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Chapter One





 



Whoever said that vampires don't age was a liar. If that were the
case, Valerie's husband wouldn't have left her for that vamp tramp
Zena.



And to think, she had helped Simon hire Zena as a lawyer with his
firm. Zena's aunt who was friend of  hers from the gym begged
Valerie to help her out. Zena had been out of law school for a
couple years and she was temping as an admin assistant. She had a
ton of debt and no real work experience as a lawyer.



Valerie never thought that Zena would be a threat. Sure, she was
young. 228 years old to be exact. And she had long thick red hair,
green eyes and perfect white teeth.



But she was a big girl. No, the truth was Zena was fat. The girl
must have weighed at least 200 pounds and she was only about 5'5".
But Simon didn't seem to mind. He was all into Zena's 38 double
Ds.



And her stupid giggles. Plus, Zena was quite talented with her
mouth. And this had nothing to do with her ability to argue
cases.



Valerie's divorce became final a few weeks ago. It was about time
that she met someone new. Someone who liked women his own age.
Someone who could make her laugh.



So after being off the dating market for the past two hundred
years, Valerie took out an online ad on a site for mature vampires,
who were 400 years old and older.



After emailing and texting for the past month, Valerie was finally
going to meet Charles. It was Valentine's Day. Her black dress
accented Valerie's slender shoulders and legs. Her hair was pulled
back in a chignon to show off her narrow neck. Valerie's hair was
freshly dyed auburn brown to complement her olive complexion.
Make-up hid the dark shadows under her eyes. Valerie wasn't
beautiful, but hell, she looked decent for a woman her age.



Valerie was waiting for Charles at Luke's Café at Third and San
Carlos in downtown San Jose. Famous vampires' pictures decorated
the sheet rock walls. A grayish black carpet covered the floor. The
tables and chairs were relics from another time. They had to be at
least a hundred years old.



There were only a handful vampires in the café - a young couple and
an older woman with a laptop. She checked her watch. It was 7:55.
Five more minutes. Valerie tapped her left foot while she waited at
her table. Valerie saw a guy who looked like he was in his mid-400s
walk through the door. He must be her date.



Valerie got up from her chair. "Are you Charles?"



"Yes," he said while nodding his head. 



She glanced at him for a few seconds and took in his full height.
He was about 6'2". That made him four inches taller than her.
Charles wasn't breathtakingly gorgeous like her ex-husband, but he
was pleasant looking. He had nice light brown eyes and full sensual
lips. He could stand to lose a few pounds. He was soft around the
middle and his salt-and-pepper hair was thinning.  



She smiled and shook his hand. "I'm Valerie."



"Nice to finally meet you." Charles put his hand into his coat and
pulled out a box and handed it to her."Happy Valentine's Day. It's
chocolate covered blood."



Valerie took the box of chocolates and put it on the table. She
thanked him and beckoned him to sit down.



Charles pointed to the chocolates. "You should try one," he said
while opening the box. He popped a couple of chocolates in his
mouth and swallowed them in one gulp. "They're really good."



"I would if I could. But I've been blood free for the past five
years."



Charles' face dropped. "You're one of those."



"I'm sorry. I should have told you."



"That's alright. Are you on the patch or gum?"



"Neither," she answered. "I'm taking these synthetic pills."



"That's explains why you're so damn skinny," he said.



Valerie didn't know whether that was a compliment or insult.
"Actually, I work out a lot at the gym," she said.



"I can tell that you're dedicated," he said. "How about if I get us
some coffee?"



"I don't drink coffee," Valerie said. "I like black, unsweetened
ice tea." She pulled out her purse, dug into her wallet and handed
him a five-dollar bill.



Charles shook his head and declined her money. "I've got it."



He went up to the cashier and ordered their drinks. He waited until
the cashier called his name. He then picked up the drinks and
walked back to the table.



He handed Valerie the ice tea and sat down. He took a sip of his
coffee. "This is good," he said. "Have you've done a lot of online
dating?"



"No, this is my first time," she replied.



"A novice," he said. "That's great."



"What about you?" she asked.



"I met my last wife online," he said.



"Last wife? How many times have you been married?"



Charles looked at his hands and started counting. "Stephanie is my
sixth."



"What happened with your marriages?"



"You know the usual. You wake up one day and realize you don't love
that person anymore. So it's time to move on."



Valerie felt a gnawing pain in her stomach. She couldn't stand men
who didn't take their marriage vows seriously.  "Did you and
your wives ever get counseling?"



"I tried that in a couple marriages, but it didn't work. What about
you?"



"No, I haven't tried it," she replied. "But it works for some
people. How do you feel now that you are finally single?"



Charles toyed with his barren ring finger on his left hand. "I'm
not quite free from wife number six," he said. "The divorce isn't
final. We're still fighting over some things."



"I thought your profile said you were divorced," she said.



"A divorce decree is just a piece of paper," he replied. "It's not
like I am going to find a new wife tomorrow."



"Well, mine is final," she said.



"That's nice," he said. "So you did you have a pre-nup?"



"Yeah, my ex insisted on it," she replied. "He's a lawyer."



"Smart man," he said. "I wish I had one when I married Stephanie.
That woman is so damn greedy. She wants half of everything."



"California is a community property state," she said in a matter of
fact tone. "So that seems fair."



Charles' eyes got big. "She had nothing when I met her in 2003. The
only thing going for was her looks and that's it. I was stupid for
falling for her. Three years ago, I made a shitload of money with
an IPO for my company.  My wife then left me for some young
dude. Now, they want to take my money. May they both rot in
hell."



"I'm sorry about what happened."



"Me, too," he said. "So what type of work do you do?"



"I work in an all night bookstore."



"Are you the manager?" he asked.



"No, I'm a sales clerk," she answered.



Charles gave Valerie a funny look. "Have you always worked as a
clerk?"



"No," she answered. "I used to work for a high tech company in
Silicon Valley. I was a systems administrator and the company
folded. I've been looking for a job for over a year in my field and
no one's hiring. It hasn't been this bad since the
depression."



"Yeah, I remember the depression. My family lost everything
including our gold. We traded it for stock and I remember cringing
when the market crashed."



"The depression was a horrible time," she said. "We lost our house
and everything else back then. I can't believe it's bad again. It's
been eighty years. It feels like history is repeating
itself."



"Hopefully, things will get better soon," he said.



"I hope so," she said. "I used to make about seventy grand. Now,
I'm only making ten bucks an hour."



"Damn," he remarked. "That must be hard."



"Yeah, but at least I'm surviving," she said. "I'm hoping to find a
real job this year."



"Any help from your ex?" he asked.



"Nope, not one dime," she said. "I told you we had a
pre-nup."



Charles looked at Valerie directly in the eyes. "I don't want to
offend you, but I think I should be honest. I'm not interested in
dating a woman who's not financially secure. I've already done
that, and it was a major mistake."



 Valerie was taken aback by his comment. "So you're saying I'm
not rich enough for you."



"Exactly," he replied. "I was hoping to meet a woman around my age
who had her life together. And it doesn't appear that you
do."



Valerie glared at him. "And what do you have to offer? Your wife is
after your money. And by the time she's done, you won't have a lot
either."



"It's different for a man," he replied. "Whether I have money or
not, I can always find someone. You don't have the same option.
You're almost at the end of your time."



"What are you talking about? I'm only 434. Vampires in my family
live long. My great-grandmother lived to be 1,021 years old."



"I'm talking about your looks. Men used to go for women because of
their looks," he said. "And now, money counts also. You don't have
money. So you've only got your looks. You're not a bad looking
woman. But to be honest, you're way too skinny. You've got no tits
or ass. And you look a lot older than you are. You could easily
pass for 480 years old."



Valerie couldn't believe he had said that. She wanted to wring his
chubby neck and scream "asshole." Instead, she pulled out her
driver's license from her wallet and showed it to him.



He stared at her license and handed it back to Valerie. "Well, I
believe you're 434. But that doesn't change how old you look. If
you started eating more and stopped working out so much, you'd look
at least fifty years younger."



 Valerie glared at him and then stared at his gut. "Maybe if
you laid off the blood, you wouldn't be so fat."



Charles glared back at Valerie. "You need to learn how to handle
criticism. I'm just trying to help you."



Valerie looked at her watch. It was 8:18. "I need to leave."



"Look, I didn't mean to offend you. I was just trying to be
helpful."



"Apology accepted. But I really need to get going."



"Just ten more minutes," he said. "Then we can call it a
night."



"I'm sorry but I have a meeting with someone at 8:30 and I have to
leave now."



Valerie got up from the table and said goodbye.



Charles gave Valerie an angry stare. "Have it your way, you
ungrateful wench." He then hurled the box of chocolates at
her.



Valerie ducked and the chocolates splattered on the floor. She
wanted to slap him. Instead, she yelled, "You're nothing but a fat
slob."



"Skinny ass bitch," he shouted.



Valerie turned her back and stalked out of the café. Tears rolled
down her cheeks. Why did he have to be so mean?



 



Chapter Two





 



Valerie wanted to scream. She walked around San Jose State for an
hour or so to work off her anger. After feeling a little bit
better, she walked briskly to her apartment, which was in the
basement of the bookstore where she worked.



The owner didn't charge rent and that helped a lot. Valerie walked
through the front door. The store was about 750 square feet. The
walls were painted black and red. It specialized in vampire books
and the biggest selling book was the history of vampires in San
Jose. After that, the romance novels were in big demand. There were
a few people milling about in the history section.



Valerie turned and saw Sarah standing behind the counter. She was
in her late 300s. Her black hair was wild and frizzy. Her faded
blue jeans tugged at her hips and thighs. Her purple-red sweater
emphasized her huge breasts and belly.



"How was your date?" Sarah asked.



"He told me that I needed a boob job," Valerie responded.



Sarah glanced down at her breasts. "You can always take some of
mine."



 Valerie smiled. "No, thank you. I'm totally done with online
dating. "



"You just need to keep trying until you find a decent dude."



"No, one asshole is enough for me," Valerie said. "I'm not going
through it again."



"Well, that's how Beverly met her husband," Sarah said.



"Good for her," Valerie said. "But I'm not Beverly. Anyway, I need
to get out of these clothes."



"Alright," Sarah said. "I'll see you in a bit."



Valerie nodded her head and  went down the stairs leading to
the basement. She had a tiny room with a separate bathroom. Her
black futon took up most of the space. Next to it was a brown
wooden trunk that held her clothes and other personal items.



On a patch of black carpet were Valerie's small refrigerator and
microwave. Valerie didn't have a kitchen, but that was cool with
her. She wasn't much of a cook.



Valerie went into the bathroom and took a quick shower. She looked
at herself in the special vampire mirror. Vampires couldn't see
their reflections in normal human mirrors. Back in the 1980s, a
vampire invented a special mirror that would allow vampires to see
themselves.



Valerie's body was tight and firm, but her face had lost its
youthfulness. She had a couple of frown lines on her forehead. But
other than that, she looked pretty damn good. Screw Charles for his
rudeness about her looks.



Valerie pulled out a fresh pair of panties and bra and put them on
along with a pair of form fitting jeans, turquoise sweater and
brown leather boots. She brushed her shoulder length hair and
heated the curling iron. She added some curls to her hair.



She turned on her computer and checked out her e-mail. No new job
responses. She was disappointed. She then checked the news. It was
too damn depressing. The recession was getting worse in 2011.
California's unemployment was out of control.



She looked at the clock. It was almost eleven. Her shift would
begin in a couple minutes. Valerie shut her room's door and locked
it. She walked upstairs and greeted Sarah.



"I hope your Valentine's Day is better than mine," Valerie
said.



"Robert is taking me out," Sarah said.



"Nice," Valerie said.



"I'll see you later," Sarah said as she waved goodbye.



Valerie looked around the bookstore. There were only a couple
people checking out books. It would be a quiet night.



At three in the morning, the bookstore was empty. The front door
was locked. Under San Jose's rules, bookstores had to be locked up
by two in the morning. Customers could come in after their IDs were
checked.



Valerie heard a knock at the door. "Who is it?" she asked.



"San Jose Police," a man shouted.



Valerie yelled through the door, "You guys already have raided us
twice in the past couple months. I told you before we aren't
selling blood. So leave us alone. If you don't, I'm going to call
Councilmember Nightrider."



"Ma'am, I'm here about something else," the voice said. "So open
your door now."



Valerie opened the door and let the police officer inside. He was a
good-looking human in his early forties. He was about 6'1" with a
trim build. His thick, dark brown hair complemented his olive green
eyes and cleft chin.



"Officer, what do you want?" she asked.



"Do you know Charles Volea?" he asked as he pulled out a small
notepad and pen from his pants pocket.



What had that asshole done? Driving under the influence of blood?
Or maybe the cops wanted him because he treated women like
shit.



"We met for coffee tonight at Luke's Café," she replied.



"What's your name?" the officer asked.



"Valerie Flyter," she responded.



"So how long have you and Charles been dating?" the officer
asked.



"We're not dating. We met once and that's it," she answered.



"Did you meet him at the café?" the officer asked.



"No, we met online on a dating site," she responded.



The officer looked at her up and down, "You're a very attractive
woman and in shape. Why would you need to go online to find a
man?"



Valerie felt the blood rising in her face. "I'm too old to hang out
in bars," she said. "I thought I could meet someone decent
online."



"So how did your date go?" the officer asked.



"We didn't click," she responded. "So is the San Jose PD now
investigating bad dates?"



"Not exactly," he said. "The cashier saw you two arguing. So I
needed to follow up."



"Why? Charles was a jerk and I'm not interested in seeing him
again."



"He was found dead tonight," he said in a grim tone.



"Dead, oh my god," she gasped. "How?"



"He was bludgeoned to death with a stake behind the café."



"That's horrible," she said.



"So when is the last time you saw Charles?" he asked.



"I left the café around 8:20," she responded.



"Where did you go after you left?" he asked.



"I walked around campus at San Jose State about an hour and then
went home," she responded.



"Any witnesses?" he asked.



"Yeah, I saw my co-worker when I came home."



"Why was your co-worker at your house? Are you roommates?"



Valerie shook her head. "I live in the basement below the
bookstore. I have to go through the front door of the bookstore to
get to my room."



The officer scratched his head. "Were there any witnesses who saw
you when you were walking around San Jose State?"



"I kind of doubt it," she responded. "It was very dark and I really
didn't see anyone."



The officer stroked his chin. "Did you go back to the café?"



"No," she responded.



"Are you sure?" he asked.



"I'm 100 percent positive," she said. "I was totally upset with
Charles and I needed to walk off my anger. So I took a walk and
went home."



"How angry were you?" he asked.



"A lot," she responded.



"Enough to kill him?" he asked.



Valerie glared at him. "That's ridiculous. Killing someone over a
lousy date would be stupid and infantile."



"Ms. Flyter, I'm just gathering information," he said. "Do you know
anyone who wanted Charles dead?"



"I barely knew the man," she said. "But he did mention that he was
going through a horrible divorce with his wife."



"Had she ever threatened him?"



"He didn't mention that to me. But she wanted half of his
money."



"Did he tell you her name?"



"I think it was Samantha," she said. "No, that doesn't sound right.
Maybe it was Stephanie. But I don't know if she had the same last
name as his."



"Okay," he said. "Do you have anything else you'd like to
add?"



Valerie shook her head.



He stuffed the notepad and pen back into his pants pocket. He
pulled out his card from his shirt pocket and handed it to Valerie.
"My name is Officer Bryan Pollare. If you think of anything, please
give me a call on my cell phone."



"Officer, thanks for your card," she said.



Bryan offered Valerie his right hand and gently shook hers. Valerie
felt a surge of electricity. He released his grip. He looked at
Valerie deeply in the eyes and said, "Thanks for seeing me
tonight."



Valerie blushed. Why was she feeling this way? For god's sake, he
was a human. There was no way she would ever crossover.



"I hope you find the murderer," she said.



"Me, too," he said.



Valerie walked Bryan to the door. Their eyes lingered a little too
long. Valerie backed away. Bryan turned and exited the bookstore.
She watched him. Good-looking guy with a nice body. Why couldn't
she meet a vampire with his qualities?



She couldn't believe Charles was dead. But that asshole probably
had pissed off too many people. One of them had flipped out and
killed him. Valerie doubted the killer was the wife. That would be
too easy.



But who it was, Valerie had no idea. She needed to take down her
online profile. She wasn't interested in meeting any more
psychos.



Valerie turned on the bookstore's computer, went online and deleted
her profile. Now, she would be safe.



 



Chapter Three





 



Valerie slept until about two in the afternoon. She took a quick
shower and got dressed. She turned on her computer and logged onto
the Internet. She checked out the news. There was a small article
in the newspaper about Charles' murder.



Valerie walked upstairs and briefly talked to her boss. Sally
wasn't in the greatest spirits. Business was down, because of the
raids by the San Jose police. Valerie didn't mention the visit from
the police officer last night because it was unrelated.



Valerie decided to go to the café to check things out. When she
arrived, it was closed. She walked behind the café and saw yellow
tape blocking off the area where Charles had been killed.



Valerie felt a chill run down her spine.  It had been only the
night before that she had met Charles. And now, he was gone.



Someone tapped her shoulder. Valerie turned around; it was Bryan
Pollare, the cop from last night.  Valerie's heart skipped a
beat.



Bryan looked even better than he had last night. Why did he have to
be so damn handsome?



"Ms. Flyter, nice to see you," said Bryan. "I was planning to
contact you about some additional things."



"I told you everything last night," she responded.



Bryan pulled out his notepad and pen from his pants pocket and
said, "But I still had a couple of questions."



"Okay," she responded.



"You said that Charles was going through a divorce," he said.



"That's right," she said.



"What exactly did he tell you?" he asked.



"I told you what he said last night," she said.



"Just tell me again," he said. "I just want to make sure I got
everything right."



"Charles told me that he was going through a horrible divorce. That
his wife had left him for a younger guy and that she wanted half of
everything."



"Anything else?" he asked.



"Yeah, she was his sixth wife," she responded.



"Are you sure he said that?" he asked.



"I'm positive," she responded.



"That's interesting," he said. "Because we checked the court
records and there's nothing showing that Charles was in divorce
proceedings."



"Maybe the divorce wasn't filed here," she argued.



"According to our sources, Charles has never been married."



Valerie felt her blood pressure rising. "Officer, I have no idea
why the man lied to me. I'm just repeating what he told me. It's
not like I went out and did a background check."



Bryan stroked his chin and looked at Valerie directly in her eyes.
"Charles has been living with his sister and taking care of
her."



"He never mentioned that to me," she said. "But like I told you
before, I barely knew the man."



"His sister Liz is totally distraught over Charles' death," he
said. "And she's quite sick. She has Bat's disease."



"That's horrible," she said.



"I know it is. Bat's disease killed my wife."



Valerie looked at him in bewilderment. "But humans are
immune."



"My wife was a vampire," he said quietly.



Valerie's eyes met Bryan's while she gently stroked his hand. "I'm
sorry she had the disease."



Tears welled up in Bryan's eyes. "I felt so helpless when I watched
her suffer. In Victoria's last few months of life on Earth, her
skin became so mummified that she could barely move. And in the
end, she slowly evaporated into dust until nothing was left of
her."



Valerie touched Bryan's hand again. "That's a horrible way to die.
I'm really sorry about your wife's death."



"That's why I am going to find the killer before Charles' sister
dies."



"I hope you do."



"So I want to confirm again that you only met Charles one time,"
Bryan said.



"Yes, it was one time and that was it," she said.



"Would you mind showing me your emails?" he asked.



"Not without a search warrant," she responded.



"Why? Are you hiding something?" he asked.



"Like I told you last night, I did not kill Charles. And I know my
rights. My ex-husband is a criminal defense lawyer."



"Why did your marriage end?" he asked.



"That's none of your business," she responded.



"Have you killed before?" he asked.



Valerie glared at Bryan. "Officer, I have nothing further to say.
This conversation is over," Valerie said, forcing the words through
her gritted teeth.



"Maybe for now," he said.



"I'm leaving," Valerie said as she walked away from the café.



How dare he ask her if she's killed before. For Christ's sake, she
was a vampire. Of course, Valerie had killed a few humans in her
time. But Valerie had never killed a vampire.



And the last time Valerie killed a human was over 150 years ago
when she was young and in her 200s. Since then, Valerie had been on
the straight and narrow.



Besides, there was a statute of limitations for murders by
vampires. They couldn't be prosecuted for murders that were over a
hundred years old.



So according to the law, Valerie was innocent. And that's all that
mattered.



 



Chapter Four





 



It was four in the afternoon and Valerie was in the downtown San
Jose library on the third floor sitting at a computer. She surfed
the Internet for information about Charles. Valerie didn't want to
look up any information at home in case the police decided to
search her computer.



Bryan was right. There were no divorce proceedings. Valerie found
something that was even more interesting. Three years ago, several
credit card companies and other creditors had sued Charles for
defaulting on their payments. The judgments amounted to over
seventy-five grand. Charles later filed for bankruptcy.



Charles had lied about everything from the divorce to making it big
in the stock market. Why? Was he looking for a wealthy woman to
take care of him? When he found out Valerie had no money, he was
rude and condescending. Or maybe Charles was an outright
psychopathic liar. Whatever the reason was Valerie was glad that
she was done with him.



But her research didn't answer who would want Charles dead. He was
single and broke. What would be the motive?



Was the killer a disgruntled ex-lover? Charles didn't seem to be
good with women. So Valerie doubted that he had been with a woman
in a long time. It had to be someone else.



Valerie logged off the computer and left the library. She decided
to walk home.



As Valerie neared the bookstore, she saw a police car pull up in
the driveway. Damn, they must have gotten the search warrant. They
could search all they want, but they would find nothing. She was
innocent.



Bryan and a short, chunky thirty-something female human cop exited
the cop car. Valerie greeted them.



"Show me the search warrant," she demanded.



"We don't need to do that now," Bryan said. "We've found what we
needed."



"So why are you here?" she asked.



"Because I needed to talk to you some more," he said.



"About what?" she asked.



"The video," he responded.



"I don't know what you're talking about," she responded.



"In the café's parking lot, a video was taken showing you killing
Charles."



"That's bullshit," Valerie shouted. "I did not kill him."



"You're lying," Bryan yelled. "It's all on video."



Valerie wanted to slap him. "Vampires can't be videotaped," she
argued. "It's impossible. So you're full of shit."



"Then explain why you're on video," he said as he pulled out his
cell phone from his pocket. He selected the video button and the
video started to play.



To her surprise, Valerie was in the videotape. Charles and Valerie
were in the parking lot. They were standing next to an old beat up
black 90s Mazda. Her hair was wild and her eyes were bloodshot.
Valerie was holding a box of chocolates. She threw them at Charles.
A few hit him in the face. Valerie then found a wooden stake on the
ground and picked it up. Charles tried to wrestle it away from her,
but he couldn't. Valerie plunged the stake into his chest over and
over until he was dead.



"The video's a fake," Valerie screeched. "I've been framed."



"Admit you did it," Bryan shouted.



"I'm innocent," Valerie yelled. "I did not kill him."



"If you say you did it now, you won't get the death penalty," he
said.



"You're insane," Valerie screamed. "I'm innocent."



"Stop lying," Bryan said. "Tell the truth now."



"I've got nothing to say," Valerie yelled. "Leave me alone or I'm
going to file a complaint with Internal Affairs."



The female cop pulled out handcuffs. "You're under arrest," she
said as she yanked Valerie's arms behind her back and cuffed them.
She then read Valerie her Miranda rights.



The female cop ordered Valerie to walk to the car. Valerie's knees
buckled and she fell to the ground. She ordered Valerie to get up.
Valerie refused. The cop pulled Valerie up and pushed her into the
back of the car.



Bryan and the female cop got into the car. As Bryan started
driving, the female cop turned to Valerie and said, "Ms. Flyter,
sometimes men can do things that aren't nice. I'm single and this
whole online dating thing is a bitch. I've met so many liars out
there. There have been times when I wanted to blow them
away."



Valerie glared at her. "Officer, I'm not stupid," she said. "You're
trying to trick me. I'm invoking my Miranda rights."



"Fine," the officer said angrily. "Have it your way."



  Bryan muttered something under his breath. It sounded like
"bitch."  Valerie wanted to yell at him, but instead, she
ignored him. She stared out the window and played the video over
and over in her head. There had to be a way to explain it.



 



Chapter Five





 



The stench of urine and feces permeated the air in the Vampire
women's jail in downtown San Jose. Most of the inmates had no home
training. They would leave the paper seat covers on the toilet and
not bother to flush. Or they would leave pee on the seat and not
bother to clean up after themselves. It was just plain nasty.



Valerie had two cellmates. The 300 year old had been a meth addict
for years. She was around 5'6" or 5'7" and couldn't weigh more than
95 pounds. Her skin was pasty white and her teeth were rotten and
brown. Her shoulder-length brown hair was completely lifeless. She
was in for her third strike. She had been charged with stealing a
pint of blood. If found guilty, she would be sent to prison for the
rest of her life.



The other was an older woman. She was around 650 years old and she
was on the plump side. She had long, white hair that she wore in a
ponytail. She had been in a bad marriage. Her husband had been
beating her for years. Last night, she flipped out and killed him.
If she were lucky, she might get manslaughter.



A forty-something female human correctional officer with a bad perm
approached Valerie's cell and said, "There's a lawyer to see
you."



"Good," Valerie said. "I guess the public defender must've heard of
my case and sent someone."



The officer nodded her head. She ordered Valerie to put her hands
through the slot of the cell door so she could handcuff her. After
the officer had handcuffed Valerie, she unlocked the cell door
slowly and ordered Valerie to leave. They then walked together to
the meeting room.



 Valerie winced when she saw the man at the table. It was her
damn ex-husband Simon. He was dressed in a blue navy blazer that
emphasized his broad shoulders on his 6'3" frame. Even though he
was in his mid-400s, Simon could easily pass for his late 300s. His
dark brown hair was thick and curly and his hazel eyes were lively.
He had grown a goatee since Valerie had last seen him. Why did this
asshole have to look so good? He was the last person Valerie wanted
to see.



Valerie protested, "Officer, there's been a mistake. He's not my
lawyer."



Simon rose to his feet. "Officer, this inmate is under a lot of
stress. We just need to talk for a bit and I'll let you know when
we're done."



The officer nodded her head and left the room.



"What the hell are you doing here?" she yelled.



"I saw the video on TV," he said. "So I came here to help
you."



"That damn video is a lie," she said. "You know that vampires can't
be videotaped."



"The TV anchor said that it was new technology that was being
tested by the café and some other vampire hangouts. Apparently, it
can capture our images."



Valerie's face fell. "Even if the video is real, it's not
me."



"Then who is it?" he asked.



Valerie felt her heart racing. Her head was ready to explode. "Are
you saying I'm lying? I'm not. And I don't want your help either.
So go back to your tramp."



"Valerie, you need me and I'm here to help," Simon pleaded. "You've
got no other options."



"What the hell are you talking about? I can go with the public
defender."



"You want to go with some shitty human lawyer who doesn't care
about vampires? Are you kidding me?” Simon let out a brief laugh
before continuing. “They only keep two vampires on staff and both
are in narcotics. There's no one that handles homicides."



"Then I'll hire someone else."



"With what? You've got no money."



"Thanks to your no good ass. Now, get the hell out of my life," she
yelled.



"Valerie, you're not thinking rationally. If you're convicted,
you'll get the death penalty. I'm trying to save you."



"Then I'll be my own lawyer and save my own ass."



"Let's be real," he argued. "You flunked out of law school in your
first year. So there's no way you should even think about being
your own lawyer."



Valerie wanted to strangle him. How dare he bring that up. That was
over forty years ago. "I'm innocent and the truth will prevail. For
Christ's stake, do you really believe that I would kill someone
over a bad date?"



Simon countered, "You have a bad temper. You’ve always gone a
little ballistic when something pisses you off."



"So what," she responded. "And if I were going to kill someone,
don't you think I would have killed you and your tramp
bitch?"



"That would be too easy," he said. "The wife is always the prime
suspect."



"So I found some guy on the Internet and killed him because I was
angry with you. That's stupid."



"What about the video?" he asked.



"It's a fake," she argued.



"Maybe you flipped out and you don't remember killing him," he
said.



"What the hell are you talking about? she yelled. "I'm not
psycho."



"Mental illness runs in your family."



She wanted to punch him. How dare he insult her family. "And not
one of them has ever killed a vampire. And I've never been
diagnosed with anything."



"But Valerie you have issues," he argued. "When you found out about
Zena, you nearly cut off my balls."



"What reasonable wife wouldn't?" she argued. "I devote my life to
you and how do you repay me? Leave me for some tramp half your age.
How pathetic."



Simon looked at Valerie directly in the eyes, "I'm sorry that our
marriage didn't last. But I want to help you. We were together for
over two hundred years and I cannot allow you to die. You're still
part of me."



Valerie glared at Simon, "How do you propose to help me when you
think I'm guilty?"



"I never said that," he responded.



"And think about this. How could a woman who is outweighed by
seventy or eighty pounds kill a guy with a stake? Does that make
sense?"



"You have a point. But we still need to explain the video."



"Then hire someone to test it," she demanded.



"That's being done as we speak," Simon responded. "By the way, the
video shows you stabbing Charles with your right hand."



"And you know I'm left-handed," she said. "So that proves it isn't
me."



"That's a beginning," he said. "But it's not enough. And if the
video is a fake, why would the killer pick you to frame?"



"I have no idea," she responded.



"So can I represent you?" he asked.



"On one condition, that tramp bitch of yours is not to work on my
case. If she does, you're fired."



Simon nodded his head.  "That's fine with me," he said. Simon
looked at his watch. "I'll be in touch."



He looked at her one more time, then got up and exited the
room.



 



Chapter Six





 



The next day, Valerie was arraigned. The judge refused to set bail,
because she deemed Valerie a danger to others. For the next few
weeks, Valerie constantly called Simon about the status of her
case. They were still working on the authenticity of the video and
looking for witnesses who may have seen her on the night of
Charles' murder.



Valerie was tired of waiting in jail. It was taking a toll on both
her physical and mental health. She had gained ten or twelve pounds
from eating crappy food. None of it had gone to her boobs or butt.
Instead, she was starting to get a small gut.



Valerie's skin was dry and flaking. Her hair was losing its color
and she was getting gray at the roots. Valerie could barely comb
her hair with the tiny, skinny black comb the jail provided. And
she was sick of her cellmates. The old woman snored loudly like a
horse in her sleep and the young one talked incessantly. There were
times Valerie wanted to scream.



Valerie needed to get out of this place soon or she would lose her
mind.



Three days later, Simon paid her a visit. He was looking good as
usual while Valerie looked liked shit.



"I've got good news," he said as he walked into the visiting
room.



"What is it?" she asked.



"You were right about the video," he said. "We had three different
techs looked at it and they all concluded that your image was
superimposed to hide the real killer. And two San Jose State
students came forward about seeing you walk on campus that night.
So you're in the clear."



"What does that mean?" she asked.



"I've called the DA and asked her to drop the charges," he said.
"She's agreed based on the evidence we've given her."



"Oh my god, you're my savior," she exclaimed. "So when am I getting
out?"



"In the next couple hours," he said. "We've set up a press
conference. Do you mind?"



"That's awesome," she said. "Your girlfriend is not going to be
there, right?"



"You told me that you didn't want her involved and I've kept my
word."



"Good," she said. "Thanks for helping me out. I really appreciate
it."



"It's the least I could do for you," Simon smiled.



Two and half-hours later, Valerie was released. When Simon and
Valerie walked outside of the jail, they were greeted by a slew of
reporters. Simon proclaimed that justice had been served. They
hugged. Valerie smiled while Simon took reporters' questions. She
felt great. She couldn't wait to get home.



Valerie later watched TV that night and saw her story. It was the
perfect ending.



 



Chapter Seven





 



Six weeks later, Valerie got a call from an undisclosed number on
her cell phone at three in the morning. "It's been done," the male
voice said.



"Are you sure?" Valerie asked.



"Absolutely," he said.



"Thanks for everything," Valerie said.



"No problem," he responded.



Later that morning, Valerie logged onto the Internet to check out
the news. The top story was about Simon and Zena. They had died in
a fire in the early hours of the morning. The police were
investigating it for possible arson.



Valerie smiled. Charles had kept his word.



Six months ago, Charles and Valerie had met at the bookstore at
about four in the morning. He later would visit every couple of
days when no one else was around. They soon became lovers.



A few years ago, Charles had borrowed money from his credit cards
to pay off his gambling debts and his sister's medical bills. He
couldn't keep up with the payments. So he filed for bankruptcy. The
problem was that he was in debt again. He owed about fifty grand
and he couldn't file for bankruptcy. The only asset he had was a
life insurance policy that was worth about two hundred grand.



If he were dead, he would never be harassed about his gambling
debts again. Plus, the life insurance money would allow his sister
to get the treatment in Canada that she needed for her
disease.



Valerie told Charles about her failed marriage. She wanted revenge.
Charles and Valerie agreed to help each other. They then came up
with a plan.



In order to get the life insurance money, he would fake his death.
Valerie would be framed as the killer. The video would be the key
evidence and later, it would be deemed a fake. The real killer
never would be found.



They spent hours working on the video and rehearsing "their date"
at least thirty times. They put up online profiles and sent fake
emails in order to cover themselves.



Charles stole a body from a morgue that was a few counties away.
The body had been a homeless vampire who was about Charles' age and
build. Charles implanted a couple of his teeth in the mouth of the
body. So the body could be identified as him.



After Valerie was arrested, her ex would see the video and want to
represent her. She would initially refuse, but later would agree.
Simon would find evidence exonerating her. He would publically
announce his role to the media. Thus, Valerie never would be a
suspect in the death of Simon and his no good tramp Zena. And
because Charles was "dead," he couldn't be a suspect, either.



Yes, it was the perfect plan. Charles had gotten a new ID. He was
on his way to Canada to join his sister. Hopefully, the treatment
would work.



As for Valerie, she would continue to work in the bookstore. No,
she didn't receive any of the life insurance proceeds. She wasn't
greedy. And maybe in a few months or so, she would join Charles in
Canada. After all, she had found her true love. And that's
something most never find.



 



______



If you enjoyed this short story, you may want to read Gayle
Tiller's other writings. They include her suspense novel, "24 Hour
Lottery Ticket," "24 Hour Nightmare: A Short Story" and "Santa Gets
Outsourced: A Short Story."



For comments, please email gayletiller@yahoo.com.


For more information about Gayle Tiller, visit her web site
http://www.24hourlotteryticket.com.







From the same author on
Feedbooks


	24 Hour
Nightmare: A Short Story (2010)
"24 Hour Nightmare: A Short Story" is a short horror tale with
about 6,000 words. It's Friday night and Monica is checking her
e-mail from her apartment in San Jose. She hasn't had a date in
over six months.

Monica receives a chain letter email promising that her wish
will be granted so long as she forwards the e-mail to fifty people.
If she doesn't, she will have a 24 hour nightmare. Monica makes a
wish and forwards her e-mail to 47 people. Shortly thereafter,
Monica's 24 hour nightmare begins.



	


Santa
Gets Outsourced: A Short Story (2010)
Santa Gets Outsourced: A Short Story" is a short humorous tale
of about 6,000 words. It's the week before Christmas in the North
Pole. Santa and the elves receive notice that operations are being
outsourced to overseas. They decide to fight back.



	


24
Hour Lottery Ticket (2010)
Dianne Canton is a lawyer whose life is in dire straits. She's
lost her apartment and car. Dianne is living in her rundown office
in downtown San Jose.

When Emma Watkins knocks on her door, Dianne thinks she is a
bill collector. Emma turns out to be a former judge who holds a $73
million lottery ticket that will expire in about 24 hours.

Years ago, the media destroyed Emma and her family in a bitter
recall election. Emma wants to stop the media from publicizing her
name as the winner of the lottery.

If Dianne wins Emma's case, her money troubles will be over. If
Dianne loses, Emma will lose $73 million.



	


No
One Is Innocent: A Jasmine Myers Mystery (2011)
Thirty-something Jasmine Myers is a divorced San Jose
African-American private investigator who is battling her addiction
to alcohol. Her biological clock is ticking and her ex-husband who
is newly married wants her back.

Community leader Kristal Woods hires Jasmine to investigate the
death of her husband Ralph Woods, the President of the Black
Firefighters.

After two other firefighters die, Kristal is charged with all
three murders.

A twisted path leads to the dark side of San Jose politics and
life.

In the end, Jasmine learns that no one is innocent.
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