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	Jamar didn’t have house or home. He was making the best of it when Dame called from the Black Stag. Someone was ignoring their debt. Jamar had plans on visiting the Risqué Peach. He wanted to finish work and be through, but Cash’s situation reaches a breaking point. 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	


	 

	Executive Suite 

	 

	

	Gold Strand Hotel

	 

	 

	Jamar 

	 

	This week was the worst. My phone was still going off. Missed calls and texts from Jordyn were showing. I wasn’t in the mood but called my sister anyway. 

	Jordyn answered, “Where are you? I called like fifty times. Are you okay? Why didn’t you go home?” 

	“My building caught on fire. Why would I be there?”

	“Don’t get smart,” she huffed, “Our parents are thinking the worst, and you’re somewhere laying up. You should be at the house with them.” 

	“Mom and Dad don’t need the stress. Jordie, stop being hysterical. I’m the youngest, my apartment has smoke damage. I’m in crisis. This is not about you.” 

	Jordyn sighed, “You’re right. How are you?” 

	“Tired. I could still be sleeping, but you’re playing on my phone. Stop watching the news. It’s depressing.” 

	“Don’t tell me what to do,” Jordyn sucked her teeth, “I won’t stop worrying either.” 

	“Worry all you want. You’re calling our parents.” 

	“I shouldn’t have to,” Jordyn sounded defeated, “You’re the one with the emergency.”

	“I was taking care of it while you were frantically calling family. You’ll cover Jamir and Jezebel’s travel expenses if they fly in, no, I’m not paying for half. They have demanding careers. You should understand since you’re a nurse. Aren’t you working?” 

	“I’m on break,” Jordyn replied. “And stop downplaying this. Your building caught fire. Smoke and high flames.”  

	“There were minor injuries. Some people had smoke inhalation. They were transported to the hospital, but we made out okay. Even damn Snickers is alive and well.” 

	My sister laughed, “He’s adorable. Stop acting like you don’t like Snickers. Who doesn’t love a Yorkie?” 

	“Me. He’s a menace. Miss Reeva was crying and refusing to use the fire escape until someone found her precious Snickers. Mister Stanley tried reasoning with her. Miss Greta shoved her aside and took the fire escape like it wasn’t nothing.” 

	Jordyn laughed, “I can see that happening. Miss Greta is all about her safety. Miss Reeva loves Snickers though.” 

	“He don’t love her. Snickers left the building on his own. He was cuddled in a stranger’s arms, all smug, like look at those stupid humans. They all gonna die.”  

	Jordyn couldn’t stop laughing, “You’re terrible.” 

	“You’re crazy. I’m tired. I’m going to sleep until eleven.” 

	“Aww, you’ll get six whole minutes of sleep. It’s almost eleven. I’ll call our siblings. You call Mom and Dad. Bye.” My sister was still laughing when the call ended. 

	 It was a good idea to keep necessities in my car. My clothes smelled like smoke and had to be thrown out. Hotel staff was happy to do it after bringing more pillows. The bed was nice, and I wanted to be back in it, but I brushed my teeth and pulled on sweatpants and a t-shirt. 

	A knock happened. I answered the door and stepped back. Lincoln Voight walked in with his assistants. 

	Lincoln’s great-grandparents were German Immigrants. They came to the country in the 1800s. Lincoln’s dad was a tailor and his dad before him was a tailor too. He still owns his family’s house in Over-the-Rhine. Lincoln is a quiet man, but he can tell interesting stories passed down from earlier generations. It’s cool hearing about how Cincinnati was back then. German heritage is everywhere from our street names to the architecture. Linc looks forward to Oktoberfest-Zinzinnati every year. Freedom Way at the Banks to Rosa Parks Street are normally closed. Second & Elm and Third & Walnut streets were blocked off too for celebrations. Oktoberfest is German beer, food, music, and traditions.
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