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      My hands trembled as I closed my eyes and tried to focus on my breathing. Today was not the damn day for me to have another emotional breakdown. My eyes filled with tears despite my best efforts to keep them at bay.

      A soft knock on the bathroom door drew my attention, and I inhaled sharply to steady my nerves.

      “Yes?” I replied, trying to silence my sniffles.

      “Rain, are you okay?” asked Winter.

      Winter, my baby sister, was one of my closest companions and had been the biggest help to me during this entire ordeal.

      “Of course, she’s okay,” snapped Storm. “Hell, she has no choice but to be okay.”

      Storm, my oldest sister and least favorite sibling, was up doing what she did best… barking orders and snapping at everybody.

      My pending divorce was a sore spot for everybody, and I knew they were tired of me walking around with puffy red eyes, but I couldn’t help it. My tears had nothing to do with my tornado of emotions though. I didn’t give a fuck about my marriage crumbling to pieces. Arthur was truly a piece of shit and didn’t deserve me anyway, and I knew that long before now. The part that really chapped my ass was going to court all the damn time because he wanted to be a difficult asshole.

      “Shut the hell up, Storm,” hissed Winter. “I wasn’t talking to you. Go be useful and help Fire set the table so we can eat.”

      Fire, my dear, sweet… strange sister. She was after Storm and before me, and she was the true piece of work of the family. She danced to the beat of her own drum and didn’t give a damn what anybody thought about it. From her headwraps to her incessant chatter about chakras and energy, Fire was an interesting force to reckon with.

      Storm mumbled something under her breath as she stomped away from the bathroom door. Part of me wanted to make a mad dash back to my bedroom and avoid all three of my sisters, but knowing Winter, she wouldn’t leave the door until I came out.

      I turned on the water and bent over the sink to splash some water on my face. My nerves crumbled more and more each day, and I didn’t know how much more I could take.

      “She’s gone now,” whispered Winter. “It’s safe to come out.”

      My shoulders sagged a little as I exhaled again. I steeled my nerves, plastered on my best ‘I’m not distraught and about to lose my shit’ smile, and opened the door.

      Winter eyeballed me from head to toe before taking a step back to give me space to walk by. I took the time to give her a once-over instead.

      Her typically wild curls were smooth, frizz-free, and perfectly coiled, and her makeup was simple, yet flawless. A perfect look for a day at the office.

      She looked more and more like Mama as the days passed by. Winter was fairer than Mama was, though, hell she was fairer than all of us actually. We used to fight like cats and dogs when we were younger because we used to call her Light Bright, a nickname she absolutely loathed. It was true then and it was true now despite Mama’s protests about her color coming in one day.

      Her button-down white shirt was tucked tightly into her fitted pinstripe skirt, and I was sure she had a pair of high heels tucked away next to her briefcase.

      “You look nice,” I said, gesturing to her outfit. “Big day today?”

      Winter blinked a few times as if what I said took time for her mind to register the meaning. She looked down at her clothes before glancing back up at me with her lopsided grin.

      “Every day is a big day when you’re going into the lion’s den. People try so hard to hide their assets from me like I’m not going to find them,” she replied with a roll of her eyes. “I always find every single nickel and dime.”

      I snorted a laugh and leaned against the doorframe. “Maybe I need to hire you for my case. I’m sure you’d give Arthur a real run for his money.”

      Winter’s smile faltered as she reached out to put her hand on my shoulder.

      “We’re going to get you through this bullshit. Don’t worry—”

      “Is she out of the damn bathroom yet?” yelled Storm.

      I knew Winter was running out of patience by how her brow furrowed. She needed to calm down though, given my current state of mind, I was in no mood to break up another catfight between my sisters. Actually, Storm should be in no mood to fight either considering she got her ass beat the last time. Winter was a scrappy little thing and backing down from a fight wasn’t in her DNA.

      “We’re coming,” I replied, before she had a chance to come up with something colorful and rude to say.

      I tightened my bathrobe and hoped my eyes weren’t too red. I didn’t want to draw any more unnecessary attention to me at all.

      Winter gave me a weak smile and wrapped her arm around mine as we sauntered into the kitchen together.

      I was grateful we decided to keep our childhood home after Mama passed away. It was my saving grace since I would otherwise have nowhere else to go. Of course, my sisters each had their own residences and would gladly welcome me in if it came to that. I simply didn’t want it to come to that. It was bad enough they came over every weekend to keep me company like I was some fragile little doll on the verge of breaking. The last thing I wanted or needed was constant surveillance and looks of pity all throughout the day.

      “Still in that damn bathrobe,” said Storm, a look of horror spreading across her face.

      I glared at her and secretly prayed her braids were too tight under that wig.

      We’ll see who has the last laugh if your edges fall out.

      “Storm,” said Winter, reaching to take off her earrings. “I warned you to lay off of her, but you just won’t stop until I black your eye again.”

      Storm pursed her lips and reached toward her hip. For a split second, I thought she was reaching for her gun, but she slammed her cuffs on the table instead.

      “Don’t test me,” she warned. “I will detain you if you touch me, and I will press charges. I went through hell trying to explain to my superiors what happened with the last incident. Being my bitchy little sister won’t save you this time because I won’t lie to cover for you again.”

      Winter rolled her eyes and proceeded to take off her other earring. “You’ve seen my bank account; I have plenty of bail money.”

      “Okay, enough,” I said, holding my arm out in front of my baby sister. “Can we just have a peaceful breakfast and go on about our day?”

      I watched as my sisters angrily glared at one another, but at least neither was trying to put hands on the other one anymore. I turned my attention back towards Storm as she clipped her cuffs back to her hip and readjusted her shirt.

      At one point, I used to think Hillary Clinton was the queen of pantsuits, but that was before Storm was promoted to detective. I was positive she had every design and color in existence at this point.

      With tempers slowly calming down a little, I wanted to go ahead and address the elephant in the room once and for all.

      “Yes, Storm, I’m still in this bathrobe. After I return home from mediation, I will put this same bathrobe back on. In fact, the next time you see me, I will probably have this bathrobe on,” I snapped. “Some days I have energy to change into something else, and some days I don’t. It’s okay if you don’t want to come over just so you don’t have to witness it.”

      Storm shook her head and rested her palms on the dining room table.

      “Just settle,” she said. “There’s no need to keep dragging this out with Arthur. Settle things right now and move on with your life. You’re still young and completely capable of starting over.”

      “Fuck that. Don’t you dare settle,” hissed Winter. “He’s the one that cheated on you and ruined the marriage.”

      I closed my eyes and pinched the bridge of my nose. If I could have gone through this bullshit without my sisters knowing, I definitely would have. It wasn’t that I minded them giving me advice or occasionally voicing their opinions, but they had no fucking clue about what was going on. There was no time like the present to put it all out there and cease the speculation.

      “Yes, he cheated on me. If that wasn’t enough, he has frozen me out of our accounts for the time being. He revoked my access to the security footage from the night I caught him too, so I’m having a hard time proving anything. We keep trying to get the information, but he manages to dodge every request we make. At this point, I’m down to the last few dollars in my personal savings, and I don’t know how much longer I can keep this up,” I explained. The words spilled out of me in a rush, and a wave of relief swept over me. There it was. All of it.

      Storm reached over, placed her hand on top of mine, and gave it a tight squeeze.

      “That’s why you need to settle,” she said, flatly. “Just let it all go.”

      My eyes traveled down to her hand, and I wanted to snatch it away. Instead, I returned my gaze to her face.

      That pretty face would look good with another black eye.

      “Storm,” I said. “I need you to be my sister and stop trying to give me advice. Just be a listening ear for me. Right now, I want you to hear this clearly; I’m not going to settle with that asshole. We were married for over ten years, and I helped him make millions in his business. It’s not right, and he knows it.. I don’t want everything he owns, just what’s fair..”

      Storm snatched her hand back and grumbled something about getting the food out of the kitchen before stomping away.

      Winter dropped down into the chair next to me and leaned over. “What do you mean you’re down to your last dollars?”

      I tried to smile but didn’t manage to fully make it through the motion.

      “Getting divorced from an asshole with money can get expensive,” I said, shrugging my shoulders. “I’m running out of options and don’t know what else to do.”

      “You just tell me how much you need, and I’ll handle it,” said Winter reassuringly.

      “You should set the house on fire… with him in it,” suggested Fire, appearing in the archway of the dining room.

      Mama had a knack for giving her kids unique names, and Fire took hers seriously. As a child, she used to make it her business to set fires anytime she had the chance. She was convinced if given the chance, she could control the flames because of her name. Not only was she wrong, but our family became close friends with the fire chief, too.

      “Arson is a crime, and so is murder,” yelled Storm from the kitchen. “How many times do I have to tell you that?”

      Fire gathered up her long dress and sashayed her way toward the table. The red dress looked amazing against her deep mahogany skin, but then again, I’d never seen any color look bad on her. Her hair was hidden under a large patterned headwrap, but I knew it was just as long, curly, and wild as the last time I saw it.

      “All I’m saying is, you can get the insurance money and inherit everything, especially if he dies before the divorce is final,” she replied.

      “Thanks, sis, but an orange jumpsuit won’t look good on me. I want Arthur to pay, but not if it means jail time.”

      Fire shrugged her shoulders before slowly adjusting the bangles on her wrists.

      “I don’t know what the big deal is. You nearly killed the man the night you caught him anyway,” she said flippantly. “Just finish the job.”

      It was true, I did almost kill Arthur, but it certainly wasn’t intentional. I knew something was off with my husband, and I was determined to get to the bottom of things one way or another. After concocting a story about a last-minute trip with my sisters, I circled back around to our house and bided my time. It wasn’t long before Arthur showed up with his teenage masseuse in tow. My blood boiled as scorching hot rage coursed through my veins, and I had zero control over the events that followed. I watched him get handsy with that bitch in our house, in our room, while my perfume still lingered in the air. He didn’t even have the decency to change the sheets before he toppled into our bed with her locked in his arms. I still wasn’t sure how the stiletto ended up clutched in my fist, but I jumped out of the closet ready to beat somebody’s ass that night.

      I should have known things wouldn’t turn out quite right when Arthur clutched at his chest and collapsed on the floor. Part of me still wanted to whack him a few good times, but I did the decent thing and called for help. Turns out, it was the wrong thing to do; I should have let nature run its course.

      “Fine,” said Fire, dropping her voice low. “We’ll put my idea on the back burner for now as a maybe. You could always call Uncle Nicky. He’ll definitely be able to get through to Arthur.”

      I shook my head and exhaled loudly. “Uncle Nicky gets through to people by busting their kneecaps.”

      “Okay, what’s your point?” asked Winter. “You say that like it’s a bad thing.”

      I tried to keep my voice as low as possible to keep from being overheard. “You know what Storm is like when he’s around. That’s not something I’m interested in dealing with right now either. Besides, I don’t want to be the one to convince him to come back here and he ends up arrested. Storm’s been itching to put him in jail ever since he left the country.”

      The three of us were so wrapped up in our conversation that we didn’t notice Storm standing in the entryway with a tray of food clutched in her hands.

      “I know you’re not talking about who I think you’re talking about,” she growled.

      My gaze flitted over to Winter for a brief moment, but her eyes were glued to the table. They fought like cats and dogs, but even she didn’t want to go a round with Storm over Uncle Nicky.

      “I suggested that Rain call Uncle Nic—”

      Storm slammed the tray on the table before Fire could finish her sentence. She’d struck a nerve with that one.

      “That criminal is not our uncle,” she snapped. “And I guarantee he’ll be arrested if he steps foot back in this country.”

      A smothering layer of silence enveloped the room. None of us really wanted to get in a shouting match over Uncle Nicky. My chest tightened as I tried really hard to avoid making eye contact with my sister. The man practically raised us after Daddy died, but Storm resented him just the same. Hell, she even became a cop just to spite him. It was a well-known fact that Uncle Nicky had ties with organized crime and a cop in the family who didn’t want to give family favors would never rate high with him.

      Storm angrily plopped food onto our plates before taking her seat. I looked down and tried to identify what everything was.

      “Um, what’s this?” I asked gently.

      Storm stabbed her fork into a blackened round disk and shoved it in her mouth angrily.

      I know that shit is nasty. If she swallows, we might have to call poison control.

      “I had to cook since you refused to come out of the bathroom,” she said. “I’m not the chef in the family, you are. I did my best though.”

      “It’s not that bad,” quipped Winter, trying to lighten the mood. “Just pour a bunch of syrup on it.”

      Storm cut her eyes at our baby sister but remained silent.

      “Thank you for cooking,” I replied. A smile tugged at the corners of my mouth as I reached for the syrup. “I’ll handle it next time.”
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      My lawyer cleared his throat and cut his eyes at me for the third time.

      Shit. I’m doing it again.

      That incessant tapping was coming from me. It was hard to find something to do with my anger as I stared across the table at my soon to be-but not soon enough- ex-husband.

      Arthur McKisson was a puffed-up peacock in a suit. The knowing smirk on his face boiled my blood as he acted like he’d won the battle already. Every fiber of my being ignited as I imagined using his hideous tie to strangle him, ultimately putting an end to this shitshow. His pale skin was ghastly translucent under the bright lights of the conference room, and his thin wispy hair was practically nonexistent. I should have made a better decision when spouse hunting, but no, I decided to take Mama’s advice to marry rich. He wasn’t as well off as he was prior to his first divorce, but he still had plenty. While his money helped make life a lot more comfortable, I also loved the man at one point in time. I gave him my heart and he pissed all over it. I’d never make that mistake again because that silly organ would never have a chance to betray me in the future.

      Arthur dabbed at his forehead with a handkerchief before leaning over to whisper to his lawyer. I was tired of going to mediation, that was for damn sure. Every single meeting was just like the last with plenty of whispering and sporadic yelling.

      “Ten-thousand,” said Jensen. “My client thinks that’s more than fair.”

      “That’s not a bad start,” I replied, ready to be done. “Ten-thousand a month is fine until everything else can be dissolved.”

      The grin on Arthur’s face widened as Jensen chuckled.

      “Not a month,” Jensen clarified. “Ten-thousand total. This is dragging on unnecessarily and my client is willing to give you a lump sum.”

      My mouth flapped open as I stared across the table at Arthur. I wanted to spring out of my chair and pounce on him as a fresh wave of rage consumed me.

      “Excuse me?” asked Hankins, my lawyer. “Are you offering ten-thousand dollars as in USD? You’re joking right now, you have to be joking.”

      Jensen steepled his hands under his chin and reclined back in his chair. I wanted to ninja kick him and that chair over just to wipe off that smug grin on his face.

      “A thousand dollars for each year of marriage,” said Jensen, shrugging his shoulders. “We feel that’s a nice solid number.”

      Hankins threw down his ink pen and turned a deep scarlet red hue.

      Relax you damn idiot.

      He was always letting his emotions show.

      How the hell can we pull off a sneak attack if he was changing colors like a mood ring?

      “You’re joking?” asked Hankins again.

      Jensen cocked his head to the side and blinked slowly.

      See, that’s how you have a poker face even when you’re spewing utter bullshit.

      Ten thousand dollars was definitely a fucking joke and not worth entertaining at all. We probably racked up at least that much in attorney fees during this meeting alone. I glared at Arthur, who in turn flashed me a toothy grin. Hankins angrily flipped through his notes and stopped on the page listing what I wanted.

      “We’re supposed to be discussing spousal support and the fair division of assets. I don’t know what you’re talking about in regards to this ridiculous offer.”

      “Well, my client and I talked it over and we think this is fair enough. She didn’t contribute financially at all to the marriage and she didn’t produce any living children,” said Jensen.

      His words stung and I wanted to shrink in response. We tried to have children, something Arthur wanted more than I did, but I was still willing.

      That was low as fuck.

      Pregnancy took a toll on me mentally and physically. Losing the babies made things infinitely worse. I never knew how to feel once I saw the tiny flutter of a heartbeat, because I knew by the time I made it back to my car the flutter had the potential to be nonexistent. Those losses were hard, but the gremlin sitting across from me promised to love and cherish me no matter what. While I didn’t contribute financially, I definitely contributed. I got with Arthur fresh out of college, and one of his rules was I couldn’t work. He was looking for a trophy wife, and I wanted to be a trophy. So, when the older man hit on me while I was waitressing, I couldn’t resist.

      “When we met, your wealth was nowhere near what you’re worth today,” I snapped. “Your first wife took you to the cleaners, and you were on the verge of losing the rest of it with your terrible business decisions, but I loved you anyway. I helped you get to where you are now.”

      Hankins placed his hand on my arm, but I snatched it away. “No,” I snapped. “I won’t sit here in silence while this cheater tries to railroad me.”

      Jensen sat up and placed his forearms on the table.

      “That is an unsubstantiated claim against my client. You have yet to prove that he wasn’t faithful.”

      My blood boiled, and I was ready to explode. “I can’t prove it because you two assholes keep blocking me from everything. I was there in the house the day he was caught. I literally saw him with that bitch in my bedroom with my own eyes!” I shouted.

      The deputy by the door took a step forward, a clear sign that I needed to keep my voice down a bit.

      “Where’s your proof? There’s no evidence to support this claim of yours,” said Jensen with a cool air of confidence. “My client will gladly provide everything you’re asking for if you can prove infidelity. I feel like I’ve said this a thousand times.”

      “How?” I asked through clenched teeth. “How am I supposed to prove anything if he won’t give me access to his banking statements and won’t provide the security footage from that night?”

      Jensen shrugged his shoulders before taking a sip of water. “It’s not my client’s job to prove your case.”

      “But the judge said—”

      “I’m well aware of what the judge said,” said Jensen, cutting me off. “He said we needed to provide the information within a reasonable time frame. Unfortunately, he didn’t specify the definition of reasonable. That could be one month or two years. My client has a lot of information we need to comb through. Not all of it is relevant to this case, so we need to take the necessary precautions to protect his privacy.”

      I stared down at the table between us and tried to determine if I could leap across it and bludgeon both Arthur and his lawyer with my stiletto before the deputy could stop me.

      “Rain, be reasonable, ten-thousand is more than enough. You can use the money to get your little catering thing off the ground,” said Arthur.

      Little catering thing. Wow.

      “The same little catering thing that helped you close hundreds of deals?” I hissed. “It wasn’t a problem when you needed me to wine and dine your potential clients.”

      Arthur dabbed his forehead again and reached for his glass of water. “Yes, and that’s why I’m offering you the money. You know … for a job well done.”

      My emotions wanted me to do something irrational, but my brain helped put things into perspective.

      “I’m leaving,” I said, getting to my feet.

      “No,” said Hankins. “We can figure this thing out.”

      I practically growled at him as I snatched my purse off of the table.

      “You figure it out, and then give me a call. I’m not wasting anymore of my day sitting here listening to this bullshit.”

      I stomped over to the door and waited impatiently for the deputy to open it.

      This was turning into a fucking circus, and Hankins was an idiot. I should probably fire him and get someone who had more bite than bark behind their words.

      The elevator was taking forever, but there was no way I was walking five floors down in these heels. I angrily jabbed the button again as if that would make it come faster. The heavy thud of feet resonated from behind me, but I refused to look over my shoulder after realizing I wasn’t alone.

      “Why are you doing this to me?” I muttered.

      Arthur’s loud cologne assaulted my nostrils again and nearly knocked me out.

      “Remember when I asked you that very question?” he replied smoothly. “I asked you to stay with me and just go through the motions a little longer, and you walked out on me.”

      I whipped around fast enough to hurt my neck and scowled. “I walked out because you were cheating on me!” I shouted.

      Arthur closed his eyes and shook his head. “You could have had millions if you would have helped me close that last deal. I’ve lost clients because you didn’t want to play your part as my wife.”

      “Play my part?” I repeated, unable to steady my voice. “I played my part happily for ten years. You are the one who threw that all away on someone barely out of highschool. I gave you everything you wanted and you repaid my love with infidelity.”

      “I repaid your love in shoes, purses, every designer brand imaginable, cars, and private flights. Do you need me to continue?”

      Where the fuck is the elevator?

      “You and I both know you got off on having me on your arm. All of those things were great, but it was shit you wanted in order to impress your friends and clients. Our marriage was just one transaction after the other, wasn’t it?”
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