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    This is my tenth published project.


I'm really excited to share this story with my family, my friends and the amazing people whom I never met. People who download my stories, and sit down and vibe with my ideas.


This is the book I'm most proud of so far and I'm happy to bring you into my world of Urban Noir. 


so toke up baby it's story time.


S.K.
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CHAPTER 1

GREAT CUSTOMER SERVICE
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I was really giving it my best shot. I was trying with all that was in me. I was so close to it. I could taste it. As a matter of fact tasting, it was at the top of my list.

I’m not a bad looking guy. I’m no Michael B. Whomever. But I’m alright. I’m handsome. My name is J. Kinkayd. I used to be a cop. 

But the Police department looks down on stoners. I failed one too many drug tests and quit before I was fired. I love weed. And this wasn't the first life choice I made because of it. Now I made a living as a private dick.

I kept showing this client lady pictures of her husband cheating. She got angrier at every snapshot.

I was trying to turn that anger into a wet place to stay tonight. If you know what I mean. Her husband was out of town she said. 

He’s most likely with another woman I told her. She took another shot of Irish nectar and placed a creamy brown hand on my thigh. 

That's more like it I thought. I looked at my watch 7 pm. It was early I had a chance. Eternal optimist, I've always been. At least according to my Uncle Dennis.

Her name was Gladys. Her eyes shined like a hot diamond ring on Friday night. We sat in Tabby’s. It was my favorite Hookah bar in town. Well since Johnny V’s closed that is.

The spot had a liquor license. So I alternated between throwing back shots of Jameson and pulling smoke from the ornate hose.

I went to High School with the owner Tabitha Conner. A hot little-mixed girl. I've had her on my list for years. She was always to smart for my bullshit though. 

But to her credit, she never said anything when I spiked my tobacco with herb. With all the different scents going around in the small lounge. No one ever noticed. 

Gladys sat “Indian style” on her bean bag. Is that PC? Who cares? I’m not even sure which Indians that would offend. 

She wore red yoga pants and a fuzzy purple sweatshirt. Her short brown hair did very little to hide the beads of sweat on her forehead. 

She’d gotten drunk pretty fast. We’d only smoked one Hookah bowl so far. But the three shots of whiskey had her acting risky.

She ordered another from the server girl with the pink dreadlocks. I had to get her to consent to the old slap and tickle. Before this episode turned into something else.

I’d already gotten paid the cake. I just wanted the icing at this point. But I wasn’t gonna do it with a drunk chick that wasn’t aware. I’m not a creep.

A drunk chick that was awake is a different story. I thought of how fast I could get my hands on a little bag of coke. 

We were seated in the back of the little lounge. My back was to the door. Big mistake, I know. I was lost in my lustful master plan. I didn’t notice her eyes get wide as saucers.

I was just starting to tell her how I had a designer Hookah back at my place. When I felt a hand on my shoulder. A big hand. It gripped me like a vice and easily lifted me off my stupid little beanbag.

As I was flying thru the air. I wondered what I could’ve done to avoid this. My Kaiser was paid up, I thought as I crashed into a Tiki bamboo tea stand.

Her Husband was Herc Holmes. The most famous UFC fighter in San Jose. This was gonna hurt. Hella.
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CHAPTER 2

UNCLE PATRICK
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Herc Holmes was a very persuasive guy. He insisted I get my ass beat. And I couldn’t help but agree with him. 

Afterward, I went back to my office to lick my wounds and smoke away from my pain. My secretary or assistant was there. I‘m not sure the proper title. All I know is she answers my phone and tells me when I'm broke.

Such was the case this evening. She went over the books orally while patching me up. She was a sweetheart. I was pretty sure she had a crush on me. But I always played the oblivious role. 

A good girl Friday was hard to find. Penny Valentine was 25 years old. Black and Puerto Rican. She’s a little on the heavy side but pretty in the face. Her ample bottom was in a tight pair of jeans by dreams. Her torso in a black V-neck t-shirt that showed off her cleavage.

So we are broke I said. It’s not the first time. I’ll sell some bud or pick up a side job. We’ll make it we always do.

I looked at her face. My reassurances rolling off her like so many raindrops on a slicker. My keen senses finally kicked in. I became aware that something was bothering Penny.

What’s really on your mind? I said. She looked at me as if it was about time I noticed her. She sighed and pressed play on a news program she recorded on the office DVR.

The news story concerned a curious case of maybe murder maybe suicide. Clamp Academy is the most swanky prestigious private school in the county.

A popular teacher by the name of Archer Hood was found dead in his office.  Not too thrilling by most crime standards. But wait! There’s more.

He was found nude sitting at his desk. The gun was in his hand. And a bullet was in his throat. A common practice for suicide victims who want an open casket. 

The suicide note was on the desk in front of him. Still not enough to make me interesting. But wait! There’s more.

Another man was found in the room as well. A Clamp Academy custodian named Patrick Valentine. He is Penny's uncle. He was found nude and blackout drunk. He claims not to remember a thing.

Yes, a very strange scenario. The Police are baffled. They traditionally prefer the neatness of a suicide. But Patrick being there put things in another picture frame.

See it this way. We live in America.  And Patrick is a black man. A black man who happened to be found in a locked room with a dead man. It didn’t look good for him. I shook my head and said a silent prayer for the brother.

Penny looked at me anxiously and asked me If I could help him? I didn’t want to kid her. It looks bad I said. I’m not sure
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