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Fifty-five years old. 

George Button repeated his age over and over. 

He felt guilt and shame for how little he had accomplished in life. He heard it once said that money was a reflection of your accomplishments in life. If that were true, he was in big trouble. 

Or was he?

Christina kept spending more than they could afford. He tried to warn her, even going so far as to show her the overdue notices on the credit card bills. But her rebuttals would always be the same.  

“So we don’t deserve it? So I don’t deserve it? So you’re not man enough to pay the bills?”

His appeals to reason would always end with her attacking his masculinity. 

Walking with his dog down the quiet street, he wished life could be this simple and routine.  It cost nothing to enjoy a walk with your hound. They had enough to eat. A roof over their head (for now). 

Why couldn’t she see things the way he did?

The cold night clung to the clear air, just as mean and oppressive as Christina’s words echoing in his head. There was no mist in the park though as there usually was. The night sky seemed almost fragile in its clarity. 

He watched his dog Laddie sniffing through the grass, the blades catching the moonlight which made them look like sharpened teeth. In the trees, leaves dropped from their branches like men who have been lynched. 

The nightly walks usually calmed his nerves. But on this night, it only gave him a sense of foreboding.  

The running feet behind him came so fast that he didn’t have time to even turn around. 

All he felt was the pain. A deep red haze clouding his vision. 

The blunt object came on him time and again until he fell hard on the asphalt, his blood seeping into the rain-soaked asphalt. 

He didn't remember when the paramedics came. Or how long they worked on him in the emergency room. 

They worked frantically to stem his bleeding but the trauma was too much. 

George Button was dead. 

"It was a hit and run," the paramedics pronounced. 

But they were wrong. Dead wrong. 

"A little backstory..."

George worked as an electrician for the city council when he met Christina. He had never married and had spent the last several years caring for his aging parents. When they died, he came into an inheritance. 

When Christina found out how much money he inherited, she immediately began flirting with the overweight but friendly George whom everyone called "The Gentle Giant."

Christina was twenty-two years the junior of George when they got married. He was smitten with the blonde woman and the amount of attention she gave him. 

They would have a little girl together and George loved her dearly, doting on both of the women in his life. 

But Christina would soon take advantage of this devotion. 

She would drag George out to all of the boutique shops around town, buying whatever caught her eye. 

“I don’t want anything cheap,” Christina said as she browsed through the children’s dresses. 

“That’s ridiculous,” George said, looking at the price tag on one of the items. “Can you imagine paying this much for a dress. She's seven years old not some fashion diva.”

“What’s wrong with it?” Christina demanded. “Do you want your daughter to look like she just escaped from the poor house? We’re buying it.”

“Gotta to be something-“

“Cheaper?”

“More reasonable.”

“Reasonable is being like everyone else,” Christina said. “You always say I’m special. You always tell your daughter she’s special. But when it comes to doing something special you always come up with an excuse. I just wish that for once you would see things the way I do.”

“But we can’t afford it-“

“Fine!” Christina said, throwing the dress down. 

George blushed as people in the store turned their heads. He hated to make her upset. Her tone of voice. But it was the way she looked at him that made his heart hurt. A facial expression of irrational and inconsolable anger. She was mad at everything about him. A look that said she hated him as much as he loved her. 

“We can’t afford anything. Not with George,” she scoffed. 

The mounds of George’s wide shoulders drooped as if the air had been punched out of him. 

“Okay.”

“Okay, what?”

“Buy what you need.”

Minutes later, George trailed behind his young wife as she made her way to the cash register armed with the latest fashions for herself and her daughter. 

George always gave in. He felt inferior to Christina in so many ways. He thought she could have any man she wanted but she picked him. But if he stopped paying for stuff she would leave him. Maybe she would even take their daughter with her. He knew how the courts operated. 

The mortgage was already draining them dry even with both of them working now. The bill collectors were starting to call the house. Christina had over fourteen credit cards and had maxed out every single one. 

They needed money. 

They had dug themselves into a hole of debt. The problem was Christina wanted to keep on digging. 

"Stealing from the job..."

“Hon,” Christina used her sweet voice when she needed something. 

“What is it, babe?” George said as he answered his cell phone. He was always happy and surprised when she called him.

“What’s wrong?”

“Can you come down to my job?”

“What’s wrong?”

“I'll explain when you get here-“

She hung up the phone, not wanting to explain further. 

Christina had gotten caught. The manager at the company she worked for couldn't help but notice that a considerable amount of money was missing from the company’s account.

Although George was lenient about Christina’s spending habits. Her boss wouldn’t be. 

He demanded to know what Christina did with the money. After about ten minutes of interrogation, she relented. She admitted that she stole the money. 

The boss was beside himself. He threatened to call the police. 

Christina pleaded with him to not get the authorities involved. That if she could just call her husband he would know how to fix this.  

Her manager did have a soft heart. He knew that Christina had a young daughter and that times were tight. But if her husband wouldn’t agree to pay the money back...

When George was apprised of the situation, he didn’t hesitate. The idea of having his beautiful wife locked up in a jail cell was out of the question. He agreed to pay the amount she had stolen. 

There was no other way, he rationalized to himself as they drove back home in silence. 

Christina was now out of a job and had put the family further down the hole financially. 

George thought she would somehow repay him for his gratitude. To be thankful for bailing her out of a situation where she could have easily have went to prison. 

But nothing. 

When they arrived home, Christina acted as if nothing was wrong. In fact, she ignored him as they went up the steps and immediately went to her room. 

George didn’t know what to do. He could only work so many hours. He began looking around the house for things he could pawn until he realized that every single knick-knack was purchased by Christina who would go ballistic if he sold any of ‘her’ stuff

He slouched on the sofa and turned on the television. Flipping the stations, he desperately wanted to find something that would help him escape. 

Christina, on the other hand, went straight into the shower. She made the water as hot as she could endure as she spent a good five minutes just enjoying the heat. 

Out of the shower, she swiped her hand over the bathroom mirror, making a clear streak across the fogged surface. The reflection staring back at her was the same as yesterday. 

That amazed Christina. That no matter what she did, she would look the same. 

"Not a worry wrinkle at all," Christina said, admiring herself in the mirror. 

"Visitors..."

Her friend Stephanie stopped by and Christina mentioned casually that they had remortgaged the home. Taking out what remaining equity they had, George used the money to pay off the debt incurred by Christina’s theft at her job. 

Of course, Christina wouldn’t mention that to Stephanie as they sipped wine in front of the fireplace. 

George stepped into the living room to kiss his wife goodbye. She turned her cheek to him, not wanting a smooch on the lips. 

“I’ll be on my way,” George said, hurt at his wife's coldness.

“Overtime?” Stephanie asked. 

“The second job,” Christina held up the wine bottle. “Have to keep up with my expensive tastes.”

George could barely manage a smile. 

He was now reduced to delivering pizzas. At the age of fifty-five, he found the task humiliating. But they were in debt. 

It was the only way. 

Christina watched as George closed the door and left. 

“You know, sometimes I think I only married him because I felt sorry for him.”

“Really?”

“Yeah, really.”

Stephanie looked around the home. She marveled at the expensive items; the furniture, the artwork, the clothing on Christina. 

George made blue collar money. He was an electrician. Good job with a pension but nothing that would suggest some of the amenities she saw around the house. 

“Don’t get me wrong,” Christina added. “I will miss him. He has over a half-million dollar life insurance policy."

The gold digger then paused for dramatic effect.

"I’ll miss him for about two minutes," Christina laughed hard, drinking from her wine glass. 

Stephanie could only manage a smile. "You're horrible."

“I’m sorry,” she continued. “I think the wine is getting to me.”

Stephanie changed the subject, choosing to talk about the latest television episode of a show Christina didn’t follow. 

Her mind wandered. That life insurance policy would be her ticket to a better life. Freedom from George’s prying eye and a huge boost to her purse. 

If only she could get rid of him. 

She couldn’t kill him herself. No way she’d get away with it. 

No. There had to be a patsy. 

In 2003, she found him. 

Simon Tannahill. Her own nephew. 

"A visiting relative..."

Down on his luck, Simon agreed to come live with George and his aunt Christina with the agreement that he would pay rent for a room. He had a falling out with his own parents and Christina immediately offered him a room. Not wanting any conflict with his wife, George gave the green light to the arrangement as he desperately needed the money to pay down the mortgage. Simon wouldn’t be able to pay a whole lot but any little bit helped. 

Christina saw something else in Simon. She saw the young man for what he was. A man who had no self-confidence and no experience with women. 

A willing patsy. 

The young man kept to himself for the first few days. He came and went without any fanfare. George small-talked with the young man at dinner, talking about soccer and his own favorite players.  

“How do you like the steak?” Christina asked. 

“Oh, it's delicious,” Simon smiled.

“See?” George said. “She doesn’t even cook me steak anymore.”

“This is a special occasion,” Christina stared into Simon’s eyes until he blushed. 

George then left to deliver his pizzas then Christina put her plan into motion. 

She went into the bathroom and swept her blonde hair behind her ears. She applied some eyeliner and touched her lips over with a peachy-pink gloss. She took off her dowdy dress and put on a tight blouse with a few buttons undone. 

Spotting Simon sitting on the living room couch, she sat down next to the young man. Close enough to where their thighs touched. 

“Hey,” she said. 

“Hey,” Simon said shyly. 

“How are you liking it here so far?”

“It's great. Great. Thanks so much.”

He returned his attention to the soccer match on television. 

“I can’t believe what a handsome man you’ve become,” Christina said, squeezing his bicep. “And strong too.”

Simon pulled his arm away, an embarrassed laugh coming from his lips.

“No girlfriend yet?”

“No.”

“You can bring her here if you get one,” Christina laughed then corrected herself. “When you get one.”

“Thanks.”

“You are a really, really handsome boy,” Christina reached over and ran her fingers through the young man’s hair. “I think the last time I saw you, you were around eight or nine years old.”

“Sounds about right,” Simon said. 

“Women are going to like you,” she cooed. “They are going to like you so much. Do you like me, Simon?”

“Yeah.”

“I mean do you like me? I’m not bad for a woman my age, right?”

Christina undid another button of her blouse. 

“No,” Simon couldn’t help but stare at the bare flesh revealed by the simple gesture. “I really should go to bed. I have an early day tomorrow.”

Christina smiled as she watched the young man nervously walk out of the room but give her ample breasts another glance. She laughed to herself. 

Her poor nephew was so inexperienced that he would probably fall in love with her if she gave him a sixty-second hand job. 

"A confused young man..." 

Simon found it hard concentrating at work the following day. He didn’t know what to make of Christina’s overture. Was she drinking?

He caught her staring at him, a stare that lasted just a little too long. 

She was his aunt, for Chrissakes.

Then his cell phone beeped. A text message. 

“Simon?”

The text was from Christina.

“Hi,” he texted back.  

“I saw the way you looked at me last night,” came her response. 

A pair of heart emojis followed. 

Simon’s heart started to race. WTF?

“You can’t help but stare at my tits, can you?”

“Christina, is this really you?”

“Don't act like you don't remember? I wore a button down baby blue blouse. I left the two three buttons undone. That was for you, Simon.”

“Really?”

“Did you like what you saw?”

“Yes.”

“If you do something for me, I’ll show them to you. I’ll show them to you and more.”

“What do you mean, ‘more’?”

“I mean if you want to fuck me like a jackhammer, so be it.”

Simon ate dinner with the family that night. George didn’t give him any strange looks but Christina played footsie with him under the table. The light from above the kitchen gave her face a luminescent glow. It flattened her features, making her expression as pale and clear as a full moon. 

She wanted him. 

But he went straight to his bedroom after dinner. He noodled through his cell phone again, wondering if he had imagined those text messages from Christina. This was so wrong. This was his aunt! His own aunt making a move on him. 

Hearing the door slam shut, he looked out the window and watched as George got into his car. 

Time to deliver pizzas. 

Then he heard a knock on his door. 

“Come in,” he said, hesitating. 

The door opened slowly. 

“Simon,” Christina whispered.

“Yes.”

“I need you to do me a favor.”

“What kind of favor-“

“Does it matter?” Christina said, leaning her elbow against the doorpost with her hand placed behind her head. A practiced pose of seduction. 

What madness was this?

“I want to show you something.”

"A simple plan..."  

Simon sat on the driver side of the car with Christina in the passenger seat, telling which turns to take as they snaked around the country lane. 

“This is a lonely road, Simon. Anyone can get away with anything here.”

“What is that you had in mind?”

“I want you to kill George.”

“What?”

“I want you to kill George for me.”

“Why?”

“He has a life insurance policy,” Christina said. “There’s enough money for both of us. Then I’ll be yours.”

“Mine?”

“You haven’t been with a woman yet have you?” she cooed, running her hand over his crotch. 

Simon didn’t respond. Christina’s words hissed through his head like a snake, tickling the sickness of his mind and soul. 

“Here,” she said, taking his hand and placing it on her breast. “You like how it feels?”

“Yes,” he said. His arousal added an extra layer of weirdness to what already felt like a crazy dream. 

“You can make it look like an accident,” Christina said. “It's so easy. Then I’ll be free. Free to be with you. And we’ll have so much money. So much fun.”

“I don’t know if I can.”

“Of course you can,” Christina squeezed his bicep again. “See I know your mom. She smothered you because she doesn’t think much of you. Me? I know what you’re capable of. You’re capable of doing anything. That’s what is so sexy about you.”

They drove back home. Christina greeted her husband as if nothing was wrong. 

But Simon couldn’t sleep that night. 

Christina had this hold over him, a hold that he couldn’t break.

He stared up at the ceiling, watching the shadows play on the wall. 

Everyone was quiet at the dinner table except the Button’s young daughter, Laura. She had a day full of papier-mache and Play-doh at school, describing her creations to her father. 

Then George excused himself from the dinner table and whistled for Laddie, their dog. 

He followed a routine every night just as Christina instructed Simon. George would walk the dog down the lonely country road where they had reconned the night before. 

Waiting until the old man left the house, Simon and Christina dashed outside and drove to the middle of the road. 

They both laid in wait for the man who had to die. 

I could handle this, Simon whispered to himself. 

George was a large man. But he was old. Besides Christina came along.  

And Christina always had all the answers. 

She said nothing as she exited the vehicle. He watched as she moved behind a tree and waited.  

She would be there for him. 

But doubt took over as soon as he stepped outside the vehicle. The night air was shockingly cold. He rubbed his arms for warmth as his heartbeat began racing. 

Looking back at Christina, he could only make out her lighting a cigarette while standing next to the tree. 

He saw George up ahead. He wondered if Laddie would attack him once he began hitting his uncle. 

The anxiety increased as did his walking pace. It was as if some dark force was propelling him forward. 

Christina. 

The wrongness of the situation became obvious to him. He felt it in his gut, as if his conscience suddenly became an internal organ, pink and shiny, flaring with a sound alarm. 

We shouldn’t be doing this. This is wrong. 

He wished he were back home at the home of his parents. He wanted to feel taken care of again. Instead, he felt powerless and small. 

He didn’t have the guts to do this. 

But if he didn’t do it, what would Christina say?

“Wimp. Coward. Wimp. Coward. You're just like George."

Simon didn't want to grow up and be like George. He wanted to be the kind of man that woman like Christina found attractive...

––––––––

Approaching from behind, Simon sprinted across the quiet road and smashed George with the club. 

The weapon whipped into George so hard it jerked his head to the left. 

The old man went down, the sound of his head hitting the cement sickened his nephew.

Simon's vision clouded with a red pulse of violence that blocked out all sense of right or wrong. Time contracted and he was lost in a dark tunnel that he fell through, as he clubbed down at his benefactor with all his might. The blood splattered across the asphalt. 

Christina watched from afar. Satisfied, she ditched her cigarette and hopped in the vehicle driving over to Simon. 

Her nephew, seemingly in a daze, snapped out of his funk when he saw the headlights cruising up. 

He practically dove into the passenger side of the car, wanting to cling to Christina.  He laid the club on the dash as they calmly drove back to their residence. 

Christina watched in the rearview mirror as a passerby stopped in front of George’s motionless body. She wanted the car to run over her husband, just to be certain. 

Simon looked back himself. His guilt ticked up another notch. 

George was nothing but good to him. 

Now he was alone on the street, dying 

He curled his fingers around the club again, closing his eyes. Cursing himself for what he’s done. 

Inhaling a deep, jittery breath. “What now?”

“We wait,” Christina whispered. 

He looked over at her. 

She looked beautiful and curvy, the street lights tracing the line of her jaw. An air of dark mystery radiated off her. 

Then her hair fell from behind her ears and covered her face, like a protective veil. 

A fresh wave of fear crashed over Simon. 

"An Oscar award-winning performance..."

The police notified Christina within a few hours. She was told it was a hit and run. After an emergency surgery, George was unable to make it through the night. 

Christina bawled in grief upon hearing the news. She dropped to the floor and the policemen tried to lift her up.

“Not George!” she cried. “Not my Georgie!”

At the funeral, she continued her to play-act the role of a grieving widow. Relatives would come up and express their condolences, hugging the inconsolable Christina. 

On his grave, she left him a bouquet of flowers with a note. 

“I love you. I love you.”

But police knew better. 

Their forensic team had noticed that George had wounds to the back of his head that were consistent with that blunt force trauma rather than being hit by a vehicle. 

Keeping their cards close to their chest, the police began to trail Christina. They would question Simon and discover the ‘sexting’ exchange between the two of them. 

He immediately became a person of interest. 

The police obtained a search warrant and found traces of George’s blood in his vehicle. 

Both Christina and Simon would be arrested, tried and convicted. In 2003, Simon would be sentenced to life in prison. Christina would be sentenced to a minimum of fourteen years. Upon hearing the verdict, she immediately "fainted" in the courtroom.

"Incorrigible..."

While in prison, Christina would send letters protesting her innocence to Susan, one of her sisters. 

“My impression of the law has changed greatly,” Christina wrote. “I now feel that there is so much corruption, dishonesty, and betrayal. I think they (the police) have forgotten exactly what their job description says. I will never trust the police again as long as I live.”

But Susan always knew that Christina was a liar and refused to placate her sister’s insistence that she was the victim of a conspiracy. 

“It actually feels like a personal vendetta against me now,” Christina wrote. “I feel like they know they have made a mistake, so they are desperate to turn people against me and discredit me.”

In another letter, Christina vented her anger toward her older sister. 

“All I would ask of you Susan is to think before you speak,” Christina wrote. “I know you mean well and are just trying to help me. But, if you really want to help me, you’ll just have to keep yourself to yourself, which I know is very hard....Don’t go shouting your mouth off to anyone; friends, medical staff and police about this.”

Susan would later reveal that Christina warned against her coming to George’s funeral. She informed Susan that the service would only be for her and their daughter Laura to attend. 

But Susan knew it was a lie. Over three hundred people attended the service for the man who everyone knew as the "Gentle Giant."

When Christina came up for parole, her letters to Susan have increased as she wanted her older sister to keep out of her legal situation. 

“She goes on about how she’s innocent,” Susan said. “But Christina is very, very manipulative and cunning. My family doesn’t speak to me anymore, they tell people I’m dead, but I want to make sure Christina serves her time for what she did to George.”

Christina caused further controversy while in jail when she decided to have a breast reduction surgery at the expense of the taxpayer. 

She went on a fasting diet and lost over forty pounds of weight. The medical staff at the jail approved her operation to tighten her skin. The surgery cost taxpayers well over ten thousand dollars. 

“She has been bragging about this operation for some time now,” an anonymous source in the prison said. “She was very fat for ages but has gone on a diet and lost loads of weight. As a result, she has loose skin and wants this surgery to change that. We can’t believe the taxpayer is being asked to fork out for a killer’s vanity. She is not very popular in the prison. She pretends to be people’s friends but nobody trusts her.”

“When I get out,” Christina said. “I’m going to be looking good.”
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DIANE PLANT

“She's an entrepreneur. A homicidal entrepreneur.” 

Louise Peete was a convicted American murderer famous for becoming the second woman in history to be executed in the State of California. 

She was sentenced to life in prison for the murder of a wealthy mining engineer named Jacob C. Denton in 1920. Nineteen years later, however, she would be released from prison only to kill again. In a bizarre series of crimes, she would kill one of her benefactors, a social worker named Margaret Logan and be executed for committing that murder in April of 1947. 

EARLY YEARS

Peete was born on September 20th, 1880 in Bienville, Louisiana. Her father was a successful newspaper publisher. Peete later revealed that she "came from cultured, educated people. My parents were not delinquents, and did not rear delinquent children." 

Louise attended a private school in New Orleans but was kicked out at the age of fifteen. 

“She was the school slut,” forensic psychologist Harvey Duggan said. “There is no other way to put it. At the age of fifteen she had slept with every body in the school and stole everything that wasn't nailed down, particularly jewelry. Finally, she would be expelled. But with her family's money, she would be able to survive and get numerous second chances at the straight and narrow which she never took. Eventually, I believe her family cut ties with her and that is when all hell broke loose.”

Louise would travel to Boston to study singing with dreams of an
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