
        
            [image: cover]
        


Trial of the
Black Widow

By August Renfelt

4. Smashwords Edition

Copyright August Renfelt
September 2011

 


 


Smashwords Edition, License
Notes

This ebook is licensed for your
personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given
away to other people. If you would like to share this book with
another person, please purchase an additional copy for each
recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or
it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to
Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting
the hard work of this author.












​ Table of Contents

1: The Juror

2: Accused of
Murder

3: The Motel
Window

4: The Heart
Condition

5: You Must
Understand

6: The Help

7: You Must

8:
Forensics

9: The Test

10: The
Verdict

11: The Tanning
Bed

About the
Author

Other stories by August
Renfelt












1: The
Juror

​ It was his
first time as a juror. He had been called a couple of times, but
this was the first time he had actually been picked for a case. And
what a case. The defendant's name was Vanessa St. Clair, but the
media called her “The Steel Trap”. Or so he could gather from the
few headlines he had seen; the entire jury was to be secluded on a
distant motel for the duration of the trial, cut of from the media
storm that raged around the courthouse. So it was like doing your
civic duty and going on a holiday all at once.

The picking of the jury had
been a long and complicated process. He had answered questions from
the various lawyers as best he could, and spend the rest of the
time marvelling at the courtroom: it was exactly like on TV! A
podium for the judge, a witness stand beside the judge, the jury
box along one wall, tall narrow windows along the other. Two rows
of benches for the audience, with two long tables in front, one for
the defence team, one for the prosecutors. All the partitions,
benches and podiums were darkly vanished carpentry, the handiwork
of a bygone century.

At the end of the picking
process he could not say why he had been made a juror, while so
many others had been let go.

 








2: Accused of
Murder

​ “Ladies
and gentlemen of the jury, the prosecution will show that the
defendant Vanessa St. Clair murdered her husband in cold blood. We
will show you how she did it. We will show you why she did it. And
we will show that it was premeditated and planed before she even
married her victim, the poor Steve Gerrolf.”

The prosecutor wore a blue suit
and round gold glasses. He had taken the glasses off, and was now
waving them around as he addressed the jury.

The juror
looked over at the defendant, seeing her for the first time. She
was a strikingly handsome woman, her features made arrogant by high
arched black eyebrows. Her hair was long and black, hanging well
beneath her shoulders. She wore a conservative dark grey suit to
court, no doubt carefully chosen by her defence staff, but it could
not hide her physique. She was a hard-core bodybuilder, and though
it must frustrate her lawyers, it was impossible for her to hide
her satisfaction with her body. The straightness of her back, the
minute movements of her hips and shoulders, the lascivious joy she
took in turning her head to listen to her lawyer's whispers. Even
when facing a trial for murder she oozed confidences and
well-being. Grieving widow? Apparently not.

 








3: The Motel
Window

​ He was
kind of bored sitting there in his motel room. The jury was not
allowed access to television or newspapers. There was a fat cop
posted at the end of the hall, to make sure they didn’t run off.
The jury had the entire second floor to themselves. All so they
wouldn’t get contaminated with media sensationalism. The only thing
he could do was sit there and read the transcripts of the day.

The motel was a pretty sorry
place. Not that it was worn down or ugly as such, but it was not a
place you would ever feel at home. Which was, as far as he knew,
the point: motels and most hotels wanted their customers to get
restless, spend as little time as possible in the room, and move on
at first opportunity. Partially to save on wear and tear, and
partially because new arrivals spends more money than someone who
knows the ropes. Turnover was the key in that business.
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