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​Chapter One
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Jordyn paced the bedroom floor like a fiend. She knew Mega was going to be pissed about the baby, but she didn’t know what else to do. Taking her back to the daycare was out of the question because she was afraid of going to jail. And she had no idea where to find Mila, so that was the first thing checked off her list of options.

The only thing she could do was wait for Mega.

“Jordyn?” He called out to her as soon as he entered the house. “Yo? You in here?”

“I’m upstairs,” she answered nervously. “Fuck. Fuck. Fuck,” she whispered to herself.

The closer he got to the bedroom, the harder her heart pounded in her chest. She almost wanted to hide her crime until she figured out a way to make it right, but it was too late. Mega was already making his way into the bedroom.

“Hey.” He stopped dead in his tracks, wondering whose baby was sitting on his bed.

“Surprise?” Jordyn questioned her own introduction. “How was your trip?”

“Jordyn?” he asked as he inched deeper into the room. “Is that...Is that Mila’s baby?”

No words had to fall from her lips for him to know the answer to his question. The look on her face told him everything he needed to know.

“Are you serious right now? Why, Jordyn? Why? Where’s Mila!?”

“I don’t know.” Jordyn’s voice was light and full of fear. “It wasn’t supposed to go down like this at all.”

“What wasn’t supposed to go down like this!? What are you talking about?”

“My plan.” She lowered her head, feeling ashamed.

“What are we supposed to do with this baby, Jordyn?”

Mega sat at the edge of the bed with his head in his hands, afraid to look at the precious baby girl his new girlfriend had cradled in her arms.

“I don’t know, Mega. I wasn’t planning for Mila to just up and disappear!”

“Well, what exactly were you planning? You did some shit like this before?”

“No! What the hell?” She paced the room as she rocked the baby to soothe her crying. “I was only trying to help and now look! I guess I’m a mom now? I don’t know what to do, Mega.”

Mila wasn’t supposed to leave without her baby. She was supposed to come to Jordyn, squash their beef, take her baby and get out of dodge. Or whatever the fuck she did when she wasn’t setting up her ex-boyfriend’s murder. But Jordyn’s plan had backfired, and she was stuck with a baby she had no knowledge about.

She thought about dropping the baby off at her grandmother’s house, but something had her clutching the little girl like she was her own.

“This is kidnapping. You know that, right?” Mega asked. “How the hell did you even find this baby? And why would you think it was a good idea to bring her here? Come on, Jordyn!”

“I’m sorry!” She panicked, still rocking the baby in her arms. “And stop yelling. You’re making her cry more... Oh my God, what am I supposed to do?”

Mega raised his eyebrows and shrugged nonchalantly before replying, “You tell me. This was your plan.”

It was her plan. One she thought would make life a little easier for him. But all it did was create more chaos and friction.

“Mega,” she whined, stepping in front of him with the baby.

He didn’t have the words. He only shook his head, closed his eyes, and fell back onto the bed.

“Say something,” Jordyn said. “Regardless of anything, there’s a possibility that this baby is yours, so you would have had to see her one way or the other.”

“Yeah, but on MY terms.” Mega got up and paced the room. “You didn’t even give me the option of wanting to see this baby!”

Jordyn didn’t understand why he was so upset. She knew to some extent, but he acted like it was a baby he took care of and then found out she wasn’t his in the end. Aside from being caught off guard, Jordyn thought he would have been happy to find out if she was his or not.

“This is crazy.” He laughed and lit up a blunt on the other side of his oversized bedroom. “I cannot believe this shit.”

“Well, are you gonna help me figure this out?” Jordyn asked.

“Help you figure it out? Now you wanna ask me what to do? I don’t know, Jordyn. I don’t know what to do right now. I just settled shit with the Columbians and now I gotta figure out what to do with a baby you kidnapped?”

“What if she’s yours? Then what?”

“Exactly! Then what!?” Mega snapped. “This is exactly why this little plan of yours should’ve never happened.”

Feeling defeated, Jordyn rolled her eyes and went back to the bed to tend to the baby. After staring at the tiny face in front of her for what felt like minutes, she told herself she would figure it out with or without Mega’s help. Even though she had no idea where to start.

Mega was in a state of terror. He silently hoped and prayed the baby wasn’t his. Not because he didn’t want kids, but because that wasn’t how he imagined himself finding out he was a father. Especially to a child he created with a woman who wanted him dead.

“Do you think she’s mine?” he asked, finally breaking their silence.

“If you looked at her, you might be able to tell me.” Jordyn replied.

She believed the baby was his. Only because she was head over heels in love already, and that would’ve been the only reason, other than being a cute baby, that loving her would’ve come so easily.

“Come look at her.” She smiled and cooed with the baby. “She’s the cutest thing ever. And she does look like you. For real.”

Exhaling his smoke, Mega pondered on the kid being his. If she was, it meant he had to think of an alternative to killing Mila.

To him, that was asking for a lot, because Mila smiled in his face every day and never once mentioned she had a child. And she tried to set him up to be killed. That was the ultimate violation, and she had to be dealt with. But how?

“Long time no-speak.”

When Jordyn heard Mega speak to someone who wasn’t in the room, her instincts took her ears straight to his conversation.

“Hey, Mega.” A woman’s voice boomed through the speakerphone. “This is Brenda, Mila’s... You know who I am. Have you seen her? She was supposed to stop by a few days ago, before she went to work, but I haven’t been able to get in contact with her.”

Mega was shocked to hear from Brenda. The last time they spoke to each other, they were arguing about Mila, and there she was, calling like nothing had ever happened.

“Nah, I haven’t.” He sat back on his sofa. “I haven’t seen her since the other night. Ask her boyfriend.”

There was an awkward silence between them. Almost like Brenda had something else she wanted to say but was afraid to spill the beans.

“If I hear from her, I’ll make her give you a call.” Mega spoke up first, ready to end the awkwardness of their phone call.

Just before he pressed the end button, Brenda opened her mouth to get her frustrations off her chest. She was worried about her grandchild because it wasn’t like Mila to just go MIA, and she was the only other person who knew the true story about Mila’s baby.

“Hey, Mega,” she sighed, unsure how to start. “I don’t know if Mila ever got around to telling you, but she had a baby. Mecca... MJ is her nickname.” Brenda smiled, thinking about her only grandchild. “She looks just like you. That’s why we call her MJ.”

Jordyn stared at Mega with her hand covering her mouth. Her heart broke imagining how he must have felt at that moment. Finding out he had a daughter because his new girlfriend kidnapped her had to be something you only saw on TV.

“How old is she?” he asked, almost in a whisper.

“One.”

Things started to make sense to him. Mila was still living up north when Mega found out she was seeing Polo. After that, they stopped communicating for a while, so he had no idea she was pregnant all that time. Even if he had, he would’ve thought it was by someone else.

“I just wanna make sure my daughter and grandchild are ok,” Brenda said. “I’m worried about them.”

“I have the baby,” Mega replied, not even thinking about his response.

“Huh?” Brenda shot up in her chair. “You have MJ? How?”

Explaining to her how he came across the baby was something he didn’t know how to do. Not only that, he feared that if he did, Brenda would send the cops looking for Jordyn, and even though he was mad at her for pulling the stunt she pulled, he wanted to protect her.

“I’ll have to come see you and we can talk about it.” He spoke as he fought back tears. “You still in the same place?”

“Yeah.” She frowned, wondering what the hell was going on. “You on your way now?”

“Yeah. I’ll be there.”

After hanging up the call, Mega sat in silence for a moment, fighting the reality that fought back to sink in.

He had a daughter with his enemy. And as much as he hated to admit it, the child leveled the playing field for them. Mila would have been an easy kill had he not found out about MJ. But after Brenda had confirmed his worst fear, Mila suddenly had the upper hand.

“You ok?”

Jordyn tried her best to be there for him in a way that wouldn’t make him more upset, but he wasn’t having it. His anger was apparent, and he was very vocal about it.

“Mega, please,” she whined as she bounced MJ on her lap for him to see. “Look how cute she is. And she does look just like you.”

“Yeah,” he sighed, keeping his back turned to the both of them as he prepared to walk out. “I’ll be back. I gotta go figure this shit out.”

Before he left the room, Jordyn laid MJ down on the bed and made her way over to him. She wanted to touch him. To feel that he still felt the same about her, even though he was mad at her.

“I’m sorry.” She pouted, grabbing his hand. “I really didn’t think this all the way through. But I’m glad I did it. I mean, at least we found out who she belongs to. That counts for something. Right?”

She was right. It did count. Mega may not have liked how the information came about, but he was glad to know that he had a child.

“You right.” He kissed her forehead. “It counts. I’ll see you later.”

He still hadn’t laid eyes on MJ, and Jordyn felt a way about that. She knew he was upset, but damn! It wasn’t the baby’s fault that her parents’ relationship was so dysfunctional her mother didn’t know who her father was. And Jordyn felt like Mega was just as much to blame.

“Daddy’s being mean.” She lifted MJ up to her chest and patted her back. “It’s not your fault. Look at you! You’re so cute! He won’t be mad about you forever.”

Baby MJ seemed to like Jordyn too. She smiled and giggled every time Jordyn said something to her. She even let her change her diaper without too much fuss.

Throughout the day, Jordyn thought about Mega and how he must have been feeling. She wanted to call him a few times but decided against it. She figured he needed space to get his head on straight, so she spent her time playing with MJ. Rewashing baby clothes. Changing diapers and making lunch.

She had no idea what to feed a one year old, but after hopping on a few Google threads and single mom Facebook groups, Jordyn became a baby chef guru.

It helped that Mega ate so much junk food too. He had everything she needed to prepare a simple meal for a baby just starting out on solid food. He also had a pack of baby bottles on hand. And Jordyn could only imagine what those were used for.

“You had a good lunch? Are you ready for a nap?” she asked as if MJ could answer. “I gotta get you on video,” she laughed and grabbed her phone from the back pocket of her jeans. “You look just like your daddy.”

MJ did look just like Mega. She had the same head full of curls, little short, stubby legs and arms. Chubby feet and small hands. She even smiled like him too. So the minute Jordyn laid eyes on her, she already knew who her daddy was.

“I’m gonna have to go get you more diapers,” she said, making a mental note for herself. “Maybe I’ll go after your nap. Or have Mom grab some on her way from bingo.”

As she climbed the stairs to put MJ down for a nap, she thought about what else she might need for a baby. She also thought about what would happen if Mila never came back. She hoped Mega wouldn’t give the baby back to the grandmother. Because even though Brenda had more of a connection with MJ, Jordyn felt like if her mother didn’t have her, then her father should.
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Having a sit down with Brenda was the last thing Mega ever thought he would do. Especially since they kept their distance from each other after their fallout. He called that woman every demeaning name he could think of, and she did the same. All because her daughter played the game like an almighty champion. Mega realized the apple didn’t fall too far from the tree.

“Long time no see.” Brenda looked him up and down as she welcomed him into her home again.

“Yeah. How you doing?”

In his head, his greeting didn’t come out so dry. But when his ears heard it directed at Brenda, it made him cringe.

“Where’s MJ?”

“She’s safe.” He replied, taking a seat on the same couch he once fucked her daughter on.

“I thought you would have brought her with you.”

“I mean, if she is my daughter, I should be able to spend time with her. Right?”

The words poured from his mouth with zero emotion behind them. Mega wasn’t ready to accept MJ as his own just yet, and he certainly didn’t trust Brenda. So, he kept his guard up until he knew for sure he had a chance to be a part of his daughter’s life.

“Of course,” Brenda forced a smile. “I just wanna make sure she’s alright. Mila too. Have you heard from her?”

“No. And quite frankly, I don’t wanna talk about Mila. She put a hit out on me and that has to be dealt with.”

“What?” Brenda laughed. “You two have been at each other’s throats since the day you started.”

“Nah, I’m serious,” Mega frowned. “I found out about Polo.”

The room grew quiet. Brenda knew about Polo all along and while she didn’t care for him too much, she understood the measures of Mila playing the game to get what she wanted. Brenda’s mother taught her the game when she was a teen, and she passed it down to her own daughter.

“And what happened with that?” She plopped down in her recliner and lit up a cigarette. “Is that why she went MIA?”

“Probably.” Mega shrugged. “She took some money for a hit she couldn’t come through on. I don’t doubt she got some real killers on her trail by now. And I should be one of them.”

Mega saw Brenda’s heart shatter through her eyes when he said that. He thought she hated him. But after seeing some sort of unwillingly expressed compassion for his life, he felt a little different about his old frenemy.

“Wow,” she shook her head. “I can’t believe she would stoop that low. I’m really at a loss for words right now. I have no idea what’s come over her lately.”

If Mega felt like arguing that afternoon, he would have told Brenda exactly what came over her daughter. The parenting skills of a heartless gold digger was what it was. But he wanted things to be different for them moving forward. MJ made them family. So things had to be different.

“Anyway. The baby. MJ? What is it that I need to know about her?”

Brenda let out a light sigh before she dove into her tell-all. Truthfully, she was happy that MJ belonged to Mega. Had she turned out to be Polo’s, Brenda knew her own life would have been a living hell. All he and Mila did was argue, fuss, and fight. And each time he put his hands on her, Mila ran home to Mama.

“Mila was pregnant when you left New York,” Brenda said. “She was afraid to tell you, because she wasn’t sure if you were the father or that boy I hate to even think about. That’s where a lot of the anger and hostility came from between the three of us.”

She waited to see if Mega would chime in and give his own input, but he didn’t. His eyes were empty and his ears were open, but his lips remained sealed.

“She didn’t find out the baby was yours until a few months ago. Before then, Polo did little things here and there. I knew she was yours, though. Mila should have told you a long time ago. There wasn’t a day that went by and I didn’t want to tell you myself, but that’s my baby. I couldn’t overstep my boundaries there.”

Loyalty was big for Mega, so he wasn’t mad at Brenda for holding out on him. Besides, he strongly believed the news should have come from Mila anyway. She was the one he lay down with at the end of the day.

“I respect that.” He nodded.

“How are you feeling about all of this?” Brenda asked. “I know it’s like being hit out of nowhere, but there’s a baby involved now. She needs her mother. And her father.”

“I agree.” Mega relaxed into the sofa. “I don’t really know what I’ma do at the moment. I can’t even believe I’m somebody’s dad. That’s crazy.”

“Can I... I can trust that my granddaughter is safe with you, right? I won’t have to worry about her?”

If looks could kill, Brenda would’ve dropped dead in her chair. Her question sounded like an insinuation that Mega would’ve done something to hurt MJ. Although he was a ruthless kingpin who didn’t think twice about pulling the trigger on anybody who crossed him, he loved kids.

“I guess we’ll see.” He replied, getting up to leave. “Hopefully we can both trust that she’s ok with me. I’ma get up out of here, though. I got a few errands to run. I’ll let you know if I hear from your daughter.”

Brenda knew better than to think Mega would ever do anything to hurt a child. He was cutthroat in the streets, but she’d seen him with his nieces and nephews enough to know that he had a soft spot for children. He also had a steady stream of available funds coming in, so she knew MJ would’ve been perfectly fine with her daddy.

Once Mega was inside the privacy of his jeep, tears of rage and aggression rolled down his cheeks and stained his shirt. He was mad at the world. Hurt. Scared and confused. Although he was more than willing and able to step up and take care of his baby girl, he wasn’t ready to be a father.

He still had his fists full of the street life, and that wasn’t something he planned on letting go of any time soon. He grew even angrier when he thought about missing the birth of his firstborn. As if trying to set him up wasn’t enough of a reason to kill Mila, her keeping such a heavy secret from him was.

“Yeah? Who is this?” He wiped his eyes as he silenced the ringing of his cellphone.

“It’s me, Layton. Where you at?”

“Shit! Layton!? Where you at!?

“They finally released me from the hospital. Can you come scoop me?”

“Hell yeah! I’m on my way.”

Layton was Mega’s comfort zone. His best friend. The person he turned to when everything seemed to be too heavy and out of place. They were so close that people often accused them of being a couple. The accusations didn’t bother Mega, and the only time they bothered Layton was when she had to defend her sexuality against it. She was gayer than a straight man wearing a dress, and she needed everyone to know it.

On his drive to her, Mega felt himself self-soothing, thinking about their friendship and how she was always there when he didn’t know what to do. He was sure she would help him with the baby if he needed it, so he didn’t know why he was so stressed and afraid of being a father.

Once he finally made it to the hospital, where he thought Layton would die, that heaviness in his heart seemed to lose a few pounds and he was able to crack a smile for once.

“Booooyy, I thought your ass was a goner!” he joked, hopping out of his Jeep to greet his best friend.

“Shit, me too, nigga! This shit right here is way worse than anything we had to deal with.”

“I guess you earned your stripes now, Killa.”

“Yeah, whatever, fool!” Layton laughed as she struggled to get up into the Jeep. “Goddamn! Why you got this damn car jacked up like this!?”

Layton was fucked up. But, internally, it didn’t seem like the hitman was really trying to kill her. He sliced her up a great deal. Broke her hand, so she wouldn’t be able to tattoo for a while. Even laid a few good punches to her gut, but still missed all the major organs and arteries. She was thankful for that, but it made her remember the dreadful truth that he was her real father.

Before making it to Layton’s house, Mega stopped at the grocery store to grab her a few things for the next couple of days. Doctors said she might’ve experienced a lot of pain while recovering and Mega wanted her to be as comfortable as possible when he wasn’t there to help. So, he took her list, checked it twice, and shopped for her most prized possessions after her hospital stay.

“You get my beer?” she asked, rummaging through the grocery bags.

“I got you, big dawg. Got you the biggest box I could find.”

The car was silent for a while after leaving the grocery store. Mega was in his head trying to figure out how to tell Layton he had a baby. And Layton was busy on her phone trying to prove to her hoes she wasn’t out sleeping around. Even fresh out of the ER with what looked like a thousand stitches, Layton was a smooth operator.

“Bruh, females crazy!” She laughed and blacked the screen of her phone. “This damn girl don’t believe that I almost just died! She swears to God I was out fucking with another bitch. What the hell, man?”

“That’s how they be, dawg.” Mega shook his head, thinking about all the times he had the same argument with Mila.

“What’s wrong with you? You were all hyped to see me not too long ago. Now you looking all sad and sappy. You good?”

Aside from finding Mila, MJ was the only thing Mega thought about. His responsibility to be a good father and whether he was actually going to kill Mila collided like oil and water. He thought that if MJ’s mother died by his own gun, he would’ve been the biggest hypocrite in her life. Even bigger than Mila and Brenda.

“Man, you ain’t gon’ believe this shit,” he sighed.

“What?” Layton grew nervous. “What happened now?”

“I found out Mila had a baby a year ago.” He looked over to see if she knew where he was going with the story.

Layton looked as if she did know where he was going, but she waited for him to tell her just in case she had it wrong.

“The baby’s mine.”

“Hold up. Hold up,” Layton shook her head. “Mila had a baby? Mila Santana?”

“Yes.” Mega nodded.

“And the baby’s yours?”

“Yes.” He nodded again.

Layton scratched her head as if that would help her brain process the information faster. It all made sense, but at the same time, it didn’t. So, even though Mega seemed turned off by the conversation, she had to ask more questions.

“How didn’t you know she had a baby? “Weren’t you blowing her back out every night?” she asked.

“Nah. Remember we fell off for bout a year when she was living in New York. I saw her a few times here and there, but she never said anything about being pregnant.”

“Well, where the baby at? That’s crazy as hell, man.”

“With Jordyn.”

Time stood still in Layton’s world after his confession. She had only been in the hospital for a few days, but being caught up on all the drama that happened while she was laid up made her feel like she had been gone for months.

“What you mean she with Jordyn? Don’t Jordyn and Mila hate each other?”

“Right.” Mega shook his head. “When all the shit went down, Jordyn came up with her own plan and pretty much kidnapped her, thinking that was gon’ help the situation.”

“YOOO!” Layton roared with laughter. “That’s a real rider right there, boy! She kidnapped your ex-bitch baby to make her fall the fuck back? That’s what I’m talking bout! I know we sisters now. Fuck that!”

“Lay, this shit is serious, bruh. I got a lil girl. I don’t know what the fuck I’ma do about this shit.”

Layton knew the situation was serious, but it was so ridiculous she couldn’t help but laugh. Mega loved kids and he always talked about having a baby anyway. He had the means to take care of her and even though Mila was a bitch, Layton knew she would take care of things on her end too. So, she didn’t really see why Mega had so much doubt about being a father.

“What you gon’ do?” she asked. “You gotta be in her life, regardless. I ain’t gon’ let you NOT be there.”

Mega gave her an unsure look, but he knew she was right.

If there was one thing Layton hated, it was a deadbeat father. Because after her own terrible relationship with a woman who had kids, she got an inside glimpse of just how deadbeat a lot of fathers were.

“Don’t give me that look,” she said. “You knew having unprotected sex could lead to this. Yeah, Mila was grimy as hell for not telling you, but what else is new? The baby has no fault in this and besides, I got me a lil niece now. What’s her name?”

“Mecca.” He nearly whispered. “They been calling her MJ.”

“Nigga! Put some respect on my niece's name. Say it with your chest!” She patted his firm chest for emphasis.

Mega laughed, feeling lighter about the situation. Layton always eased his mind when he was lost and didn’t know what to do. And he appreciated that more than she knew. It wasn’t often that he came across friends who were trustworthy and just as family oriented as he was.

“You crazy as hell, you know that?” he laughed.

“I know,” Layton replied. “That’s why we’re best friends. You got this, dawg. Don’t second guess it. Shit, you already know Jordyn gon’ hold you down through whatever, and I always got your back. You need a babysitter; fuck with me. Need diapers, clothes, or whatever, man, I’m right here with you. Alright?”

It took Mega a minute to answer because his voice was so full of tears, but once he got himself together again, he nodded and took everything in.

He had a baby. It wasn’t the way he wanted things during that time, but he had to be there for her. His own dad was nowhere to be found when he was growing up, and he made a vow that when he had his own children, that road was one he would never turn on.

“I love you, Lay,” he said. “You always got a nigga back. Loyal to the bone.”

“I love you too, my boy,” Layton gave him a fist bump. “You gon’ be alright. Mila made some fucked up decisions but at the end of the day, she was a real one. So you know she gon’ do what’s right for that baby.”
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Jordyn wasn’t opposed to owning up to her shit when she was wrong, but she started to feel like Mega was being ridiculous. And a coward. He left the house two days prior and hadn’t reached out to her since he left.

Despite the dozens of times she called and texted him, he didn’t call back to check on her. He didn’t call to check on MJ. Didn’t call to make sure no one had come by and blew the house up. Nothing.

Jordyn was pissed, but she never stopped reaching out to him for a response.

“This is what? The hundred and twenty-something time I’ve called you? I don’t know where you are or what you’re doing, but this is really fucked up. I know you’re upset about MJ, but Mega, she’s yours. Deal with it. Nobody told you to be out here raw-dogging your baby mama. If you had kept it in your pants, you wouldn’t be in this predicament. Now call me back. I have to go back to work soon and you’re going to have to keep your daughter while I do that. Seriously. Call me back.”

She had no idea what to do with MJ while she picked up the pieces of her own life. Her mom couldn’t babysit while she worked and Kaylani had already done enough by helping with the kidnapping.

Jordyn refused to let herself believe that Mega would leave her stuck with his kid, so she continued to wait for him to call her back and do what she had been doing. Which was being a good girlfriend and mom to his child.

With baby MJ crying in the background, Jordyn looked around the room for keys to one of the cars Mega had collecting dust in his garage. She also scavenged for any money he may have had lying around to be able to buy things for MJ.

She felt like she was doing something wrong by looking through his things, but she needed it to be able to take care of his kid. Being the kind of person she was, Jordyn wouldn’t let the baby go without because he was afraid of stepping up to the plate.

“I found them, MJ.” She smiled, jingling the keys for baby MJ to see. “Now, where do you think your daddy keeps his money? Can you help with that?”

MJ had no idea what Jordyn was talking about, but the way her tiny little fingers pointed out objects around the room, you would have thought she did.

“You wanna try over there?” Jordyn asked, following the direction of her finger. “You think that’s where it is? Let’s see.”

Jordyn opened a drawer on an end table in the room, and what do you know? There was a wad of hundred dollar bills. A gun. And a burner phone that she knew not to touch. If she learned anything dealing with drug dealers, it was to never go snooping through their call log.

“You are so smart, MJ. Thank you.” She kissed MJ’s chunky cheek as she sifted through the bills. “How much should we take? Let’s take... a thousand. That should be enough to get you everything you need for a while. Right?”

After MJ gave her consent, Jordyn headed to her room to get herself dressed so they could set out on their shopping spree for baby merch.

Having a kid wasn’t so bad, she thought. As long as you had the money and help with babysitting.

They were cute and cuddly. A little loud and restless at times, but other than that, Jordyn didn’t mind having a little friend to keep her company. Especially since Mega had been missing in action.

“Alright, girlfriend.” She stood in front of the full length mirror, checking out her outfit. “I say we’re ready to roll, huh? But first, let’s give Daddy another call to see if he answers, and then we can go.”

With her diaper bag on one arm and MJ in the other, Jordyn used her shoulder to hold the phone to her ear while walking towards the garage to see which car she wanted to take.

When he didn’t answer that call either, she left another message and hoped for the best.

“MJ and I are on our way out. She needs diapers and clothes and stuff. And don’t be mad at me, but I had to look through some of your things to find keys and money. I would’ve used my own money, but I haven’t been to work. You know. I only took a thousand from your end table drawer. That should be enough for her. Whatever we don’t use, I’ll put back and I’ll make sure not to crash your car. Call me back when you’re ready to talk. Until then, you know where to find us. Alright, I guess,” her voice started to crack when MJ chimed in with her giggles. “I guess we’ll see you soon.”

After taking a moment to get herself together, Jordyn opened the door to the garage and pressed the unlock button on the clicker in her hand. She decided to go with the BMW because she felt like it was the safest for MJ’s car seat. Also, she didn’t know how to drive a stick, so the muscle car that looked like it came off the set of Fast & Furious wasn’t even a second thought.

Like a pro, Jordyn fastened the car seat into the seatbelt, strapped MJ in, gave her a bottle to keep her quiet, and then made her way to the driver’s seat. She was surprised to hear her phone ring while she got herself ready to back out of the garage. She was even more surprised to see that it was
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