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Open and Shut Case

A slam dunk is something normally associated with basketball, but it is also a term used by the police.  It means an open and shut case.  One about which they are certain of the perpetrator. And one where they are confident of a conviction.

There is only one problem with a slam dunk case.  Sometimes, what they are investigating might not even be a crime.

This was the dilemma in the case of Felicia Tang whose death on September 11th 2009 was unexpected, unusual and extremely violent.  Within hours of their involvement police had their man, and they could sit back, gather evidence and wait for the conviction that would look great in their statistics.

Felicia Tang was thirty-one years old.  She was born Felicia Lee in Singapore on October 22nd 1977, and her family soon moved to Western Australia.  She attended a Private Catholic all-girls school for two years before the Lee family moved once more, this time to Los Angeles, California.  Like many girls before her, and since, she topped up her income while studying a course in marketing and business administration with some modelling, and found that this was something she really enjoyed, and a job for which she possessed a considerable amount of a talent.

Starting out modelling for fashion catalogues and bikinis calendars, her good looks, vivacious personality and good work ethic saw her advance up the modelling ladder.  She certainly got lots of work and began to realise that this could be the life she was after.  She worked as a cover girl for DSport Magazine, in those day a fast car magazine where the scantily clad models were as important as the sports cars over which they lay.  

Felicia Tang’s death was featured on the true crime series, 48 hours.  Here, a fellow model, identified only as ‘Christina’, told about her dead close friend.  She described a girl who knew exactly where she was going in life.  A girl with a career plan carefully mapped out. One who could get work as she wished, and who was her only friend when she, Christina, had started out in the tough world of professional modelling.

Felicia felt that her skills would see her as a perfect candidate for the film industry.  She started to make the smallest of breakthroughs, poking her toes into the movie world.  She got tiny, uncredited roles in Rush Hour 2 and Fast and Furious.  But, then no more.  The fast track to fame and fortune on which she had seemed so securely seated hit the rails and stopped.  Instead, she took a side turn into the world of soft pornography.  She secured roles in films for Playboy TV, a soft porn cable channel, and set up a website of her own, on which she appeared nude.  But the porn industry makes for a tough world, with none of the incredible wealth associated with mainstream movies.  Felicia made a living but worked hard for it.  Her days were spent filming and being photographed and by 2009, having worked pretty constantly since she left college, she decided that she was tired of such a life.  

She decided that she would head back to school, get some qualifications under her belt, and then consider what the future might hold.  She had left behind a portfolio, a legacy almost, of photographs and film.  It was time for something new.  Unfortunately, Felicia had another legacy from her days in the porn industry.  She had developed a fondness for drugs.  Dependency is too strong a word for her condition, but she enjoyed the thrill of taking narcotics, and her chemical of choice was GHB.

This is a drug taken orally or in powder form, and a potentially dangerous one.  It might only carry the category of a Class C narcotic, but it is one about which it is hard to predict the effect on a person’s body.  One user can consume half a shot glass and find the effects are exactly what they are seeking; their friend can take the same amount, suffer heart failure and die.

In fact, GHB (gamma hydroxybutyric acid) occurs naturally in very small doses in our bodies.  It acts as a neurotransmitter and receptor.  It is also sometimes found naturally as a result of the fermentation process in alcohol.  It can be made synthetically, and it is in this form that dangers can occur.  It is used in medicine on occasions, sometimes to treat narcolepsy and also occasionally to help with alcoholism.  It is also sometimes employed as an anaesthetic.

More darkly, it is sometimes used as a date rape drug.  The narcotic brings on sensations of sleepiness and heightens sexual desire.  As such, it is often found at certain types of party.  Even athletes seeking an illegal advantage over their competitors might seek to use it, as it is believed to help promote extra levels of natural human growth hormone.

But for Felicia, it was the effect of promoting heightened sexual feelings that she sought.  

With her plans to study and become a real estate agent under way, Felicia felt that things were getting even better when she met Brian Lee Randone in April of 2009.  They were swimming in the pool at the MGM hotel, Las Vegas, Nevada, when a spark ignited.  They began to spend time together, Randone going as far as to ask her how she thought her parents would cope if she entered into a mixed marriage.  Perhaps not too unusual a question, until we realise that this was on their first proper date.  

In fact, her friend Christine said that marriage might well have been something for which Felicia was waiting.  She had been married before, but that had not worked out.  Now a stable relationship with an older man might be exactly what she needed.  Christine, though, doubted Randone’s motives.  She felt he was driven by her looks more than a desire for a strong relationship.  However, within a very short time they had moved into Randone’s Los Angeles apartment.

This could have been something else Felicia needed.  With her modelling career placed in her past, and her film work done, money was tight while she was moving to her new career.  Brian Randone was a wealthy man, having made a small fortune operating his own phone and internet company.

But whether or not the move was one of convenience for Felicia, she and her new boyfriend had plenty else in common.  They both loved dancing, hiking and messing about on jet skis.  Partying was a shared passion.

The former actress would soon learn that there was much more to her new man than a successful career selling technological products.  He was a born-again Christian, having found God in his teenage years. Randone had grown up in Nebraska, he played high school football and then discovered his yearning for religion.  But Brian did not just want to enjoy the benefits of a life shared with Jesus himself, he wanted to share his discovery with others.  There are plenty of pastors preaching their trade, some more successfully than others, but Brian found a new way, he hoped, of attracting people to his message.

He spread his message through dance.  He liked to describe himself as an artist who preached the word of God through mime.  Early on after school, he attended bible school and spent time on the road spreading his word.  He continued his work, as he saw it, for God, became a youth pastor and had a spot on a local radio station.  Then he branched out into acting and made some commercials.  It was from these that he was spotted by the TV Channel Fox, and he seemed an ideal candidate for one of their shows.  In 2000 he appeared as Mr Nebraska on The Sexiest Bachelor In America.  But acting work dried up, and it was then that he discovered his talent for sales and began to make money.

It is hard to imagine a more unusual couple.  She, a porn star and bit part actress; he a born-again Christian, preaching through the medium of mime and also successful entrepreneur.  But, to begin with at least, they seemed happy enough.  

In fact, the only problems were minor ones Brian expressed about his new girlfriend’s past.  He was a little uncomfortable with her nude and pornographic website.  His parents, too, expressed some degree of shock on this.  But they were happy that their son was content and made no fuss.  Brian was also a little uncomfortable with her drug taking.  It was not something, he says, he had ever tried before, but did now dabble a little into the GHB she favoured.  Felicia also had a slightly different attitude to pre-marital sex than the born-again Christian, although this was with which he seemed happy to go along.

Then again, Felicia was already dead by the time their relationship was subjected to the full scrutiny of the press, TV and police.  But there were no signs that Brian had ever been violent, abusive or cruel to his girlfriend, despite the concerns Christina had expressed over Brian’ motivations for the relationship when she appeared on the 48 domumentary.

Indeed, it was not until September, four months after they got together, that the first clue appeared suggesting things might not have been quite as idyllic as appeared on the surface of this relationship between two apparently mis-matched lovers.  And that was during the twilight hours of the night before she died.

Brian Randone’s work kept him late on the evening of September 10th.  It was pay roll the following day and there were frequent communications from his sales team.  In fact, his work kept him away from home until just after midnight.  It was about five minutes past twelve when he finally got to his car.  

He thought it would be a good moment to check for any final messages on the phone he had left there.  Alarms bells began to ring immediately.  There was a succession of texts from Felicia.  Starting with an annoyed tone, complaining about being left alone, they increased in anger and frustration until the later ones were expletive strewn rants about being neglected, being disrespected and not being loved.  

Something was clearly wrong, and Brian drove home as quickly as he could.  He enters to find Felicia distraught and angry.  Nothing he can say or do seems to calm her, until time plays its part and by 3 a.m. she is cool enough to be rational.  She brings out a medicine bottle that contains GHB.  Brian takes a capful, and the effect on him is almost immediate.  He stumbles around and falls.  He finds it hard to control his limbs.  They are upstairs in the bedroom and he lands on the bed, the floor, the chest of drawers.  His mind is aware that his body is misbehaving, but he can do nothing about it.  

GHB is, as we saw earlier, a drug whose impact on the body varies from person to person.  For that reason alone, it is best to take it in very small doses if it is to be taken at all.  But Felicia has thrown all caution to the wind.  Perhaps because her mood is already unstable; perhaps because she has already taken some of the drug which led to her earlier heightened state of anger – she grabs the bottle and drinks straight from it.  She glugs back the dangerous narcotic while Brian watches on, aware of the danger she is putting herself under but unable to do anything about it.  

He later says that they were behaving ‘like two drunk people.’

Brian is unable to control his limbs, but his condition is as calm as a sunseeker lying on a warm beach compared to Felicia.  She loses all co-ordination.  She crashes into the bed, falls down, swings her arms around her like an agitated monkey.  

At one point she falls headlong into
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