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[image: image]


It’s New Year’s Eve and you know what that means... Parties. Men. Liquor. If you’re lucky you’ll get all three. At least that’s the scenario of most of the New Year’s Eves in my adult years.  My girls and I get dressed up, find a party or several parties, and find men. 

Every year we say it’s going to be different and that we are going to be lucky enough to find the “One.” Me, I have never been lucky. I don’t have a good track record when it comes to dating. I usually meet Mr. Wrong or someone that becomes Mr. Wrong, really quick. Just the thought of some of the men in my past makes me cringe!  

This year is going to be different. I can feel it. I have done a lot of soul searching and self-improvement and I am going to find Mr. Right and we are going to be right. There will be no drama and things will work out for my girls and me. So, what’s a sista to do? Put on the flyest dress in her closet, some heels, and get her hair and nails did something fierce and prepare for a new year and a new beginning. 

If you can’t tell by my enthusiasm I don’t really like New Year’s Eve. On New Year’s Eve all I usually get is drama, more drama, and then other people’s drama.  But once again I feel that this year is going to be different so I am looking forward to this New Year’s Eve and the New Year.  

Our plan for the night is to go to the New Year’s Eve Platinum Ball at Dynasty Ballroom in Saugus. This is the second year the event is being held and if last year is any indication, this year is going to be off the chain. Last year the place was packed, the music was good, and the men were out in full force. I know word of mouth is the best advertisement and there were enough mouths to get the word out.

I looked myself up and down in the mirror. I had to say damn! I’ve definitely outdone myself. My hair is up in a roll with strands properly placed around my head and my make up is flawless. I managed to find the perfect color red lipstick and foundation to match my cocoa-colored skin perfectly.

The dress I am wearing is red and halter style. It is cut low enough to tease in the front and low enough to let the hounds breathe down my back in the back. Then there is the slit in the front that goes up my left leg. I had to work out intensely for three months to look right in this dress. I’m a thick girl but it is finally in all the right places. 

Red is a good color for my cocoa complexion. Growing up my mother told me to stay away from wearing red but now it definitely does the job for a sista. I was watching myself in the mirror, remembering how my mother wouldn’t buy me red clothes or any other bright color, no matter how much I wanted them. She would say someone with your complexion should stick to neutral colors. Needless to say I had a lot of black and brown in my wardrobe.  

The limo arrived outside my house before I was ready to go. I am rushing around with one shoe on, looking for the other shoe and my earrings. I could hear Imani and Destiny yelling at the top their lungs for me to hurry up. It is already 10:30 and they wanted to be there by midnight to toast and ring in the year. 

When I came out the cheers and jeers began. Imani and Destiny got out the limo to hug me. After we greeted and checked out what each one of us is wearing we were all set to get back into the limo.

“Look at this trick!” Imani said.  

Destiny just looked me up and down, saying, “OOOHHHH!!” 

Imani was wearing a dark hunter green satin gown with a corset type top and long fitted skirt bottom. The dress totally showed off her figure and her complexion. Imani is the true definition of a “trophy-type” woman, her complexion is golden yellow, not high yellow. She has long brownish hair that is streaked with blond, a small waist, round breast, and ass. 

Destiny is wearing a little black dress complete with spaghetti straps and a slit up the back.  Destiny is also a thick girl but in a more conventional way. Most of her weight is in her thighs and butt. She is only 5’4”, which made the long gown accentuate her thighs.

The first thing I did when I got in the limo was smack Imani in the head for calling me a trick. Imani rolled her eyes at me and said, “You know better than to touch a black woman’s head, especially when her hair looks this good. Do you know how long I had to sit in the salon to get it looking like this?”  

I asked Imani why she didn’t go with Jaloni to his away game so they could be together to ring in the New Year. Imani’s answer was the same as it usually was when we asked about Jaloni, “Jaloni is acting “Shitty.”” She continued, “He was acting like he didn’t want me to go. I am single and free for New Year’s Eve and looking for trouble.”

Imani got quiet for a while like she is contemplating what she said. She shook her head up and down before she began talking again. 

“He is probably doing his thing so why shouldn’t I do my thing?” Imani asked while rolling her eyes. 

On that note everyone left it alone and toasted to “Trouble” with the complimentary champagne in the limo.

I began thinking that it is definitely going to be a drama filled night. It usually is when Imani is not getting along with Jaloni. The drama is not always of the negative persuasion but there is always drama. Imani sees herself replacing Jaloni or keeping the score even but she never leaves Jaloni. I don’t actually think she will ever leave Jaloni.
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The traffic was crazy all over the city but especially when we reached the ballroom. This is the main reason we decided to get the limo. The fact that the limo was a metallic charcoal color stretch Hummer on chrome is a plus.  If you must floss, floss to the fullest is our motto and we are definitely living it tonight. 

When the limo got us close as it could to the door the driver let us know he couldn’t go any further because he’d never get back out. We stepped out of the limo into the mayhem.  We checked each other out once again. We smoothed each other’s clothes, fixed each other’s hair, and checked each other’s makeup. 

After that was complete each of us did our final catwalk struts and spins for approval. There had to be approval because we would not let each other look anything less than perfect. Upon the determination that we were all looking fierce we headed toward the VIP entrance, totally anticipating whatever the night had in store.  

Men and women were checking us out. Even women with their men were staring at us as they pulled their men closer to them. I personally never understood it. I have been told it is an insecurity thing. When an attached woman sees a woman or women who are alone she feels that they are after a man, any man, including her man. She has to look to size up the competition. I feel if your man is not looking, don’t look. Your looking is like giving him an invitation to look. Of course he wants to see what you are looking at. 

One guy did look when his girlfriend looked and even waved “hi.”  His girlfriend immediately smacked him in the head. We couldn’t help laughing at them. She started walking in our direction when we began to laugh but her boyfriend had the good sense to pull her back. She was yelling something at the top of her lungs. We just kept walking and laughing because we knew that she really knew better than to approach three sistas.

We wouldn’t have been bothered with her anyway. Women like that love to get in fights with women that look better than them in hopes of messing up their hair or clothes. Also, that’s not our style or why we are here and the guy wasn’t even worth fighting over.
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I first saw him when I turned around to go in the door. He is about 6’5” with a Godiva chocolate complexion, dimples, and a head full of black curls.  He had a full-length mink coat on which made me think he was a partygoer. I couldn’t tell what else he had on but the package itself looked so good and was finished off with chocolate-colored gators. 

I found out he was one of the bouncers when we got to the door. As a rule I don’t date people that work at clubs because there are too many opportunities for them to fool around. Every night being around girls with almost no clothes on, that would do anything just to get in the club free, something is bound to happen. I’m not insecure in the least bit but I am not stupid either. 

There are exceptions to every rule though.  I will definitely be looking for that later on, if only for some fun. Yeah definitely! He is just too fine to pass up. I can’t stop staring so I know I will have to find him later on. I hope he will be coming inside. 
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Chingy’s, Right Therre, was playing when we walked in the VIP room. Some guys on the wall began pointing and saying Right Therre as we passed. One of them even had the nerve to whistle at us like he on a construction site. It took all of our energy to keep Imani from walking over smacking them all.  She hated that kind of immature behavior and had no tolerance for it. Imani rolled her eyes to alert them to her disapproval as we continued pulling her in the opposite direction.

They were not the type of men Imani would talk to anyway. She likes her men proper. You know the type who is all about making money and willing to spend their money on a woman.  She likes these men because they can and will wine and dine her. Her favorite saying is “Why not, dammit? I’m worth it.” 

On the flip side Imani would get with a thug in a minute if he approached her right. It’s a weakness or at least that is what Imani calls it. “If he is a smooth looking thug type, I can definitely see him.” Imani would say. She likes them strong, dark, and hard core. Imani’s a beautiful woman and knows she can turn any man’s head. She definitely uses it to her advantage. 

That was how she met Jaloni. He was awed from the moment she walked into the charity event he and his teammates were throwing. Imani decided to work this event because she knew it was being thrown by the Celtics. She figured some players from the Celtics and the Patriots would be there.  

Imani’s boss kept hounding her to do charity work and was very impressed when she signed up for the event. The fact that her boss was impressed was a definite plus. It was one of the biggest charity events of the year and her boss was constantly reminding people to sign up. Needless to say Imani left the event with Jaloni and a promotion. 

Jaloni began asking around about Imani from the moment she came in the door. He was ready to pay someone for any information that may have. None of Jaloni’s teammates knew Imani. That made Jaloni very happy. To him that meant that Imani is not a groupie. Imani’s boss was one of the people Jaloni asked for information. She took one look at Jaloni and decided he is good enough for Imani and brought him over for an introduction. 

Jaloni watched Imani periodically throughout the event. He wanted to see if she gravitated toward any of the well-known athletes that were at the function. She didn’t, as a matter of fact she didn’t really talk to anyone other than the people she worked with and the people she was serving. Jaloni was so impressed by her class and style. He was glad that her boss introduced them and he told himself that he is going to strike up a conversation with her when he finished his assigned tasks.

They talked for a long time after the event. Jaloni thought about asking her out for a cup of coffee or dinner but didn’t want to come off as a pushy or arrogant athlete. Imani forgot that she came in the van with her co-workers so she thought nothing of it when they left about a half-hour ago. Imani really didn’t have any other way of getting back to her car so she accepted Jaloni’s offer for a ride. 

Jaloni gave Imani a ride to her car after they went out for coffee. They talked until Imani announced that she had to get up early to go to work in the morning so she had to leave. Jaloni was upset the night had to end but didn’t push it. He wanted to make sure that she was who he thought she was so there was no rush on his part. 

He asked Imani for her phone number as he walked her to her car. She didn’t give it to him but asked him for his. To her surprise, Jaloni gave it to her without the hesitation that men sometime have. Imani was extremely impressed by this. She was also impressed at the fact that they talked to each other for so long and none of the talk was sexual or the “ooh you’re so fine” talk. At that time Imani wasn’t sure who Jaloni was because she did not watch sports but she did know that she liked him. 

She inquired about Jaloni to some of her male friends as well as her father. After they told her who he is, she called him and they set up a date. Jaloni told Imani straight out that he was surprised she called. He thought she wasn’t interested because she didn’t give him her number. 

To make a long story short, they went out and have been together for over a year now. It hasn’t been perfect but what relationship is? According to Imani, they have both had their indiscretions during that time but they love each other. This is the answer she has for all of their problems. They love each other.
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After calming Imani, down we decided to walk through the VIP room into other ballrooms. There were three ballrooms and it took longer than we thought it would. Every few minutes one of us was being stopped and asked for our vitals (Name? Age? What you doing out alone looking like that on New Year’s Eve? Where’s your man?). You know the usual tired opening lines. It took so long that the next thing we heard was that it is almost time for the New Year’s countdown. We made a run for the VIP room so we could toast with the “good champagne.” 

In our dash, we waved brothas off and laughed at the fact we were running in our heels over champagne. I lost my shoe and tripped but Imani and Destiny kept running. I tried to play it off but when I turned to take another step, I bumped right into the bouncer from the front door. 

He took off the fur coat and is looking too good. I mean the body is big and tight! He is wearing a chocolate-colored sweater and suede pants. He is just chocolate all over. Very nice I thought. Very nice! 

He asked if I was OK. I looked up at his face. He looked so sincere and wasn’t laughing. I said, “Yes.” and looked around for Imani and Destiny. “I can’t believe they left me,” is all I could manage to say, quickly changing the subject from my fall.

I know I am staring at him. I also know I just tripped in front of him and I am embarrassed about both of these things. Luckily he broke the silence by saying, “I’m sorry your friends left you but you know what they say, if you start the New Year off with a fine man, you’ll spend the whole year with a fine man.”  

“A fine man huh? Aren’t you full of yourself?” I responded sarcastically.

I was trying to play it off because this man is definitely fine.  

He said, “No, not at all.” 

He winked his eye and smiled a broad smile that showed off his dimples. I began thinking, “Damn! Dimples too? Is there anything this man does not have?” I was thinking so hard I hoped I didn’t say it out loud. I don’t think I did because he didn’t respond. 

He waved a waitress over and ordered a bottle of Cristal and told her to get it here before the New Year. He introduced himself, telling me his name is Darrell. I told him my name is Denise and he repeated them together, ““Darrell and Denise.” I like that. I like that a lot.” 

He began questioning me about what I do for a living, for fun, etc. This shocked me because usually it’s the female that shoots off back-to-back questions like that. Coming out of my shock, I answered with a smile, “Aren’t you nosy?” 

He laughed, gave me a surprise look, and said, “Ouch. I don’t need to know that badly. I just figured I better ask you quick or I won’t have the chance.” 

He was still laughing and smiling and I was still staring.

At that moment the waitress returned with the champagne. He tipped her $50 and looked over at me to see if I was impressed. I wasn’t. I was thinking he is showing off and knows he is going to miss that $50 and the cost of the champagne next week. Those thoughts didn’t stop me from accepting a glass when he offered. What? You can’t ring in the New Year without champagne.   Countdown! Ten, Nine, Eight, Seven, Six, Five, Four, Three, Two, One! Happy New Year! Everyone is shouting Happy New Year and kissing. I turned to him to say Happy New Year and he kissed me.  I mean he kissed me like we have been married for years and knew each other inside out. The kiss made me tingle inside and out. I was so shocked I didn’t know what else to say, “I bet my girls are looking for me. I’ll see you later.”  

He answered, “You bet you will.” 

I blushed and ran off, hoping I didn’t trip again.

I ran right into Destiny and Imani and their questions when I got back to the VIP ballroom. 

“Where were you? How could you not toast the New Year with us?” Destiny asked. 

“Who is he, heifer?” Imani demanded to know. 

I said that he was nobody but I couldn’t get Darrell or that kiss off my mind.
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We spent the rest of the night looking for what we came for, “Trouble”. There didn’t seem to be any “Trouble” or any men that were as impressive as Darrell. I wanted to go look for him but I didn’t want to seem desperate or easy. That’s no way to start things off. It’s probably for the best anyway because New Year’s Eve flings don’t last and I’m not looking for a man anyway.

The men were wall-to-wall but they were also holding the wall up. There were only a couple of people on the dance floor, mostly couples enjoying a night out together. You could tell that because of the chemistry they shared. Seeing this made me a little envious but I like I said, I am not looking. 

A group of men stopped Imani. One asked her how she got so beautiful. He continued by telling her it’s a shame that she got all those looks when there are so many women that could have used some of her beauty. He then told her that she could have shared her beauty and still been fine. 

She giggled like a schoolgirl. He had Imani right where he wanted her. They quickly became immersed in conversation. His boys took that to mean that her girls are now there for the taking. One of them approached me and the other approached Destiny. 

The guy that approached me was cute, young, and looked it. He asked me for my name and I asked him for his age and ID. I don’t talk to younger men so I didn’t care if he thought I was being rude. He took offense to what I said and began cursing at me. I left it alone and smiled because he reminded me why I didn’t date younger men. 

Imani took one look at him after he started cursing and said. “If you can’t take a joke, bounce and go change your diaper because you are sounding real stank right now.” 

His boys laughed but he just stood their getting even more heated. He began cursing at Imani until he realized that Imani wasn’t backing down. He then lost it and lunged at Imani, raising his hand up like he was about to slap her. 

Imani saw this and was ready to fight back, dress, high heels, and all. She backed up momentarily to take her heels off. Just as she jumped back in the kid’s face Darrell and about four other men came over to break it up. They pulled this idiot out of Imani’s face. 

“What is going on here?” Darrell asked looking at everyone like we were all guilty of something.

“He must be crazy, raising his hand at me like I’m his mama or something. I will bust his ass.” Imani answered pointing her finger at the guy. 

Darrell looked at Imani in amazement. He couldn’t believe that someone so beautiful was talking like that. Then he looked at me momentarily. When he snapped back to reality, he and the other men escorted the guy out of the club. I could hear Darrell telling him it is not cool to jump in a woman’s face like she is one of his homeboys.

After escorting the guy out the door they came back to ask if we were OK. They also told the guy that originally tried to talk to Imani that baby face said for him to come on or he was going to leave him. The guy nodded at them to let them know he understood. He then moved back over to continue his conversation with Imani.

Imani quickly said laughing, “You had Baby Huey drive you here?” 

He answered slyly, “Yeah someone had to be the designated driver, my Benz is at home.” 

He smiled like Imani was supposed to be impressed. 

Imani told him to go home and get it and meet her back here in an hour. She told him she would be out front waiting. She had a devious smile on her face when she said it then looked him up and down seductively. Just as she did, one of the bouncers recognized Imani and asked out loud if she is Jaloni Johnson’s girlfriend. 

This messed up her game completely. She hated that part of being a basketball player’s girlfriend. Everyone knows your name and your business. She smiled an annoyed smile at the man and nodded yes. Homeboy threw his hands up and said, “I can’t compete with that. Nice meeting you beautiful.” 

While he walked off, he mumbled something about all women being alike and gold diggers.  

After he left, Darrell approached me with a big grin on his face and said. 

“You didn’t have to stage this big commotion to see me again. You could have just looked for me or asked someone. Everyone knows me.” 

My answer was, “I bet they do especially the females.” He looked at me and said, “A few of them but none of them could get me. It takes a special woman to get me.” 

Darrell came close to my face and winked.

I shook my head and said, “So full of yourself.”  

We both laughed. 

He said, “On a more serious note, am I going to get your number this time or next time I see you.” 

I said, “Next time?”  

Darrell said, “Oh yeah! There will be next times until I get your number.” 

All the guys that came with him to break up the commotion were leaving. As they left they said “Later Boss” to Darrell and went their separate ways. He nodded to them and turned back to me.

“Well lady? What’s it going to be?” He reached in his pocket and pulled out a pen, like he knew that I was going to give him my number. He even wrote my name for me, all the while singing Darrell and Denise like he was earlier. 

I gave him the number and told him that I only gave it to him to shut him up. He said, “I’ll take a sympathy number from a beautiful woman.”  

He walked off smiling, saying he was going to call the minute he got home. I smiled as I watched him walk away and hoped he didn’t notice me watching.  

My good mood was interrupted by Imani’s comment after he left. She said, “Eww! Why are you talking to the help?” She was laughing but I was not amused. I told Imani to go to hell and turned around to say something to Destiny but she was gone.  

“Where’s Destiny?” I asked Imani.

Imani started again, “It’s so hard to keep track of you hoes. If I was a pimp, I would be broke.” 

There was nothing I could say to that so I just stared at Imani. She saw me staring and asked, “What?”  

We began walking around looking for Destiny. We took time out of our search to continue enjoying the night. After searching for Destiny for about an hour, we gave up and decided Destiny is nowhere to be found. We know her cell phone is in the limo because we all left our cell phones in the limo. Imani and I decided we are calling it a night.

We dragged ourselves to the limo. We were so tired that we weren’t laughing or talking anymore. On the way home our minds wandered, thinking we should go back and continue to look for Destiny. It isn’t like her to just disappear. She is the calm one in the group. She isn’t man crazy like Imani and me.  

“Where could she have gone?” I asked Imani. “Did you see when she walked off? Did we check the bathroom?” 

Imani laughed at me. “She probably just found one of her ex-boyfriends or something and left with him. She still should have told us before leaving. I’m going to cuss her out when I see her.” 

We were still discussing the possibilities when the limo stopped at my house. I hugged Imani and told her good night. I picked up Destiny’s cell phone as I got out the limo. I was still worrying about Destiny as I dragged myself in the house. I waved back at Imani and the limo as I went inside my door.

All in all, it was a calm night, I thought as I began to get ready for bed. The drama was minor with the exception of a near brawl and Destiny’s disappearance. I was laughing just thinking about the things that happened. I was also thinking that it wasn’t a bad New Year’s Eve at all.

Then I began to think about Darrell. Damn he is fine! I kept picturing our kiss in my mind as I began to drift off to sleep. I was almost asleep when the phone rang. I picked up the phone and yelled, “Destiny is that you?”  

The person on the other said yes but it was a man’s voice. I was about to ask what he did with Destiny when the person continued, 

“How nice of you to realize that so early in the game, that way there will be no confusion.”  He then said, “No ser this is Darrell.” 

He then asked, “Who is Destiny?”  

“My friend who was with me last night,” I answered. 

He confusingly said, “I thought her name is Imani because a few people that know her told me her name.” 

I told him, “Destiny is my other friend.” 

He said, “I only saw two of you when everything settled down.”

I thought to myself that means Destiny disappeared sometime before or during the commotion. Now I am really worried. 

He asked, “Did you call her house?” 

I told him, “I did but there is no answer. I have her cell phone.”

He answered, “I hate to say it but then there is nothing you can do until tomorrow. She’ll either show up or you can call the police.” 

I told him, “I know but it just isn’t like her to disappear and not say anything.”

At that moment, it hit me that I was talking to him at 4:30 in the morning. 

“Why are you calling me this late?” I asked. 

He said, “I told you I was going to call you as soon as I got home. This also lets you know that there is no woman in my bed. I know you were wondering.”  

“Cut the cocky act, it is not cute or amusing. I’m not thinking about you. Didn’t you just hear me say that my friend is missing?” I said before I knew what I was saying.  

He said, “I am just being me but we can start over in the morning or when you are feeling better. Good night beautiful and I hope you find your friend.”
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The phone rang at 3 o’clock the next afternoon. I turned over to answer it, hoping it was Darrell so I could apologize for being so harsh to him. I really didn’t mean to say those things to him and I wasn’t upset that he called. He was sort of getting on my nerves though. I laughed it off and answered the phone. 

This time it was Destiny and she is asking me to pick her up. I asked her where she is and she tells me she is not really sure. 

I asked her, “What happened to you?”

Destiny’s answered, “I’m not really sure and I don’t want to talk about it right now.”  

“OK. Well ask someone where you are.” I said to her, still wondering if she is OK. 

She came back on the phone and said, “Brockton.” 

Destiny then put the person that she asked on the phone to give me directions.

I could have lost my mind.

When Destiny got back on the phone I asked her, “How did you get all the way down there from Saugus and not know it?” 

She began crying so I left it alone. I told her to give me a ½ hour. She said OK and hung up the phone.

After I hung up from talking to Destiny my mind began to wander. It is really not like Destiny to just disappear and it is especially not like her to go somewhere she did not know. I tried to flip through my memory to see if any of her exes lived in Brockton but couldn’t think of any. I just hope she is there of her own free will because the crying is really scaring me. Destiny is not a person that cries a lot as a matter of fact I don’t think I ever remember her crying.

––––––––
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Destiny knew exactly what happened but really didn’t feel like talking about it. She also knew how she got there. She didn’t, however, know that she was in Brockton because she wasn’t paying attention last night. It didn’t seem like they were driving that long. She thought about the ride and realized she had no idea how long they drove for. 

Destiny turned her thoughts back to the present and hoped I hurried up before someone spotted her. She is still wearing the black dress she had on the night before. Her hair is no longer curled in most places. She figured she had to look a mess or like a prostitute. Destiny thought people would believe only a prostitute would be in the middle of the street, in the middle of the day, looking wrecked in an evening gown. 

She also feared that her guest from last night would come looking for her. That thought didn’t last long. She began thinking that they were probably glad she is gone so they wouldn’t have to deal with the awkwardness of the whole situation. Then she thought that maybe it is just her that felt awkward.

When I got to Destiny, she was still crying. She is also still wearing the black dress from last night. Her hair is a mess and I feared the worse. The first thing I asked her is what is wrong and once again how she got all the way to Brockton. I asked several times but she didn’t answer. We drove the rest of the time in silence until we almost reached Destiny’s house. She spoke only then to ask for her cell phone. 

Destiny damn near jumped out of the car before I stopped. I was barely to her house. I said bye after her as she ran to the house. She never looked back and slammed her front door behind her. I was about to curse her and drive off. But I couldn’t leave her in pain and alone when I know there is something wrong.   

I turned the car off and went up to the door. I knocked several times but she didn’t answer. I called out to her and she still didn’t come back and open the door. I remembered that I have an emergency key to her house in my car. I went to my car, got the key, and let myself in. 

Once inside, I found her lying on the bed crying. She was curled up in a ball, face down. I asked her if there is anything I could do? I asked her if a man left her stranded or if anything worse happened? “Because he can be dealt with.” I added. She shook her head to assure me it was nothing like that. She only looked up to tell me she couldn’t talk about it right now. 

After that she buried her head back into her pillow. I asked her again to tell me what happened to her. She looked up again, glaring at me and told me to “please leave” in a stern voice. My mind said not to leave her because I knew something wasn’t right. I looked at her for a few moments, hoping she would snap out of it and talk to me but she didn’t so I left. I told her to call me later as I walked out the door. 

––––––––
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I called Imani and filled her in on the details when I got back to my car. 

“Mystery partly solved. I found Destiny.” I told Imani. “Well actually she called me and asked me to pick her up. She was in Brockton. She didn’t say anything to me about where she was or anything and she is acting really funny.” 

Imani asked, “Do you think someone drugged her, raped her or something?” 

I told Imani, “I have no idea because Destiny is not talking to me at all. When I got to her house I went in to see if
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