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	Cash couldn’t let the situation with his uncle go. He tried waiting it out, but everything went sideways at the Risqué Peach. Wrongs were set right. Cash was getting on track when something happens involving Uncle Drew. 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	


	 

	Mistaken Identity 

	 

	

	Business District, Suite 511

	 

	 

	Cash 

	 

	Mike nodded in passing. Jamar was working. I pushed through the glass doors, “Mike is not liking this.” 

	“Bam has a private suite in his office. He can take a nap whenever. Mike can’t. He needs the downtime.” 

	“So do you,” I relaxed against the wall. “We didn’t expect you in tonight.”

	“I’m here though. What’s up with the girls?” 

	“Sami and Dionne are worried about Mr. Lionel.”  

	“I doubt their Mom will show up on his doorstep again, but we can make the trip to Maryland. Say when.” 

	“I don’t think she’ll be there. The ransom thing was the last straw for Mr. Lionel. He didn’t like how Erika caused a problem with the girls. So, we’ll have to see what happens. Jamieson met with Ethan and Gareth.” 

	Jamar glanced at me, “And they didn’t mix it up?” 

	I chuckled, “No. It worked out, but I don’t think Jamieson apologized.” 

	“Gareth don’t need it. Are they working together?” 

	“Yeah, that’s my understanding of it. Dionne’s mainly worried about Phil.” 

	“Georgie mentioned his grandfather had taken ill. I hit Kyle up. They’re good friends. He’ll check on Phil. Howey will be at Vine Street. Georgie and Mike will pass through on Dionne’s shift. Retta and Kita miss you.” 

	They didn’t need to worry. My jaw tensed, but I kept my shit in check. “I’m not much for socializing right now.” 

	“You’re still struggling. I get it. How’s Uncle Drew?” 

	“He’s working on his sobriety, taking his meds, going to doctor’s appointments, and making his meetings.” 

	Jamar nodded, “Good. Dionne mentioned stopping past.” 

	“Jamieson was with him the other day.”  

	 “Did they lose their minds?” 

	I laughed, “No. My cousin is supporting him. Uncle Drew needs to stay on track and earn his respect.” 

	We were interrupted when the double doors opened. Jamar was standing when everyone came into view. 

	Bam spoke, “Gentlemen, I’ll see you soon.” 

	“We are looking forward to it,” The older man shook Bam’s hand. I was ready to walk them out. My job was to protect clients when they entered and exited the building. They left. A delivery guy was at the desk. Asia wanted me. 

	“This is Jamar’s order,” she softly apologized. “I would’ve called the extension, but you’re here.”  

	“No worries,” I signed the receipt and tipped the guy. “Do you need anything else?” I had a weakness for curvy women with big brown eyes and bright smiles.

	Asia wanted to say something. Her full lashes fluttered, accenting her cheekbones. She was beautiful and kept my attention. Asia decided against it, “I’m fine. Thanks.” 

	“Anytime.” I left our exchange how it was. We only flirted in passing, so there weren’t hints of being more.

	It was a short trip upstairs. Jamar was waiting on his food. I came in, ready to eat. “You ordered for us.” 

	Jamar denied it, “I ordered for me.” 

	“I hear what you’re saying. What are we having?” 

	“Damn, can I live a little?” 

	“You are. Food smells good though.” 

	Jamar chuckled, “I doubled the order. Ask your Mom to bake oatmeal raisin cookies. Barbecue ribs off your old man’s grill sounds good too. I’m without a home. I need food.” 

	“We grill year-round. Consider it done.” I relaxed in the chair, ready to eat, but the office phone started ringing.

	Jamar grabbed it, “Thank you, they can come up.” He ended the call, “Dinner will have to wait. Clients are on their way.” Jamar called Bam’s extension, “Are you expecting Mr. Whitman and Miss Deerfield?”

	Bam confirmed. Well, food was on hold. 

	We were waiting when a sassy redhead in a business skirt suit pushed through the glass door. Miss Deerfield was staring. Mr. Whitman was still talking until she stopped him by holding up her hand. Miss Deerfield didn’t take her eyes off me. She wasn’t a threat, but I couldn’t have her touching my person. Miss Deerfield moved closer, “I have to say everyday clothing looks good on you. I wasn’t expecting to see you here.”  

	“You’re mistaken,” I smiled, “We never met.” 

	Miss Deerfield pouted, “It’s been five or six months, not long enough for you to forget me. Are you saying you don’t remember drinks after work?” 

	She was confusing me with my cousin. I didn’t tell her. Miss Deerfield kept trying, “You said I wasn’t a woman you could forget. We spent time at your place on Riverside Drive.” 

	Damn. She had his address. Well, I had to speak on it. “I’m not Jamieson. He’s my cousin.” 

	Miss Deerfield didn’t believe it, “Cousins? Really? You look like him. You sound like him. You even have the same emerald-green eyes. I would have been willing to believe you two were identical twins, still rare, but cousins. Seriously, no. We had a good time. Didn’t we?” 

	“Lauran,” Bam said her name in warning, “Jamieson Carmichael is his cousin. You’re late.” 

	“I would’ve been on time had your employee not drew my eye,” Lauran was flirting, “The likeness is uncanny.” 

	Mr. Whitman spoke, “Lauran, we have a meeting.” 

	“Don’t rush me,” she snapped at him and then winked at me. “It was good seeing someone so familiar.”  

	Lauran started talking to Bam like she wasn’t ready to get physical a minute before. Mr. Whitman looked embarrassed. I shook my head. Jamar laughed, “Guess you won’t be hooking up with her.” 

	“The thought never crossed my mind. I’m not interested in women my cousin had. I’m not calling Jamieson either. Bam might mention it to him.” 

	“Maybe, maybe not, “Jamar started pulling food from a bag, “I got the five-piece Whiting meal, fries, extra green peppers, and onions. You can have all the bread. I want extra fries.” 

	“I’ll give you half,” I was going through the other bag. 

	We were finished eating by the time Bam’s meeting ended. Lauran Deerfield still wanted attention. She didn’t get it because Jamar walked them out. 

	 

	


	 

	Working Late  

	 

	

	 

	 

	Cash 

	 

	Jamieson was texting. It was dinner rush. I called. Noise was in the background and then quiet. Jamieson probably went to his office. I didn’t want to hold him up, “Hey, What’s going on? Why are you asking about Uncle Drew?”

	“My old man wants to influence your decisions. He knows you make your own choices, same as him.” 

	“Right. I stopped past the other day. His test results are still coming back inconclusive. He’s following up with the neurologist again. Just a heads up for when you’re billed. What’s going on there? Where’s Uncle Rick?” 

	Jamieson was amused, but Brodie was his godbrother, so that made him my cousin, and Broderick senior my uncle. No one will say otherwise.

	 Jamieson was talking to someone. I decided to end the call. “Get back to work.” 

	“Hold on,” he said and then finished giving directions on a complicated sounding dish. “Broderick is doing well. He’s keeping his stress low. Visit here, not at the house.” 

	“I’m not the triplets. Uncle Rick likes my company.”  

	“He’s working longer hours. He should rest.” 

	“Okay. I’ll stop by Lennox soon.”  

	My word was good enough for my cousin. Jamieson ended the call because the restaurant couldn’t wait.

	 Jamar walked in. Something was up. We used the hall to Bam’s office. He noticed the weird vibe too. “What’s up?”  

	Jamar had Bam’s lunch order. He didn’t waste time explaining the rest, “Dame called. Trevor was in Black Stag, bragging about his settlement money.” 

	“Interesting,” Bam tapped his phone and then waited for his call to be answered. “Hermione Morales, Bamma Jones,” he chuckled, “It hasn’t been that long. I’m told there was a settlement from the city for a Trevor Yates. Don’t say more than you need to, please confirm, yes or no.” Bam listened and then replied, “I appreciate you saying so. Dinner? Wednesday evening. Of course, until then.” He ended the call. “It’s confirmed.”  

	Jamar wasn’t letting it go, “I’m hunting him down tonight. Trevor borrowed too much money to be carrying on like he don’t owe nobody nothing.” 

	Collecting debts came with risks. I offered to go with him. Jamar shook his head, “Not tonight Playboy.”

	I said my reasons, “Bam and Mike are handling business in the districts later. Georgie shouldn’t be backup. None of the locations are secure.” 

	Jamar replied, “Trevor will be somewhere high-priced and most likely owned by the Ricci Family.”

	He had a point. I shrugged, “It’ll be a drink minimum wherever you go. Do you want Howey to drive? It won’t work. Howey will feel like he’s cheating on his wife. Hired security won’t get the same results.” 

	Jamar glanced at Bam, “Tell him it’s not happening.”

	Bam relaxed in his chair, “Everything has been calm. Did Dame say anyone was with him?” 

	Jamar answered, “Yeah, Trevor hired security. I can handle it.”  

	“I don’t doubt it,” Bam glanced at me. “I don’t think Jamar should go alone either. Are you cool with this?”

	“Yep, I’ll drive and stay at the car unless Trevor makes a run for it. I’ll keep away from the property line if we go to the Pink Orchard or Risqué Peach.” 

	“Sounds fair. This can get done tonight or we’ll catch up with Trevor another time.” Bam wanted Jamar to decide. “What’s it going to be?” 

	I interrupted, “I’m in. I’m driving Jamar’s car. Don’t want to ruin the pretty boy vibe he got going on.” 

	Jamar wasn’t laughing. “Cool. You can’t carry. I’ll leave my gun in the car, but nothing should be on your hip.” 

	“Done,” I agreed. “I don’t need a gun anyway.”  

	Bam chuckled, “He has a point.” 

	I laughed but didn’t give him too much grief. Jamar left Bam’s office, still not convinced. He had enough to worry about with doing paperwork for the fire.

	 A text came a while later. Jamar checked his phone. “Mercedes said a guy rented the Lush Suite for three hours.”  

	“Does she have a name?” 

	“Not yet. Give it time.” 

	Mike came in. My plans for the night depended on what time we caught up with Trevor. I kicked back with my phone, and Jamar wasn’t saying much. Can’t say he didn’t have a good reason to be worried. My moods have been up and down, but I kept my word until Jamieson said there was no need. Antonio’s cousins didn’t hang out in the bars, so there was no way to know if Luca and Umberto were still in the country. Everything could wait until the meeting. Antonio will be there. Maybe he’ll offer something in exchange for not kicking his cousins’ asses.

	Another text hit Jamar’s phone. It was Mercedes because he stood up. Guess it was time to go.

	Georgie texted to say he already reached out to Antonio. We left the building. It didn’t take long to get in Jamar’s car and hit the road. Trevor had to be at the Risqué Peach of all places. Maybe we could grab him and be through. 

	 

	

	 

	Gone Wrong 

	 

	
	 

	 

	Cash 

	 

	Luxury vehicles weren’t my thing, but Jamar’s car drove like a dream. It always purred and never hesitated when picking up speed. He put some serious money into it, and judging by how the car ran, it was worth every dollar. 

	My old man told stories about how the Risqué Peach was back in the day. Vince Ricci gave the place to his son. Antonio changed it to a fantasyland with the works. 

	I parked. Jamar ditched his holster, removed the magazine, and released the bullet from the gun’s chamber. Everything went in the glove compartment.

	The wind was a beast. Cold air swirled against the glass. Jamar crossed the lot. I glanced at the time. There was a two-drink minimum. Jamar would probably kick back unless Trevor was leaving. We would quickly box him in. 

	I texted Georgie to say everything was cool. Lorenzo Gallo came into view. Antonio wasn’t on the premises or Lorenzo would still be inside. His truck left the parking lot. Time slowly ticked by, but I was cozy with the heat on.

	People came and went. A SUV stopped at the curb. A truck screeched to a halt behind it. That was odd because they could’ve easily used the parking lot. I turned off the engine. Laughter erupted, but Vito’s voice drew attention. He was arguing with Luca and Umberto. 

	I shook my head and texted my location because Jamar was still inside, so there was no telling how the situation would go if he had a run-in with the brothers. Georgie replied. Roman and Khalil were heading my way. They were at the Risqué Peach often enough, so it worked. 

	Vito was still trying, “Boss said to stay all night.” 

	Luca’s voice was louder, “You were only bringing us here. I don’t need security. My car is parked right there,” he pointed to the parking lot. “I’ll relax for a bit. Who is gonna fuck with us? No one. There’s nothing going on in this boring city. Go chase pussy. Fucking relax.” 

	Umberto laughed with his brother. Vito was confused. “We can’t protect you.” 

	“You can’t protect anybody,” Luca told him. “Fuck, give us space. What the fuck is my cousin paying for? Don’t look at your men. Do as you’re told.”  

	Vito was texting and trying to reason with him. It didn’t work. Luca yelled, “Go cry to Antonio! Nobody cares!” 

	Vito’s phone went off. He glanced at it and then hurried to a truck with his men. The brothers laughed when the vehicles sped away. Luca stopped walking to pull out a cigarette. Umberto was talking, “Man, I’m hoping Cammie and Meggie are working. I’m asking them out.” 

	Luca chuckled and patted his pockets for a lighter. “They want your money. They won’t fuck you.” 

	“You don’t know,” Umberto argued. “They like me.” 

	“They like your money,” Luca lit his
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