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  WHAT IF A LAWYER WAS JUST AS MUCH A CRIMINAL AS THE CROOKS HE DEFENDED?




  What if a lawyer were so unethical, so morally bankrupt, so determined to win at any costs, that he would provide his client, a murderer, with an alibi just to win a case? What if this same lawyer wasn’t merely a defender of criminals, but a criminal himself?




  Jake Livingstone, an unscrupulous thirty-eight year old attorney, has no respect for rules. He is unfaithful to his wife, unprincipled in business, and seems invested in living a hedonistic lifestyle. Quite possibly, his only redeeming character attribute is that he refuses to represent pedophiles. Then, Jake receives an anonymous phone call threatening his life and, in the process of investigating the death threat against him, discovers that he wants to change his ways. He begins a remarkable transformation by attempting to right all the wrongs and hurts that he has caused. But the death threats continue.




  Is it too late for Jake to save himself?




  ATTORNEY’S ALIBI




   




  DARALYSE LYONS




   




  [image: Image]




   




  Moonshine Cove Publishing, LLC




  Abbeville, South Carolina U.S.A.




   




  This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.




   




  Copyright 2015 by Daralyse Lyons




  E-Book ISBN: 978-3-96028-138-2




  




  GD Publishing Ltd. & Co KG, Berlin




  





  E-Book Distribution: XinXii


  www.xinxii.com
[image: logo_xinxii]





   




  This eBook is available in print (ISBN: 978-1-937327-79-8)




  at quality book stores and online retailers.




   




  This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. It may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share it with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you are reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return it and purchase your own copy.




   




  Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.




  Dedication




  To my friends and family who supported me as I wrote, and to my mother who has always encouraged me to follow my dreams.




  



  ABOUT THE AUTHOR




  



  When Daralyse Lyons isn’t doing splits or jumping out of airplanes, this yoga teacher and adrenaline junkie can be found with pen in hand furiously scribbling her latest novel. She has written a dozen full-length books to date and loves nothing more than creating stories that engage readers and leave them wanting more. She currently lives in the quaint Mount Airy section of Philadelphia.




   




  ATTORNEY’S




  ALIBI




  

  Chapter 1




  Donato Vincentini wasn’t really meeting with me at the time his wife was killed, but that didn’t stop me from telling the police that he was. The man needed an alibi. And who better than his lawyer to provide one? Sure, my lying was immoral, not to mention illegal, but I’d met his wife and the bitch deserved to die. Besides, it wasn’t the first time I’d helped a man get off for a crime he did in fact commit. Frankly, I didn’t feel all that bad about it.




  My client took a vow. ‘Til death do us part. He wanted out. It was an easy solution. Lorelai Vincentini had to die. Donato did not, however, have to slice her up. He especially didn’t have to chop off her fingers like some crazed serial killer. That was overkill (no pun intended).




  Let me backtrack a bit. I’d hate to have you think I was a heartless bastard. I mean, I was one — a heartless bastard — but not because I thought Lorelai Vincentini deserved to die or because I alibied her murdering husband.




  I was a heartless bastard because I was a philanderer, a liar, a cheater, an ace manipulator, and a narcissist. But I was not, as you might imagine, a completely irredeemable character. Lest you think me completely beyond redemption, I wasn’t. At the very least, I had one compensatory character trait.




  I had cancer.




  Okay, so having cancer in and of itself didn’t make me any better or worse as a human being. Not by a longshot. And it was not technically a character trait, more like a life circumstance. It was just that, up until I got cancer, I lived life by certain moral standards. I went to church. I came home at night, to my wife. I upheld the tenets of the law while (you guessed it) practicing the law. I was an upstanding citizen. Then came the diagnosis. With the recognition of my own mortality, I experienced an earth-shattering realization.




  Life was meant to be lived.




  I’d spent my entire thirty-eight years on this planet living as if my gratification would come post-mortem. I believed, despite the absence of any evidence to substantiate my beliefs, in an omnipresent, omnipotent deity. I was convinced, or so I told myself anyway, that there existed an immortal afterlife wherein everything about this senseless, fucked-up world would suddenly make sense.




  Like any God-fearing Christian, I persuaded myself to put all of my faith in the foolhardy illusion of heavenly recompense. So what if I had to make some sacrifices in this life? There was always eternity. God would see to it that I was rewarded for all of my good deeds. I accumulated accolades as if I could stockpile acts of virtue and cash them in at Saint Peter’s gate.




  Then I got my diagnosis and realized that faith was a panacea. I took the Tim McGraw song to heart and began to live like I was dying. Because I was.




  Please don’t misunderstand me. Don’t take pity on me. I had cancer. I got treatment. My cancer went into remission. Sure, I’m skipping over the boring and incredibly graphic retelling of my chemo and radiation experiences — puking my guts out, weight loss, and an embarrassing litany of symptoms most of which resulted in the temporary loss of control of certain body systems involving intake and elimination. But all of that is largely irrelevant. I’m not trying to get you to feel sorry for me. The point I was trying to make was that, during the timeframe in which this story took place, I was no more or less at risk of kicking the bucket than anyone else — even you.




  The sad truth is that we are all dying. It’s inevitable. They say only two things in life are certain — death and taxes. I disagree. If Leona Helmsley had had me for an attorney, she’d have gotten off scot free. Tax evasion is an option. Death, on the other hand, can neither be evaded nor avoided. You can bet your life on that cold, hard fact.




  Where was I? Oh yes. False alibis and cancer.




  As a result of my close call with the grim reaper, I made the decision to live my life the way I wanted to live it. This meant that I did what I wanted when I wanted. So, maybe I was not the most lovable of characters, but I was at least mildly redeemable. Looking back, I can see that, like any other hero, or villain for that matter, I was not all good or all bad. I was simply looking out for my own interests. I was a survivor.




  Enough about all that. I’m off topic. You’ll find that about me. It is almost impossible for me to tell a story in a linear way because life itself is anything but linear.




  Most of life feels like a Seinfeld rerun. A bunch of seemingly disjointed events occur simultaneously and in succession and it doesn’t all get tied in until the end. Eventually, though, it all does get woven in so that the viewer is left understanding what had originally appeared to be loose ends. I hope to leave you without any loose ends. Bear with me though, as my brain is apt to take us in a million divergent directions.




  Where was I? Oh yes. Me alibiing Donato and trying to convince you that I was not, am not, a total asshole.




  In those days, I tried not to think about the cancer. My wife, Cheryl, thought about it more than enough for the both of us. Somehow, my near brush with death had the opposite effect on Cheryl than it had on me, which was why, at that very moment, she was preparing a wheatgrass smoothie which she would slowly sip as she drove to church that Sunday morning. Ever since the day the doctor uttered that fateful two-syllable word, “cancer,” my wife had been praying her ass off. I, on the other hand, hadn’t set foot in a church since my diagnosis and had no intention of doing so again unless it was absolutely necessary. I decided that weddings and funerals could compel my butt to occupy a pew, but that no other enticement would suffice.




  But, I digress. Cheryl came out of the kitchen, sashayed toward where I was sitting — sprawled out comfortably on my overstuffed leather recliner — watching television and generally ignoring the fact that that day, Sunday, was meant to be God’s day. Fuck God. He had no fucking clue what I’d been through. He never had cancer. All right, that’s probably the slightest bit sacrilegious.




  I don’t want to alienate you by talking shit about an entity that you may have invested a lot in — like your entire soul. It’s okay. I get it. I was once optimistic enough to believe in Santa Claus for adults too. That’s kind of what God is, right? Santa. Think about it. I mean, there’s supposedly a list in heaven of who has been naughty and who has been nice and the presents (or punishments) are awarded accordingly. Both God and Santa are northern-dwelling bearded men, although it is purported that the Lord has a more enviable waistline. Whatever. Believe what you want. I’m just saying that, somewhere around the onset of puberty, I realized that Santa was a crock of shit and, at some time after I got the big-C, I became aware that God is Santa Claus for grownups. Ipso facto, God is a crock of shit. Sorry. That’s blasphemy. And it was a Sunday.




  Anyway, I watched my wife’s hips sway and said, “You know, you don’t have to go to church.”




  “You could come with me, Jake.” She smiled.




  Cheryl always felt a need to smile at me. I didn’t recall her being quite so joyous prior to the diagnosis, but afterward… Let’s just say my wife became a beacon of optimism. Sometimes, I wondered if her face would break under the weight of all that Cheshire cat happiness. But, my wife was unbreakable. I loved her. Truly, I did. It’s just that we were so very different.




  Case in point, my response to her “You could come with me, Jake” was “You could come with me, sexy.”




  I made a low, suggestive, supposed-to-be-seductive noise somewhere between a groan and a growl. Cheryl laughed. She actually laughed! I think she thought I was joking. (Note to reader: I wasn’t. I most emphatically preferred pussy to piousness).




  “Don’t be such a sinner,” my wife said, although her tone remained playful.




  Was this really the same woman who once licked Cool Whip off of my Johnson or let me do it to her in the butt? Where was the college co-ed I fell in love with — the one who went streaking with me on a dare and recited Shakespeare from memory?




  My wife had changed in the twenty years we’d been together, becoming more and more virtuous, less and less fun. We’d been married for eighteen years, after dating for two, and things had gotten boring and predictable between us. No wonder I’d given up marital fidelity.




  Chapter 2




  Her name was Amber. Amber. That was actually her real name. Her stage name was Cinnamon. Alas, it was true. Like T-Pain before me, I was in love with a stripper.




  I kissed my wife goodbye — a long, languorous kiss, the kind of kiss that had Mr. Winkler standing at attention. Cheryl didn’t take the hint.




  I was horny, Goddamnit. As my wife headed off to church, I texted Amber to tell her I was coming over.




  Listen, don’t judge me. I gave my wife first dibs. I would’ve been perfectly happy to spend the morning having missionary-position sex with the woman I had married on our king sized bed with the purple down comforter which I hated. I even would’ve cuddled afterward, thereby proving that I was not a completely selfish son-of-a-bitch. And yes cuddling would’ve been a sacrifice. Cuddling is always a sacrifice, and any man who tells a woman otherwise is just trying to get in her pants.




  As I was saying, Cheryl declined my offer, so it was on to Amber. Had Amber been unavailable, my next call would’ve been to Monique.




  Yes. I was juggling three women at that particular moment — three delicious shades of chocolate — my milky white wife, my caramel colored Amber, and the dark-chocolate Monique. Actually, Monique’s skin was the color of burnt pumpernickel toast. I don’t know why I said that about the chocolate. Quite possibly because each woman was sinful, delicious, and sweet. Racially, however, Cheryl was as Caucasian as they come, Amber a biracial beauty, and Monique an African American goddess.




  I thought I ought to clarify that lest you see me as a racist. No. Far from it. I was an equal opportunity playa. Mr. Winkler knew no limits. He and I were colorblind — yet another redeeming quality if I do say so myself.




  As I was saying, I had access to three exceptional women who could not have been more different from one another if they tried. What is it they say? Variety is the spice of life. Well, I liked my life spicy.




  These three women filled in the gaps in my life. Between the monotony of work and the predictability of everyday existence, my marital and extramarital interactions gave my days flavor and substance. If nothing else, maintaining an intricate web of lies kept me sufficiently engaged that my life at least seemed worth living. That was the thing about having cancer. Once I found out that my body was quite literally fighting itself and that I could die at any moment, I realized that I was fighting for a life that was neither exciting nor engaging. Having not one, but two, mistresses certainly spiced things up.




  As I made the drive over to Amber’s condo, I thought about her strong, supple thighs wrapped around me — what it would feel like to be alive inside of her.




  Cancer is death. Sex offers a specific sort of euphoria that reminds a man that he is still alive. I needed constant reminders.




  On my way, the phone rang. Glancing down at the caller ID, I saw that it was Donato. The murdering son of a bitch was calling me on a Sunday — my day off. Fuck him. I let it go to voicemail. I’d call him back, of course, but I intended to get off on my day off. After rolling off of Amber, I could use my client’s call as an excuse to get outa dodge.




  It wasn’t that I couldn’t spend all day “making love” or whatever with the biracial beauty. Hell, I’d even have settled for a day of snuggling. I simply couldn’t take the probing questions and relentless nagging. Ironic, isn’t it? My wife never nagged me, but my mistress had the nasty habit of trying to convince me to leave my wife — especially after sex.




  I was not in the mood to argue about that with her on that particular day. It seemed that the more of me Amber got, the more she wanted, and I was not about to leave Cheryl.




  I took my marriage vows seriously. For better or worse, in sickness and in health, ‘til death parted us. No way I’d have ever gotten a divorce. For one thing, if I had, some bloodthirsty lawyer like me would have gone through my financials and discovered — quite literally — where the bodies were buried. Thanks, but no thanks.




  Besides, Cheryl was a good woman who made relatively no demands on me, was incredibly low-maintenance and seemed to operate under the delusion that I was one of the good ones. Why on earth would I give that up?




  Amber just couldn’t comprehend that I had no intention of buying the cow. I’d happily drink all the free milk she offered, then, when the supply dried up, I’d move on. She was replaceable in a way that Cheryl was not. Of course, my mistress didn’t understand that. No one wants to see themselves as replaceable. She kept trying to fuck, cajole, and manipulate her way into my heart. Not that I was complaining. She was hot as hell.




  Don’t get the wrong idea. I really did like Amber. I wasn’t just using her for sex, and I never promised to leave my wife. She simply wanted more than I was capable of giving. Fidelity and commitment.




  I always found it ironic when a mistress wanted to make an honest man out of a guy who’d already proven himself to be a philanderer. Once a cheater, always a cheater. Then again, people like to think that even the most irredeemable asshole can change — for them. I wasn’t about to change. Sure, I liked Amber. I might even have been just a little in love (or just a lot in lust) with her, but Cheryl was the only woman I had ever wanted to commit to.




  Yes, technically I was pretty shitty at upholding that commitment. I ignored the monogamy clause of our wedding vows. But, I had made my choice and nothing in the world could’ve induced me to unmake it. Cheryl and I were going to be together forever, or at least until one of us died.




  In case you’re keeping track, I suggest you add that to my list of redeemable characteristics. I valued the institution of marriage. Okay, well, I sort of valued it. Maybe, I’m entitled to half a brownie point.




  “Hey, baby,” Amber greeted me, opening the door in a slinky black teddy.




  I began salivating immediately. A perky and pert C-cup, my mistress filled out her lingerie nicely. Unlike most of the strippers I’d seen — and there had been many since D-day (diagnosis day) — Amber’s tits were real. Her hair, on the other hand, was not. She had dyed it an aggressive shade of blonde, and no the carpet did not match the drapes. Still, her bleached locks, while clearly fake, highlighted her exoticness. They were expertly arranged to frame her pretty face. Catlike green eyes with slightly slanted edges gave her a pumaesque expression. Amber was half-Black and one quarter each Chinese and Irish American.




  I know that, thus far, I have been referring to my bombshell, stripper girlfriend as biracial, but this is only because that was how she described herself. Sure, it would be more apt to say multi-ethnic or tri-racial, but, as you’ll soon discover, I’m not overly concerned with exactitudes. I seek only to capture the essence of a thing, even if, in doing so, I omit components of the truth.




  A beautiful mixture of races, my mistress represented a biological stew of ethnically diverse genetic material that had arranged itself into utter perfection.




  The woman was a knockout.




  It didn’t hurt that she was paid to look sexy for a living. So she did. Always. Amber made it her job to be slutaceously beautiful. That was one of the things I liked most about her. Just looking at her gave me a hard on.




  “Hiya, gorgeous.” I grinned.




  For the next hour, we didn’t say another word except for a series of “Oh Gods,” which she uttered at the end of our spirited acrobatics — this was after all the Lord’s Day and reverence had to be paid in one way or another.




  Cheryl, good Catholic that she was, would’ve been on her knees in devotion at the exact moment when Amber was on her knees worshipping at the altar of my throbbing manhood. After licking and sucking and nibbling, we commenced the thrusting which led to the aforementioned “Oh Gods.”




  When my hot stripper girlfriend finally dismounted (we ended with Amber on top), collapsing beside me and wrapping one arm across my chest, I took that as my cue to speak again.




  “It’s good to see you, babe.”




  “It’s been six days.” She pouted.




  “Busy work week. I’m defending a murderer.”




  Amber perked up at that. She always loved hearing about my job. I’d tell her all the gory details and watch her squirm in feigned horror, although the telltale gleam in her eyes led me to believe that she was more fascinated than appalled.




  “Alleged,” she corrected me. “Alleged murderer.”




  I raised an eyebrow at her. She laughed.




  “Okay, so I’m sure he’s guilty as shit like all the others.” Amber leaned back on the bed so that the rounded mounds of her tits were fully exposed. I swear, her right nipple winked at me. “But, it’s innocent until proven guilty, right?”




  “I take the fifth.” I chuckled as I reached out a hand and began to fondle the aforementioned mischievous nipple with my thumb and index finger.




  Amber leaned over and nibbled at my bottom lip. Mr. Winkler was starting to become aroused again. She lifted up the sheet, took one look at what was beneath it, and smiled her approval.




  What were we talking about? Oh yes, murder.




  I spared Amber my philosophy that we are all basically guilty of something. It’s simply a matter of whether or not we get caught. I didn’t elaborate on my strongly held conviction that everybody, even the best of us, is capable of evil. This world is comprised of sinners, not saints. That said, some transgressions are not criminal, whereas others are. For example, no one would really care that I was cheating on my wife. If discovered, there’d be no punishment for my extramarital offences — save perhaps for a divorce, and even that was unlikely.




  A good, forgiving Christian woman, if she ever found out about my infidelities, Cheryl would more than likely have let me off the hook. At the very least, she’d have agreed to try counseling and, although that seemed like a punishment worse than death, it would’ve been a mild consequence. I figured that, in the grand scheme of things, cheating ranked low on the totem pole of offences. Sure, it was wrong, but it struck me as being well worth the potential consequences. My wife wouldn’t have left me. She didn’t believe in divorce. Besides, Cheryl saw my life as a gift from God. Religion and her own mistaken belief in my essential goodness would keep her tethered to me forever. Or so I thought.




  Enough of my speculative fantasies. I’m simply hypothesizing here, and what’s the use of that? In actuality, Cheryl knew nothing and likely never would. I was a master at deceit.




  There was a thread here. I know there was. Let me trace it back to my original point, whatever that was. Oh yes. Everyone does “bad” things. Moral relativism offered quite a convenient pathway out of shame. I strode that path with purpose. I told myself that cheating on my wife was low on the scale of transgressions. It didn’t even rank as a crime. Not that I was above criminal wrongdoing, as well you know.




  My unethical business practices — like providing a false alibi for a client — were another matter entirely. That kind of thing had more serious implications and consequences. If discovered, I would be looking at jail time.




  If discovered…




  And yet, I rationalized these acts as well. I lived by my own set of standards. I wasn’t entirely without scruples, but my capacity to do wrong and still look at myself in the mirror every morning seemed greater than that of most people. Put another way, my standards for conduct were a lot lower.




  I was arguing for something, wasn’t I? Right. I was purporting that ethics are an illusion. Let me illustrate this further.




  I am by no means the best example. You know what a son of a bitch I was. So let’s look at someone else. My dear, beloved wife Cheryl for example.




  A few weeks before my false alibi situation, my wife was pulled over for speeding. When the cop went to write her a ticket, she smiled at him and his heart went to mush. Like all my women, Cheryl was extremely pretty — beautiful even. She batted her eyelashes and got off sans consequences. No ticket for her. Nope. She had tits.




  On both fronts, my wife was in the wrong — speeding and letting Officer Frisky think she was available when she was anything but. Of course, in the grand scheme of things, Cheryl’s actions weren’t at all “bad,” but, technically, they were wrong.




  There is no such thing as an angel without tarnished wings. Anyway, the point is that no one is entirely innocent — ever. There is a spectrum of wrongdoing and a continuum of consequences.




  I didn’t explain all of this to Amber, however, because she was at that very moment suggesting that we take a shower together.




  Did you forget that I was still lying in bed with my mistress? Try to follow along a bit more closely. Pay attention, okay? If you don’t keep up, you’ll miss the most essential lessons of my whodunit narrative. And I can’t be bothered to go back and fill in the blanks. The stakes are high, so keep up.




  As I was saying, I opted not to air my dirty laundry in favor of cleaning my dirty junk. I’m not so sure that my circular reference made sense. Let me clarify. What I meant was that I chose to clean my private parts rather than share my work transgressions with Amber. Follow me?




  I have a habit of taking shortcuts when it comes to logic and explanation. I can’t promise not to go off on tangents. I am afflicted with a rapidly changing stream of consciousness and, since this is a safe place to share and I don’t have to censor myself here, I find it impossible not to meander off on unnecessary tangents. Anyway, I’ll try to go back and explain what I mean anytime I digress.




  Sorry about that. It’s a side-effect of my narcissistic tendencies. I’ll assume however that you are an intelligent person and that, by and large, as long as I offer all the necessary information, your brain will be able to filter out any extraneous details and connect all the necessary dots.




  Where was I?




  Oh, yes. The shower. Amber had one of those delectable, detachable shower nozzles which could be used in a myriad of mouth-watering ways. Unsurprisingly, we spent awhile playing with that. I’ll let you fill in the details. When we finally had enough of the tantalizing water play, we got out, wrapped ourselves in towels, and pattered out of the bathroom and back into the bedroom.




  “Can I give you a massage, baby?” my girlfriend asked. “You look tense.”




  I needed no inducement. Having a naked stripper give me a rubdown was most definitely one of the highpoints of my day. As I submitted to the glorious, relieving pressure of her hands, I was lulled into a sublime state of relaxation.




  Ring! Partway through her kneading and rubbing, we were rudely interrupted by my ringing phone. Shit. I had forgotten to turn the ringer off. Usually, I did my best to avoid interruptions while at Amber’s place (or Monique’s, for that matter). I didn’t want either of my mistresses feeling neglected. Most times, I left my phone in the car while over at Amber’s. I wouldn’t have put it past her to skim through my list of contacts and place an incriminating call to my wife.




  Have I mentioned that Amber was the jealous type? Well, she was. Jealous and territorial and fixated on her mission to get me all to herself. It was exhausting warding off her advances. Well, truth be told, it was titillating too to be thirty-eight and have a twenty-two year old hot-as-hell stripper head-over-heels in love with me. And, believe it or not, Amber was in love with me. I’m a pretty good judge of character and I could feel her undying love and affection. Not to sound conceited, but I was pretty much the center of her universe.




  Ring! The phone blared again.




  I sprang up out of bed, alert.




  “If that’s your wife, and you answer it…” Amber warned menacingly.




  She could be incredibly territorial. I picked up my cell, looked at the call display and breathed a sigh of relief.




  Luckily, it was not my wife, but my client, calling me. Again. This time, I didn’t let it go to voicemail. I answered it.




  “What’s up?” I asked Donato while mouthing to Amber “It’s the murderer.”




  She nodded and pranced out of the room, breasts bouncing merrily, giving me my privacy. One thing Amber always understood was work. Work meant money. Being a lawyer is all about billable hours, and the more I worked, the more I could lavish money and gifts on her. She wasn’t stupid. The woman lived for swag.




  I waited for the door to close behind her then turned my attention to Donato.




  “Jake…” His voice on the other end of the line was panic-stricken. “It’s me, Donato.”




  In the days of caller ID, I found it amusing whenever people identified themselves on the phone. I had his number. He was programmed into my contacts. I knew who he was. Still, I let him continue, making a mental note of the time. Let the man ramble. I was on the clock.




  “Sorry to call you on a Sunday. But, the thing is, I killed another one.”




  “Don’t say another word,” I said. “Where are you?”
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