Trigger Warning: Domestic Violence

TC:00:00:00 - 00:00:15 — Hosts talk about the greatest true crime case
they're about to discuss

“Linn, are you ready for the most famous true crime case of all
time?”

“Not guilty.” That was the verdict on April 29, 1992, in Los Angeles. The
prosecution was in shock. The defense, on the other hand, showed visible
relief. They had done it.

Outside the courthouse, people began to scream.

One year earlier. March 1991. Just past midnight. Rodney King speeds
down the freeway in Los Angeles at 150 kilometers per hour (around 93
mph). The police are right behind him. Rodney is drunk. And he's driving —
violating his probation conditions. He doesn’t want to go back to prison
and makes a split-second decision: instead of pulling over for the traffic
stop, he hits the gas.

But it doesn’t take long for the police to catch up. They pull him out of the
car.
Then the nightmare begins.

Four officers pull out their batons and start beating Rodney King.
Sergeant Stacey Koon gives the orders. Eleven other officers stand
around the scene. None of them intervene.

They all watch as the four policemen swing their metal batons and bring
them down on the helpless man lying on the ground. The officers also use
their Tasers and kick Rodney repeatedly. Pure brutality.

It's as if the men have forgotten that there’s a human being under them.
Rodney tries again and again to lift himself up, but he has no chance
against the sheer force of the police.

Second by second, the metal batons come crashing down on Rodney.
The horror lasts 12 minutes. 56 blows.

When they’re done, the officers handcuff Rodney as he lies there
bleeding.

All 14 police officers are white. Rodney King is Black. And at that time
(and sadly still today), he was far from the only victim of a police force
rooted in racism.

At the hospital, doctors find nine skull fractures. His right eye socket and
cheekbones are shattered. Rodney suffers a concussion, nerve damage



to his face, and a broken leg.
The officer who accompanies Rodney to the hospital even makes jokes
about his injuries to the nurse.

For people of color in Los Angeles, this wasn’t the first crime. They knew
police brutality. But this would be the first crime of its kind that the world
would witness.

A local resident had filmed the brutality with a camcorder. He gave the
footage to a local TV station. Soon, it was everywhere.

The officers went on trial. The Los Angeles County District Attorney's
Office brought charges.

10 out of 13 jurors were white.

All four officers were acquitted. In a later federal trial, two of them received
minimal prison sentences of just 30 days.

The District Attorney later said:
“This verdict makes it seem like what happened was acceptable
behavior.”

In the following weeks, Los Angeles was in flames. The Black community
couldn’t take it anymore. They took to the streets and shouted out their
anger.

One woman who felt the same way was Ingrid Jones. Later, she would
say in an interview:

“I remember crying. They beat that man and got away with it. The
message it sent made me cry so many tears, and it made me angry.
And you know what? Thirty years later, it still makes me angry.”
The Los Angeles Riots lasted 6 days.

7,000 fires were set

* 50 people died

* 2,400 were injured



Eventually, the unrest was brought under control with the help of the
National Guard, the Marines, and the U.S. Army.

But the dissatisfaction in the community remained. So did the racism in
the LAPD.

In Brentwood, the upscale part of Los Angeles, people barely noticed.
Brentwood is home to the rich and beautiful. The famous Sunset
Boulevard ends here, and it’s just minutes from the ocean, Venice Beach,
and the Santa Monica Pier.

Outside the large homes, roses bloom, and many residents don’t even
lock their doors — that’s how safe it feels.

Nicole lived here, in a big house with her husband.

On New Year’s Eve 1989, they went out to dinner with friends, then
continued partying. Nicole wore a blue silk dress; her husband, a black
suit.

When they came home that night, Nicole discovered the bracelet. It
wasn’t a gift for her — her husband had bought it for one of his affairs.
Nicole had known about his cheating for a long time. It had always been a
part of their relationship.

Each time, he would offer a big apology, along with the promise: “It will
never happen again.”

Nicole stayed. After all, he was the love of her life. And her home.

Nicole had been born in Germany — in Frankfurt, to be exact. But her
father was American, and the family soon returned to California with their
four daughters.

Nicole loved being outside — skateboarding, horseback riding. Every night
before bed, she prayed — in German.

In 1977, at just 18, Nicole met her future husband. She had just moved
out of her parents’ house and was working as a waitress — serving him
breakfast.

He was already 30 years old, still married to someone else, and had two
children — one of whom had tragically drowned in a swimming pool.

Despite being married, he did everything he could to win Nicole over. After
she rejected him twice, she finally agreed to a date. They began an affair.



Things moved quickly. He bought her an apartment because he didn’t
want her living with another boyfriend. Soon after, she moved in with him.
He divorced his wife and married Nicole on February 2, 1985.



