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Before you read:

This is book 2 of 3 in The Meadows Women Series. Please read Letters to Kash BEFORE you read Caught in the Storm or you will be thoroughly confused lol.

Also, this is an Urban Fiction/Hood Romance novel set in Florida. That means you’re going to see Florida slang, AAVE (African American Vernacular English), relaxed grammar, profanity, and characters speaking exactly how they would naturally speak. The dialogue is intentionally conversational and is not written to follow formal Standard English at all times. I will be calling people “jits” and “niggas” every five minutes.

There will be lots of cussing. There will be lots of slang. There will be lots of sucking and fucking, and everything else in between. There will be messy people making messy decisions, dangerous men doing questionable shit, and women with mouths just as reckless as theirs.

In other words, you will not be getting Harry Potter or Twilight over here. 😭 If you enjoy authentic urban dialogue, humor, romance, chaos, family foolishness, and characters who sound like real people instead of English professors, then welcome. You’re in the right place.

Now that we got that out of the way...enjoy the madness. ❤️
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Guyyysss I can’t believe I finished book two of the Meadows Women series! I hope you all forgive me for the emotional roller coaster I took you guys on lol. I will warn you that Stormi will absolutely get on your damn nerves, but she makes up for it. This is only the 4th book I’ve written, so I’m still a work in progress. But I appreciate anyone who has participated in my journey as an author. Love ya, Toodles and Ramen noodles! 

Character Visuals:
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Stormi Meadows
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Tavion “Tank” Mercer
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Prologue
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Stormi Meadows
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“This is a collect call from Stormi Meadows at the Turner Guilford Knight Correctional Center. Would you like to accept the charges?”

“Yes, I’ll take the charges,” I heard my cousin Skye saying on the other line, and I braced myself for the scolding I was about to get. As soon as the call connected, Skye gave me an earful.

“Stormi! Why the fuck are you in jail, AGAIN?”

“It’s not my fault this time, I swear—”

“Save it, Stormi. Let me make a few calls. You should be out in less than thirty minutes. Don’t call me next time because I’m gonna let you rot in there and face the consequences—”

Click!

Damn bitch

She didn’t even give me a chance to explain myself before she hung up in my face. Deep down I couldn’t blame her. I had so many arrests at TGK my mugshots would probably pop up in a Google search. It took about twenty minutes for me to be released. That’s one thing I loved about having a lawyer in the family. A high-powered lawyer at that. All Skye had to do was make one phone call and I was out. Even though I was grateful for my cousin, I couldn’t help but feel like shit for always using her to bail me out. Even when she would tell me she wasn’t helping me, she still would. Before I walked out of jail, I made a silent promise to myself that it would be the very last time I ever stepped foot into a jail. Especially over a man.
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Just when I thought I was doing good, here comes this nigga testing me. I walked out of the holding cell, the Miami humidity hit me like a physical blow. I had managed to stay jail-free for two whole months and now here I was. I reached into my pocket, pulling my phone out to call my sister Raine. She knew I was being released and should have been here already waiting for me.

“Sis, you told me you were coming to get me and I’m still waiting. I need to take a shower and get this jail stench off of me,” I said, full of attitude as soon as she answered.

“What? Rasheed called me and told me he was already there,” Raine said in confusion and I let out a deep sigh.

“The fuck? That nigga is the reason I’m in here...you know what, fuck it. I’ll catch a Lyft. I’ll text you when I get home, sis.” I ended the call, immediately scrolling to the app I needed.

If Rasheed thought I was going anywhere with him after he let me get arrested and refused to bail me out, he had another thing coming. But of course, he had other plans.

As soon as I was about to request a Lyft, I heard loud ass music in the distance, and a BMW slowly driving my way.

Rasheed.

Rasheed Booker was a fine ass man, which was a huge part of the problem. He had caramel skin, thick pink lips, and dreads. I had it bad for dredheads. Plus, he just had this aura about him. His stacked chains and the way he always flaunted his money made my pussy wet.

Ignoring him, I continued scrolling through my phone like I didn’t see him getting out of the car. He hopped out of the passenger seat and rounded the car to the passenger side. Leaning against it, he stared at me with his arms folded like I owed him something.

“Why the fuck are you here?”

Rasheed pushed himself away off the door and held up the greasy paper bag in his hand. “Damn, you ain’t even gonna say thank you? I brought your ungrateful ass food.”

“I asked why you’re here.”

“And I’m telling you I’m here because I had to make sure my girl was straight.” God he was so arrogant. Smirking like he knew he already had me.

I stopped walking, finally meeting his gaze. I let out a humorless laugh. “Make sure I’m straight? Sheed, I’m in here because you choose to keep playing with me knowing how the fuck I get down. Why don’t you call one of those dusty bitches you be fucking with and leave me the hell alone.” I crossed my arms across my chest no longer wanting to make eye contact with him.

“I’m sorry, baby. You forgive me? I promise I won’t do it anymore. I don’t really fuck with those bitches like that, you know that right? I don’t love them. I love you.”

He cupped my chin, licked his lips and I could already feel the walls breaking down inside of me.

“Nigga, you don’t love me,” I said, pushing his hand away from me. Still, like an idiot I walked over to his car and got into the passenger’s side. Who was I kidding? Rasheed had cheated on me more times than I could count. Still, I could never find the strength to leave him even when I knew better.

This always ended the same way. I would get arrested, he would sweet talk me, and I would be riding his dick by the end of the night. I knew this shit was toxic, but it had been my normal for the last two years.

Today, one of his bitches decided to come to me as a woman about my man like I wasn’t crazy enough to pull up to her job. She messaged me on Instagram, telling me how Rasheed was her man and she’s been fucking him for months now. She tried to make it clear to me that I needed to back the fuck off.

Long story short, I caught that hoe at her job for talking to me crazy. And just like a scary bitch, she called the police on me. So now, here I was in the car with a man who I knew didn’t deserve me.

“So you not gon’ say nothing to me the whole ride,” Rasheed asked, and I ignored him, continuing to look out of the window with my arms crossed.

“Just take me home, Sheed. I’m not in the mood for your bullshit tonight. I just came out of a holding cell AGAIN, and you want to strike up a conversation like you didn’t do shit—”

“Fuck! Here you go with that nagging bullshit. And you wonder why I act the way I act,” he said, shaking his head like I was the one in the wrong. I snapped my head in his direction so fast, I’m surprised I didn’t get whiplash.

“If you stop fucking with other bitches, I wouldn’t have to beat their asses!” My entire body began filling with heat as I fought off the angry tears that were forming in my eyes.

“That’s on you! Don’t blame me because you keep fighting these hoes over nothing. That ain’t got shit to do with me,” he said, and I gaped my mouth wide open, not believing what he was saying.

“So it’s my fault that one of your hoes calls herself inboxing me about you? Who the fuck is that bitch, Rasheed!”

“She’s fucking nobody! I keep telling your ass that and you don’t listen. Then you expect a nigga to bail you out of jail every time you decide you wanna beat somebody the fuck up.”

I didn’t say a word. I couldn’t. I just stared ahead with my arms crossed, not believing that this was my life. I was letting this nigga try me like I wasn’t the bad bitch that I was.

Moments later, we pulled up to my apartment building. I barely waited for him to put the car in park before I was slamming the passenger door and heading toward my apartment door. I yanked the door open, not bothering to take the elevator.

“Get your ass back here!” he yelled but I kept on walking.

“Fuck you, Rasheed! I’m done with you. Get the fuck away from my apartment!”

“Yeah, I got something for your ass, Stormi.”
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“Oh my God, Rasheed! I promise I’ll behave!” I said, as Rasheed fucked me from behind, punishing me for what he usually called “acting up.”

“I keep telling you to stop fucking trying me, you fucking hear me!” Rasheed growled into my ear, as he continued to mercilessly pound me from behind. I gripped the sheets, my face buried in the pillows as I bit down and braced myself for his blows.

“I love you, baby, you know that right?” he said, and I nodded my head frantically, as my eyes rolled into the back of my head.

“I love you too, baby.”  He held my hips and continued to thrust into me hard as fuck. We had been going at it for the last hour. I knew the moment he started chasing me upstairs, that we would end up here, with me getting fucked and screaming his name.

“Oh shit, baby, I’m about to come!” I yelped, and I felt his dick stiffen in me as his grip on my waist tightened. His final strokes became more purposeful, more powerful, as he fucked me so hard from behind that the headboard pounded against the wall. He slapped me on the ass one final time, and I bit my bottom lip. The sting had me feeling pain and pleasure at the same time.

“Fuckkkk!” he shouted, as he thrust into me one last time before pulling out and nutting all over my back.

I froze.

I hated when he did that and he fucking knew that shit. It made me feel like I was one of those cheap ass hoes that he was fucking.

“I told you about that shit, Rasheed.” I turned around to mush his chest, and he smirked.

“I gotta go, baby. I got some shit to handle,” he said, walking over to grab his pants and putting them back on. He stared at me as he pulled his designer t-shirt over his head, and I tried my best not to let the tears fall.

He always did this shit.

He would fuck me and then leave to do God knows what. I knew Rasheed was in the streets heavily, but I also knew that it didn’t have shit to do with why he was leaving here. As always, he was out looking for some more pussy even after I just gave him some for the last hour.

“I’ll see you later?” he asked, bending down to kiss me but I moved my head and refused to look at him.

“Whatever, don’t come back here, Rasheed. I’m serious.”

“Yeah, yeah,” he said, walking out of the bedroom. Moments later, I heard the front door click, and him leaving had me feeling so stupid. I had done it again.
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I had been watching the same apartment window for four hours, and I hadn’t moved once.

Patience was the difference between going home and ending up on somebody’s T-shirt.

The man I was waiting for stepped onto the balcony at exactly 2:17 a.m., cigarette hanging from his lips like he didn’t have a care in the world.

He should’ve had several.

This was my element. 

People probably thought I did this type of work because I enjoyed killing niggas or something. Or because I was addicted to the rush. When people saw me, they just assumed that I was Kash’s right hand and nothing else. But they didn’t know shit. They didn’t know about the quiet, single-story house tucked away on the outskirts of Miami. They didn’t know about the expensive medical equipment, the full-time nursing salaries, or the frail, beautiful woman with silver hair who looked at me like I was still her innocent baby boy.

My grandmother.

She was my angel, and she was the exact reason I had been forced to walk through hell for the last five years. When Kane found out she was battling advanced Alzheimer's and needed specialized, around-the-clock care that cost more than I had at the time, the nigga didn't offer to help out of the kindness of his black heart. He used it as leverage. He blackmailed me into running his heaviest weight and driving his dirtiest delivery routes, making it clear that one phone call from his crew could cut off her medical funding or pull her out of that safe facility entirely.

I swallowed down years worth of anger, my eyes narrowing back onto the balcony across the street.

When Kash was released, I knew I had found my hope. I used to hear Kash’s name all the time in the streets growing up. He was a hell-raiser just like his father, Keith Bellinger. After Kash was locked up ten years ago, the streets started talking. Loudly. Word was that Kane had killed his own brother so that he would be next in line. What made it even worse was that the streets also said he set Kash up to do it. When I heard that shit I knew I had to get the fuck away from that nigga.

If he could do that to his own brother, and his own nephew, then where did that leave me? I wasn’t about to take my chances. So, when Kash was released I made sure I showed him how I was coming. I was a hundred percent loyal to him, and him only.

But Kash was more than just someone I took orders from. He had become my brother in just a short amount of time. Unlike Kash’s hoe ass uncle, he actually cared. He always asked about my grandmother and what he could do to help.

For the first time since I started working for Kane, I was making actual money instead of breadcrumbs. Now, my grandmother was sitting comfortably in a living facility.

Watching the man on the balcony flick his cigarette butt over the railing pulled me from my thoughts. He took a deep gulp from a fresh glass of liquor, entirely oblivious to the fact that I was just fifty yards away and about to end his life. He had no idea his time had just run out. I killed the engine of my car, slid the passenger door open without making a single sound, and stepped out into the humid Miami night air. It was time to go to work.

I hid behind a bush, slid the leather gloves on my hands, never taking my eyes off of him. He was taking his last drink, and he didn’t even know it. I pointed the red dot straight at his forehead and pulled the trigger.

PEW!

He didn’t even have time to react. The blood shot from his head and he fell straight over the balcony. All that could be heard was a loud thud from his body hitting the floor. I sent a text from my burner to the client letting them know the job had been completed.

[image: ]
I immediately hopped in my car and peeled off into the distance. Moments later, I saw an incoming call from Kash.
“My nigga,” I said, answering the phone on the first ring.

“What you up to, nigga?” Kash asked and I could hear the smirk in his voice.

“Shit...just finished my second job you know how that go.”

“True. But aye, I’m throwing a welcome back party this weekend. Shit wouldn’t be right without having you by my side.”

“Man, didn’t you get out a month ago? You just now doing a welcome home party?” I teased, and he chuckled.

“Kane’s ass threw me that pity party to make himself feel better. You already know that shit was fake as fuck. I wanna throw my own shit without him and his bitch ass son there.” 

“Alright, I’m there,” I said.

“Cool. I want you to meet my girl anyway,” he said, and I could hear the smile in his voice.

“Ooooh your girl? Now I see why you throwing that party. It’s about that book editor, ain’t it?”

“Mannn, chill the fuck out,” he said and we both laughed.

“She said she’s bringing her people with her too.” 

I already knew what he was implying and I was not having it.

“Nah, I’m good. As long as I can keep making this money, that’s all that matters. Women come with nothing but headaches, bra.”

“Let me find out you playing for the other team, nigga—”

“Bye, nigga,” I said, laughing and not even giving him a chance to reply. I had no problem when it came to getting pussy but relationships complicated things. I would rather sit in my own little bubble and stack this paper.

I tossed the phone onto the passenger seat and let out a low chuckle. I was genuinely happy for my boy. Kash had survived ten years of absolute hell in that shit, and if some sweet-talking book editor was what it took to bring him back to life, I was all for it.

But for me? Relationships were a liability. I didn't have the time, the patience, or the energy to figure out a woman’s mood. Especially when my lifestyle required me to be anywhere and everywhere at any time of the day.

I steered my car away from the city lights, heading north toward the quiet community where the real purpose of my life was waiting.

Twenty minutes later, I pulled into the concrete driveway of a modest, perfectly landscaped ranch-style home. I killed the engine, and used my private key to slip through the front door without making a sound.

The house smelled like lavender bleach, clean linen, and the faint, sweet scent of cinnamon tea.

“Tavion? Is that you, baby?”

My grandmother’s soft fragile voice called out from the living room, and the sound of her voice felt like she had given me a warm hug. I dropped my bag by the door and walked into the room, my chest filling with a heavy, protective warmth.

Sitting in a recliner, a thick fleece blanket wrapped around her lap, was my grandmother, Georgianna. Nurse Evelyn was sitting on the sofa nearby, giving me a polite, respectful nod as she stood up to give us some privacy.

“Yeah, Nana. It’s me,” I said, my voice dropping into a gentle register that nobody in the streets would ever recognize.

I leaned down wrapping my arms completely around her frail shoulders. She clutched at my forearms with her wrinkled hands, her eyes slightly cloudy but filled with pure, unconditional love as she smiled up at me.

“Look at you, so big and handsome,” she whispered, her thumb gently tracing the edge of my jawline. “Have you been eating enough out there? You look like you losing weight, baby.”

“Yeah, Nana. I’m eating good,” I smiled, sitting in front of her and holding her small hands.

Today was a good day for her. Some days she remembered me and others she looked at me like a total stranger.

I looked at her peaceful face, my jaw tightening slightly as I thought about how close I’d come to losing this sanctuary when Kane was blackmailing me. But the nightmare was almost over. It was only a matter of time before Kane got what was coming to him. I had money now, and my circle was completely locked down. I had my own independent little bubble and absolutely nothing was gonna disrupt my peace.
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[image: ]The bright light peeking through my curtains let me know it was time to wake my ass up. After Rasheed left, he didn’t even have the nerve to call or text. He just got his nut and left out of here as usual. I knew I wouldn’t be hearing from him for at least three days. Maybe even more. Reluctantly, I rolled over to grab my phone off of the nightstand. I had dozens of calls and messages from Raine and Skye.
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I threw the blanket off my legs and swung my feet onto the cold floor. The anger from Rasheed fucking and leaving me like I was one of his hoes, had me hot, and I knew if I just sat in bed overthinking it, I’d end up breaking something. 

I needed to move. I marched straight into the living room, grabbing a bottle of bleach spray and a rag, and started aggressively wiping down the kitchen counters and the sofa armrests. I needed his cheap cologne and the smell of the streets out of my apartment before I could even think about doing anything else. Cleaning was the only way I could burn off the toxic adrenaline he always left me with. 

As I scrubbed the island, my phone buzzed on top of it. I swiped it open, seeing Raine’s name flashing on the screen. I hit the speaker button, not bothering to stop my aggressive scrubbing.

“Don’t wanna hear it, Raine,” I said, already knowing she was about to give me an unneeded lecture about Rasheed.

“Tell me you didn’t let that man back in your house last night, Stormi.” Raine’s soft voice came through the speaker, instantly laced with that worried tone.

I let out a humorless laugh, spraying another heavy mist of bleach onto the tile. “I couldn’t help it sis. I tried to be strong, but he sweet talked me straight out of my panties, girl. Once you finally get some dick, you will understand.”

I plopped backwards on the couch, no longer in the mood to clean.

“Stormi, you have got to break this cycle.” Raine sighed, her voice heavy with pure concern. “He’s not going to stop this and you know it. Don’t you have this thing going on with your job? You said no distractions.”

“I’m not distracted,” I snapped, though my voice softened because I knew she was right. I threw the rag into the sink and leaned against the counter, looking down at my hands. “Rasheed is dead to me for the next three days anyway, so I’m back in my zone. I’ve already practiced and I’m locked into my routine.”

“Good.” Raine sighed, sounding relieved. “Because Skye and I are coming to the club tonight to support you, and you know I hate clubs. We got a VIP table reserved, so you better make sure we get the premium treatment.” I smirked, relieved we were talking about something other than my toxic ass relationship.

“Please, you’re a Meadows’ girl. You know you’re getting the crown jewel booth right next to the stage.” I smiled, the first one since Rasheed came and ruined my day yesterday. “Just make sure you dress to impress. None of those damn cardigans either. I hear some big-time people are checking out the venue tonight, so the vibe is gonna be heavy.”

“Very funny, Stormi. You know good and well I’m not showing up at a club wearing a cardigan.”

“Just making sure, sis. I have to get to the club, so I’ll talk to you later.”

I hung up the phone and checked the clock. It was time to jump in the shower, get my uniform sorted, and head down to the club to prepare. Yes, it was still early, but I had a multi-million-dollar club floor to run, and I wasn't about to let anything ruin my bag.
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Later that night, it was time to put my magic to work. I sat in front of my vanity mirror, gluing my left eyelash on. I reached for my lip gloss and applied it, rubbing my lips together. I stood up, giving myself a full 360 view and rubbing my hands down my body.

I decided to wear a neon-pink lace slingshot with rhinestone trim, that had my ass sitting up nice. This was the life of being a dancer. Did I want to spend the rest of my life as a dancer?

No.

But I wasn’t a nine to five type of girl. I liked fast money and an even faster lifestyle. I knew that with dancing, I could make a nine to five salary in a couple of hours. Besides, at this club I was considered the best.

Niggas requested me by name, which was Tempest when they entered club Obsessed.

The heavy bass from the club speakers was already thumping through the floorboards before I even stepped out of the dressing room. The DJ screamed over the microphone, sending a massive wave of energy through the packed-out venue. “Miamiiiii! You already know what time it is! Making her way to the center stage right now... y'all make some motherfucking noise for the baddest in the city... TEMPEST!”

The crowd went absolutely wild. The flashing lights caught the rhinestone trim of my slingshot outfit as I swung onto the main pole. The applause was deafening, the air thick with the scent of expensive liquor, weed, and fast money. My favorite.

I completely locked into my routine, letting the music take over my body as I spun, dropped, and commanded the entire room. Hundreds of eyes were glued to me, stacks of paper dollar bills already raining down onto the stage like confetti, but as I executed a flawless spin, my eyes tracked over the VIP booths right next to the stage.

I couldn't help the sudden laugh as I watched my family sitting in one of the booths.

Sitting in the crown jewel booth was my family. Raine was practically hiding behind her own hands, peeking through her fingers with her mouth wide open in pure, innocent shock like she’d never seen ass being thrown before. Next to her, Skye was being classic Skye. Sitting back cool as hell with a premium cocktail in her hand, nodding along to the beat, and giving me a supportive, matching smirk with her designer shades. Leave it to Skye to be in a dark ass club with some shades on. I gave them a quick smile, climbing higher up the pole, hooking my leg and arching my back effortlessly into a smooth, gravity-defying drop that had the entire crowd roaring all over again. Stacks of dollar bills kept flying through the smoke, landing in heavy piles around my heels. 

As the song finally started to wind down, the DJ brought the mic back up to his lips. “Miamiiiii, give it up one more time for the baddest on the stage... TEMPEST!”

I slid down the pole gracefully, striking one final pose in the flashing neon strobe lights before stepping off the stage platform. I scooped up the thick rubber-banded stacks of cash waiting for me at the edge and hurried straight down the dark back hallway toward the dressing rooms, my heart still beating heavily from the intense adrenaline rush.

I was exhausted, sweaty, and ready to get out of this skintight slingshot outfit. But a massive, accomplished smile was plastered all over my face. I had completely dominated the room, made my bag, and I hadn’t thought about Rasheed a single time.

I pushed the dressing room door open, throwing my cash stacks onto my vanity table next to my makeup bags. I couldn't wait to wipe the glitter off my skin, change into a clean set of clothes, and head straight over to the VIP section to down a couple of heavy shots of tequila with Raine and Skye. They were waiting on me, and tonight, I had a whole lot to celebrate.
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“Damn, so your big brother can’t even get a phone call every now and then?” I said into the phone as I spoke to my little sister, Terrica. Terrica Mercer was my twenty-five-year-old sister who had been traveling nonstop anytime she felt like she had a lead on our parents. 

“You know I love you, brother. But I’m so close to finding out what happened to our parents,” she said, and I ticked my jaw muscles so tight, I thought they would crack. 

“Terrica, I told you to dead that shit man. None of that is going to bring them back. I have plenty of ways to find out that information without you risking your life.” I shook my head, because one thing about Terrica was that she was stubborn as fuck. I knew everything I was saying was going to fall on deaf ears when it came to her.

“Don’t you want to find out what really happened to our parents? And not that bullshit story we were fed by grandma as teenagers. She knows more than she lets on, Tae.”

I leaned over the balcony, staring out onto the city, smoking my blunt and exhaling as the smoke wrapped around my body. “What difference does it make now? It’s not like she remembers the shit now that she has Alzheimer’s. Besides, even before she got sick, she wouldn’t tell us anything. Whoever killed them, wanted them dead for a reason. They knew too much, T.”

“Yeah but I—”

BOOM!

A sudden sound of glass shattering against the floor had my heart rate increasing. Nobody besides me and Terrica knew where this house was. I quickly ran back into my house from the balcony, pulling out my Glock, crouching carefully, pointing my gun in different directions just in case someone had come in. I hid behind the wall, peeking just enough to see if anyone had entered. I glanced into the kitchen, and no one was there. I looked toward the hallway where the bedrooms were, and it didn’t seem to be anyone there either.

Once the coast was clear I scanned the living room. Nothing seemed out of place at first, until I looked down and saw the huge red brick with a note attached to it.

The note was folded into several pieces, and I impatiently unfolded it, my adrenaline rising with anticipation of what it said. Terrica frantically calling my name pulled me from my thoughts. I completely forgot that she was on the phone and probably heard the whole thing.

“Hello?! Tae! What the fuck was that?!” Terrica said, her voice laced with panic.

“I’ll call you back—” I said, hanging up before she even had a chance to question me further.

Right there in big bold letters, the message read:

“I KNOW WHAT YOU DID AND YOU WILL PAY.”

My heart instantly fell to my feet and my whole body heated up. It wasn’t because I was afraid. It was because that note could have meant anything, and could have been from anyone. What exactly did I do? I had killed so many people over the years that I lost count. But what kept replaying in the back of my mind was that no one should have known about this house, other than me and Terrica.

That meant someone had been watching me. And for how long were they watching? This meant it wasn’t safe to be here anymore. Without a second thought, I ran up the stairs, two at a time, grabbing the black duffel bag tucked into my closet. I ignored Terrica’s repeated calls and began packing my shit as fast as I could. I threw underwear, a couple of gym shorts, and some clothes for Kash’s party tonight. The fact that someone had found me here didn’t sit right with me, but I wasn’t about to be too brave and take chances. I needed to get out of this house now.
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The heavy bass from the warehouse speakers was thumping so hard it felt like a vibration in my teeth, but I couldn't feel a damn thing.

The venue was packed out to the ceiling, a full-blown movie with champagne sparklers flowing through the VIP sections and security holding down the perimeter. Everybody was hyped up, celebrating the fact that Kash was finally back home after an entire decade.

I stood right next to him in my black designer shirt, my arms crossed over my chest as I went through the motions, nodding at people as they passed by. But my mind was still stuck on the glass-shattering on my living room floor, and the note that was left behind.

“I KNOW WHAT YOU DID AND YOU WILL PAY.”

The words were burned into the back of my eyelids. I had my piece tucked tight against my waistband under my shirt, my eyes constantly darting toward the warehouse entrance, scanning every single face that walked through the door. I wasn't thinking about the party. I wasn't thinking about the liquor. I was wondering who the fuck had tracked me to a place no one knew about, and if they had a tail on Terrica while she was out there digging into our parents’ past.

I made a mental note to tell her to bring her ass home ASAP. That shit could wait another time.

“Yo, Tank. You good, bro?” Kash’s deep voice cut through my thoughts. He leaned over, his heavy-lidded eyes narrowing behind his glasses as he sized me up. “You been standing there looking paranoid since we walked in here. Everything straight, bra?”

I forced my jaw to relax. “I’m good, bra. Just keeping my eyes on the floor. Tonight is about you. Don’t worry about me.”

Kash didn’t look entirely convinced, but before he could press me on it, the heavy metal VIP doors swung open, and his entire energy shifted.

Kash said something to me, before he walked towards the entrance to greet someone. I was too deep in my head to realize what was going on. I took it that was the book editor he was so crazy about, Raine. Following right behind her were two women. I can’t lie, all three of them were beautiful. But the one with the short, ultra blonde pixie cut walked into the room like she owned it. She had a black skintight, body con dress and tall, black platform heels. The one next to her, scoped the scene analytically, never taking her eyes off her surroundings.

I saw Kash motioning for me to come down, once he chopped it up with Raine. He did say he wanted me to meet her. I pushed off of the wall, making my way to the crowd as the bass of the music continued to thump in my ears.

I was almost ready to speak when I heard yelling behind me. I slowly turned around to see the one with the blonde pixie cut shouting some bullshit in my direction.

“Damn, nigga, watch where the fuck you going! You almost made me drop my fucking drink.” She gave me the nastiest mug, looking at me like I killed her mother or something. She didn’t know it, but if her ass didn’t chill out that could definitely be arranged.

I scrunched my face up at her because she had me entirely fucked up. I don’t care how fine she was, she wasn’t about to try me like some hoe in front of all of these people.

“Nah, you watch where the fuck you going. I didn’t even know I bumped into your ass,” I said, and I felt Kash place his hand on my shoulder and pull me back.

“Bra, chill, take a shot,” he said, chuckling. I made my way towards the bar to get a drink, still fuming. I tried my best to ignore the fact that her rude ass had just tried me in front of all of these people. After a few more shots, I was almost calming down from the irritation I felt from that rude ass blonde beauty. And then, from the corner of my eye, I saw a shot glass flying straight past my face.

I turned my head slowly trying to see if I was imagining it, or did this woman just launch a shot glass at me? Me and the woman locked eyes, and Raine was standing in the corner with her hand over her red face, clearly embarrassed that her sister was cutting up like this.

Before I could say or do anything, I heard Kash’s voice over the music.

“Aye, Skye, do me a favor and take Stormi up to the main VIP booth. Get whatever drinks y'all want on me. I need to show Raine something real quick,” he said, and I ran my hand over my face in frustration.

I froze, my eyes locking onto her face as a sudden, unfamiliar heat hit my chest, completely drowning out the paranoia about the note. I didn't know who she was, but looking at the storm rolling into the VIP section, I realized my night was about to get a whole lot more complicated.
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[image: ]Last night didn’t owe me shit. I woke up this morning with the worst hangover I had ever experienced. Every single thump of my pulse sent a sharp pain straight behind my eyes. I groaned, pulling the silk pillowcase over my face to block out the sunlight forcing its way through my window blinds. I rolled over onto my back, staring blankly at the ceiling as my brain slowly started piecing together the blurry, chaotic memories from last night. Going to Kash’s welcome home party with Raine and Skye was supposed to be a regular, fun girls' night out. But of course, because I’m Stormi Meadows, I couldn't just have a regular night.

A sudden, vivid memory flashed behind my eyelids, and my stomach did a flip. I really showed my ass last night, throwing a shot glass at that nigga because he bumped me. I had to stop drinking and showing my ass like this.

“Oh my God, was it really that deep?” I muttered to myself, slightly embarrassed by my actions. Even through my drunken haze last night, I remembered the exact moment our eyes locked on each other. When he turned his head slowly after the glass shattered, I expected him to yell, or curse, but he didn’t.

Instead, he just stood there like a statue in that crisp polo, his tatted arms crossed over his massive chest, mugging me with an unbothered expression that completely threw me off my game. He had
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