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Chapter One
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Harry Thomas died alone. Monica, his estranged daughter, never once visited Harry in what was euphemistically called a retirement community after she dumped him in the cheap facility. She didn’t care when the nurse from Peaceful Pines called to tell her Harry had passed away. Not until she received the coroner’s report, that is. Her father had died from homicide by institutional neglect, and with that ruling came the potential for Harry to have done something good in his daughter’s life for once. Monica had immediately called The Law Offices of Everett Stone with thoughts of a large settlement racing through her head.

And now, because of that call, a storm was brewing on the horizon of Everett Stone’s life. A life-altering, once-in-a-century hurricane. He thought he was prepared to weather it. He thought he would come out the other side unscathed. The ocean floor is littered with the bones of sailors who thought the same. 

The cold snapped the post-sleep fog from his mind. Everett didn’t need several cups of coffee each day to get going, like most lawyers. Instead, he drove to the gym and swam in the frigid pool to get his blood flowing and mind working. 

Everett enjoyed the solitude more than the exercise in those pre-dawn hours. He acknowledged he could stand to lose a few pounds when he looked in the mirror, but he was reasonably attractive, even if his abs were not as defined as they once had been.

The pool was his chance to think uninterrupted and to prepare for what would come during the rest of his day in his busy law office in downtown Raleigh. It was where he had his best ideas and could focus on the biggest problems in his cases while hearing nothing but the splashing of his strokes. The early hour he rose each day guaranteed he was alone. 

His morning ritual had grown especially important since filing the Thomas Estate’s wrongful death lawsuit against Peaceful Pines and its owner, Ross Tyndall. It was the biggest case of his career. He was not a famous lawyer by any measure, but in the past decade he had built a reputation as a seasoned and fearless litigator. This case had the potential to make him one of those famous lawyers who get called to be a talking head on cable news. And very rich.

The Big One, as he referred to it around the office, was the case that every trial lawyer dreams of: a sympathetic victim, an evil villain, and an atrocity that would provoke an enormous verdict. 

The more he thought about the Thomas case, the more inspired he became and he took his energy out in the water. His strokes quickened and the time it took him to complete his daily two mile swim shortened. This was the case he had gone to law school for. This was the case where he stood to do some actual good rather than just collecting insurance money for people with whiplash.

Everett’s black trunks clung to his body as he climbed out of the pool and began drying himself. Once in the empty locker room, he stripped off the trunks and tossed them in his bag with one hand before heading to the shower. 

The after-swim shower was almost as important to Everett as the swim itself. This is where he could clear his mind, alone in the large, tiled room, while the steamy water washed away his thoughts. 

After he was done, Everett took care in putting on his suit and checking to make sure his tie and hair were just right. He walked out of the gym and into the parking lot.

Everett climbed into his Lexus GX and turned on NPR, ready for the day’s headlines. The news out of Washington had him cussing under his breath before he put the SUV into gear. 

As he drove away, he never noticed the man watching him from a car parked in the back of the dark lot. 
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Chapter Two
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“Who was this guy?” asked Ross Tyndall. His imposing frame was draped in an orange jumpsuit and he squinted under the harsh fluorescent lights. He was looking at the paperwork lying on the steel table. 

“No one special,” replied Billy Sloan. Sloan was much smaller than Tyndall, with a bad combover and an ill-fitting suit. His gold watch poked from under his shirt sleeve and was accented by over-sized signet rings on his pudgy hands. He was Tyndall’s long-time personal lawyer and fixer, and the only one who visited him in Butner Federal Correction Center. 

“What do we know about him?” asked Tyndall. 

“Dementia was his primary illness, as with most of the patients. Medicare and Medicaid patient, not independently wealthy.” 

“Family?”

“There was a daughter. She never visited,” replied Sloan.

“How long was he there?” asked Tyndall. 

“About a year.” 

“Who was the nurse?” 

“Annie Smith,” said Sloan.

“What do we know about her?” asked Tyndall. 

“She was new; only there two weeks before the guy died. Single mother.”

“Will she be a problem?” 

“More than likely,” said Sloan. “She slipped through the hiring process — not as easily controlled as the others.” 

“You try to find the right people, but one always slips through,” Tyndall said with a sigh and a shake of his head.

Peaceful Pines had been Tyndall’s stroke of genius. In his other ventures there had been witnesses and sympathy from horrified juries. He had hired people who cared about their jobs and their careers, with no motivation to look the other way on some of the shadier aspects of profiting from the sick and elderly. Some of his former patients had testified in the previous trials about the conditions of the facilities and the treatment they received, providing powerful testimony to jurors who thus far had awarded several families millions in verdicts against his former companies. 

No longer. Tyndall had set out to establish a liability-proof business with Peaceful Pines. The facility was dedicated only to the care of dementia and Alzheimer’s patients. His inspiration for the facility had come in a thought like lightning: Who could possibly testify against me or be thought believable by a jury if they can’t even remember their names or the names of their family?

There were still state inspections, but those were easily dealt with. Tyndall purposefully put Peaceful Pines in a rural community that had missed out on the explosive economic growth in North Carolina’s capital and Research Triangle Park. He knew regulators weren’t paid well and were overworked, so he lightened their load by fattening their wallets with cash. The inspector’s job was easy when he didn’t have to inspect anything other than the amount in the envelope slid across the desk every six months. Fifty thousand dollars annually bought Peaceful Pines a five star rating with the State of North Carolina.

The outside doctor who made her rounds was easy to buy off as well. Charts were easily fudged and problems overlooked when the doctor was barely holding onto her medical license. Dr. Stefanie Tyler was lucky to be paid in the medical field at all after several malpractice lawsuits and struggles with alcohol, let alone double the going rate Tyndall’s competitors were paying.

Try as he might though, Tyndall’s plan was far from perfect. Every now and then someone with integrity would make it through his screening process. Annie Smith was one of those hires. 

“Was everything taken care of afterward?” asked Tyndall. “You know I typically like to oversee that process myself. It makes me anxious that I couldn’t this time with being in here. Fucking Feds and their fucking tax evasion bullshit.” 

“Yes, everything was taken care of how it should be. I made sure of it,” said Sloan.

Tyndall let out a sigh. 

“Thank you, Billy. I can always count on you,” he said. “When I get released from this shithole at the end of the week remind me to buy you dinner and a bottle of that Scotch you like.” 

Tyndall’s brow furrowed after a moment as he considered the situation. There was no need for him to ask why or how Harry had died; he already knew and that was the reason Sloan was here. He looked again at the lawsuit Sloan had brought him. It wasn’t the first time he had been sued over the death of a patient, and it wouldn’t be the last. This suit was different though.

“Why am I named personally in this lawsuit, Billy? I thought the corporate structure was supposed to protect me from liability on these things?” 

“That’s where we may have a problem,” said Sloan. “But I’ve already started a plan in motion to solve it.” 
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Chapter Three
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“I know it’s before nine, but this is an emergency,” said Dayna.

“It had better be,” Everett said as he sipped his coffee behind his desk. The staff knew his rule: no questions or problems before nine, unless it was an absolute emergency. He needed time to muster his people skills.

Everett was always the first to arrive at his office. He didn’t like being around people in the morning. His wife, Olivia, hated that he set his alarm for four every morning, but the hours at the gym and few hours alone in the office were always his most productive. Once his staff started to arrive, his train of thought would be derailed with constant interruption throughout the day. 

“It’s Monica Thomas,” continued Dayna. 

“Seriously? How many times is she going to call? I’ve already told her countless times in the three months since filing this lawsuit that these cases take time and it’s not a quick fix. Or does she want to complain about something irrelevant again?” 

Everett remembered the day he signed Monica Thomas as a client and the disgusted look she had given him and his office when she walked through the door. The only thing special about his office was its location. The Law Office of Everett Stone was located on the twentieth floor of the Capital Center, which provided views of all of downtown Raleigh. Clients were impressed with the view, but not much else. The suite was the smallest available for rent in the high rise and decorated with generic furniture. Still, the location was prestigious and he shared the building with some of the largest and most powerful law firms in the state. Everett might not yet be a heavy hitter, but he at least could share the same building with them. He was sure the location was the only reason Monica had signed the contract.

“No, this time it may actually be a legitimate reason for calling,” said Dayna. She walked further into the office. 

Everett’s private office was strewn with papers and files. The bookcases along the wall were crammed with thick books he hadn’t touched since law school and even more files. Stacks of more paper littered one of the two plush leather chairs in front of his desk. If you didn’t know Everett and walked into his office, you would have assumed someone had raided it and thrown everything about haphazardly. Everett insisted he had a system and knew where everything was located. His staff had their doubts. Dayna lowered herself into the one empty chair in front of his desk. 

Everett stared at her now without saying a word and waited for her to continue. 

Dayna had been his assistant for half of his decade in practice. The clients loved her, she was smart, tenacious, and exceedingly loyal. She had been an invaluable asset on many of his cases, but the only case that mattered at the moment was stacked on the floor beside where she sat. There were at least ten banker boxes filled with documents and notebooks, and the file was growing by the day. 

“I had a frantic sounding voicemail from her this morning,” Dayna said. “She’s been noticing a strange car parked near her house and she thinks she’s being followed.”

Everett rolled his eyes and agreed to take the call. Dayna left his office as he picked up the receiver and hit the button to bring Monica on the line.

“This is Everett,” he announced.

“I’m telling you, someone has been watching me,” said Monica

“Then don’t do anything stupid,” said Everett half-jokingly. He had had this same conversation with Monica at least three times already, and was growing tired of his client’s paranoia. 

“Do you really think this is not a big deal? It’s an invasion of privacy!”

“Even if someone was watching you, there’s nothing illegal about it. As long as they are not trespassing on your property they are free to set up surveillance and watch you on a public street when you are outside of your house,” said Everett. “But, as I said on the phone the other day,” he added, “it’s unlikely Tyndall’s folks are surveilling you. You are not claiming a physical injury. It’s usually only in cases of physical injury where people surveil a plaintiff. There would be no need for it in this case.” 

Monica was insufferable for long periods of time and Everett was sure no one wanted to take on the assignment of watching her every move and trying to eavesdrop on her every conversation. 

“Are you sure?”

“I’m sure.” 

“Then why do I keep feeling like someone is watching me?” 

How was Everett supposed to know?

“I don’t know,” he said. “Have you noticed anything unusual?” 

“I keep seeing a car parked down the street. Then when I’m out and about I keep thinking I see the same car?”

“You think you are seeing the same car, or you are seeing the same car?” 

“I’m not entirely sure.” 

“What kind of car is it?” 

“I don’t know. I haven’t looked that closely. It’s some kind of gray sedan, I think.” 

That narrows it down, thought Everett. There’s probably only a hundred thousand of those in Raleigh.

“Is it in the same place on your street every time you see it?” 

“No, not every time.”

“Do any of your neighbors have visitors?” 

“I don’t know. I don’t really talk to my neighbors.” 

Everett suppressed a sigh. “What about workers? Have you noticed any construction people or anything like that going in and out of your neighbors’ houses?” 

“No, I don’t think so. At least not that I’ve paid attention to.” 

Everett pinched the bridge of his nose and said, “Listen, I know you’re worried, Monica but I’m sure it’s fine. If you’re that concerned, then I would pay closer attention. Get a make and model of the car at least, or if you can safely do so a description of the driver and license plate number. Then if you can actually verify it’s the same car following you around, you could call the police. But, as I’ve said, surveilling you wouldn’t be illegal on the part of the defense.” 

“Can’t you do something?” she asked.

“Not really, no. Just keep an eye out on your surroundings and try not to worry. I’m sure it’s fine.” 

“I’ve been trying, Everett, I really have. It’s hard not to worry about this though.”

“I know. I’m sympathetic, I really am. But you haven’t done anything that would paint you in a bad light or jeopardize the case, right?” 

“Right,” said Monica after a pause.

“Well, there you go then. Nothing to worry about.” 

The two said their goodbyes and Everett hung up the phone. He wasn’t certain his client had told him the truth about not doing anything that could affect the case. 
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Chapter Four
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The phone on the desk began to ring as Everett finished packing his briefcase to head home for the evening. He glanced at the clock and rolled his eyes while taking a deep sigh.

He looked at the caller ID despite his instincts to just leave and let the line continue ringing, and picked the phone up immediately when he read the name. 

“What do you have for me?” he asked.

“A witness.” 

As soon as Monica had called him to take the wrongful death case, Everett had enlisted the services of his private investigator, Randy Montague. Randy had been responsible for obtaining the evidence that had led to some of Everett’s biggest successes so far in his career, and Everett knew he would not be disappointed with Randy investigating Peaceful Pines. 

Everett sat back down in his chair. “Tell me more.” 

“Her name is Annie Smith. She’s the nurse that was taking care of Mr. Thomas at the time of his death. She was a new hire and had only been at the facility for two weeks,” said Randy.

“That’s not very long at all,” said Everett.

“No, it’s not. But, it didn’t take her long to discover all the things wrong with the place. I mean, I’ve seen a lot of fucked up shit in my life, but if what this girl is saying is true it even makes someone like me feel sick.” 

Everett felt a wave of giddiness run through him. Randy’s experience as a military policeman and then a civilian homicide detective had given him a great deal of invaluable skills and experience before he decided to leave government work behind and branch out on his own freelancing assignments from lawyers. He had never once let Everett down on an assignment and the two had become friends over the years. 

“Go on,” said Everett.

“According to Ms. Smith, Tyndall was still running the show from prison. His right-hand man that was in charge of this facility would call him weekly and do whatever Tyndall wanted him to do. She says she doesn’t understand how the staff still has their licenses. They’re beyond incompetent and have no business taking care of patients.” 

“Then how did she get the job?” 

“Ms. Smith is actually pretty sharp. She noticed after meeting her new coworkers that they all had similarities. Most have a drug problem. Most live in low-income housing or trailer parks. Most are single mothers.

“She herself is a single mother and while she lives in a decent middle-class place, she drives an old beater. Ms. Smith speculates that Tyndall hires those who are desperate and need the job so they keep their mouths shut and their standards low. All the other staff were hired by Tyndall personally. She was hired by Tremaine, the manager, since Tyndall was an involuntary guest of the Feds. He must not have vetted her as well as Tyndall would have for their standards, if you can call them that.” 

“I’m hearing a lot of speculation, though,” said Everett.

“True. And that was my concern too. Plus, I managed to find her as she was leaving work in the middle of the day. She had just been fired. My concern was her credibility wouldn’t hold up; that she would come across as a disgruntled former employee.” 

“I don’t like what I’m hearing, Randy.” 

Randy let out a laugh. “I knew you wouldn’t. But here’s the thing — Ms. Smith isn’t an idiot. She has proof that Tyndall and his operation were dirty.” 

Everett’s smile returned. “I’m waiting...”

“She says the nurses there all do paper charting because the facility is too cheap to buy them iPads or laptops to use their Electronic Medical Record system. Apparently, they all use these paper flow sheets and then they’re all responsible for uploading the information into the computer system later on. The thing with Mr. Thomas is that his medical records were altered.”

“You have a proof of this?” asked Everett.

“I think so. Ms. Smith says she accidentally forgot to turn over the stacks of paper flow sheets she had on Mr. Thomas for filing when she was involuntarily separated from her employment. I’m not sure I believe her when she says it was accidental, but I’m sure not going to push her on that.” 

Everett let out a chuckle. “Good call, as always.” 

“So, she tells me all this about the medical records,” continued Randy, “of course I immediately ask her if she has any proof she can provide me and she pulls out a thick stack of paper records from her tote bag and hands them over. I’ll bet you good money that when you compare these records to the EMR version you got in discovery that the two are going to be very different from each other.” 

“I’m not taking that bet,” said Everett. “Thank you Randy, this is excellent work as always. You never let me down.” 

“Oh that’s not even all of it,” said Randy. 

Everett listened while Randy laid out the rest of what he discovered, the smile never leaving his face.

This motherfucker is going down, he thought as he walked out of his office after the call ended. 
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Chapter Five
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Everett took a deep breath as he pulled into his garage. Rather than get out, he sat in his Lexus for a few minutes scrolling through X. Coming home was the part of the day he dreaded the most.

The house was a modest two story colonial in the Raleigh suburbs; not his dream home by any means, but comfortable enough. Everett walked through the side door and into an empty kitchen. He found his wife sitting in her usual chair in the den reading a book. 

“Hey,” Everett murmured as he sat down on the couch and turned on the TV. While his wife like to read, Everett preferred mindless entertainment after long days at the office. 

“How was your day?” asked Olivia, barely looking up from her novel. Her blonde hair was perfectly styled and her petite frame was shrouded in a stylish shirt with black Lululemon leggings. She wore Rothy slips and looked ready for a day out, even though Everett knew she probably hadn’t left the house all day. 

“Fine,” grunted Everett.

Olivia and Everett had met at a fraternity party their sophomore year of college and had quickly fallen in love. They married shortly after graduation, and Olivia went to work as a schoolteacher to support the couple as Everett pursued his law degree. She had been a strong, confident woman who came from money and had her pick of men. Everett had been smitten. 

The infatuation began to fade over the course of Everett’s three years in law school and devolved into constant bickering the summer he was studying for the bar. Olivia quit teaching to be a stay-at-home wife once he got his first job. There were no children; neither of them had wanted the responsibility. 

Everett worked hard the first five years to prove himself, and the hours spent at the office left little time to spend with Olivia. 

When he started his own firm, the hours grew longer still, and so did the distance between them. Everett couldn’t even remember the last time they had made love, at least with each other. 

He had discovered her infidelity six months before when she was in the shower. Her phone had dinged, and he glanced at it on the bedside table and saw the text from the younger man who did their landscaping. The suggestive message had been accompanied by a picture of his shirtless torso.

How cliche, he thought at the time. 

Everett considered confronting her. He thought better of it when he considered what a divorce would entail, and more importantly, what it would cost. She could have her fun; he didn’t care. 

Now, all these years later, what started off as a hot-and-heavy romance had become stale and obligatory. 

“How was your day?” asked Everett while looking at the TV.

“Fine,” replied Olivia staring at the pages of her book.

“What did you do today?”

“Just some stuff around the house.”

Everett knew that was code for “nothing.” Although, to give Olivia credit, it looked like she had at least pushed the start button on the Roomba.

“I also went for a walk around the neighborhood,” she continued. 

“Oh?” Everett by this point was fully consumed in Netflix.

“Yeah, it was weird because for the second day in a row I noticed someone parked up the street in a gray BMW. The driver kept looking toward our house and then at his watch. Do you think that’s weird?”

Everett was too engrossed in an old episode of Breaking Bad to have heard the question. He didn’t notice Olivia staring at him waiting for a response, or hear her breathe a small sigh before returning to her novel. 

The remainder of the night went like every other night. They ate a frozen dinner together on the couch while Olivia continued reading and Everett continued watching TV. Neither said another word to the other.

Later, they undressed in the bedroom and were naked in each other’s presence only long enough to pull on their pajamas. 

For another hour of near silence they lay in their king size bed, next to each other yet still far apart. Olivia was still reading, and Everett was staring at his phone scrolling through X absent-mindedly. 

As Everett turned the light off and glanced out the window of their bedroom, he saw a gray BMW pull away from the curb down the street. 
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Chapter Six
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Everett was back in the pool the next morning, eager for his swim. Shortly after beginning, he was startled by a disturbance in the water. 

A shadow passed in the lane next to him, and Everett caught a glimpse of the other swimmer. It was a man who appeared to be in his mid-twenties. 

Everett turned his attention back to his lane and kept lapping the pool. After completing his swim, he climbed out and glanced into the water while walking along its perimeter toward the locker room. 

The stranger was still swimming his laps. Everett noticed his underwater observations were correct: the younger man was slender and toned with blonde hair. He was wearing a Speedo, which Everett thought unusual for his age.

Once in the locker room, Everett walked into the empty and slightly cool cavern that was the tiled shower room and chose his usual spot in the middle of the row of nozzles. He turned the faucet on and let the hot water run until steam filled the room, and then stepped under the head and let the water wash over him and relax his tense muscles. 

Eyes closed, Everett allowed his mind to stray toward nothingness when he was interrupted by the sound of feet patting on the wet tile behind him. Glancing over his shoulder, he noticed the stranger from the pool. 

A chiseled jawline framed a handsome face. The man’s short blonde hair was still wet. Everett’s eyes drifted downward as the stranger continued to walk. Everett thought the man must have spent a good amount of time using the squat rack on the fitness floor. The stranger stopped and turned on the faucet three down from Everett.

Everett turned back toward the wall but kept glancing at the stranger out of the corner of his eye. Looking at men in the shower was a bad habit he tried to hide, lest a conflict occur. What if he stole a glance at the wrong guy who took offense? Everett presented himself as straight and lived his life that way, but had fought against his true self since his teens. 

Sometimes he wished he could go back and live his life differently. He often imagined what it would be like if he had felt comfortable being who he wanted to be all those years ago, without the fear of reprisal from his family or being ostracized by his peers. Would he have ended up with Olivia anyway? Would he have found love with another woman? Or would his soulmate have turned out to be a man? Everett wondered most of all whether he would be happier, or whether it would have turned out all the same given his most committed relationship had always been with his career and ambition. 

He finished his shower and toweled off. Once at his locker, he got dressed and ready to head into the office. As he walked down the rows of lockers, Everett noticed the stranger was no longer there and he was once again alone. He wondered if he would see more of him in the future, and a small portion of Everett hoped he would. While he had always enjoyed having the pool to himself over the years, perhaps this handsome change in routine would make his days a little better. 

He walked out of the gym just as the sun was beginning to crest over the horizon. A Subaru drove past him in the parking lot and he noticed the stranger from the pool was behind the wheel. As his gaze followed the Subaru, he noticed a gray BMW in the back of the lot.

I swear I’ve seen that car somewhere before, Everett thought to himself. He watched for a few moments longer, then dismissed the thought and climbed into his Lexus. 
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Chapter Seven
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Everett threw the last stack of medical records into one of the banker boxes sitting next to his desk. 

“You ready?” asked Dayna.

“As ready as I’m going to be,” replied Everett.

His shirt sleeves were rolled up and his hair was slightly disheveled from running his hands through it all day. Everett rubbed his eyes and downed the last of his Starbucks. It was his sixth cup of the day. 

“You need anything else?” asked Dayna.

“I don’t think so. Just some rest. I’m sick of this case. I love it and hate it all at once.” 

“You and me both,” chuckled Dayna.

The fifteen boxes of records lining the floor of his office represented the discovery responses of Peaceful Pines and Ross Tyndall. It was a classic document dump by the defense, delivered at the last minute and not organized in any particular manner. The defense hadn’t even undertaken the courtesy of bates numbering the thousands of pages of documents to make them easier to organize and reference. The tactic had been designed to make his life difficult and increase the chance he would miss important details that could help the case. 

Dayna had been in his office most of the day organizing the file and helping Everett pull what he needed for the upcoming deposition of Ross Tyndall. She had given the other support staff strict instructions to let them be so they could focus. In a perfect world, they would be able to help with the task, but there were other cases that needed attention too and it was a small firm. Everett had spent the long day analyzing the documents and planning the questions he intended to ask. It was important to develop a strong strategy, given the stakes of the case. He wasn’t about to half-ass the deposition of the main witness. 

Everett shut the cover of his laptop and pushed in his chair. He picked up the last stack of documents on his desk and slid them into his briefcase. 

“Do you have them all?” asked Dayna.

“Yes, I have all the exhibits. We should be good to go.” 

“Do you want me to go ahead and supplement our discovery responses?” she asked.

Once Everett saw that the defense intended to make the litigation as frustrating as possible, he had made the decision to detour from the high road. If Tyndall and his army of lawyers wanted to play games, then he could too. 

Inside Everett’s briefcase was a stack of evidence that could potentially ruin Tyndall since those left in charge of Peaceful Pines during his recent prison stay had been sloppy. Everett had an obligation to turn that evidence over, but not necessarily right away. Randy had been slow in getting it to him, and it wasn’t ready to send when Monica’s discovery responses came due. It didn’t matter to Everett that Randy had been slow, because he had instructed him to hold the evidence. The law only required that Everett supplement the materials within a reasonable period of time, whatever that meant. 

“No,” he said to Dayna. “They’re probably prepping him for his testimony right now. There’s no reason to give them an advantage by sending it to them. The deposition starts at ten in the morning. Set the email to go out about two hours in. They won’t be able to do anything about it by that point. It will ruin their entire day once they see what it is.” 

Dayna stepped aside as Everett walked out of his office. 

“Have fun,” she said.

“You know I will.” 
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Chapter Eight
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The law firm of Wright & Reynolds occupied the entire floor ten stories above Everett’s small office suite. Stepping off the elevator, visitors were greeted with a lobby lined in mahogany paneling, marble flooring, custom furniture, and chrome accents. The entire office was designed to do two things: 1) impress clients, and 2) intimidate the opposition.

The largest law firm in the state, Wright & Reynolds had over two hundred fifty litigators and countless support staff. Ten of those lawyers sat in the spacious conference room overlooking the state capitol for a meeting with Tyndall. 

Kenneth Wright, the managing partner, was at the head of the table. Sitting opposite was Tyndall. All the lawyers were wearing expensive, tailored suits. Tyndall was wearing jeans and an old sweatshirt. He looked at once bemused by so much attention from so many lawyers, and annoyed at having to attend the meeting. He checked his watch for the tenth time since arriving an hour before.

Tyndall stared down the long conference table at Wright. Wright was in his early sixties with gray hair. He gave off an air of self-importance and over-confidence typical of so many trial lawyers. 

“Ross,” began Wright, “we need to get you ready for your upcoming deposition. It is very important you perform well to give us the best chance at trial. What I want to do today is first go over the ground rules for a deposition, and then ask you some questions I think you’ll likely be asked for practice. My team will also jump in as needed and provide feedback on your presentation and responses.

“Speaking of which, as far as presentation, and as a reminder, this deposition will be videotaped and the video could later be played at trial. You should look your best to enhance your credibility with the jury. I would suggest...”

Tyndall raised his hand to cut Wright off from speaking. 

“I’ll wear whatever I’m comfortable in. As you gentlemen know, I spent the past few years wearing the same prison uniform every day and no one is ever going to tell me what to wear again. I don’t like wearing suits and I’m not going to wear one. I find them restrictive and pompous.” 

Wright shifted in his seat and his brow furrowed. Several of the other lawyers looked at their tailored suits with sheepish expressions on their faces. 

“First, let’s go over the rules,” continued Wright, a gruffness slipping into his tone. “The first rule of a deposition is obvious: always tell the truth. You are under oath.” 

Tyndall rolled his eyes. “Are you listening to yourself? Or have you given this speech so many times before that your mouth is on autopilot. Lecturing a client to tell the truth is unnecessary. Stop wasting my time.” 

Wright’s jaw clenched and he set his pen down on the table. He drew a deep breath before continuing.

“The second main rule of a deposition is to never guess at an answer,” instructed Wright. “If you don’t know something, or don’t remember something, just say so. Guessing leads to problems and could create credibility issues in front of a jury. Credibility is everything at trial.” 

Wright continued with his rehearsed rules. Halfway through his speech Tyndall raised his palm again.

“Do you have a question?” asked Wright.

“I want to know why we’re wasting our time, and so much billable time at that, going over these rules? Let’s cut to the chase. All of you are familiar with my background by now. You know this isn’t my first time being deposed, and probably won’t be my last. I don’t need reminders. Let’s move on.” 

Wright shifted in his seat again and frowned. He gripped the arms of his chair, turning his knuckles white. One of the associates at the table looked down at his lap and tried to suppress a smile when he saw his boss’s reaction. 

“Ross, whether you like it or not I’m going to do my job,” said Wright. “I know you didn’t hire me—your insurer chose us—but you’re stuck with us as lead counsel if you want coverage for this loss. So, you’re going to have to listen. If I were in your shoes, I’d take this seriously. You’re being defended under a reservation of rights since there’s a question as to whether some of the alleged acts
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