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“To exact revenge for yourself or your friends is not only a right, it's an absolute duty.” S. Larsson 

Trevor Price strode into the bustling Italian restaurant and picked up his dinner, something he often did whenever his fiancé, Niesha, a traveling nurse, was out of state on assignment. 

Tonight, Trevor had chosen this particular restaurant because he could get one of his favorites, chicken saltimbocca. 

The aroma of the prosciutto and butter garlic sauce filled the car, making his belly growl. As he savored the aroma, he felt a flutter of excitement in his stomach. After a long day in the office and attending court, he was looking forward to enjoying a quiet evening in his upscale condo in Covington, Tennessee.

Upon entering his tastefully furnished abode, he eagerly shed the constraints of his tailored suit and indulged in a rejuvenating shower. While showering, his mind wandered to Niesha. The thought of her ignited a fiery passion within him, and he couldn't help but marvel at his good fortune. 

Niesha was a treasure - she was cute, confident, smart, a little sassy, and a thrill-seeker at heart. All the things he liked in a woman.

After his shower, he sat at his kitchen island and enjoyed every delectable bite of his food while scrolling on his iPhone. He shook his head when he ran across a woman on social media acting like a first class ‘Karen’ shouting at a terrified grandmotherly-looking woman for not putting her shopping cart in the holding stall. For some reason, the irate “Karen” made him think of his client’s ex-wife, Rianna McCoy, and the less-than-pleasant exchanges they had during her and Hezekiah’s divorce. He hadn’t seen or heard from her until last Sunday when she suddenly appeared outside New Holy Rock. 

Trevor often attended church when Niesha was out of town. She had no interest in attending religious services. 

On this particular Sunday, Rianna, with Tiny, her bold companion, popped in front of his BMW, forcing him to come to a screeching halt. 

"Wait! I need to talk to you," Rianna declared with urgency. 

Trevor was taken aback by the dangerous situation. "Are you out of your mind?" he exclaimed as he recognized Rianna as the fool who had jumped in front of his car. Had she followed him to the church or had he simply missed her in church service? 

“I need to talk to you. It’s important, very important,” Rianna insisted. 

Tiny, with her butt-length purple braids swaying from side to side, stood next to Rianna, keeping a watchful eye as if she were poised to protect her friend.

Trevor was stunned to silence. He couldn’t believe Rianna McCoy and her friend had almost caused him to run them down. 

He tried to shoo them away. "Look, there’s nothing for us to talk about. My client doesn’t owe you another red cent. Now, please, get out of my way," he snapped, his eyes darting around the church parking lot for any signs of a security guard.

Rianna was resolute as she closed in on Trevor's car. "I know you're Hezekiah's Power of Attorney. Stiles told me to come to you," she declared, undeterred by Trevor's growing frustration.

Trevor ground his teeth. "I don't have time for this foolishness. If you want to talk, call my office and make an appointment," he snarled, “like any normal person.”

“Don’t you dare talk to me like that,” she yelled as if he was cussing her out. 

Despite Tiny's pleas for Rianna to move aside, Rianna held her ground, locking eyes with Trevor. 

Finally, with a shrug, she stepped back, allowing Trevor to drive off, his car cutting through the church lot with a swerve. 

Driving away, Trevor breathed a sigh of relief, but he knew this was far from over. From his personal experience, he knew Rianna's fire was not easily quenched, and her determination was a force to be reckoned with.
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“Let pressure pass over and through you. That way you can’t be harmed by it.” Brian Herbert

Two weeks after their rowdy parking lot encounter, Rianna was seated in the outer area of Trevor's office.

The luxurious lifestyle she had been growing accustomed to as Hezekiah’s wife and First Lady had been cruelly ripped away in the divorce, but she was determined to do something about it, starting with this meeting with Trevor Price.

"Ms. McCoy, if you would follow me," Miss Jones interjected, her tone crisp and urgent.

"Come on, Tiny." 

“Nah, I’m going to go wait in the car. I need to call my baby daddy back and cuss him out. He just text me talkin’ bout he gon’ take my son out of town with him and some new heffa he met. I don’t think so,” Tiny said, throwing her braids back off her face.

"Whaat? No, he didn’t, girl.”

“Oh, yes he did,” Tiny shot back. “He got me messed up!”

Miss Jones, crossing her arms, stood to the side, listening to the two women go back and forth.

“The nerve of him. I’m tellin’ you, Tiny, these men are working my last nerves," Rianna replied, her voice steely. 

“Well, he got the wrong one, baby. I’m not going for the okie-doke,” said Tiny.

“Look, I gotta go, so you go on back to the car. I’ll be out as soon as this is over. It shouldn’t take long to get what I came here for.” 

Rianna gave Miss Jones a side eye and proceeded to follow her up the hall. They stopped in front of a door with the name Attorney Trevor E. Price etched into it.

"Please, take a seat," Trevor invited as she entered his office.

Rianna sat across from Trevor, her eyes blazing with anger. 

“What can I help you with, Miss McCoy?”

“Don’t play me. You know darn well what I’m here for. I need money. Hezekiah left me high and dry and I’m not standing for it. I don’t care if we’re divorced or not, he needs to do right by me. With your help, Hezekiah has taken everything from me. He cut off my credit cards, took my position as Minister of Music away from me, and basically banned me from New Holy Rock.”

“All of that was addressed and settled in the divorce,” Trevor explained as he studied the attractive but loony ex-wife of Hezekiah. 

“I don’t wanna hear nothing about what was settled in the divorce. I’m telling you, you need to do something. Did you see me limping in here? I’m still injured and it’s all because of him.”

“You were compensated for that already. My client’s insurance paid your doctor bills and you were also awarded a monetary settlement.”

“Settlement?” Rianna pouted. “Are you serious? That was kibbles and bits, and you know it. Plus, I would never be in this position if it wasn’t for him. He’s nothing but a liar and a good-for-nothing, lowdown, dirty dog. And if you don’t help me, you’re no better than him,” she carried on.

"I'm not sure what you think I can do for you," Trevor repeated, his voice calm.

Rianna wasn't listening. "You're his power of attorney. I need money and you can make it happen. I can barely afford to buy food or pay my rent. I was let go from my job and I had to file for disability. I have nothing left," she spat, her voice trembling with anger.

"I'm sorry to hear that, but like I said, I can't help you. You received everything you were entitled to in the divorce," Trevor repeated, shaking his head and raising his palms in a gesture of helplessness. "There's nothing else I can do. Now, if you’ll excuse me, I think we're done." Trevor pushed back from his desk and rose to his feet.

"Hol’ up. You're going to get me some more money.” Rianna was not ready to give up. “Don't act like you're Mr. Goody Two-Shoes. I know things about you. Your reputation is far from clean."

Trevor's irritation grew with each word Rianna spoke. "I don't have time for your games, Mrs. Jamison," he sneered, referring to her by her maiden name in an attempt to intimidate her, “or your threats.”

Rianna rose to her feet, grabbing hold
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