
  
    [image: Her Last New Years Eve]
  


  
    
      HER LAST NEW YEARS EVE

      
        VICTORIA MATTSEN CRIME SERIES

        BOOK 10

      

    

    
      
        IFEANYI ESIMAI

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: ShotReads]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Copyright © 2023 by Ifeanyi Esimai

        All rights reserved.

        No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      

      

      
        
        eISBN: 978-1-63589-814-9

        Print ISBN: 978-1-63589-815-6

        Audio ISBN: 978-1-63589-816-3

        Cover design by coveredbymelinda.com

        Published by ShotReads, an imprint of

        Ciparum LLC

        270 Sparta Ave., Suite 104, PMB 152

        Sparta, NJ 07871

        Get a FREE copy of The Rookie!

        Join my Newsletter for updates, giveaways, teasers, and a FREE copy of the prequel - The Rookie. Click here or scan the QR code.

      

      

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      For Chinwe…Always.

      The wind beneath my wings.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

          

        

      

    

    
      My heartfelt gratitude goes out to my family and friends, whose unwavering faith in me fueled this project from the very start.

      I also want to extend a special thanks to a group of incredible individuals whose generous spirit has made an indelible impact on this project, and for that, I am forever grateful.

       

      Erik S

      Nneka Anaebonam

      Craig Martelle

      Jenn Davidson

      Chinwe Anyamele

      Obioha Emezie

      Renee

      Okechukwu Obua

      Romeo Richards

      Ikenna Emeghara

      Charles Onunkwo

      Adaeze

      

      Every one of you has helped shape this journey in your own unique way, and I couldn't be more thankful. Your support has not only made these books a reality but has also inspired me as I continue to tell Detective Vikki Mattsen's story.

      To all the readers, thank you for inviting Detective Vikki Mattsen into your lives. It's been a joy to share this adventure with you.

      Here's to the stories yet to be told.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Prologue

      

      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Chapter 20

      

      
        Chapter 21

      

      
        Epilogue

      

    

    
      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PROLOGUE

          

        

      

    

    
      Alexis cocked her head. Was that the doorbell? She’d come out of the shower minutes earlier. Dressed in her satin-green pajamas, she sat in front of her dressing mirror, putting finishing touches on her face as per her nightly skincare ritual. She and Vikki had barely talked at the St. Patrick’s Day donation dinner before her father had whisked Vikki away—to take care of family business, he’d said.

      The doorbell chimed again. Who could it be at this time of the night? A thought occurred to her. She sprang to her feet and grabbed her housecoat. She’d better get it before her father did.

      Her dad was coming out of his room. “Are you going to get that?”

      “Yep. It must be Vikki. Maybe she forgot her key. I can’t wait to hear all about Paris.” She swept past him. “You seem tired, more like sad. Didn’t you get enough donations?”

      Before her dad could reply, she was on the stairs. She took them two at a time, leaped off the last step, and crossed the foyer. She glanced at the grandfather clock standing like a sentry next to the statue of Venus. The time was a few minutes before midnight.

      A dark silhouette about Vikki’s height stood on the other side of the frosted glass door. A smile tugged at the corner of Alexis’ lips. Chest heaving from the mad rush down, she turned the lock and pulled the door open. The smell of stale beer and sweat rushed in.

      The smile vanished from her face. A cold chill traveled down her spine. It was the guy from the bar. He’d tried to buy her a drink, and she’d politely refused. He followed me home.

      Alexi swallowed. “What do you want?”

      “Hi, do you remember me?” The man’s voice was slurred and gravelly. “We met at Dave’s bar. We have unfinished business.”

      This was bad news. “Why don’t you come back tomorrow when you’re sober.” Alexis started to close the door.

      He stuck a foot in. “Not so fast.” He licked his lips, his gaze traveling from Alexis’ face to her chest.

      Alexis didn’t need to glance down to know her housecoat was open. She let go of the door and wrapped the coat around her body, her second mistake of the night. The first had been assuming it was Vikki.

      That was all the man needed. He shoved her back. He was in.

      “Get out! Or I’ll call the police!” Her voice shook with rage and fear.

      He leaned back on the door, and it clicked shut. He glanced around. “Wow…this crib is sick!”

      “Get out!” This was one of those rare times when she didn’t have her phone with her. She couldn’t go back upstairs to get it and call the cops.

      “Look at the titties on that babe.” He staggered to the statue of Venus de Milo and ran his hand over her breasts.

      Alexis secured her coat with the belt. She grabbed the man by the elbow and pulled him toward the door. With her other hand, she turned the knob.

      “Hey…I’m not ready to go yet.”

      Alexis tugged too hard. The man hurtled into her and slammed her against the door.

      “You want to play? I-I bet you’re softer than that piece of stone.”

      Rough hands landed on her chest and squeezed. She wanted to scream, but fear clamped her mouth shut. He wrapped his hands around her waist and lifted her. He staggard backward into the half table in the foyer.

      “Hey! Let her go now!” a voice thundered.

      Alexis’ eyes shot up. Her father stood at the top of the stairs with a pistol pointed at them.

      He walked down to the staircase landing. “Let her go, now!”

      The man pulled Alexis tighter against him.

      “Y-you are not going to shoot. You might hit her. I-I have a gun, too, you know.” He belched.

      The smell was nauseating. Alexis’ dinner crawled up her throat like beer foam in a glass. She swallowed.

      Her father raised his other hand. He had a phone.

      The man fumbled around his waistband. A pistol suddenly appeared, raised and pointed at Alexis' father. His hand trembled like a flag in a hurricane. The gun barked once. The force of the recoil pushed him back. His grasp on Alexis tightened.

      Alexis’ heart raced. A deafening ringing filled her ears. She couldn’t move, couldn’t speak, couldn’t even cry out. All she could do was stare in disbelief. Her father tumbled down the stairs and crumpled on the floor.

      “Oh my god, I got him,” the man said.

      Alexis’ body trembled. She felt like she was hovering above, watching her father gasping for air. She must get to him. Call an ambulance. Alexis jerked her head back and heard a sickening crunch.

      The man let her go. “My nose!”

      She ran to him, and got on her knees. His shirt was soaked with blood. “D-Daddy. Oh—” Something hard slammed into the side of her face. Light flashed around her. Pain exploded in her head, and she went down.

      “Bitch! You broke my nose!”

      Alexis was on her back. The voice sounded far away. A shadow loomed over her. Alexis felt a hand around her neck, and it squeezed. She reached for it to get it off, but it got tighter. Darkness crawled in from the corner of her eyes. She struggled, tried to draw in air, then everything went dark.
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      Vikki sat up. The open file on her lap slipped off her bare thigh onto the bed. She tugged the oversized tee shirt over her leg. It didn’t go far. She’d finished reading the case file from Ashton Township in Long Island for the murders of Alexis and Mike Devoe. It had arrived a day before Christmas.

      She turned off the reading lamp on the nightstand and glanced at the digital clock. It was eleven-fifteen p.m.

      Light streamed in from a lamp in the parking lot. Christmas had come and gone, but its fingerprints still lingered—the smells of cinnamon and apple cider from a candle burned earlier hung in the air. Outside the window, snowflakes came down like chopped-up bird feathers floating perpetually as if Santa was still on his way.

      Vikki hugged her legs, her chin resting on her head. She watched Ted sleep. He looked so peaceful.

      Even though he was beside her, Vikki felt their relationship had been strained for the past few weeks without any conflict. Or maybe it was only her. Two months ago, she’d have gotten hot and bothered watching him. But now, she felt empty inside.

      Vikki thought she’d overcome her past, but it seemed to have become a permanent fixture. Despite Ted hanging in there, refusing to be pushed away, and she falling for him, she still felt responsible for what had happened to Bruce.

      Bruce had been her training officer and boyfriend and was ready to propose to her the day he’d got shot. They were on a routine foot patrol, and she’d noticed an altercation between two couples. She wished she hadn’t gone back.

      She’d given Ted a train set for Christmas. The boyish enthusiasm he’d exuded made her heart thud like an African talking drum.

      Despite warning him not to get her anything, he had. She’d been mad when he’d presented her with a gift. A beautiful scarf she’d tried on once at the mall. She’d wrapped it around her neck and struck a few poses in front of the mirror. It was soft and silky, with delicate florals and swirling paisleys in a burst of bright colors. Vikki had planned to buy it later, but Ted had been paying attention. She’d kissed him and forgotten about not wanting anything in the first place.

      They’d celebrated Christmas at his apartment, enjoyed a quiet dinner, and only when they’d returned to her place to get a change of clothes had she seen the envelope addressed to her.

      Vikki had seen the return address and knew where it came from. She’d contemplated not opening it until later in the new year, but curiosity had got the better of her.

      A shiver shot through her. Reading what the investigators thought had happened made her angry. The killer had shot Mike and strangled Alexis. The murder weapon was not recovered, and the ballistics on the bullet didn’t match any in their database.

      Vikki’s vision was cloudy from unshed tears. She remembered the first time she and Alexis had met. She was hospitalized, recuperating from her wounds after an explosion at their trailer. She’d escaped with minor cuts and a ringing in her ear. Alexis’ father, a physician at the hospital, had come in one Sunday with his family on their way back from church. He and his wife had found Alexis in the reception area talking to a girl when it was time to go.

      Vikki had wandered out of the ward and ended up in the hospital’s lobby. She must have fallen asleep because she’d woken with a start. She’d been nudged.

      A girl about her age—blonde, piercing blue eyes—had smiled at her. She’d reached for Vikki’s face with a tissue, and Vikki had jerked back.

      
      “You have drool on your mouth,” the girl said. “I do that, too, when I sleep.”

      Vikki stared at her.

      “I’m Alexis, Alexis Devoe. What’s your name?” She extended the Kleenex to Vikki.

      Vikki took it and wiped the corner of her mouth and under her chin. It was like she’d been spitting on herself while she slept. She glanced at the girl with round blue eyes, dressed in a flowery sundress, and looked away. She remembered her manners. “Thank you. I-I’m Victoria, Vikki Mattsen.”

      They didn’t say much. They sat and
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