

    
        
          Voice Of The Voiceless

        

        
        
          Deshon Porter

        

        
          Published by Deshon Porter, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      VOICE OF THE VOICELESS

    

    
      First edition. April 11, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Deshon Porter.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8233055829

    

    
    
      Written by Deshon Porter.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Voice of the voiceless

Sign up for Deshon Porter's Mailing List


Voice of the Voiceless

By Deshon porter 

Prologue — The Night the Chart Changed

When the first morning after the release of “Our Wedding Day” arrived, Deshon Porter woke to a thousand new messages he had no time to read. His phone dialed like a small animal, soft and frantic. Studio lights still burned in his apartment across from the harbor; an empty bottle of celebratory champagne slept in the sink. He lay a moment, listening to the echo of the crowd from his release party the night before—the clipped applause from TV interviews, the raw roar of twenty thousand voices singing the chorus back at him in a stadium clip that had gone viral.

It had gone number one in a week.

That was the kind of success most musicians spent a lifetime chasing. For Deshon—once a neighborhood storyteller with a guitar and a head full of rhythm—the speed of it felt both miraculous and bewildering. Fame had taught him small satisfactions: the way a song could mend a silence between strangers, the trembling hand of a fan who said it saved them, the late-night letters with unread pleas folded into gratitude. But that morning his inbox carried something else, a flavor of attention that sounded like a different kind of demand: invitations to speak on television about more than music, op-eds asking him to use his platform for causes, an email from a grassroots leader in Iowa that said, simply, “You have a voice. Use it.”

He smiled, not yet sure what to do with that sentence, and leaned toward the window. The city below was waking in slices—cabs like snails, deli lights flicking on, a dog walker arguing quietly with a leash. He sang the opening line of his song under his breath, because there are consolations in melody where words fail: “We said our vows in a backyard of late summer....”

Deshon had written “Our Wedding Day” about memory and promise, about the everyday rituals that promise a forever. It was more than nostalgia; it had become a communal hymn: lovers arranged porch lights like altars, strangers called their mothers, and a thousand videos of small weddings used the chorus like an anthem. The song made him visible in a way that made him vulnerable; fans sometimes made him feel as if his life belonged to them.

The first political note he received came from a woman named Gloria Hart, a community organizer who’d run neighborhood voter drives for twenty years. Her message was a line, handwritten into an email: “We need someone who sings to us and hears us. We need a new kind of leader. Think about running.”

He set the message aside, thinking of all the ways people tell artists what to do. Sing this. Donate this. Speak for this. He had always been wary of the pedestal. But he had always also believed in invitations.

Chapter 1 — A Voice Begins to Compete

Deshon’s first campaign stop wasn’t exactly a campaign: it was a benefit concert for a food bank. The crowd was small enough to fit in the church basement where his mother once taught Sunday school. He performed standing on a folding chair, barefoot, comically reverent in front of plastic folding tables covered in cans of beans. Between songs he spoke about hunger in a way that avoided the easy, performative rhetoric celebrities sometimes fall into. He told stories—whose hunger looked like, who went without on what nights, what a childhood of skipped lunches had done to him—and he did it with the kind of intimacy his music had taught him to find.

Afterwards a reporter from a small network cornered him by the coat rack.

“People are already saying you could be a candidate,” she said, pen poised. “Do you think that’s realistic?”

Deshon laughed. “This is a church basement, not a caucus,” he replied. “I’m a musician. I’m a storyteller. But I tell stories because I think people deserve to be heard. If that’s leadership, maybe I’d think about it.”

The evening carried the first frost of public possibility. The clip of his answer circulated online with a thousand frames of commentary. Some called it a stunt. Some called it a breath of fresh air. His manager, Tessa, called him a few hours later with restrained excitement.

“You have to be careful,” she said. “This could be a tidal wave or a puddle. We need a plan.”

Deshon slept poorly. His dreams stitched campaign signs into concert posters. He woke to the voice of the city and the persistent hum of something forming.

Chapter 2 — The Spring of Decisions

By spring the question was no longer an idle one. A grassroots movement on social media—locals and activists calling themselves Voices—began organizing town hall-style meetups where Deshon’s songs were played on small speakers before people debated policy over coffee. Clips of him in community centers, in rehabilitation clinics, in public housing, listening genuinely to people’s stories, moved faster than polished political ads.

He had no political resume. He had never chaired a committee or written a policy paper. He had never negotiated a bill. What he had was an instinctive aperture for people’s pain, an ability to narrate grief into hope, and a stubborn refusal to be glamour-posed. For many, that was enough.

At a small diner in Ohio, an old steelworker named Miguel gripped Deshon’s hand like a prayer rope and said, “I just want someone who’ll show up.” From somewhere near the counter, a young teacher added, “We need someone who knows how to listen and can turn listening into action.” Deshon thought of Gloria’s email and of the woman in the church basement holding a can of beans like a sacred object. He understood, almost without realizing, that voices multiplied when someone sang their chorus back to them.

By June, discussions simmered into private strategy talks. Tessa and a veteran political operative, Donovan Ames, formed an unlikely alliance; she with her creative production instincts, he with his contact book of fundraisers and policy planners. Donovan ran numbers, painted demographics, and, grudgingly, admired Deshon’s capacity to connect.

“How do you plan to govern?” he asked during one of their sessions. He was kind, but he wanted to know what was inside the man that could win votes and manage the weight that followed.

Deshon, weary but earnest, kept his answer direct. “I don’t pretend I know everything,” he said. “But I know how to listen. I know how to do the work of taking people’s stories and shaping them into plans. I want to lead people who are usually left out of the room.”

It wasn’t a policy answer, but it illuminated something for Donovan: Deshon would not be the usual politician.

Chapter 3 — Building a Band

A campaign is a concert made of unimaginable logistics. Deshon’s team became his band. Tessa curated the narrative, Donovan smoothed the pathways between rallies and donors, Gloria kept their grassroots feet glued to neighborhoods, and a young policy director named Aisha drafted platform points with the diligence of a scholar and the warmth of someone who’d grown up in similar housing projects as many of the voters they aimed to reach.

Aisha—the only paid staffer who could translate the music of people’s needs into policy language—liked to say that policy was chord progression: get the notes right and the whole piece resolved. She and Deshon worked late into nights translating listening sessions into concrete proposals: a universal child nutrition program, community-driven rehabilitation centers for addiction and mental health, an expansion of worker retraining programs. They trained him in budgets, in voter-turnout math, in the narrow, unglamorous reality of legislation.

There were songs to write, too. Campaign jingles are usually dreadful; they lack the soul of music that grows out of life. Deshon refused to slap his name onto saccharine slogans. Instead he recorded an album of sorts—a set of short, hopeful anthems and gentle acoustic tracks he could play at rallies and use as unifying moments on platforms. The music kept the campaign human. It reminded people that behind committees and policy and punching-the-clock negativity, there is always something that feels like a well-tended truth.

Romantically, life complicated. He’d had relationships before: a tour romance here, a love that lasted the length of an album, pockets of warmth that dissolved under weight. But this campaign demanded more of him than tours had. He learned to miss late-night phone calls and to trade dates for town halls. He comforted himself with the knowledge that many relationships historically haven’t survived public life; perhaps this one could be different because it was not purely private now—it was shared with a public that had begun to trust him.

Chapter 4 — The First Primary

The primaries were a testing ground of stamina. Deshon expected skepticism and got it in waves—sharp, sometimes cruel commentary from pundits who marveled at his lack of typical experience. He also faced serious attacks: opponents labeled him naive, critics painted him as a celebrity cash-grab. Traditionalists called him a danger to party order. But something unusual happened: in small towns and inner cities alike, people showed up to fill gymnasiums and community centers with an eclecticity that baffled pollsters—teachers came with their coffee-stained folders, union members brought weathered mittens, activists waved hand-made signs. People came with the desire to be heard and with their own small expectations of what leadership could be.

On debate night in a town hall that smelled of dust and coffee, Deshon faced seasoned politicians. They attacked his vague answers; they pointed to gaps in experience with sharpness. He stumbled on a fiscal detail and nearly lost his footing, but he reclaimed himself with something he’d learned on stage: authenticity. When asked about a complex healthcare bill, he admitted he needed experts in the room, then pivoted to what he did understand—what the bill would mean to a child missing school for lack of medicine, to a mother choosing between rent and prescription refills. He told a story and then named the first person he wanted on his advisory team: a nurse from Detroit he’d met at a town hall who had walked him through her clinic’s needs.

Afterward, opinion pieces that had promised to eviscerate his campaign instead wrote, “He’s
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