Danielle was still shocked.

      “Then poor Capone…”

      “CAPONE? CAPONE WHO?” Danielle yelled, even causing Brandy to jump.

      “Oh, that’s Pip’s boyfriend. He’s heavy in these streets, you may know him. That man has no clue how she really is. She’s so insecure when it comes to him, but I’m convinced he’s a good man.”

      Brandy’s tea was overflowing everywhere. There was no way possible that the world was this small and Pip and Capone was actually in a relationship.

      “The day she hit and killed that little boy, she was stalking Capone because she heard he was on 16th and Trumbull with a bitch.”

      Danielle’s world stopped moving, her ears began to ring, and her heart began to ache. 16th and Trumbull was the block that Coby was hit and killed on and thinking back on that fateful day, Capone was out there talking to Mecca.

      “Aye Brandy, what did you just say about a little boy being hit?” Danielle swallowed the lump in her throat and asked.

      “A few months back, Pip was speeding down the street, didn’t see the speed hump, lost control of the car, and hit a little boy. The baby died and Pip said out her mouth how she didn’t care and she’ll never be caught…. crazy ass bitch!” Brandy chuckled, taking another swig of the almost gone Henny.
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