
 

 

 
 

 

Chapter Twenty-Six 
 
 
 
 

 
“Oops I did it again. Mmm, mm, mmmm, mm, mmmmm. Huh, hunh, 

hunh, hunh, huh.” I’d been sitting in the parking lot of the Elizabeth T. 
Lloyd Rehab Center for about thirty minutes. I was running through all the 
Britney Spears songs I knew to pass the time and avoid actually opening the 
door and walking toward the entrance. I knew I was delaying the inevitable 
and had finally reached the end of my repertoire. I steeled myself, and then 
stalled by taking the time to bang my head against the steering wheel. I 
wondered if Britney ever took to steering wheel head-banging during her 
demise. I analyzed this further to impede my entre.  

Well, hell.  
I grabbed my navy and cream-stitched purse and slammed my navy and 

cream-stitched cowboy boots on the pavement before I could talk myself out 
of it. I shot through the door and ignored the soothing blue-tinged lighting, 
muted green walls, and boring, bland tan carpet to head to the information 
desk.  

“Hello. I’d like to see a patient. He’s not expecting me, but we’re old 
friends.” The receptionist looked at me dispassionately but not unkindly. 
She was about my mama’s age and my Nonnie’s height, with tortoise shell 
glasses hanging from a beaded chain around her neck. I didn’t recognize her 
and wasn’t really in the mood to ask her who her people were. 

“Who is it, darlin’?” 
“His name is Cash Stetson.” I watched the apathy turn to curiosity and 

slight pique. 
 He’d gotten to her.  
A pink tinge had begun to grow on her cheeks.  
“And you are?” I took a deep breath.  
“Lilly Atkins.” She sucked air through a lipstick-feathered mouth.  
“Oh my.” I managed a constipated twist of my own lips. 



 

 

“Yep.”  
She fluttered around and not so discreetly checked me for a weapon, 

informing me she’d have to ‘make a call.’ I stepped away from the desk to 
let her make her call and get her bearings. I wasn’t on a rampage to upset 
anyone. I just wanted to get this over with. I began to while away the 
seconds and my angst by picking at my week-old manicure.  

It wasn’t that I was nervous about seeing Cash again. Sure, he had been 
ticked, cussing and writhing around on the ground the last time I’d laid eyes 
on him. But truth be told, Cash knew that even with me pointing a pink 
pistol at his foot and pulling the trigger, we were still a long way from even. 
No, it wasn’t that I was afraid of the sound and fury that one Cash Stetson 
might be. I just wasn’t sure what I was doing here. Was I here to talk? To 
apologize like everyone kept urging? To make sure he was still here and 
hadn’t run off to Vegas? I wasn’t sure.  

 “Lil?” 
I spun on my boot heel and took him in.  
 

You have got to be kidding me.  
 

He had on baggy cream linen pants and a tight lavender stretchy shirt 
best suited for practicing yoga. On his feet were hemp sandals and a 
freaking toe ring. His dark auburn hair had grown out to cover the receding 
hair line. His trimmed fu Manchu goatee was scraggly-long. I detected the 
suspicious waft of incense. He looked irritatingly Zen. However, his 
cornflower blue eyes held no trace of haze. In fact, they were sharply taking 
in the situation with a wiliness suited for the Cash of old.  

We all know my mama has taught me shit from shinola, and let me tell 
you this was the single biggest load of bullshit Cash Stetson had put out into 
the universe.  

“To what do I owe this honor?” Even his tone was soothing. I’d always 
attributed Cash’s voice to that of a whine. Maybe because he usually was 
whining. But now he sounded like a wacky-weed smoking, meditating, Ivy 
League philosophy professor.  

I bristled. It’d be my best bet to get this over with before I lost my 
nerve or embarrassed myself. Or worse, said something that opened a door I 
couldn’t close. I drew a deep breath and pulled back my shoulders, not sure 
what was going to come out when I opened my mouth. 



 

 

“I came to apologize.” His eyes narrowed with almost undetected 
surprise. A tiny twitch jumped on his mouth. 

“For...?” I was on the verge of losing my composure, but stopped short 
of bristling. 

“For shooting you in the foot.” 
“Toe.” He corrected, with a little too much pleasure. I waved my hand 

toward him. 
“Yes. That. I’m sorry.” He nodded sagely. Well, as sagely as Cash 

Stetson can get. 
 “Shall we sit?” He gestured grandly toward the common area table and 

waited patiently, the crystal on his neck twinkling off the random lightening 
shooting through the windows. In an effort to keep the upper-hand, I 
acquiesced. A good defense is the best offense. I’d certainly learned that 
from Cash.  

“How’s Tally?” I relaxed a little. My little sister was a safe subject for 
me. I knew Cash held a certain fondness for her.  

“She’s fine. Trying to get herself into trouble, as always.” He nodded 
and quirked the side of his pretty mouth.  

“And your head?” I reached up gingerly to finger the injury from 
whence the stitches were freshly removed.  

“I survived. My karma may have been a little cranky.” He smiled 
benevolently and shook his head, gently shaking his finger at me. The 
incense and antiseptic were lulling me into a relaxed state. Was that 
lavender? Cash’s newly modulated voice continued. 

“What happened there?” He motioned toward one arm.  
“I ran into a fence.” He nodded like he already knew the answer. And 

didn’t believe the one I’d given him. 
“And that?” he gestured to my other arm, tucked in my side.  
“Retail injury,” I said. He nodded again, not arguing.   
“Your law practice?” I started to answer and got a whiff of someone’s 

microwaving Lean Cuisine, interrupting the steady stream of eucalyptus. 
The reverie broke, and I snapped back to reality.  

It was smoother, this game that was Cash. A little more refined, 
perfected by a stint with addicts whose skills were more honed, out of 
desperation. Either the group, solo, or shock therapy had paid off, or he had 
just dried out from distractions long enough to dig deep to sharpen his 
routine. So sharp, so polished, so much, that I almost didn’t catch it.  



 

 

He wouldn’t. Would he? The Taoist monk routine was a little too 
clichéd. He wouldn’t! 

Oh yes he would. 
I slammed my hands down on the table. 
“Are you trying to be my friend!?!” I veritably shook with rage and my 

long perfected indignation. He sighed patiently, and I perused his surfer bum 
goatee in an attempt to detect a smirk.  

“Listen, Lil. I spent the better part of my formative years trying to sleep 
with you. Without success, I might add.” He didn’t add the expected wink. 
He was really getting into the part. “I spent my late twenties being both 
pissed at you and pining for you, and the recent turn of events has left me 
kicking myself for not marrying you when I had the chance. I figured 
friends might be a healthy change.” He was so full of crap. I didn’t know 
which was worse: that he was still selling, or that he actually thought I’d 
buy.  

I simmered, trying to keep my discombobulated frustration from 
boiling over. I was so damn tired of Cash trying to make me feel and look 
stupid. I was damn tired of carrying around the notion of some responsibility 
for him being in here. And I was damn tired of getting my butt kicked every 
time I pulled on my boots to go kick some butt.  

I couldn’t think of anything good to do in that moment. So in a frenzy 
of caged-animal rage, I punched him. Hopped up, walked right around the 
table and popped him. Blood started streaming from his aristocratic nose.  

I was so incensed I forgot my proclivity for throwing up. It didn’t seem 
to rock his world any; he only pulled up his sweat-wicking purple yoga shirt 
to sop up the blood and tilted his head back. I detected a hint of a set of six-
pack abs once lost. I sensed amusement in his demeanor, which only 
infuriated me more.  

“I don’t care how much ‘rehab’,” I air-quoted, “you’ve had. This is a 
load of horseshit. I am not a part of your twelve-step program, you moe-
ron.” He held up his hands in surrender.  

“Never my intention, Lilly dear.” I noticed we had attracted the 
attention of some orderlies and the receptionist I’d made nervous earlier. 
They were distantly apprehensive, not sure whether to rescue Cash from me, 
or me from Cash; a dilemma that had left many a Brooksian frozen.  

“You are a crock. I can’t wait until you get out of rehab so I can shoot 
you again.” I grabbed my purse and spun on my boot heel. However, clarity 



 

 

dawned and I stopped short within the doorframe and spun back around. He 
wasn’t fast enough to check his triumphant grin. 

 Jackass.  
We’d done this before. I’d done this before. He’d sucked me in, just 

like before. Other people, it worked ever so well on. But not me. Two dates 
in, I’d always been able to spot it. But he’d gotten me this time. And I didn’t 
like it. Not one bit. Everyone else he’d sucked in was going to think I was 
crazy. And mean. But I knew that look. I knew that Cash. Justifiable 
homicide had never been so justified.  

The receptionist reached for me, but I evaded her like Quint Jackson 
junior year in the playoffs. I stomped back over to him and stomped my very 
expensive cowgirl boot on his yet unhealed left big toe. The comical 
demeanor left his body and whatever blood hadn’t drained from his nose left 
his face. I’m sure crazier ex-girlfriends have done more damage.  

“Do. Not. Mess. With. Me.” I pivoted and breezed out the door of the 
rehab center, knocking over a bamboo tree and leaving the scent of sulfur in 
my wake. 


