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Chapter One

 


It's two in the morning and I can't
sleep. This evening I found out that Keith was having a baby with
his new wife.

Keith and I were married for eight
years and for the last three years of our marriage, we tried making
a baby and couldn't.

It wasn't like there was anything wrong
with either one of us. The doctor said Keith's sperm count was on
the low side of normal but other than that, he was perfectly
fine.

As for me, the doctor told me that it
would take a little bit longer to get pregnant because I was a
woman in my thirties.

Believe me, we tried. At one point, we
were having sex almost every day. I want to say that we made love,
but it really wasn't. It was very mechanical with no
passion.

I can't remember how many times I would
tell Keith it was time to have sex because I was ovulating. He
would get up like he was some kind of machine and just do it. After
about ten or fifteen minutes, he would sneeze just before he was
ready to come and then he was done.

He always would say, "Maybe we just
made our little one" and fall sleep. His sneezing and falling
asleep afterward got on my nerves. I never could figure out why he
sneezed. He might have been allergic to himself or something. It
was just strange. As for the falling asleep, I guess a lot of men
did that.

As for my own satisfaction, I never
even pretended that I got anything out of it. I wasn't going to
fake something I didn't feel. I know most women do, but I'm not one
of them.

But Keith knew how to kiss and hug. He
always made me feel special when he held me in his arms. I guess
that is what I really miss.

I also miss the fact that as fine as
Keith was, he was never caught up on his looks. He had G.Q. looks
and yet he was so down to earth. He was 6'2" and had a body that
had the right kind of muscles. Not your body builder type of
muscles but the muscles of a basketball player.

His hair was thick and curly and he had
the most luscious lips that I have ever seen on a man. I remember
when I met him twelve years ago, staring at those nice thick juicy
lips and thinking how much I wanted to kiss him.

But there was more to Keith than his
face and body; he also cared about people. He was always helping
people with their problems. He was a college professor at San Jose
State during the day and at night and on the weekends, he was
involved with a number of political organizations.

Keith was what most women would call a
good man. So, when he asked me to marry him, I naturally said
"yes."

After a few months of marriage, I had
to compete with Keith's other love, the community. When I say
community, I don't mean the typical black community. In San Jose,
we don't have a black part of town. Instead, we are spread out all
over from Berryessa to Evergreen to the Eastside. So, you never
know where you're going to run into black folks.

There are 50,000 of us in San Jose.
That may seem like a lot of folks, but it really isn't. San Jose
has close to a million people. Latinos are the biggest minority
followed by Asians.

San Jose is a wannabe city. It's not
like Oakland or San Francisco which are real cities. San Jose is a
giant suburb that just keeps on growing.

Of course, the politics is like
anywhere else. There is an African-American power structure; and
Keith was a part of this leadership. Not that the leadership was
all that powerful. There only had been a handful of
African-American city council members in the history of San
Jose.

Keith had political aspirations, but he
didn't want to be a politician. No, instead he was into attending
all these community meetings. He constantly would have me waiting
up for him to come home from a meeting.

Most of the time I would be home by
myself until ten or eleven at night before Keith would walk in.
Now, that's fine when I'm working long hours in my business as a
private investigator, but when I haven't had a major case in a
while, I expect to spend time with my husband.

And with Keith, it seemed like the only
times when I would see him was in the morning when he got ready for
work and when he came home to go to sleep. We used to argue about
this all the time.

He would tell me that if I wanted to
see him more that I needed to get involved with the organizations
he spent time with.

Politics has never been my thing. I
vote and I read the paper. But I never wanted to be a community
activist. Despite our differences, Keith and I managed to be
together for five years without any major incidents. I would go to
the important events with him and be his dedicated wife.

To everyone on the outside, we were the
perfect couple. But I got tired of playing that charade. I finally
got the courage to tell Keith that I wanted a man who would give me
attention when I needed it and would spend time with me when I
wanted it.

That's when Keith came up with the idea
that it was time for us to have a baby. We were both in our
thirties. We had a house. Our finances were good. So naturally, it
was time to start a family.

That was fine with me. We tried and we
tried over and over for the next three years and as you know, the
baby never happened.

I finally offered Keith the proposition
of adopting a baby. After all, there were plenty of
African-American babies in foster homes.

Keith refused to consider this. He had
been adopted and he felt that his birth mother had abandoned him.
He never forgave her. He even tried to find her, but he was
unsuccessful. When I offered my help, he wasn't
interested.

He blamed me for failing to get
pregnant and called me "infertile."

I knew that this was not the case. Back
in college, I dated Eric who is the only other man that I have been
with. Well, that's not true. There have been a few others, but
they're not worth discussing.

Eric had the prettiest brown eyes that
I have ever seen and had a nice cleft chin. He was absolutely
gorgeous.

At the time, Eric was a psychology
student at San Jose State. When I first met Eric, I knew that we
would be together.

After we were friends for a year, we
started dating. At the age of 21, I lost my virginity to Eric and
I'm glad that Eric was the one.

Let's just say, without going into
details, Eric definitely knew how to satisfy a woman.

You know how you can get addicted to
something, because it feels so good. After a few weeks of being
with Eric, I just couldn't get enough of him.

But like any other addiction, it had
drawbacks. Eric was always broke; he always needed money for
something: his rent, food or books.

During our year and half relationship,
I must have given him over five grand. He then got an eviction
notice and asked me for money. I gave him the phone number to Legal
Aid, told him I was tired of his poor ass living off me and left
him.

A month later, I found out I was
pregnant. I wasn't ready to become a mother. On top of this, I was
raised to believe that you shouldn't have a child if you are not
married. There was no point in telling Eric, because he definitely
was not husband material- let alone father material. So I
terminated my pregnancy.

I never told Keith, because I knew his
feelings on abortion. He felt that abortion was murder and that for
a black woman to have abortion was genocide. When Keith called me
"infertile," I just ignored his comments and said
nothing.

My marriage got to the point where I
just couldn't stand being with Keith. Keith was never home. The sex
was terrible. I knew that no matter how much we tried, the baby
would never happen. The bottom line was that we had no chemistry
and we just weren't compatible.

After eight years of marriage, I told
Keith I was leaving him. When he asked me if there was another man,
I wanted to laugh.

Not once did I ever consider having an
affair. No, I was leaving Keith for my future, for my sense of
well-being. It had nothing to do with anyone else.

My break up with Keith ended two years
ago. Since the divorce, I have only gone out on a few dates. The
thing that I don't like about dating is that after a couple of
dates, a man wants to bed you down.

I can't deal with that. I'm
old-fashioned. I like romance. Holding hands. Taking long walks.
Gazing into each other's eyes.

Single men nowadays just don't
understand courtship and most don't even want to learn what it
means to be a gentleman.

It seems like all of the good men are
with someone else. The reality is that there is a shortage of our
men. And a lot of women will go out with a man who belongs to
someone else, just to say that they have a man. I am not into
sharing someone else's husband or boyfriend. To me, half of a man
is the same as having no man at all. And quite frankly, I'd rather
be myself than be in that type of bullshit relationship.

Some say I'm stuck up and I have no
right be. After all, I'm no beauty queen. I am 5'9" and I have no
breasts or ass. I'm just straight up and down.

God knows how many exercises I have
tried to build up my breasts and my legs. I even tried those
weight-gaining products but instead of gaining of weight, I just
got sick to my stomach.

But at the age of 37, I have finally
learned to appreciate my body. If a man doesn't like me just
because of my body, it's not my problem. It's his problem. Like my
friend Sheila always says, "If a man wants more than a mouthful, he
is just plain greedy."

Right now, I like being alone. As for
my ex-husband, he just could not cope with being single. Keith
found a woman who was a virgin at the age of 30.

And yes, there are still women who
believe in saving themselves for marriage. Now, Loretta is so
goddamn pure, it's sickening. Drinking and cussing are foreign to
her. I have never heard her say a bad thing about anybody. She's a
kindergarten teacher and good at her job.

Loretta is on the plump side and very
religious. She goes to Bible study Tuesday and Thursday nights and
she used to be a Sunday school teacher.

I'm glad that Keith has Loretta,
because he needs someone to take care of him.

But a part of me hurts, because he and
Loretta were able to make a baby.

Yes, I know in the end even with a
baby, we probably still would have divorced. But if we had created
a child, I would have gotten something out of our
marriage.

Instead, I have nothing. All I did was
waste eight years of my life with him. Okay, I didn't waste it. It
just feels like I didn't really accomplish anything.

So I'm a little jealous of Loretta, but
I'll get over it.

I'll send them a card congratulating
them. No, I can't do that because I heard through the grapevine
that Loretta doesn't want him to talk to me. For some reason, she
thinks that I am the bad woman and that I'll try to steal him from
her.

No, the reality is that Loretta can
keep him and I don't want him back.

It's too bad Keith and I can't be at
least friends, but you know how new wives are.

Oh well. Here's to Keith and Loretta's
future and to their child's future. May their lives be filled with
happiness.

As for me, I know that my future will
be fine. Since breaking up with Keith, I have doubled the number of
clients and business is booming.

Yes, I am okay. Yes, I made the right
choice in leaving Keith. Look at the time, it's already three in
the morning. Let me try to get some sleep.

* * *

When I arrived at my office at 7:00 in
the morning, there was an African-American woman in her
mid-thirties already waiting for me at the door. She had long thick
black hair. She was about 5'8" with the kind of body that women
would die for. She had full breasts, a waist that could not have
been bigger than 27 inches, and a well-rounded ass. She tried to
hide her body in a conservatively cut navy blue dress, but it was
useless.

She was the kind of woman that most
women took an instant dislike to, because she was gorgeous and she
knew it.

But despite her looks, there was
something different about her. I didn't know what it was, but I
somehow felt connected to her.

She looked me over cautiously and said,
"You're Jasmine Myers, right?"

I nodded and grumbled, "I see people by
appointments only. Why don't I get my appointment book and schedule
an appointment with you later this week.”?

"It can't wait. It's an emergency. My
husband was killed three days ago and I need to find out who killed
him as soon as possible."

I said, "I'm sorry about your husband.
But I like I said before, I don't see people without
appointments."

"Don't you know who I am?"

Who the hell does she think she is? The
woman is already displaying an attitude. Whoever she is, she sure
isn't important enough to be hanging outside my door this early in
the morning.

She looked at me and said, "I am
Kristal Woods- recipient of the Citizens’ of the Year Award in San
Jose, Chairwoman of the Commission on Status of Women for the State
of California, and teacher of the year for the school
district."

My memory suddenly clicked, I had seen
her at a couple functions in the past that Keith and I had
attended. She also had been on the news a few times.

Kristal said, "Look Jasmine, I heard
that you are the best in the business. And if there's anyone who
can track down the killer of my husband, it's you."

"Who gave you these great reviews about
me?"

"Keith Rawlings."

"Oh. How do you know him?"

"He and I have worked on some community
projects together."

Hell, at least Keith still refers
business to me.

"Jasmine, are you going to let me in? I
really want to talk now."

For a woman who is into helping people,
I'll give her a few minutes. "Okay, Kristal, you can come in. But
just don't let it get back to anyone in the community."

She smiled and said, "You can count on
me to keep a secret."

I opened the door to my office. Kristal
winced. The off-white walls were barren and the carpet was a dingy
brown with a couple of stains. The right side of my office was
cluttered with a several piles of cases spread out on a couple of
folding tables. My off-black metal bookcase held my awards and
certificates.

In the middle sat my glass-top desk
that was smeared with a few handprints. On top of my desk was my
laptop, phone and a few files.

I took a seat behind my desk and
motioned Kristal to sit down.

Kristal sat down and pulled out a
picture. "This is my husband Ralph. He was a captain in the San
Jose Fire Department and the President of the Black Firefighters.
He was lobbying the department for the selection of an
African-American fire chief, because as you know our last chief
died a few months ago of a heart attack.

The selection was down to two
candidates- Richard Carpenter- a brother and Melvin Grady- a white
man. The word on the inside was that Richard had the job. His
qualifications were a lot better than Grady's. He had a master's
degree, served in the department for twenty-five years, and had an
excellent record. Grady had only an AA degree and served the
department for fifteen years and had an average record.

A few weeks ago, the City Manager was
scheduled to announce her selection for the new chief. Out of the
blue, Richard announced that he was leaving the department, because
he had received an offer from Oakland to be its new chief. Grady
was selected by default. Well, Ralph suspected foul play and
requested an investigation into Richard's sudden departure. Now, my
husband is dead."

I looked at her and said, "What did the
police say about your husband's death?"

"They said it was a case of accidental
poisoning. Ralph died from an allergic reaction to penicillin. They
said the doctor had mistakenly prescribed penicillin to him for a
throat infection that he had for the last couple of
weeks.

Ralph never would have taken penicillin
under any circumstance. A few years ago, he almost died from an
allergic reaction. As a result, he always wore his bracelet saying
he was allergic to penicillin."

I looked at the picture. Ralph was a
handsome man. He was tall, had a nice lean hard body, light eyes,
and wavy hair. He and Kristal made a striking couple.

I paused and said, "Did he have the
bracelet on when he died?"

"Yes."

"I'm not a lawyer, but I think you have
a great case for medical malpractice. As for murder, I just don't
see it. I think your husband may have forgotten to tell the doctor
he was allergic to penicillin. It happens."

Kristal stared at me in disbelief and
angrily said, "How can you say something like that?"

"I understand the loss of your husband
hurts a lot. But for someone to kill your husband over the
investigation of the departure of a candidate for fire chief, it
just doesn't make sense."

Tears began to form in Kristal's eyes.
She cried, "There's absolutely no way that my husband would have
voluntarily taken penicillin. He knew penicillin would kill
him."

She paused, looked at me directly in
the eyes and said, "And my husband definitely had a reason to be
careful and not just for his life. A few weeks ago, I learned that
I was pregnant with our first child and Ralph was so happy. There's
just no way he would not have told the doctor about being
allergic."

What is this month? National Pregnancy
Month for Women over 35? The last thing I needed to hear was this.
Forget about my biological clock ticking, it was at the point where
it could explode any minute.

She had to be crazy to think that
someone tried to off her husband. But hell, if she has the money to
hire me, I'll take the case.

I said, "I'll do some checking for you,
but I won't promise you anything. My fee is $400 per day plus
expenses with a $2,500 retainer."

Kristal searched her purse for her
checkbook, quickly wrote a check for $2,500 like it was nothing and
shoved it at me.

I looked at Kristal and said, "I'll
need to come by your house and just look around. How about two
o’clock this afternoon?"

Kristal smiled and said, "Sure, I'll be
there. My address is on the check."

"Kristal, I have an eight o’clock
appointment this morning. If you don't mind, we need to end our
meeting."

 


"Sure."

I got up, walked her to the door and
shook her hand.

I had just made an easy $2,500. I would
do some checking. But the odds that Ralph was murdered had to be
equal to the odds of winning the lottery.


Chapter Two

 


I called my father from my office. My
father worked in the homicide unit of the San Jose Police
Department. He truly loved his work.

But my father was more than a good
employee, he also was a good father.

When I was fifteen, my mother died of
breast cancer. Mama's death was very hard on me. Dad's support and
love gave me the strength to go on. Without him, I don't how I
would have coped. He is a very special man and I am proud that he
is my father.

"Dad, how are you?"

"Same old stuff. Jazz, what's
up?"

"Do you know anything about the death
of Ralph Woods?"

"His wife Kristal has been calling us
for the past three days claiming that someone poisoned him with
penicillin."

"Have any merit?"

"Between you and me, I think she's lost
her mind. But because she and the Mayor are tight, we looked into
the case. The toxicology report says it was an accidental
poisoning."

"What about the fact that her husband
was investigating into why the African-American candidate for fire
chief suddenly left for Oakland?"

"Come on, that isn't enough. People
leave departments for higher paying jobs all the time. So, Jazz did
you take the case?"

"Dad, you know my motto. If they have
the dinero, I'll take it."

"She just wasted money on you, because
you're not going to find anything except for a malpractice
suit."

"Maybe you're right. But you know me,
once I get started I'm bound to find something."

"Jazz knowing you, you probably will.
Anyway, I have a meeting with the Mayor in about five minutes, so
I'll call you later."

The next few hours, I busied myself
with phone calls to various clients. At 1:30, I left the office to
drive to Kristal's house, which was located in the Evergreen
District of San Jose.

Her townhouse was part of a development
for moderate-income buyers in San Jose. Kristal greeted me at the
door and led me to the living room, which was almost empty except
for a couch, a chair, and two small rugs on its hardwood
floors.

I asked, "How long have you lived
here?"

"We just moved in a few weeks ago. We
used to live in a small one-bedroom apartment. We ordered more
furniture for the house."

That explained the sparseness. "Did
Ralph keep a diary or a journal?"

"Not that I know of."

"What about a notebook or
log?"

"No, I don't think so. Anyway, I want
to show you my husband's bracelet."

She placed a silver bracelet in my
hand. The bracelet clearly indicated that Ralph Woods was allergic
to penicillin and if he received a dose of penicillin, it could be
fatal. The date of the bracelet was August 21, 1998.

"Do you have the bottle of the
penicillin pills that your husband took?"

"Yeah, this is it," She said while she
handed it to me.

I looked at the bottle's label. It
read: Dr. Creighton, Penicillin take 1 capsule orally 3 times a day
until gone. Ralph G. Woods 10/1/05.

I asked, "Can I take this with
me?"

"Sure, go ahead."

I put the bottle in a plastic bag and
then put it inside my briefcase.

"Where did your husband
die?"

"He died at his fire station on Friday
at two thirty in the morning. No one was able to revive
him."

"What's the station number?"

"Number 46- the Berryessa Fire
station."

"I'll need to check out the fire
station. Mind, if I look around the house?"

"No, go ahead."

I walked around, entered the study and
saw a computer sitting on a desk. I beckoned Kristal to join
me.

I pointed to the computer. "Do you know
Ralph's password?"

"No," she responded.

"That's okay, I can get access." I
pulled out authorization papers from my purse and handed them to
her.

"After you sign this, I can contact the
Internet provider and request access to his email. Also, I would
like to download everything so I can look through Ralph's
files."

Kristal signed the papers. "I have a
couple things that I am working on, but I should be done by
tomorrow. After that you can copy everything."

"Sounds good. Changing the subject, you
wouldn't have the phone number for Richard Carpenter?"

Kristal dictated the number to
me.

"Kristal, I have to get going. But I'll
call you after I do some research. If you think of anything, let me
know."

We said our goodbyes. I left and drove
back to my office.

When I sat down at my desk, I realized
I had forgotten to eat my lunch, which was so typical whenever I
took on a new case. I called the corner deli and ordered my
favorite sandwich- turkey and Swiss on dark rye with a bag of corn
chips and a Dr. Pepper.

I then called Chief Carpenter. To my
surprise, his secretary said he was in.

"Chief Carpenter, my name is Jasmine
Myers and I am a private investigator. I was hired by Kristal
Woods."

Chief Carpenter responded, "I heard
about Ralph. He was not only a good man, but one of the best
firefighters we had in the department."

"Chief, I'm sorry about
Ralph."

I paused for a few seconds and said,
"His wife believes that his death wasn't an accident."

"From the accounts that I've received,
he died from accidentally taking penicillin. It's too bad Kristal
is looking for someone to blame."

"Why would Kristal want to blame
someone?"

"I don't know. You really need to ask
her."

"Chief, would it be possible for me to
meet with you to discuss the case?"

"I am really busy this week with
settling in as the new chief."

"All I need is a twenty-minute
interview."

"No more than twenty
minutes."

"You can even time it. When the twenty
minutes are up, I'll leave."

"Okay. How about two-thirty on Thursday
at my office?"

"Sounds good to me. I'll see you
then."

I hung up the phone. Dad could be right
that it was an accident. However, I knew that I needed to meet
personally with the Chief and see his reaction to my questions.
Then I would know whether there was something to Kristal's
allegations.

I dialed Keith's office phone number
from memory. I hadn't spoken to him since he and Loretta were
married five months ago. But hell, this was business. If anyone
knew what was going on in the San Jose Fire Department, it would be
Keith. He had connections throughout the city.

To my disappointment, Keith wasn't in.
I left a quick message saying I was calling about the death of
Ralph Woods. Knowing Keith, it would probably be at least couple of
days before he returned my call. Just like the old days when he
would practically ignore me.

Keith could be such a bastard at times.
He had cared about the damn community more than me, but that was
Keith, people first and his wife second.

The phone rang. I let it ring three
times before answering it. I did this, because it gave folks the
impression that I was busy.

"Myers Detective Agency. How may I help
you?"

"Jazz, how are you? I got your
message."

It was Keith. I wasn't ready to talk
him.

"Keith, a client just walked in. Can I
call you back in about an hour?"

"I have a late afternoon meeting so
that won't work. How about lunch tomorrow at the Brick
House?"

The Brick House was my favorite
restaurant. Their deep-fried catfish was absolutely delicious. My
stomach began to ache.

But I knew I wasn't ready to see Keith.
Not in a public place anyway.

"Keith, I already have lunch plans for
tomorrow. How about a conference call on Friday at
three?"

"Jazz, you know I don't like doing
business over the phone. How about a late lunch Friday?"

The man was persistent. There was no
way I was going to lunch with him. I lied, "Keith, I have a lunch
meeting on Friday."

"How about Friday at four at your
office?"

Goddamn it! I didn't want to see him. I
felt like lying to Keith again, but instead I said, "Friday at my
office at four will work for me."

"Good. I'll see you then."

"Bye."

I can't believe that I just agreed to
see him. But it wasn't like a date or anything. We were meeting at
my office and it was just business. Nothing more than that. If
Keith thought he could try to rekindle something more, it wasn't
going to happen.

I called Sheila, my best friend. She is
only one of two people who I really trust. The other is my friend
Karen who lives in Ocean Springs, Mississippi. Karen is a housewife
and she has a house full of kids. Almost every year, she is having
a baby; she and her husband don't believe in birth
control.

Karen and I used to hang out together
back in college. We were like sisters.

Karen got her Mrs. Degree and married
Jack who was a medical resident at UC San Francisco. Karen moved
with him to Mississippi where he set up a family practice in his
hometown of Ocean Springs.

I see Karen every two or three years.
We talk on the phone every now and then, but we're not as tight as
we used to be.

For the last ten years, Sheila has been
my best friend. I met her at a social for professional
African-American women. Ever since then, we have been inseparable.
Sheila works as the head librarian at Martin Luther King, Jr.
Library in San Jose.

Looking at Sheila, she appears to be so
pristine and demure. She is only 5'3" and weighs about 120 pounds.
Sheila wears her shoulder hair pulled back in a ponytail. With her
glasses on, she looks like a classic librarian.

While Sheila has her work life in
order, her personal life is another matter. Sheila has a weakness
for men.

Sheila is not real picky when it comes
to men. Her only requirement is that the man be good looking, has a
little bit of intelligence, and is somewhere in the age range of 25
to 45.

A man's race doesn't matter. She's an
equal opportunity dater. She has dated African-Americans, Latinos,
Asians, Middle Easterners, Native Americans, Italians, Irish,
Greeks, English, and Germans. The truth of the matter is that she
would date a Martian if he met her requirements.

Of course, being a librarian, Sheila
can't publicly have a different man on her arm every week. She
never lets her men call her at work-except for John, William, and
Gerard. She also never brings them to public gatherings. Her
philosophy is that unless she is married to the man, there's no
point of introducing him to anyone.

Not that Sheila is looking to get
married. Sheila is 33 years old going on 18. For Sheila, there are
just too many men and just too little time.

She and I always joke that on her
wedding day, when the minister asks, "Does anyone object?" she
would be the first to raise her hand.

 


But so what if Sheila is a manizer. Men
have been doing it for years. So long as Sheila is happy, that's
all I care about.

"Sheila, how are you doing?"

"Jazz, everything is fine."

"I just called to see if you wanted to
go to dinner tonight."

"Dinner? You never call me up during
the week for dinner. What's up?"

"Nothing. I just haven't seen you in a
while and I thought you and I could get together."

"Whenever you say it's nothing,
something is up."

"Sheila, I thought I was the private
investigator. How about dinner at Kool Joe's?"

"It's Keith and his damn wife getting
pregnant. Isn't it? How are you holding up?"

"I am doing fine."

"You know what I mean."

Sheila wanted to know if I had gone off
the wagon. I have a drinking problem. I am not one of those drunks
that you see on the street corner nor do I get blasted at public
events. I am a closet drinker. I generally drink whenever I face a
crisis. I pass out and won't show up for the office for a couple of
days. Almost no one knows this; because whenever I am recovering
from a drinking binge, I tell them I have the flu or a bad case of
PMS.

Of course, Keith knew about my drinking
problem. He made me go into a rehab program. Well, it didn't work.
And yes, I have gone to programs, but I never could get into them.
I just couldn't get into introducing myself as an alcoholic. It was
like saying I was a leper or something.

So I still have my spells of drinking.
But I haven't had a drink in a long time. It's been 132 days. This
is the second longest time that I have been dry. The first marathon
was 203 days. I'm hoping I don't start drinking again. I really
don't want to, but there are times when I just can't help
myself.

I answered, "Yes, Sheila I am still
sober."

"Thank god. Are you going to
counseling?"

"Sheila, you know I'm not into
that."

"You should really go."

"I am not going."

"Okay that's your choice but promise me
if you get the urge to drink, call me."

"Sure." I wanted to tell her that
almost every day I had the urge to drink, but I was not interested
in a long drawn out conversation about my drinking
problem.

"So what's going on with you and
Keith?"

"We have a meeting at my
office."

"A meeting at your office. What
for?

"To discuss a case."

"A case my ass. Why couldn't you talk
to him over the phone?"

"Because Keith doesn't do business over
the phone."

"You miss him, don't you?

"I don't know. Anyway, can we go to
dinner?"

"Dinner. Sure. Not at Kool Joe's. The
last time I ate there, I was sick for a week. How about the Brick
House at seven?"

"Sounds good to me."

"See you later."

I hung up the phone. For the next few
hours, I made phone calls to clients, logged onto the Internet to
do research and email.

I looked at my watch. It was already
6:15. I went to the lady's room and put on clear lip-gloss. I can't
wear lipstick, because it makes me break out. I brushed my hair and
piled it high on the top my head. I definitely needed to do
something with it. The last time I had it permed; the relaxer had
damaged my hair to the point where all my ends were splitting. I
needed to hack this stuff off and put it in braids. And if I get
bold enough, I'll grow dreads.

I put on a little concealer under my
eyes to cover up the dark shadows and blush to give me some color.
I looked at myself in the mirror. I wasn't beautiful, but hell, I
looked decent. Since I wasn't going out on a date, this was good
enough.

I went back to my office, gathered my
briefcase, my purse, and locked the office.


Chapter Three

 


When I arrived at the Brick House,
Sheila was already standing in line waiting to be seated. She was
engaged in conversation with a young man of Asian and
African-American descent. He was about 5'11" with a slim muscular
build. He couldn't be more than 26 or 27 years old. I saw her
scribble something on a napkin and hand it to him.

She nonchalantly turned toward me and
said, "Hi, Jasmine. I would like you to meet Kevin. He's new in
town. I'm going to show him around San Jose this
weekend."

Two minutes in a restaurant and Sheila
has already found a man. Well, that's Sheila for you.

I extended my hand to Kevin and shook
his. "Pleased to meet you."

The waiter called out Kevin's name.
Kevin then said, "It was nice meeting you Jasmine. I look forward
to seeing you this weekend Sheila."

Sheila gave him a big smile and said,
"So do I." Kevin then left.

Within a couple of minutes, Sheila and
I were seated at a corner table.

I ordered my favorite-deep fried
catfish with a baked potato, coleslaw and fresh squeezed lemonade.
I am very particular about my lemonade; I don't like store bought
lemonade or concentrate. I like good old-fashioned lemonade and the
Brick House squeezes its own lemons.

Sheila ordered butterfish with white
rice, cauliflower, and a glass of white wine. Damn, why did Sheila
have to order wine? It's been too long since I had a drink. But
it's not like I am into wine. Whiskey is my thing. And right now, I
don't need any. No, I have everything under control.

I exhaled and said, "Sheila, I see
you're in a white mood tonight."

"Jazz, I'd thought I would
celebrate."

"Celebrate what?"

I saw her play with her necklace.
Threaded through her necklace was a gold ring.

I pointed at the gold ring and said,
"Is that what I think is?"

"Yes, it's a wedding ring."

"What are you doing with a wedding
ring?"

"I got married over the
weekend."

"You got married. To who?
John?"

"Hell no. John left me months ago. Said
I couldn't make a commitment."

"Gerard? William?"

"No, not them either."

"Sheila, I'm going to be guessing all
night. I just can't keep track of all your men. So who had the
honor of marrying you?"

"Brad Cullins."

"Who the hell is he?"

"Some dude I met in Las
Vegas."

I laughed and said, "You married a guy
in Las Vegas who you just met. Why?"

"A couple of months ago, I decided I
wanted to see what it would be like to married. So, I ordered a
wedding dress. Because I didn't want to get married to any of the
men who I see here, I decided to go to Las Vegas and meet someone.
I bought a ticket, packed my dress and met Brad at one of the slot
machines. We got drunk and the next thing I knew we were
married."

"How is married life?"

"It lasted all of nine hours. I got an
annulment the next day."

"How come?"

"Brad was old. He was damn near seventy
years old. He told me that he had a pump. We tried pumping him all
night and the man still could not get hard. And you know, if a man
can't satisfy me, forget it. So, I left his limp ass."

I burst out laughing, "Of all of the
men, you would choose. Some old ass man. The next time, you should
choose someone our age."

"No, I'm through with marriage. Once
down the altar is enough for me."

"Sheila, you are so funny. So, what
about Kevin- Mr. Young and Virile?"

"Jazz, he'll just be a playmate. I will
let him down gently. Speaking of playmates, why is Keith calling
you?"

"Keith is not calling me. I called him
about a case. It's just business."

"Really now."

"Yes, really. Kristal Woods hired me to
find out who killed her husband Ralph."

"I thought the paper said he
accidentally died from taking penicillin."

"Kristal thinks he was murdered and
because she's paying me, it's my job to find the
murderer."

"Good luck. Do you know about Kristal's
reputation?"

"I don't know anything about Kristal
except for the fact that she definitely has an
attitude."

"That's her alright. We call her the
bitch, because she definitely does not know how to treat people. I
don't know how she ever wound up with Ralph, because Ralph is
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