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	Chapter 1

	The Jury Whisperer

	 

	“Seriously,” the angry man confirms. “You won’t take my case?” 

	“Sir,” the lawyer re-attempts, “you’re claiming wrongful termination. You were fired for refusing to wear your whole uniform. Did you?” 

	“I ripped the sleeves off. It’s my second amendment right to bear arms!”

	 

	Tana Lynn shields her legal laughter with papers as the angry man persists. 

	 

	“Surely you’re familiar with our constitution,” the angry man taunts. “I’m assuming you’re a real lawyer! Where’s the top guy? Where’s Kenneth Stone?”

	“Mr. Armstrong,” Kenneth Stone appears, “As senior partner I assure you Tana Lynn is quite capable as our newest addition to the firm.” 

	“Excellent,” Mr. Armstrong replies. “I will require solidarity. I insist we all walk into the Supreme Court sleeveless.” 

	 

	Almost losing his own laughter, Stone carries new coffee back inside the conference room.  

	 

	“We can beat it,” Miles Turner answers his celebrity client as Stone reenters. “You’re the only surviving witness. This case is too circumstantial to prove 1st Degree Murder. Plus I know this prosecutor. Her whole strategy is to make the jury afraid.” 

	“Afraid,” the famous rapper replies while accepting the coffee. “Afraid of what?” 

	“Afraid of you Flex. She’ll introduce your priors, recite your rap lyrics, and misrepresent you as a role model who betrayed his own fan…to death. She wants to nullify the jury’s legal responsibility to find you not guilty on the elements. The prosecution wants you to display your rage. So it’s important you stay calm.” 

	“So just sit there and look like a sucka?” 

	“Pretty much,” Miles replies sarcastically. “We drew an older jury that basically spells Hip Hop with a question mark. This is to our advantage as long you appear like a winner above politics and tactics to provoke you. So when this prosecutor offers your gangster image and criminal history to the jury, just shake your head like you’re rejecting an ugly fan.”

	“But not too ugly,” Kenneth Stone adds. “Body language done right can emphasize the written transcript later. So use it.”

	“Absolutely,” Miles agrees. “I’ll rhyme it with my own body language for more effect. And later you’ll take the stand and calmly dismiss your past as lapses of judgement. Criticizing your youth to this older jury might flatter them enough to perceive the prosecutor as repetitive, irrelevant or reaching.” 

	“What about… the prank?” Flex asks Miles. 

	“I won’t lie to you. This prosecutor wants this prank story told as often as possible. She’s betting it will embarrass you enough to display your rage. Don’t fall for it.” 

	“We’ll save your rap star image later,” Kenneth Stone chimes in. “Let’s get the acquittal first.” 

	“Okay,” Flex says as they all stand up.

	“Get some rest,” Miles instructs. “We’ll finalize our strategy for you to approve tomorrow.”

	 

	Flex shakes both lawyer hands and exits with a head nod to his bodyguards who follow.

	 

	“Mr. Armstrong,” Tana Lynn re-attempts, “our constitutional ‘right to bear arms’ does not facilitate skin freedom!” 

	“Can’t you read?” Armstrong taunts while adjusting his sleeveless suit. “I chose you guys because you’re in all the papers. They call this firm ‘a street fight on a chessboard.’ News reporters compare your court battles to ‘David and Goliath on the same team!’ So why won’t you fight for me? It’s my tan isn’t it? Or maybe you’re discriminating against my arms?” 

	 

	Tana hides her laughter with papers once more as Mr. Armstrong persists. 

	 

	“Maybe you’ve got collusion up your sleeves! Are you being paid to perpetuate pale skin… for the commission you’ll get from the beach? OH this sleeve scandal goes SO MUCH DEEPER than I th…” 

	 

	The hopeful client interrupts himself as Flex and bodyguards cross his path. 

	 

	“WHOA,” Armstrong reacts. “Was that who I think it is? NOW I understand! You don’t have enough lawyers available for my case now. Since my case also deserves your whole team, I’ll gladly wait for Flex’s trial to finish! I’ll be back.”

	 


Chapter 2

	Miles Ahead

	 

	[Knock Knock]

	 

	Tana Lynn carries her new coffee inside the conference room.

	 

	“So Tana are we taking Mr. Armstrong’s case?” Kenneth Stone teases. “He certainly has nothing… up his sleeves!” 

	“Very funny. So where are we at guys?”

	“We are right here,” Miles points at a spot on his paper. “The media is calling this case the Mic Drop Murder. Basically our rap star client cheated on his wife and then fell victim to her clever prank. Flex eventually makes it home. And we’re not sure what happened next. But moments later another man was found dead in their bedroom. That’s when Flex called us.”

	“Any reason we don’t know what happened with our attorney-client privilege?”

	“We can’t afford to ask,” Kenneth Stone answers. “We’ll be stuck with whatever he tells us.”

	“But I question something else,” Miles informs. “His clever wife that he cheated on is offering to help us.” 

	“What?”

	“Dedra offered to explain her whole prank before this crime happened. There’s no better way to get in front of the story spin the prosecution is planning. Tana we need you to prep her. But make every observation you can before she testifies. We can’t afford to be surprised by Dedra… again. So pay really close attention during girl-talk.” 

	“Girl-talk?”

	“Yeah. You know…that high-speed feminine language men aren’t allowed in: girl-talk! I want to believe Dedra’s regret. But Flex did cheat on her! Dedra could be setting of us up for an even bigger fall. They don’t call her Clue Queen for nothing.”

	“Okay,” Tana sighs. “Operation Girl Talk. So before my IQ drops, may I make a legal observation?” 

	“Go ahead Tana,” Kenneth Stone welcomes. 

	“Okay,” Tana learns forward. “Why is Flex taking the stand? As soon as he does all his prior convictions can come in. But if he doesn’t testify, the prosecution has more reasonable doubt traffic. Why put Flex on the stand?” 

	“Tana,” Miles replies, “preventing the only witness from testifying is too political. And this prosecutor will abbreviate Flex through rap star stereotypes throughout the whole trial. If we don’t humanize him on the stand, we will lose.”

	 

	Kenneth Stone head nods in agreement as Miles continues.

	 

	“Second, this rapper is a skilled visual communicator. The convenience he offers easily outperforms Erin’s prosecutor style. We’ll be rewarded.”

	“Okay,” Tana Lynn replies. “But remember I’m the Jury Whisperer. I could create more subliminal doubt if Flex stays quiet.” 

	“What did you have in mind Tana?” Kenneth Stone invites.

	“My first chess move,” Tana leans in to explain. “Maybe Flex entered his bedroom to discover what initially looked like a man attacking Dedra. Suppose Flex shot to defend his wife who was really having an affair… too.” 

	“Dedra wasn’t there,” Miles replies. 

	“That’s for the state to prove! Suppose I persuade Dedra to leave the courtroom right after she testifies. Only then do we offer this affair story. With Dedra gone and Amir forever silenced, my subliminal account goes uncontested! Mistaken Defense of Others gets us the ‘not guilty’ verdict. Plus Double Jeopardy shields our client as our story is untwisted.”

	“Tana,” Miles replies, “that’s perjury.” 

	“Not if we deliver this idea off the stand. I’m the Jury Whisperer, trust me. I’ll ask the right wrong questions so objections will seem like there’s more to this crime story than the system is allowing. This will arouse the appetite of a conspiracy theorist juror.”   

	“Tana,” Miles repeats while putting his hand over his head.

	“Question my ethics later. Let’s win first! I can spoon-feed the jury this whole subliminal storyline with the right cross and the right amount of silence. Plus this perseveres our client’s image where he’s both a tough hero and a love victim!”

	 

	Kenneth Stone glances at Miles and back at the police reports. 

	 

	“And of course that’s only one avenue,” Tana Lynn adds. “Street rumors identify Amir King as a gang affiliate of The Shenanigans. Even though we’re not claiming Self Defense, it can be an extra subliminal suggestion. We simply paint Amir 10 times scarier than the prosecutor tries to make Flex. And don’t forget about that weird delivery company Get Her Things for couples breaking up. Maybe…”

	“Stop talking,” Miles Turner instructs. “We can’t fabricate.” 

	“But… we’re lawyers,” Tana replies in confusion.

	“Our weapon of choice is truth. And our shield is a mirror that reflects politics to itself. The objective is a spiritual verdict in reverse. We must find the jury guilty enough to find Flex not guilty on the elements. If we fabricate, we validate their chaos. If we decorate Amir’s profile, the prosecution will twist it into a presumption that they knew each other and argue criminal intent! Finally fabricating a fair affair with Dedra might backfire since 7 jurors were cheated on! And that strategy itself is risky because if WE cheat on Dedra and get caught, this whole firm is in the doghouse.”

	“I promise I’m listening. But I still think we’ll benefit from fighting distracting fire with distracting fire. Erin as the prosecutor is no coincidence. They sent her to distract you specifically.”

	“She WON’T,” Miles reacts while pounding the conference table. “Erin Powers won’t distract me. Look closer, it’s me: the same war king you call Miles Ahead. That woman will NEVER distract me, okay! Excuse me.”

	 

	Miles storms out the office. 

	 

	“What the heck,” Tana reacts. “Did I provoke that?”

	“No,” Stone confirms. “But I know the button you pushed. Wait here.”

	 

	Stone exits to Miles’ office.

	 

	[Knock] [Knock]

	 

	“Miles,” Stone enters and closes the door. “For the sake of easing any extra pressure, I’m just going to ask you about a rumor. Is it true you used to date this prosecutor?”

	“We didn’t actually date. It was online messaging on a blind dating site.” 

	“A blind dating site?” 

	“Yeah. No-Peek-Date has a website rule against pictures at first. After two weeks of chatting, and passing a compatibility test, the site managers approve us to see each other’s picture. We only found each other out because… we were so compatible.”

	“So you’re not afraid you like her. You’re afraid you are like her?”

	“Yeah,” Miles admits. “But I wouldn’t mind sharing her academic level.” 

	“Oh not this again,” Stone sits next to Miles. “When will you be comfortable with your dilemma as an unorthodox lawyer who passed the bar without ever going to law school? You scored higher than almost everyone who taunts you about it, including Tana!”

	“I just feel out of place sometimes. My gift is recognizing patterns. I’m not a constitutional scholar like you. And I’m not a search-and-seizure specialist like Erin.” 

	“Miles you specialize in sincerity. Jury’s feel your passion in a way they can’t with other robot attorneys! That’s why I hired you. And that’s why Flex insisted you be first chair.” 

	 

	Miles sips hot chocolate as Stone continues.

	 

	“From The Art of War, the very best war target to aim at is your enemy’s…” 

	“Strategy,” Miles answers. 

	“Correct. Tana’s an invisible chessboard to wear out Erin’s strategy as you go for the legal knockout.”

	“A street fight on a chessboard,” Miles realizes. 

	“Exactly,” Stone reveals. “Get some air. We’ll find a strategic blend that works for everyone.”

	 

	Miles shakes his boss’s hand and exits outside. Reaching for his cell phone, Miles taps the same No-Peek-Date app and messages to another profile:

	 

	“I need your smile soon - Smile4Miles.”

	 


Chapter 3

	To a Certain Degree

	 

	“I’m Kaitlyn Porter with Channel 21 News covering the Mic Drop Murder Case against controversial rap star Flex. The prosecution’s promise of no plea deals appears kept. It’s an all-or-nothing charge of 1st Degree Murder. And experts continue to wonder about yesterday’s interview with lead defense attorney Miles Turner. Perhaps they’re testing the waters for an insanity defense? Or will we once again witness the tricky fighting style from this David-and-Goliath firm? Also some say that… OH Mr. Turner!”

	 

	Miles stops for the reporter. 

	 

	“Sir many wonder if Flex was serious suggesting Diminished Capacity as the defense you’ll use. Since this Twinkie Defense is more of an admission deal for lighter sentences, this would suggest you’re actually pleading guilty! You do realize this?”

	“Apparently you didn’t realize our sarcasm. We mentioned Diminished Capacity only to animate a bias public opinion harbors towards Hip Hop. We’re offering to repair the Diminished Capacity in public opinion.”

	“Well why didn’t Flex claim his old defense… like last time?” 

	“That was another lawyer with another strategy.” 

	“But Flex’s last defense is perfect here! Couldn’t you have avoided this trial altogether with that claim?” 

	“I can’t comment on that.” 

	“What about Flex’s biggest rival rapper Second Degree?” 

	“He’s is not my client.”

	“I’m referring to Second Degree’s latest song Judas to Judas. It aims directly at your client as an alleged eye-witness. Rumor is he’s a surprise witness for the prosecution to testify against Flex! Any comment?”

	“Imagine my surprise to hear yet another baseless claim outside Due Process. We’re steady plus ready. And, by the way, we just officially entered a plea of Not Guilty by reason of Necessity.”

	“Necessity? So Flex was forced to kill?”

	 

	As Miles walks past the puzzled reporters, he reaches for his cell phone and begins dialing.

	 

	“Yes,” Tana Lynn answers.

	“How is Operation Girl-Talk? Can we trust Dedra on the stand?”

	“I think so,” Tana speaks. “But she refuses to walk in the courtroom holding Flex’s hand. Dedra is leaving right after her testimony. But she seems on our side. For a final observation, our body language expert is in the courtroom ready to observe Dedra during your opening statement to ensure no surprises. He’ll give you the secret gesture.”

	“Excellent,” Miles says. “And you’re ready as Jury Whisperer?” 

	“Prepare to be amazed Miles Ahead.” 

	“See you in there.”  

	 

	 Miles hangs up and revisits the No-Peek-Date app which has a message reply:

	 

	“You need my smile soon? Sure! I Smile4Miles every time I think of you.”    

	 


Chapter 4

	Plea Deal?

	 

	[DING] [DING]

	 

	Miles observes the inside of his elevator opening to Erin Powers. She stares back and enters to join him for a lonely awkward ride.

	 

	“Miles,” Erin initiates, “are we ever going to talk about this?”  

	“My client is innocent,” Miles replies.

	“No. What happened with No-Peek-Date? You just logged off after you recognized my picture.”

	“I shouldn’t have just ghosted you. For that I apologize. I was just in shock.” 

	“Okay. So it’s been 3 weeks. How do you feel now?” 

	“Obviously our working relationship poses as a conflict of interest. I just assumed you wouldn’t want this political traffic.”

	“You’re wrong,” the prosecutor replies. “I want to give us a try.”

	 

	Punished by silence, Miles yields for Erin to continue. 

	 

	“How about a plea deal… for us? If I win this case, you owe me a date tonight Miles. You arrange dinner. I’ll arrange… dessert.”

	 

	Erin smiles at Miles’ failure to object and continues. 

	 

	“Your silence is an admission of some fun guilt we can have. And I know when a man’s attracted to me. So I’ll give you some… immunity. And we’ll tackle whatever the real obstacle is over dinner.”

	 

	[DING] [DING]

	 

	“Erin,” Miles responds, “we’d have a better chance at us if you didn’t need to win.”

	“I always win Miles. You’re no match for me in a courtroom or… any other room. I have more chess moves in this case. So as soon as you lose, we’ll win each other.”

	 

	Erin delivers a mysterious ‘smile for Miles’ and exits the elevator to her floor with Miles’ full natural attention. As the elevator arrives at Miles floor, he suddenly receives another No-Peek-Date message: 

	 

	“I can’t believe we’re doing this Miles! I’ll bring my smile and I’ll see you tonight.”

	 

	Miles exits the elevator wondering exactly how new this new dating profile is. 

	 


Chapter 5

	Opening Statements

	 

	“Hello jury,” Erin addresses and approaches. “I want you all to imagine a delivery man knocking on a lonely customer's door. Customer invites him inside only to hear ‘no thanks. I just need your signature for this package.’ But Customer stalls by asking "what do you think this mysterious package is?" Delivery Man replies ‘I have no idea.’ Still stalling, Customer asks ‘do you know who sent it?’ Mr. Delivery Man recites the fax and asks if she’s refusing delivery. And the lonely customer replies ‘join me for some hot chocolate and help me decide.’ The deliveryman clarifies ‘I’m only here to offer this package.’ Out of ideas, Customer signs and accepts it. And the discovery inside this mysterious package… is truth itself.”

	 

	The prosecutor walks closer to the jury and continues.  

	  

	“As a prosecutor, I simply deliver truth! I don’t guess what’s inside or trade on the social appetite of others. I simply track the facts. Whether others accept or reject this package is up to our legal customers… all 12 of you! I’m hoping you won’t punish my professional focus away from the political invites of their famous ‘hot chocolate.’ I am only here to offer you this package.”

	 

	The jury leans forward as she continues.

	 

	“This case is about who killed Amir King. The defendant is rap star Flex, leader of rap gang… I mean rap group The Underground. Beyond their own clues of explicit lyrics, we’ll offer testimony from police officers called to the crime scene. And you’ll learn this crime stems from his wife’s revenge prank, for his infidelity! Moments later police were called to their mansion to discover a deceased Amir King in their master bedroom.”

	 

	Erin displays images of the crime scenes as Flex looks downward.

	 

	“With no cooperation from the defendant, I will still once again deliver truth itself. I ask that you consider the personality of this gang-affiliated rap star with lyrics from songs like Led Allergy and Chalk Liner. I am certainly not a rapper. But I can rhyme ‘guilty’ with ‘he’ll be.” 

	 

	Erin walks back to her table and stares at Miles.      

	 

	“Hello jury,” Miles addresses. “Years ago I saw a script to a cartoon. The story starts off with hundreds of police running towards a giant dictionary.”

	 

	Dedra looks up instantly as Miles approaches the jury.

	 

	“The cops break down the cover! And they all rush in with their weapons drawn. And as they move around inside this book, we learn that they’re looking for one specific word. This vocabulary native has been bragging about countless crimes it has committed against us. Surprisingly unarmed, this word simply turns us against each other. Now after the cops arrive at the right page, the right column, and the right row, they discover that this word has disappeared to the ultimate hideout! This word now lives in all our minds if we let it.”

	 

	The jury leans forward as Miles walks closer.

	 

	“Allow me to ask you all a rhetorical question. What word do they think they were looking for? What one word has that kind of power? A tactic to turn us against each other. What specific word is easily responsible for countless offenses from us and by us?”

	 

	The courtroom ponders as Miles continues.

	 

	“Before you guess, let me guess the guess of the prosecution! Based on her opening and the politics I suspect we’re in for, prosecution thinks this fugitive word is ‘lyrics.’ They think lyrics create our crime rate. Lion and tigers and lyrics… oh my! But bear the bias? Shouldn’t it be scarier that the prosecutor just misrepresented my client’s hit Led Allergy? It’s a song about being led by public opinion and how it’s making us sick!”

	 

	The jury takes notes and Miles continues. 

	 

	“When we cherry-pick song titles to abbreviate awareness, it’s not our best… delivery. Maybe some are already too sick from their own bias, infecting ‘the system’ we share. The cure is you, the jury, measuring the prosecutor’s legal responsibility to actually prove the elements of this case. To rhyme ‘he’ll be’ with ‘guilty,’ they must prove intent. They must prove their case beyond the shadow of a doubt. Now I’m no professional rapper either! But I assure you somehow lyrics rhymes with freedom of speech. And there’s absolutely no rhyme between my client and this crime. He is innocent.”

	 

	Miles returns to the defendant’s table.

	 

	 


Chapter 6

	Prosecution Calls…

	 

	“We got the call from dispatch,” the police says from the stand. “An anonymous caller saw someone suspicious in the area. So my partner and I drove with sirens to a home with a broken window. Before we could even exit our vehicle, we heard a loud single gunshot.”

	“And you responded?” Erin asks.

	“Yes. We called for backup and entered through the broken window. We announced ourselves as police and went upstairs to a bedroom to discover two men. One man was on the mattress bleeding from the chest later identified as Amir King.” 

	“And this other man at the crime scene, do you see him in this courtroom today?” 

	“Yes,” the policeman says and points. “It’s that man in the gray suit sitting right there.” 

	“Let the record reflect the officer has identified the defendant, Flex. No further questions.”

	 

	The prosecution returns to her table. 

	 

	“Officer,” Tana Lynn stands up. “You said you saw two men at the crime scene?”

	“Yes.” 

	“Are you aware of a police report claiming a woman was hiding in the bedroom closet?”

	“What?”

	“Objection,” the prosecution stands up. “This is hearsay.”

	“It’s a police report,” Tana Lynn argues. “I’m simply asking if the officer was aware of that report! Perhaps he could authenticate it as a first responder.”

	“The objection is overruled,” the judge concludes. “Please answer the question officer.”

	“No I hadn’t heard anything about that. I only know of seeing two men, two people total.”

	“Did you know the anonymous caller was a woman?”

	“Objection,” prosecution repeats. 

	“What now?” Tana Lynn reacts.

	“Alright,” Judge Mintall says. “Prosecution may question on redirect. But the objection is overruled. Officer please answer the question.”

	“I did not know the gender of the anonymous caller.”   

	“Okay,” Tana says with a look at the jury. “Officer why didn’t you enter through the front door?”

	“A shortcut to crime is to follow the sound.”

	“Sound or sounds? Did you hear anything other than that loud bang?”

	“I… don’t remember?”

	“And, since you were following that gunshot, you wouldn’t have heard any sounds, screams, or arguments before that gunshot. Is that correct?” 

	“Correct.” 

	“And this particular bedroom of this crime scene, was it the Master Bedroom?” 

	“Yes.”

	“Did you know that my client is married?” 

	“Yes. I’ve seen their reality TV show.”

	“Did you wonder why this crime happened on a 3rd floor Master Bedroom… on a mattress?” 

	“Objection,” prosecution interrupts.

	“Withdrawn,” the Jury Whisperer replies. “No further questions.”

	 


Chapter 7

	Phil Shakedown

	 

	“Sir,” the bailiff addresses, “do you swear to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth?” 

	“I do,” an older man promises and sits in the witness chair.”

	“Sir,” the prosecutor approaches. “Could you state your name and occupation for the record?” 

	“My name is Phil Shakedown. And I own a company called Get Her Things. It’s a delivery service for couples during a breakup.” 

	“So your workers drive to an unsuspecting boyfriend’s home to inform him his relationship is over! And immediately after that they seek permission to ‘get her things?’”

	“That’s right. Our services also include the breakup letter, resources for a counselor, and any unsettled debts to collect or transfer to the ex-lover. Our main customer is an ex-girlfriend who either has her mind made up or is afraid to return home. And our target audience is a broken relationship free of official matrimony. We don’t do divorces or transfer community property… anymore.” 

	“Mr. Shakedown is it true the defendant’s wife was recently a customer in disguise?” 

	“Yes,” Mr. Shakedown confirms. “Her agent posed as the customer requesting a quicker and smaller service we offer called a Fast Break. The pretending customer wanted only one item recovered from their home while the ex-lover was temporarily in legal custody. We would complete the delivery at our office.”

	“Only one item?” 

	“Yeah, a yearbook. The fake customer provided the keys, the address, and a handwritten letter to leave inside.”

	“And how did Get Her Things discover that its real customer was reality star Dedra Kare?”

	“Weird dots were connected.”

	“Can you elaborate on those weird dots?” 

	“For starters, the pretending customer was a man! This would be our first Get His Things client in a same-sex relationship. So, to ensure we balance sensitivity with duty, I called a meeting. Before I arrived in our conference room, co-workers were already matching clues with news trending on Twitter. Dedra pranked Flex for cheating on her and it got legally out of control. Flex was temporarily in custody, like our caller explained. Also one anonymous post read ‘get your yearbook and come back home. I’ll love you better.’ No one shared these connected dots with me. Instead three of my laziest co-workers suddenly insisted on doing this Fast Break despite being in the middle of their lunch break!”

	“Was there anything beyond the celebrity element motivating your laziest workers?” 

	“Yes. I later learned these same three co-workers run a YouTube channel for celebrity gossip. Their goal was to make a video inside the mansion.”

	“But they failed the pickup, the delivery, and even their video goal. Is it possible that a certain gangster rap star, with a criminal history, arrived early and… scared them away?”

	“Objection,” Miles interrupts. “Prosecution is steering the witness.” 

	“Sustained,” the judge rules.

	“What did your workers explain to you about their incompletion of this Fast Break?”

	“They promise the pickup address they got from another employee was a fake. They were driving in circles, frustrated enough to kill this other worker.”

	“Did you believe them?” 

	“Well, considering their YouTube plan was also ruined…”

	“But these are the same employees who withheld their discovery from you to get this task! And they now claim another employee gave them a fake address. Is it possible they are once again keeping something from you?”

	“Like what?” the owner demands. “Are you suggesting they witnessed the murder of Amir King?” 

	“Objection,” Miles interrupts again.

	“Your Honor,” Erin contends. “I’m simply asking if he believed the account of his co-workers before ever knowing of their YouTube agenda.”

	“Objection overruled,” Judge Mintall rules. “Please answer the question Mr. Shakedown.” 

	“I guess I didn’t believe them.” 

	“And what about this anonymous employee who gave the fake address? Was this worker ever revealed by them?” 

	“No,” the owner admits.

	“Interesting. And even as those workers insist they were never at the crime scene, they all refused to talk to the police. Isn’t that true?” 

	“Yes. But I learned later one worker had a warrant out for his arrest. He resigned to avoid capture.” 

	“But it is possible they fabricated this fake address story since another worker did make in to the mansion.”

	“Yeah,” Mr. Shakedown says while looking down. “Amir King was my employee found expired from a gunshot.”

	“No further questions,” Erin concludes as she sits back down.

	 

	Miles stands up to cross-examine. 

	 

	“Did you consider maybe this mystery employee, who gave those star-struck co-workers a fake address, was Amir King?”

	 

	As Mr. Shakedown considers this, the jury takes notes. Miles continues to advances his theory.

	 

	“Suppose these co-workers eventually found the mansion on their own. They could have confronted Amir in private. Maybe you’re right about them wanting to kill him. Maybe they did.” 

	“Obviously I’m speaking metaphorically.” 

	“But you can’t reasonably presume metaphorical anger from the types you hire… can you?” 

	 

	Punished by silence, the business owner stares in a mysterious anger as Miles elaborates.  

	 

	“Are you familiar with the business phrase Ban the Box?”

	“Yeah,” Mr. Shakedown replies. “And we proudly do it Mr. Turner.”

	“To anyone unfamiliar, Ban the Box is a friendly agreement to erase a question off a job application: ‘have you ever been convicted of a felony?’ Some companies do this to equalize perception and step up as a second chance for truly redeemed ex-cons.” 

	“Absolutely,” Owner replies.

	“Is this your preferred criteria? How many of your employees are college students?”

	“Look,” the owner defends. “Get Her Things is a risky environment where the consumer of our services is a shocked ex-boyfriend. Some even mistake my workers for the new boyfriend! And things can suddenly get dangerous. I can’t afford a lawsuit for every breakup in this town.”

	“That’s exactly my point,” Miles states moving closer. “Your business environment requires tough workers who don’t return with a note from their doctor… or lawyer. Alpha male employees protect your business margins!”

	 

	As the owner gestures his denial, the jury leans in more for Miles to continue. 

	 

	“The sad truth is you strategically Ban the Box to sustain and threaten criminal mystery to those angry ex-boyfriends.”

	“That’s ridiculous.”

	“Is it? You have no policy against employees displaying their tattoos. And your secretary actually leaks employee reputations. One day our legal secretary recorded her phone call to Get Her Things. Posing as a customer, she simply asked what Amir King’s criminal record was. And, even though you Ban the Box, your secretary answered ‘burglary.’ Can you explain that?”

	“It’s just creative marketing,” the owner shocks the jury. “I’m in this business to succeed. Our target audience is an emotional ex-girlfriend who wants her decision validated by capable real men. Some girls offer to pay extra tips to intimidate their abusive ex. These artificial leaks are in everyone’s interest to avoid any injury to my staff! But there’s no truth to Amir having a criminal record for Burglary.” 

	“How do you know that for sure when you Ban the Box?”

	 

	Mr. Shakedown pauses in checkmate as Miles persists.  

	 

	“What we do know for sure, about this Fast Break interception, is Amir King was found near a broken window. Maybe your secretary was accidently right about his criminal record. And maybe the other co-workers are past and present murderers who killed Amir?”

	“Objection,” Erin stands. “Counsel is soliciting opinions rather than factual evidence from a witness.” 

	“Sustained,” Judge Mintall rules.

	“Wasn’t Amir King limited to office work because of a physical altercation with a customer’s ex-boyfriend?”

	“Yes but it’s not that simple.” 

	“Simplify his presence outside the office. Were you short-staffed? Did you make an exception that day? I’m trying to understand how Amir was found inside my client’s home when he wasn’t approved to leave the office.” 

	“Amir announced an early lunch break and most likely drove out there alone.”

	“Was Amir involved with this co-worker YouTube channel?”

	“No.” 

	“Did Mr. King use a company vehicle?”

	“No.”

	“Amir’s private and unmarked car sounds personal.” 

	“Objection,” the prosecutor interrupts.

	“I’ll rephrase,” Miles replies. “Is it accurate to depict Amir as an insubordinate, recently violent, already disciplined employee who went against your orders and to drive alone to a celebrity mansion without a key. Is that accurate Sir?”

	“Yes,” the business owner agrees in reluctance as the jury takes notes.

	“Nothing further.”

	 

	Miles returns to his table.

	 

	“Sir,” Erin redirects. “What more do you know about that punishing altercation Amir had with an ex-boyfriend customer?”

	“During a delivery, the girlfriend arrived for an item she forgot to mention. A heated argument resulted and her psychotic boyfriend hit her. Our whole crew defended the girl but Amir went a little overboard. And this boyfriend-of-the-year barely survived the lesson. I learned later Amir’s mom was also a domestic violence victim.”

	 

	The jury takes more notes.

	 

	“On the other side of Ban the Box, is it possible that Amir has no criminal record at all?”  

	“Yes. That is absolutely possible. I don’t even casually know of any crime committed by Amir.”

	“Does your company use timesheets?” 

	“Yes.” 

	“And did Amir officially clock out for his mysteriously early lunch break?”

	“He did clock out, yes.”   

	“No further questions.”

	“The witness may step down,” Judge Mintall adds. “Ms. Powers please call your next witness.” 

	“The prosecution rests,” Erin replies.

	 

	Miles and Tana look at each other in confusion.

	 

	“Very well,” the judge says. “We’ll take a 15 minute recess and resume with the defense.”

	 

	Erin leaves with a mysterious smirk to Miles.

	 

	“She’s done. That’s too weird,” Miles whispers. 

	“We’re missing something,” Tana whispers back. “I know Erin’s style. She’s a counter-puncher. She might have a rebuttal witness to explode the testimony from one of our witnesses. She must know something we don’t.” 

	“Does she Flex?” Miles whispers. “Any surprises we should know about?” 

	“I can’t think of anything,” Flex assures. 

	“Okay our first witness is Dedra. And the body language expert gave me the okay. He doesn’t see any hint of Dedra setting us up.”

	“Okay,” Tana says. “Keep your eyes open. We’re missing something.”   

	 

	 


Chapter 8

	Defense Calls…

	 

	“The court will come to order,” Judge Mintall says. “Defense please call your first witness.”

	“Thank you Your Honor,” Tana replies. “We call Dedra Kare to the stand.”

	 

	Applause erupts as Dedra approaches the bailiff to be sworn in.  

	 

	“ORDER,” the judge warns. “Order in the court.”  

	“Mam,” Tana Lynn begins, “how do you know the defendant?” 

	“Flex is…my husband. We both star in Flex & Dedra, a reality television show centered around our marriage lifestyle. I am a former detective. Flex is a former gang member. Opposites attract.”

	“Could you offer a brief story behind that attraction?” 

	“We met at a Hollywood party. My high school friend is movie star Jasmine Gem. She invited me to preview her newest film and a soundtrack starring new rapper, Flex. He introduced himself. We started dating and married a year later. Our Flex & Dedra show started a week after that.”

	“And I imagine this show offers an exclusive look into your married life together. How accurate was it? How much reality in your reality show?”

	“My love was real,” Dedra replies with a glance at the defendant. “But Flex was cheating on me. As a former detective, I discovered it before the paparazzi. And my original plan was to trick him into fidelity.” 

	“Trick him into fidelity? Can you explain that?” 

	“I created a fake phone profile under the nickname of his mistress. Then I extended Flex a catfish invitation to meet at her new house for some Slip-And-Slide as they called it. My fake profile dared Flex to arrive wearing nothing but a necklace in an hour. Then I sent him a real text of me inviting Flex to a movie preview to support Jasmine Gem, happening in the same adultery hour. Flex declined, like I suspected, but claimed he was headed to the studio to work on his next album. But here’s what my cheating husband didn’t know: the directions, of his lie to me, actually led to a sting operation for childhood predators.”

	 

	Applause and cheers emerge from the courtroom. 

	 

	“Order,” the judge demands. “I’ll have you removed. Please continue Mam.” 

	 

	“When Flex arrived in his birthday suit, police thought he came for a sleepover with a 12-year-old decoy, like the other perverts.”

	 

	Laughter tempts the silenced room as many cover their mouths in compliance. Dedra continues. 

	 

	“They arrested the famous rapper on the spot. But I had a secret arrangement with a detective to clear everything up, let him go, and send me the unaired footage for me to use against any future infidelity. But as luck would have it, my detective was in the bathroom. And when they searched Flex’s car, they found some other crime toys from his music group The Underground. The arrest became real, along with the misunderstanding. You can imagine the headlines.”

	 

	“Dedra,” Tana walks closer, “are you here under subpoena?” 

	“No. I am here by choice for truth itself. I just want to clear up the part I played… before my next chapter.” 

	 

	The jury observes the starring contest between Flex and Dedra. Tana strategically glances at the jury and continues.

	 

	“Dedra,” Tana continues, “have you yourself ever had an affair?” 

	“Objection,” the prosecutor interrupts. “Relevance?” 

	 

	As Judge Mintall ponders the objection, Tana looks at Miles who head nods back.

	 

	“Mr. Turner,” Flex whispers. “Why are we asking this?” 

	“Strategy,” Miles whispers back. “We’re just creating a design of reasonable doubt. Tana is painting a subliminal picture, off the record, with their own objections.”

	“But there’s no truth to this… is it?” 

	“No. Our goal is to expand curiosity. This idea is an option for our defense strategy. Most likely we won’t need it. But as soon as Dedra leaves, it’s a preserved wild card we can play.”

	“I see,” Flex replies as everyone awaits the judge’s ruling. 

	“The objection is sustained,” Judge Mintall concludes. “Please continue with your next line of questioning.”

	 

	As Flex stares harder at Dedra and this possibility, Dedra stares back and reacts. 

	 

	“Actually I’d like to answer that question,” Dedra offers.

	“Objection,” Miles interrupts. 

	“NEVER,” Dedra answers. “I’ve never been unfaithful and you KNOW this Flex!”

	“ORDER,” the judge responds with his gabble. “Only answer approved questions, Mam.”

	“Dedra,” Tana strategizes. “If we had witnesses claiming you had affairs too, they would ALL be liars?”

	“YES,” Dedra insists while looking directly at her husband. “You’re unbelievable! I’m here only to help you. And you betray me…again?” 

	“Please don’t address the defendant,” the judge says.

	 

	Dedra removes her wedding ring and throws it to the ground. The crowd reacts in shock and cheers.

	 

	“ORDER!” the judge tames courtroom cheers as Dedra attempts to leave the stand.

	“No further questions,” Tana surrenders as Flex puts his head down. 

	“Wait,” the prosecutor stands. “Certainly we have the right to cross-examine.”

	“You do,” the judge agrees as he observes Dedra in full emotion. “Let’s take a recess. We’ll resume in 30 minutes.”

	 

	[Bang] [Bang]

	 

	“DEEJ,” Flex stands up to work things out. “Dedra.” 

	 

	With Dedra’s path blocked by the bailiff, and Flex’s path blocked by Tana, Dedra leaves the courtroom followed by questioning reporters. 

	 

	“Flex,” Tana explains. “I had to do it. It’s my job to create reasonable doubt. We’ll save your marriage later. Let’s get the acquittal first.”

	“Okay,” Flex understands.

	 

	Tana pats Flex’s hand as the bailiff approaches with the discarded wedding ring. As Flex refuses to accept it, Miles takes it on Flex’s behalf.

	 

	 


Chapter 9

	Remember to Forget

	 

	Miles and Tana watch carefully as Erin stands up to cross-examine Dedra. 

	 

	“As a customer of Get Her Things, you only wanted a yearbook?” 

	“That’s right,” Dedra replies. “It has sentimental value. I have a condition called Retrograde Amnesia which prevents a fully restored memory. So I can only remember things after my car accident, causing my memory loss, as a teenager. There was a family strategy to erase my past. But I found this yearbook underneath my bed. It dates even further back in my past than I’ll ever remember on my own.”  

	“Did you keep your discovery hidden from your family?” 

	“Yes. I disguised it as a schoolbook with a book cover entitled History.”

	“Is this it?” Erin holds her yearbook up. “You kept that same History Book disguise on it even at the time of this Fast Break?”

	“Right,” Dedra replies. 

	“So how come you never identified this yearbook disguise to Get My Things?” 

	 

	Miles and Tana look at each other as the prosecutor continues. 

	 

	“All the staff at Get My Things staff we interviewed never mentioned anything about your yearbook disguise. Not one worker recalls any details mentioned like the yearbook color, which drawer, or even the specific room in this mansion!” 

	“My agent handled the order. And he certainly knew those details to offer. I just assumed he would.”

	“Or maybe, during this treasure hunt, Amir found Flex first. Maybe this crime scene was a warning to you that Flex would rather end him than the marriage.”

	“I won’t be intimidated by my cheating husband. But Flex could NEVER have ended Amir.”

	“How else can Amir be found with your mysteriously found yearbook in his expired hand?”  

	“Well… Amir already knew where it was! We used to tour the pages together.”

	 

	The courtroom reacts in surprise. 

	 

	“Wait. Are you saying Amir already knew the inside of your bedroom?” 

	“Yeah,” Dedra confirms. “But you’re twisting my words. Nothing inappropriate was happening. We were all friends!”

	“We?”

	 

	The court listens closer as Tana stares at Flex. Erin reiterates.

	 

	“Both you and Flex already knew Amir King?” 

	“Yes,” Dedra says in confusion. “But the main dynamic was between Amir and Flex.”

	“To be clear, you’re saying the defendant and the victim knew each other before all this happened? They were friends?”

	“Yeah. They were more like brothers.”    

	 

	As the courtroom reacts, Miles turns to Flex for a denial.

	 

	“No further questions,” the prosecutor remarks.

	“Redirect?” Judge Mintall asks the defense team. 

	 

	Still not seeing a denial from his client, Miles stands up.

	 

	“No questions,” Miles decides. 

	“The court will take a brief recess for the jury.”

	 

	[BANG]

	 

	The defense team quickly marches with Flex out the courtroom, past all news cameras and questions to a private conference room.

	 

	“How could you KEEP this from us?” Miles says. “You knew this guy before all this?”

	“It’s NOT like it sounds,” Flex insists. 

	“So what really happened that day?” Miles demands.

	“Miles,” Tana interrupts. “We can’t afford to know that.”

	“Alright,” Miles agrees. “Flex you need to take the stand next to balance out this mystery. Tana’s right that I can’t know everything. But tell me this: do you think Dedra planned this bombshell?”

	“No. Dedra didn’t know that you guys didn’t know.” 

	“Answer only this,” Tana guides. “Did Dedra cause your friendship with Amir to change?” 

	“Our friendship never changed,” Flex answers. “Amir and I are friends for life… and beyond.”

	“Flex is there any possibility Dedra played a part beyond her prank? Maybe she was jealous of the friendship.”

	“No. Dedra had nothing to do with Amir’s murder.”

	“Murder… or death?” Tana clarifies still starring at Flex.

	“Don’t answer that,” Miles interrupts. “Beyond this surprise, our two biggest obstacles are the controversy around your latest song and your criminal past. Your last case will certainly be brought up. Police still want revenge.”

	“Oh when will they let that go?”

	“That case was dismissed. But there’s no statute of limitations on their anger. Even though it truly was self-defense, it was too clever. So we must initiate the real story before their political spin. But Flex you can’t appear smug like you got away with it. The jury won’t want to reward your creativity in this technicality.”

	“Got it,” Flex confirms. 

	“Also,” Tana adds, “please don’t respond as you just asked: ‘when will they let that go?’” 

	“I’m only repeating that police chief’s words when his cop gang killed my cousin.”

	 

	An unaware Tana head nods in a moment of silence.

	 

	“Should we go over my testimony again?” 

	“No,” Miles says. “I need as much of a freestyle feel as possible, to where even you experience it too. Besides you literally make fans from your efforts in freestyling.” 

	“Okay,” Flex replies. 

	“You’re up next.”

	 


Chapter 10

	Rebellious Shadow

	
	The silent courtroom watches Miles approach his client on the stand. 

	 

	“Flex I want to address the court’s recent discovery. Maybe alleged discovery is more appropriate since you never suggested you DIDN’T know the victim. Yet this courtroom feels betrayed by you! Isn’t it more accurate they were really betrayed by their own media bias?” 

	“Objection,” the prosecutor argues. “Counsel is providing his own testimony.”

	“Sustained,” the judge decides. “Just ask questions.”

	“I’m merely confirming the importance of facts over opinion. It’s kind of important my client’s real testimony outperforms the media spin we just experienced.”

	“OBJECTION,” Erin stands back up.

	“Sustained,” Judge Mintall repeats. “Mr. Turner knock it off.” 

	 

	Miles stares puzzled at the jury and paces on.  

	 

	“After the Amir incident, why didn’t you call the police?” 

	“They arrived before I could even hesitate to.”

	“Why would you hesitate Sir?”

	“Law enforcement and I are politically complicated. It’s been this way for quite some time.” 

	“Can you elaborate on how that became?”

	“Earlier in my career I wrote a song entitled Rebellious Shadow. To elaborate, this song is a metaphorical complaint to Mother Nature about an entitled rebellious shadow: a force that should ‘have your back’ and ‘stand behind you’ but doesn’t. Lyrically I was hinting at my complaint to our mayor about the chief of police in our state. I accused the chief of police of abandoning ‘darker places’ since shadow support wasn’t as visible. Who would see the ‘shine?’ My song suggests the higher crime rate is a Rebellious Shadow our mayor is allowing in this municipal employee. The mayor’s many promises to meet with me to discuss justice reform were all broken. So I released this song during his re-election campaign to ‘shine a light on that,’ if you will.”

	“And as your song increased in popularity, the polls tightened, and this mayor suddenly fired the police chief you were complaining about. The now former police chief blamed you.”

	“Yes. He invited news cameras covering the election to threaten me and my music group. He later recanted but only after his police friends were inspired. We were constantly harassed.”

	“Can you give us an example?” 

	“Sure,” Flex agrees. “The policemen who handled my arrest called my holding area The Rebellious Shadow.”

	“Flex did you murder Amir King?” 

	“No. I had nothing to do with my friend’s death.”

	“Flex there’s another death we should talk about. It happened a few years ago and coincidently relates to the same former chief of police. Can you elaborate on that?” 

	“I can,” Flex says while leaning forward. “Years ago a teenager was shot and killed. He was the wrong target in a… self-defense strategy.” 

	“A self-defense strategy?” 

	“Yes. My bandmate’s life was threatened by a gang we discovered loitering around my home one day. They were looking for trouble or any useless energy we would offer. Instead we ignored them and entered inside. But I made sure to leave my door unlocked.” 

	“Unlocked?” 

	“Correct. Our state law deems any trespasser vulnerable to the homeowner’s legal right to defend themselves. And I have registered firearms for protection. This crime equation is automatic self-defense.” 

	“So you kind of dared this threatening group to fall into your plan. Is that fair?” 

	“It’s fair but also legal.” 

	 

	The jury begins writing in their notepads. 

	 

	“Did things go as planned?” 

	“Yes and no. I heard trespassing sounds from my hallway and we engaged with gunfire. I saw two shadows fall. The threatening gang leader had clearly ended. But then a microphone rolled towards us from the second shadow. The second man was an unaffiliated journalist. He was also the son of that same former chief of police.” 

	“Was?” 

	“Yeah,” Flex says in regret. “Was. The journalist didn’t make it.”

	“Did his dad return to the news cameras?” 

	“Yes. Especially when self-defense cleared me of all charges, his threatening talk got even worse and even more echoed by many police.”

	“Thank you Flex,” Miles says while walking back.

	 

	“Prosecution may proceed,” Judge Mintall invites.

	 

	The entire courtroom awaits Erin as she approaches the defendant.

	
	“Since this courtroom does NOT Ban the Box, how many crimes have you served time for?”

	“As a teen, I’ve had a total of 7 plea deal intimidations.”

	 

	The prosecutor turns to look at Miles who offers her a blank expression.

	 

	“This isn’t your second time being accused of murder, is it?”

	“Are you referring to fan feedback from my freestyle rap battles? Many competitive phrases, similar to sports talk, are R-rated: you crushed that other rapper, or you murdered that guy on the microphone... metaphorically speaking.”

	“Do you really think I’m referring to this type of murder?” 

	“In fairness this trial is nicknamed the Mic Drop Murder Case. I’ve been crime-free for the last 11 years. I’ve had no record since I had a record deal.”

	“So rap is your crime medicine? Your rap career made things healthier… for everyone?”

	 

	The jury observes Erin displaying papers on a projector.

	 

	“Are these lyrics from a hit song you wrote?”

	“Once again you’re taking these partial lyrics out of context.”

	“Your song title is Kill Em’ All. Are we taking that out of context?”

	“Yes. I’m only featured on this song. It’s not mine!”

	 

	Erin takes down the slide as a juror shakes her head. The prosecutor continues.

	 

	“But you are the author of your defense strategy. You’re on trial because you chose NOT to claim self-defense this time. Is that correct?” 

	“Yes.” 

	“So if this wasn’t self-defense…” 

	“Objection,” Miles interrupts. “My client never denied self-defense. He simply chose not to formally enter the claim of self-defense.”

	“Sustained,” the judge rules. “Just to be clear, the plea entered was Not Guilty by reason of Necessity?” 

	“So you were forced to kill Amir King? You’re the only witness! What happened that day in your

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
cover.jpeg
JwyaN C JOHNSON





images/Vandross_1.jpeg
Jwyan C JOHNSON





