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      The first time I saw her, I was sitting at a bar top, ordering hot wings, crinkle cut fries, and a club soda with grapefruit juice. The jazz club’s door opened, and she floated across the floor toward me. Sounds from the saxophone, guitar, and piano all dampened as she approached. It was hard to take my eyes away from her. She wore a v-neck, navy-colored wrap midi dress with a slit. Sparkles emitted from her wrist as light struck her diamond-speckled gold bracelet. I glanced away briefly, but my eyes quickly returned to her alluring strides. We fixed on each other when she reached the empty bar. Her baby brown eyes complemented her mocha skin. She sucked in her lips and smoothed her dress before sitting one stool away from me.

      “What can I get you, ma’am?” Robby, the bartender, asked.

      “For now, I’ll just have a Coke,” the woman said in a gentle tone which kept the words lingering for seconds after she spoke them.

      “You got it,” Robby said before turning away.

      He glanced at me while shrugging his lips and nodding. It was a gesture he and I used for years to suggest the appreciation we had for a female’s appearance. The woman’s shoulder-length, curly, natural hair bounced as she adjusted herself on the stool. She brushed a bundle of curls behind her ear, exposing her sharp cheekbone and narrow jawline.

      She smiled at me.

      I smiled back. “How you doin’?” I asked.

      Her eyes widened, and her smile grew. She threw a hand over her mouth as she laughed. A soft, enchanting giggle.

      I continued smiling. “Happy my question makes you smile and laugh,” I said.

      She raised her palm and patted the air between us while continuing to laugh. “No, no, no,” she struggled to say. “It’s just—you have a unique, deep voice. Has anyone ever told you that you sound like Barry White?”

      “I may have heard it a few times,” I said.

      Robby settled a napkin and a dew-dripping glass of Coke in front of her. “Sounds like Barry White and would look like him if he wasn’t bald and had more weight on him.”

      I pointed my thumb at Robby. “See this?” I said. “I’ve been dealing with it since grade school.”

      “So, you two went to school together?” she asked.

      “Yep. Right here in Tampa,” Robby answered.

      “Oh, okay.”

      “My name’s Robby, by the way. Let me know if you need anything else,” Robby said before looking at me. “Your food will be out shortly, Mr. Barry White. The taller, leaner, bald version.”

      She giggled. “You have the voice; you have the full beard. If you had more weight, some hair, and was a little shorter, you could go for Barry White’s son.”

      I chuckled, then smiled.

      “But,” she continued while fixing on my face, “a bald man with a deep voice is a weakness of mine.”

      “You don’t say,” I said, leaning toward her. “Because a mocha woman with natural hair and full lips, filling a dress like the one you’re wearing, is a weakness of mine.”

      She glanced away and gently traced her hand down the side of her neck. “You use that line before?” she asked.

      “I was just gonna ask you the same thing.”

      We laughed. I was just about to hit her with one of my best lines, but my phone rang.

      “One sec,” I told her before removing my phone.

      The screen showed a missed call from Keith, my cousin. Not a very close cousin, but close enough to where he felt comfortable calling me when he needed something. Yeah, I was sure he needed something and it could wait, so I figured I’d just call him back later.

      “Sorry about that,” I said to the woman, placing the phone back inside my pocket. “Now, where were we?”

      “You were telling me how you used that same full lips, filling a dress line on other women.”

      My eyebrows furrowed. “I think we moved past that,” I said, half-smiling.

      She cocked her head to the side playfully. “Did we?” she asked.

      My phone rang again, Keith’s number on the screen.

      I sighed. “I’m gonna take this,” I said before slowly looking her up and down. “Don’t wanna but have to.”

      “Okay.”

      She smiled and kept her eyes on me as I stood and made my way toward the same door she used to enter. I stepped outside onto the sidewalk and under the cloud-blotted night sky. Pedestrians hoofed the sidewalk and cars whizzed past on the street. I found a spot near the jazz club’s entrance and leaned against the wall.

      “Yeah, Keith?” I said with the phone to my ear.

      “Hi, cuz, I need a favor.”

      I rolled my eyes. “Naw, really? Here I am thinking you were just calling to check on me.”

      “You got jokes, but I’m serious, man.”

      “I was in the middle of sumpin’.”

      “Look, it’s a job.”

      “You know I don’t like doing jobs for family.”

      “Yeah, yeah, I know. But you’re the best at what you do, and this one could be a nice payday.”

      I sighed but said nothing.

      “You’ca put it toward that downtown condo you been saving for.”

      I inhaled, then slowly exhaled, hoping I wouldn’t regret what I was about to do. “What is it? And it betta not be nothing shady,” I said.

      “No—well, it’s a watch.”

      “A wristwatch?”

      “A Rolex. Uncle Eugene gave it to me.”

      I felt my eyebrows furrow. “Rich Uncle Eugene? I haven’t seen him in years. Not since he left Florida. Why would he give you that?”

      “He gave it to me when I went to visit him a little while back.”

      “You hustled it from him?”

      “No, no, promise. He told me I can have it and sell it, or do whatever I wanted with it, I promise.”

      “Uh-huh. How much is the watch worth?” I asked.

      “Well, you know it kinda fluctuates depending⁠—”

      “Keith, how much?”

      “Ahh. Probably forty stacks.”

      “Whoa! And you lost it?”

      “More like someone took it.”

      I chuckled. “I don’t know what Uncle Eugene was thinking, giving you sumpin’ like that.”

      “He didn’t care. He has way more where that came from.”

      “Where’s the watch, Keith?”

      Keith sighed. “Terrell has it,” he answered.

      “Wait. The only Terrell I know is the one who wanna be a thug.”

      I heard Keith shrug through the phone. “Him and a couple of his boys jacked me.”

      I laughed. I remembered when Terrell was a little snotty nose punk who wanted to be like me. Not exactly sure why he fell off and became a menace to society.

      “Yo, not funny,” Keith continued.

      “Who could’ve imagined?” I said, tempering myself. “Little Terrell robbing you. You know where he stay?”

      “He bounces around, but I know where he’s at now.”

      “Where?”

      “Bernini’s Pizza.”

      “Here in Ybor City?”

      “Yep.”

      “Man, that’s just up the street from where—wait a minute—you knew I was at my spot.”

      “I mean, you go there a lot.”

      I scoffed. “You a trip,” I said, shaking my head.

      “Will you go get it? I know a man in Sarasota who wanna buy it.”

      “I got you, but I want half.”

      “Half?”

      “Did I stutter? If you’re my client, you’re paying like one.”

      “Whateva, man. I just want it back.”

      “Guns?” I asked.

      “What?”

      “Did they have any guns?”

      “Yeah, Terrell’s boy had one. A skinny guy with a nappy fro and a nappy goatee. He needs to comb that mess.”

      “But yet they got your watch,” I said. “I’m heading there now, half.”

      I ended the call, then walked back inside.

      Robby had his elbows on the bar top, leaning toward the woman, talking.

      “So, he came back home after that,” is all I heard him say as I approached and took my seat.

      “That was quick,” Robby said.

      “Apparently not quick enough,” I said.

      “What’s that supposed to mean?”

      “I didn’t know you were a detective in Los Angeles,” the woman said.

      “That’s what I mean,” I told Robby.

      Robby threw me a dismissal wave. “Your food’s about ready,” he said before walking toward the kitchen door.

      “Hey, just keep it warm for me.”

      “Alright,” Robby said with a shrug.

      “I wasn’t a detective,” I informed the woman.

      She winced.

      “I passed the detective’s exam, but never worked as a detective. Was on LAPD SWAT though.”

      “Well, aren’t you just full of surprises, Mr. Chance Freeman?”

      “Oh, he told you my name, too.”

      She nodded. “Um-hum.”

      “How long are you going to be here?”

      She bit her lower lip and hunched her shoulders. “Not sure.”

      “Look, I hafta make a quick run, but I’ll be

      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Alex Cage Action Thrillers
      


      		
        Join the Reader’s List
      


      		
        Also By Alex Cage
      


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright Page
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Thank you for reading
      


      		
        More By Alex Cage
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Alex Cage Action Thrillers
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Also By Alex Cage


      		Title Page


      		Copyright Page


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/a-deadly-chance-a-chance-freeman-thriller-alex-cage-thriller-author.jpg
CHANCE
FREEMAN
THRILLER

HANCEA

AI.EX CAGE







OEBPS/images/alex-cage-clean-fast-paced-action-thrillers-logo-2.jpg
ALEXACAGE

CLEAN FAST-PACED ACTION THRILLERS





