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Sandra had spent the entire previous night preparing to give her closing argument for the case. The entire courtroom was silent as everyone filed back in from the earlier recess that had been taken. 

She got up from her chair and walked towards the jury box. Looking over at the defense council, she stared into the eyes of Herald White, a corrupt businessman who just a month earlier had been charged with embezzlement, fraud, and above all things murder.

While he himself had not actually committed any murders, there was evidence to suggest he ordered the hits on different competitors and former business associates. He had been running his own crew for the last eight years.

“The prosecution will now give its closing arguments,” said the judge. Sandra then took a deep breath and stood up. “Ladies and gentlemen of the jury, over the last month, you’ve listened to the defense base its arguments that Mr. White is a man of the community.”

She gave her ending statement to press the jury to support her argument. “You’ve heard recordings of Mr. White ordering a hit on Donny Fontella, one of his former business partners who tried to scam him out of his money.” 

There had been evidence through various accounts that Herald White had tried to hide, since he was using them to hide money, and he was embezzling from several other businesses with which he was in corporate agreements.

“He used his influence to push drugs onto our streets, defraud his customers, and embezzle money from his other business partners.” Sandra was trying to show who Herald White really was by painting him as a dangerous man who didn’t care who he had to hurt to get his way. “All the evidence points to that man right there.” She lifted her finger and pointed directly at him. 

“This man is a danger to our city and must pay for his crimes by spending the rest of his miserable life in jail.” Sandra finished with her closing argument and then went and sat back down.

“We shall recess for the time being. The jury is now excused to deliberate.” With that, he pounded his gavel, and everyone began to exit the courtroom. 

The jury went into a private room and began their deliberation on the previous events of the trial. Sandra went outside and met with the DA and ADA Eckhart. 

Both had decided to take a trip over to the courthouse to see how the final events of the trial had been going. 

“The jury is still deliberating for now, but we should be hearing from them soon.” “Let’s hope we get a good verdict,” said Eckhart. 

While they continued to wait, White’s lawyer approached Sandra. “Ms. Mendez, I was wondering if I might be able to speak with you for a moment?”

“If it’s about reaching a deal, I’m afraid you're out of time.” “I still must protest this entire trial. Your office has done nothing but persecute my client.”

“Your client is guilty of a multitude of crimes.” She turned to see that Adam Eckhart had decided to join the conversation and give his two cents. “Good luck with trying to appeal your client’s prison sentence, Mr. Bailey,” Adam said sarcastically. They all watched as he stormed off, upset that his tactic had failed to gain any ground with Sandra.

After a few more moments, one of the court officers informed Sandra that the jury was back after nearly an hour of deliberation. As everyone filed back into the courtroom, the bailiff called for everyone to rise as the judge walked back in and took a seat on the bench. 

Once everyone was seated again, he asked for the jury to be brought in. The jury foreman gave the written verdict to the judge for him to read. 

Unfolding the paper, Judge Garter read it and then set the paper down and looked to the foreman. “Mr. Foreman, has the jury reached a verdict?” he asked. 

“We have your honor,” he answered. “How do you find the defendant?” “We find Herald White guilty on all charges.” There were a few gasps from the audience.

Sandra smiled as she sat back in her chair. She looked over and saw the look on White’s face. He was showing a mix of emotions. He became very pale and now realized that he was going to prison for pretty much the rest of his life.

“Your honor, my client wishes to request and appeal for his sentence.” “Sorry, Mr. Bailey, but I’m moving up the sentencing hearing to right now.”

“But your honor, I” “Your request is denied.” The judge then looked to the prosecution. “I assume you have no objections, Ms. Mendez?” “No, your honor,” she replied, still smiling and looking at Herald. 

“Very well then, will the defendant please rise?” Herald White stood up in a fit of anger, following him as tears started to stream down his face.

“Herald White, you have been found guilty on all charges against you, and those charges carry multiple penalties.” He was still looking quite angry as the judge gave his sentence to him.

“I sentence you to thirty years in prison.” Banging his gavel, there were sounds of relief in the crowd, and several of the victims and witnesses who were present at the trial hugged and kissed one another.

Many thanked Sandra for a job well done with the case. “Nicely done, Sandra,” said Ulysses as he patted her on the back. Adam, who was standing next to him, also congratulated her.

“Very impressive taking down White like that.” “Thank you, Adam,” she replied. The three then decided to go out for the evening and celebrate. Sandra had only been at the DA’s office for roughly a year, and already her record had risen to 5-0, and so far, she had not lost any of the cases she had taken on. She had also been called the youngest ADA in LA’s history.

On the opposite side of town, detectives from the Major Crimes unit were staking out a possible property theft ring and were just about ready to raid the place and shut the whole operation down. 

Detective Shawn Mendez decided to play an undercover role and infiltrate the ring as a potential buyer of stolen art that had been reported missing after a robbery crew hit the Los Angeles Arts League, which had acquired quite a collection of expensive pieces that were taken. 

Wearing a wire and a small camera, he was able to pick up every pixel and conversation happening inside the makeshift gallery. “Shane, good to see you again.”

Shawn looked up from one of the paintings he had been looking at and saw Tetra Julio, who had been his first point of contact when infiltrating the ring. “Tetra, good to see you too, and thank you for the invite.” “I trust my number one new best friend and potential buyer sees something he likes?” “Ah, yes, there are several pieces here that have certainly caught my eye.” 

“Oh, let me introduce you to someone. Please follow me.” Shawn then followed Tetra over to another part of the gallery and saw him stop and shake hands with one of the men. 

Turning so that his camera could get a good angle, he keyed into his comm. “This guy looks familiar somehow.” Outside of the warehouse in a makeshift Verizon van, his partner detective, Jerry Waller, was sitting in the van and was keyed into the camera along with a tech analyst. 

A full SWAT team and other detectives from the unit were on standby. They had also given a heads-up to Robbery-Homicide, who had been trying to nab this robbery crew for the last four months.

“As soon as we have confirmation on the target, then we move in.” Waller then clicked off his radio and turned back to the screen. Shawn was about to meet who they suspected to be doing business with the robbery crew.

“Shane Miller, meet Anton Fernandez, the host of tonight’s buyout.” “A pleasure, this whole selection is just fantastic.” Shawn could see a smile come across Anton’s face as he shook hands with the man.

“Glad to meet someone who appreciates all of this as much as I do.” “I have been talking with Tetra, and I am thinking of purchasing some of the items here at market price, of course.”

“Buy as much as you’d like to, Mr. Miller. “I do have one question, though.” “Ask away,” He was in it now and was hopefully about to get Anton to admit that all the art that was in the room was stolen. “How did you manage to acquire all these pieces in such a short time?” He could see that Anton had not been expecting him to ask that sort of question. “I don’t reveal any of my secrets to potential buyers.” 

“Hmm, well, what if I were interested in starting a partnership with you and your people?” Shawn saw the interest perk in him. “What kind of partnership were you thinking of?” Anton asked.

“Well, I know that this is a black-market sale for all of these.” “Ah, yes, very true, but I keep my business legitimate to avoid any unnecessary issues with the police.” 

“What kind of issues?” “Like I said, some of these pieces were acquired using illegal means, some people got hurt, but it worked out in the end.” 

“Ooh, sounds like a lot of fun.” “What exactly would you be willing to bring to this partnership?” “Let’s just say that I have about $10 million in stolen pieces that I am looking to unload, and I understand that you could help me with that.”

Anton had now become very interested in what Shawn was feeding him. Now he was getting ready to take the bait that had been laid out for him.

“I have another warehouse like this where I keep certain items for other sales purposes.” “Well, it looks like I might require your services,” Shawn replied.

“I can set you up with the right storage area for the right price.” “I’m all ears.” “I also have a new shipment coming in soon from some associates of mine.” 

“Oh, really?” “Yes, actually, some of these pieces were brought here after they acquired them from the Los Angeles
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