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            Chapter 1

         
         “Baby doll definitely has your hair,” said Keith.

         
         Isabelle Bornelli shared a weary smile with her husband. They were twenty-two hours into a flight from Hong Kong to Miami.
            First class on a Boeing 777 is a 1–2–1 configuration. Isa and Keith were separated by an aisle. To Isa’s left was their five-year-old
            daughter, Melany, sound asleep with her head in Isa’s lap, her face buried beneath chestnut waves of silk.
         

         
         “It’s a strong gene,” said Isa.

         
         Isa was a stunning brunette who didn’t look back fondly on her childhood pageants, but getting tapped at age six by a top
            beauty academy in Caracas fed her mother’s vicarious pursuit of the coveted “Miss” titles. In a country whose unmatched number
            of Miss Universe winners was a source of national pride, pageantry wasn’t just the poor girl’s ticket out of the barrio: it
            was a shot at a better life for the entire family. But not for the Bornellis. Isa’s father abhorred pageants, espousing the
            revolutionist’s view—as proclaimed by then president Hugo Chavez—that plastic surgery was “monstrous.” Ultimately it was Felipe
            Bornelli’s faithful service to the Chavez regime that lifted the family out of a crumbling apartment in the hardscrabble hills
            west of Caracas. Isa was eleven when her father landed a diplomatic post with the Consul General of the Bolivarian Republic
            of Venezuela in Miami. Isa got a top-flight education at Miami’s most prestigious international middle school. Even better,
            she managed to avoid butt implants at age twelve, the surgical shortening of her intestines at sixteen, a mesh sewn to her
            tongue that would turn eating into torture, and other extreme measures that the “Miss Factories” encouraged girls to take
            in pursuit of someone else’s definition of “perfection.”
         

         
         Isa brushed away a curl that had fallen across Melany’s face, and a hint of sadness creased a mother’s smile. That beautiful
            hair also hid the hi-tech gadgetry that enabled Melany to hear.
         

         
         “Time to wake up, sweetie,” said Isa.

         
         Melany had barely moved since their brief and only stop in San Francisco, which left Isa with no one to talk to. Keith was
            head of wealth management in Hong Kong for the International Bank of Switzerland, and he’d spent the entire flight on his
            laptop, except to eat or nap. Isa hadn’t slept at all; this was no family vacation.
         

         
         Melany wasn’t born hearing-impaired. When IBS offered Keith the post in Hong Kong, Melany was like most other twenty-two-month-old
            girls in Zurich—which meant that she had not yet completed her full sequence of vaccinations against haemophilus influenzae
            type B. “Hib,” however, wasn’t included in Hong Kong’s childhood immunization program. Two months before her third birthday,
            Melany developed bacterial meningitis, caused by Hib. Doctors gave her a 90 percent chance of survival, which sounded good
            in theory, until Isa thought of the last ten people she’d said hello to and imagined one of them dead. Weeks later, when Melany
            started to improve, doctors warned of a 20 percent chance of long-term consequences, anything from brain damage to kidney
            disease, from hearing loss to limb amputation. By her fourth birthday, it was confirmed that Melany had landed at the unfortunate
            end of the spectrum: the infection had destroyed the tiny hairlike cells in her cochleae and left her profoundly deaf in both
            ears, unable to hear even sounds in excess of 95 decibels—a lawn mower, a drill, or even a jackhammer.
         

         
         Hearing aids were ineffective. Their only hope was a bilateral cochlear implant in the inner ear—a tiny mechanical device
            that essentially did the work of those ravaged hair cells that stimulated the auditory nerve. Melany’s surgery was a success—for
            a time. Six months into Melany’s auditory rehabilitation, something went wrong in the right ear. The doctor in Hong Kong assured
            them he could repair it, but Isa wasn’t taking any chances. A second failure would lead to further ossification of the cochlea
            and leave Melany permanently deaf in one ear, no longer an implant candidate. In March, Isa flew her daughter to Miami for
            evaluation by the surgeon who had pioneered cochlear implants at Jackson Memorial Hospital. He undid surgery number one and
            sent Melany home to heal. In April, after the risk of infection had passed, they were back for surgery number two.
         

         
         “We’ll be landing shortly,” said the flight attendant. “I’ll need you to buckle your daughter’s seat belt.”

         
         Isa adjusted Melany’s audio processor. She didn’t normally sleep with the device, but it wasn’t a big deal if she did. The
            only external parts were the microphone and speech processor, which fastened behind the ear like a hearing aid, and a transmitter
            that was worn on the head just behind the ear.
         

         
         “Wake up, honey.”

         
         Melany’s eyes blinked open, and Isa breathed out her anxiety. Ever since things had gone awry with the right ear’s implant,
            there was a palpable sense of relief when Isa got confirmation that the left was still functional—that Melany’s brain could
            perceive the sound of her mother’s voice, even if she wasn’t actually “hearing” in the traditional sense.
         

         
         Melany sat up, still half-asleep as she put her arms around Isa’s neck and nuzzled against her shoulder. Isa glanced again
            in her husband’s direction. He was typing on his smartphone.
         

         
         “What are you doing?” asked Isa.

         
         “Letting Jack know we’re on time.”

         
         Jack Swyteck was Keith’s friend from high school. He was picking them up at the airport.

         
         “You can’t text from an airplane,” said Isa.

         
         “Actually, I can. I have one bar.”

         
         “I mean it’s not allowed.”

         
         The floor vibrated beneath her feet, followed by the hydraulic whine of the landing gear. The flight attendant returned. “Seat
            belts, please. And, sir: no texting.”
         

         
         “Sorry,” said Keith.

         
         Isa lifted Melany and maneuvered her into her seat. “For God’s sake, Keith. You’re going to get us arrested.”

         
         Keith tucked his phone away, then reached across the aisle to hold Isa’s hand. “Honey, you’re really stressed. It’s going
            to be okay. I promise.”
         

         
         “What’s going to be okay?” asked Melany.

         
         She’d missed the first part of her parents’ conversation—the part that had landed mostly on her right ear, the ear that needed
            fixing.
         

         
         Keith captured a gentle kiss from his lips in his fist and passed it across the aisle to Isa, who then planted it on Melany’s
            forehead. It made her smile.
         

         
         “Everything, sweetie,” said Keith. “Absolutely everything is going to be A-okay.”
         

         
          

         Jack Swyteck maneuvered the three-wheel jogging stroller through a crowded International Terminal at MIA. His wife hurried
            to keep up, and two-year-old Riley was squealing with delight as the pram zigzagged around passengers like a test car around
            cones.
         

         
         “Hey, Jeff Gordon, can you slow down, please?” said Andie.

         
         “We’re late,” he said.

         
         They were always late. It was an immutable axiom of parenthood that the amount of stuff a daddy Sherpa schlepped from the
            house on any given car trip was inversely related to the size and weight of the offspring. It was equally well established
            that no matter how well planned the journey, it was impossible to reach the ultimate destination without having to return
            to the car and fetch a stuffed animal, a blankie, a sippy cup, or some other thing that, quite naturally, was the very item
            that Riley couldn’t live without at that particular moment.
         

         
         A TSA officer stopped them at the security post at the end of the international terminal. They could go no farther, having
            reached the airport version of a velvet rope: nylon barricade tape connected by stanchions. Jack staked out a spot that offered
            a clear view of the exit doors from U.S. Customs, and there they waited.
         

         
         “Think you’ll recognize him?” asked Andie.

         
         Jack hadn’t seen Keith Ingraham in more than a decade, and it would be the first time each had met the other’s wife and daughter.

         
         “Yeah, but only because I checked out his photo on the IBS website.”

         
         “Does he look that different?”

         
         “Looks exactly the same, except for the shaved head.”

         
         “That’s quite a difference.”

         
         “Not really. His hairline was already receding our senior year of high school. I guess he finally threw in the towel. Looks
            good on him. Like a younger Bruce Willis.”
         

         
         Riley made an unusual noise from the stroller. She was mimicking the elderly couple beside her, who were speaking Chinese.
            Andie apologized in Mandarin—she’d learned a few basics on one of her undercover assignments—then continued.
         

         
         “Why did you guys lose touch?”

         
         “A typical story, I suppose. Keith stayed in Miami and studied business at UM. I went away for undergrad and law. By the time
            I came back to Miami, he was working on Wall Street for Sherman & McKenzie.”
         

         
         “So while you were living on a shoestring budget and defending death-row inmates at the Freedom Institute, your ol’ buddy
            Keith was making money hand over fist at S and M.”
         

         
         “‘SherMac’ for short. Never ‘S and M.’”

         
         “Funny, but when I was spending seventy hours a week on mortgage fraud investigations at the height of the Great Recession,
            most of us at the Bureau referred to them and their inflated balance sheets as ‘S and M’: smoke and mirrors.”
         

         
         That was one of the many interesting things about being a criminal-defense lawyer married to an FBI agent: it was one surprising
            revelation after another, the number of friends who had perhaps come close to getting burned by Andie Henning and the long
            arm of the law but who, unlike Icarus, lived to fly another day. “Keith is with IBS now,” said Jack.
         

         
         “Ah, S-S and M. Swiss smoke and mirrors.”

         
         “Such a cynic,” he said with a smile.

         
         A steady flow of travel-weary passengers continued through customs. Eager friends and family waited alongside Jack and then
            greeted loved ones with hugs, smiles, and tears of joy as they proceeded to the other side of the tape. Jack kept an eye on
            the exit. Finally, even from the other end of the long corridor, the recognition was instantaneous.
         

         
         “There they are,” he told Andie.

         
         Keith returned Jack’s wave as he and his family approached. Keith was pushing a fully loaded luggage cart. His wife and daughter
            walked hand in hand beside him.
         

         
         “Wow,” said Andie. “If that’s what his wife looks like after flying halfway around the globe, your ol’ buddy sure married
            himself one beautiful woman.”
         

         
         Andie wasn’t the jealous type, though it still puzzled Jack the way women checked out other women. Not that he wasn’t thinking
            the same thing.
         

         
         The big moment was a typical male reunion: mutual backslapping and hugs that weren’t quite hugs, followed by Jack’s insistence
            that he help with the carry-ons—a tug-of-war that ended, predictably, with Keith piling the smaller bags atop an already overloaded
            luggage cart and asserting, “I got it.” The adults were halfway through the introductions when Riley climbed out of her stroller
            to say hello. She clearly wanted to be Melany’s instant best friend. Melany was more reserved or, perhaps, just worn out.
         

         
         Jack put Riley back in the pram, and they were ready to roll when a pair of officers approached. Jack recognized the uniforms
            of the Miami-Dade Police Department. The taller one spoke.
         

         
         “Isabelle Bornelli?” he asked.

         
         Their caravan stopped before it really got started. Smiles faded, and a sudden uneasiness fell over the group.

         
         “Yes,” she answered.

         
         “You’re under arrest.”

         
         The second MDPD officer stepped toward Isa and quickly cuffed her hands behind her back. She did not resist.

         
         “Whoa,” said Keith. “What is going on here?”

         
         The arresting officer gave Isa the familiar Miranda warning, but Keith kept talking. “This is crazy. Look, if this is about
            the text message I sent from the airplane, I—”
         

         
         “Keith, stop talking,” Jack said firmly, kicking into his defense-lawyer mode.

         
         “No, I need to know what this is about.”

         
         “Keith, listen to what I’m telling you,” said Jack.

         
         Keith pressed on. “What is my wife being arrested for?”

         
         The officer was stone-faced. “Murder.”

         
         “What!”

         
         “She’s under arrest for the murder of Gabriel Sosa,” said the officer.

         
         The next few words stumbled from Keith’s mouth. “What—how? I—we don’t know anyone named—”

         
         “Keith, I’m very serious,” said Jack. “Stop talking. Isa, do not answer any questions or speak to the police about this. Say
            only that you want to speak to your attorney. Do you understand?”
         

         
         The expression on her face was one of terror, but she nodded.

         
         “Mommy, where are you going?” asked Melany in a voice filled with concern.

         
         “Give her thirty seconds with her daughter,” Jack told the police, and they did. Isa got down on one knee and tried to explain
            things to Melany. A crowd of onlookers had gathered, forming a rough semicircle on the public side of the TSA security tape.
            Jack moved a half step closer to the officer, speaking loud enough to be heard but not overheard, making sure that the police
            understood the situation.
         

         
         “I’m an attorney,” said Jack.

         
         “Are you her attorney?” the officer asked.
         

         
         “He is now,” said Keith.

         
         “I’d like to see the arrest warrant.”

         
         The officer handed Jack a copy. It was just one page and, as was usual, did little more than reference the applicable provisions
            in the penal code and recite the judge’s finding that, based on the affidavit of an MDPD detective, probable cause existed
            to believe that Isa Bornelli had committed the specified crime. The details would be in the detective’s supporting affidavit,
            which Jack would have to get from the court or the state attorney.
         

         
         “Let’s go, ma’am,” said the officer.

         
         Isa instinctively tried to hug her daughter, but the handcuffs wouldn’t allow it. She was fighting back tears as she kissed
            Melany on the cheek, and her knees wobbled as she rose.
         

         
         Jack handed Keith a business card and told him to tuck it into Isa’s front pocket, which he did. “That has my cell number
            on it,” Jack told her. “We’ll follow you to—”
         

         
         Jack stopped himself, not wanting to say “detention center” in front of the children. “To where you’re going,” he said. “But
            call me if you need to talk before we get there.”
         

         
         Isa said nothing; she looked numb. Keith started toward her for one last embrace, but Melany started to cry, so he went to
            her instead, lifting her into his arms.
         

         
         “It’s okay, baby. Mommy is just going to have a friendly visit with the nice policemen,” he said in a voice that wouldn’t
            have fooled Riley, much less a five-year-old.
         

         
         The police took Isa away, but not toward the main terminal exit. They retreated to the other side of the security tape, and
            a TSA agent escorted them through the secure area, making it impossible for her lawyer or even her husband to follow.
         

         
         “We love you!” Keith called to her, speaking for Melany, too.

         
         Isa glanced over her shoulder as the police led her farther and farther from her family. Jack took a good look at her expression,
            and then he grabbed a quick glimpse of Keith before his gaze returned to Isa. Her focus was on Keith, but Jack stole a moment
            of eye contact before she looked away.
         

         
         Jack didn’t share his thoughts with Keith, but from his vantage point, there was no mistaking what Isa was telling her husband
            without words:
         

         
         She knew Gabriel Sosa. Isa knew exactly what this was about.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 2

         
         Jack and Keith hurried to his car in the Flamingo parking garage. Andie queued for a taxi and took the girls to the house
            on Key Biscayne.
         

         
         Jack was on his hands-free phone as he steered toward the airport exit. It was after business hours, so he dialed Abe Beckham
            at home. Abe was a senior trial counsel at the Office of the State Attorney for Miami-Dade County, one of several go-to prosecutors
            in first-degree murder trials. He wasn’t exactly a friend, but Jack had tried two capital cases against him, and there was
            mutual respect.
         

         
         “Sorry, not my case,” said Abe. “This one belongs to Sylvia Hunt.”

         
         “I don’t know Sylvia.”

         
         “I’ll let her know you reached out.”

         
         “I need to speak to her ASAP. Tonight, actually.”

         
         “I’ll see what I can do.”

         
         Jack thanked him and hung up. There was more than one route to the detention center, but the evening rush hour was over, so
            Jack hopped onto the Dolphin Expressway.
         

         
         “You think the prosecutor will call you?” asked Keith.

         
         Jack kept his eyes on the road. “If we don’t hear from her in five minutes, I’ll call her.”

         
         Keith breathed a heavy sigh. “Well, this certainly wasn’t the way I had planned for you to meet my wife.”

         
         Jack could have been a friend and simply offered reassurance, but he was in a lawyer frame of mind. “How well do you know
            her, Keith?”
         

         
         “We’ve been married six years. What kind of a question is that?”

         
         “I didn’t ask how long. I asked how well. What’s a normal workweek for you? Seventy, eighty hours?”
         

         
         “We have quality time.”

         
         Quality: code for not enough. “You travel a lot, I’m sure.”
         

         
         “Once a week to Zurich. Every other week to Singapore or Tokyo, depending on where we have the Asia private-wealth meeting.
            Then there’s the incidental travel—business development, high-net-worth-client events, that sort of thing.”
         

         
         “So on average, you’re home—what, three nights a week?”

         
         “Sometimes four. If you’re suggesting that I didn’t really know the woman I married and it turns out she’s a murderer, then
            you’re talking crazy.”
         

         
         “I’m just asking the questions I need to ask. Does Isa have a criminal record?”

         
         “No.”

         
         “Are you sure?”

         
         “I’ve never run a criminal background check, if that’s your question.”

         
         “What do you know about her family?”

         
         “Her mother died before I met Isa. Her father lives in Caracas—last I heard, anyway. I’ve never met him. He and Isa have no
            relationship. Isa didn’t even want to invite him to our wedding.”
         

         
         “Why not?”

         
         “Politics. He was a Chavez crony when Isa was growing up. I won’t put words in her mouth and say it was rebellion, but could
            the daughter of a card-carrying member of the United Socialist Party have married a bigger capitalist than a private-wealth
            manager for a Swiss bank?”
         

         
         There was a time when Jack, a young criminal-defense lawyer who defended death-row inmates, stopped speaking to Harry Swyteck,
            the “law and order” governor who signed more death warrants than any governor in Florida history. Jack used to tell people
            it was about politics, too; it was never just about politics.
         

         
         “I suppose I can relate,” said Jack.

         
         “This whole thing has to be a mistake,” said Keith. “Isa hasn’t set foot in Miami in years. She left the U after her freshman
            year and finished her degree at the University of Zurich. She was working on her doctorate in psychology when I met her.”
         

         
         “Isa has a Ph.D.?” he asked, sounding more surprised than he intended.

         
         “Not yet. That’s been on hold since Melany was born. Actually, pretty much everything has been on hold since the ear trouble
            started. It’s Isa’s full-time mission.”
         

         
         Jack steered over to the right lane of the expressway and took the Twelfth Street exit. His cell rang as they waited at the
            red light at the end of the ramp. It was Sylvia Hunt. She wasn’t willing to say much to him on the telephone, but she did
            agree to e-mail Jack a copy of the affidavit in support of the arrest warrant, which was what Jack really wanted. One question,
            however, Jack wanted answered right away:
         

         
         “When was Gabriel Sosa murdered?”

         
         “Twelve years ago this month,” said Hunt. “April seventeenth, to be exact.”

         
         “So this was a cold case?”

         
         “Yes.”

         
         “I presume there is some new evidence that links Isa Bornelli to the crime, allegedly?”

         
         “Yes. It’s in the probable-cause affidavit.”

         
         “You can’t just tell me what it is?”

         
         “I’m preparing for a suppression hearing in another case. I’m not focused on Ms. Bornelli right now and I don’t want to be
            accused of mischaracterizing anything. Read the affidavit, and then I’ll be happy to schedule a time to sit down with you
            and discuss it.”
         

         
         Some prosecutors played cautiously, especially with criminal-defense lawyers they had never dealt with before.

         
         “You’re e-mailing it now?” asked Jack.

         
         “As soon as we hang up.”

         
         “Okay. One other quick question. I noticed that the arrest warrant alleges first-degree murder with special circumstances.
            What are the special circumstances?”
         

         
         “Kidnapping and torture.”

         
         The traffic light turned green. So did Keith’s pallor.

         
         “You mean kidnapping for ransom?” asked Jack.

         
         “I really have to get back to my other case. Read the affidavit, please.”

         
         Jack thanked the prosecutor, hung up, and merged into traffic toward the Justice Building. Keith was looking truly nauseous.

         
         “You okay?” asked Jack.

         
         “Kidnap and torture? Seriously? This is a fucking nightmare.”

         
         Jack didn’t want to make matters worse, but he needed answers. “Where was Isa twelve years ago this month?”

         
         Keith took another deep breath. “She was a student.”

         
         “Where?”

         
         Jack glanced in Keith’s direction, but he was staring through the windshield, as if hypnotized by the string of red taillights
            ahead of them. “Here. At the University of Miami.”
         

         
         They rode in silence, neither man having to say that the quickest way out of trouble—the ironclad alibi that Isa hadn’t visited
            the U.S. since college—had already evaporated.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 3

         
         The criminal courthouse was dark, but the lights were burning across the street—Lucky Thirteenth Street, as it was known—at
            the pretrial detention center. Jack parked in the jury lot, which was empty for the night. It was after eight o’clock when
            he and Keith entered through the visitors’ entrance on the ground floor.
         

         
         The multistory detention center north of downtown Miami housed 170 inmates who were awaiting trial on charges that ran the
            legal gamut from traffic offenses to capital murder. Men and women were held on separate floors, but the same visitation rules
            applied. Family visits were strictly noncontact, and visitation outside of normal hours was allowed only by court order.
         

         
         “Are you saying I can’t see my wife?” Keith asked.

         
         They were in the lobby, standing on the visitor side of the glass window for guest registration. The corrections officer answered
            from inside the booth, speaking into a gooseneck microphone. “Visitation for female inmates is Thursdays and Saturdays, five
            thirty p.m. to nine fifteen p.m.,” she said.
         

         
         Keith blinked, and Jack could almost see the fog of jet lag surrounding him. “Today is Tuesday,” said Jack.

         
         “I’m here all the way from Hong Kong,” said Keith. “There must be exceptions.”

         
         “Only for attorneys and bail bondsmen,” said the officer.

         
         “How fast can I become a bail bondsman?” he asked, but Jack knew he wasn’t serious—at least not entirely.

         
         Jack leaned closer to the glass and followed up with the corrections officer about an attorney visit. A check of the computer
            confirmed that Isa had already gone through the booking process and that Jack Swyteck was registered as her legal counsel.
            Isa was in a temporary holding cell awaiting bed assignment. Jack and Keith took a seat in the waiting room. After about fifteen
            minutes, a guard escorted Jack to the attorney-client conference room, where Isa was waiting for him.
         

         
         Jack entered. The guard closed the door and locked it from the outside, leaving Jack alone with his newest client.

         
         Isa was seated at a small table, still dressed in the clothes she’d worn on the flight from Hong Kong. She rose to greet Jack
            as he approached.
         

         
         “Thank you for coming.”

         
         “I’m glad I can help.”

         
         She settled back into her chair, and Jack sat opposite her at the table. They were surrounded by windowless walls of yellow-painted
            cinder block. Bright fluorescent lighting lent their meeting room all the warmth of a workshop.
         

         
         “How are you holding up?” asked Jack.

         
         She shrugged. “Just kind of going through the motions, I guess. It’s all pretty surreal.”

         
         “I understand.”

         
         She folded her arms, as if cold, but it was probably the total experience that was making her uncomfortable—not to mention
            the fact that Jack was her husband’s old buddy. Keith had pointed out that these were less than ideal circumstances for a
            reunion, and it had to feel even more awkward for Isa. Jack decided to address it up front.
         

         
         “Look, I don’t want you to feel locked into hiring me as your attorney. This happens to be my line of work, which is convenient
            in the short term. But choosing a lawyer is a very personal decision.”
         

         
         “Thank you for saying that.”

         
         “I’m willing to help as long as you want me to help. But once we sort out these preliminary matters, I can come up with a
            short list of topflight criminal-defense lawyers for you to interview, and you can make your own decision.”
         

         
         “Keith has told me all about you and the work you did at the Freedom Institute. You sound pretty topflight to me.”

         
         The Freedom Institute, where Jack had started his career right out of law school, was Jack’s first introduction to capital
            cases. “We can talk more about that later. For now, let’s tackle the problem at hand. I have a few questions. But first, is
            there anything you want to ask me?”
         

         
         “How is Melany?”

         
         “She’s fine. Andie took her back to our house with our daughter.”

         
         “Tell Keith that it’s okay if Melany wants to wear her audio processer to sleep. Being in a strange house might make her feel
            too disconnected if she can’t hear out of both ears.”
         

         
         “I’ll be sure to tell him. He’s here, in the waiting room.” Jack explained the restrictions on family visitation.

         
         “Thursdays and Saturdays? I won’t actually still be here on Thursday, will I?”

         
         Jack hesitated a bit too long.

         
         “I need to see my family,” said Isa, “and I can’t bring my daughter here. How soon can you get me out?”
         

         
         “Let me explain how the process works. Arraignment is your first court appearance. That won’t happen until tomorrow. You’ll
            be lumped in with all the other felony arrests, starting at nine thirty.”
         

         
         “So I have to spend the night here?”

         
         “Yes.”

         
         Isa breathed in and out, as if coming to terms with it. “Okay. I’ll deal with that. Then I get out?”

         
         “I’ll try to get the prosecutor to agree to that.”

         
         “Do you think he will?”

         
         “She, not he,” said Jack. “So far I’ve had one phone call with her. She promised to e-mail me a copy of the affidavit of the
            MDPD homicide detective, which lays out the evidence against you. I had to leave my cell phone at visitor registration, but
            as of twenty minutes ago I still didn’t have her e-mail. If it’s not in my inbox when I pick up my cell, I’ll go over her
            head.”
         

         
         “That doesn’t sound like a great start. What if the prosecutor won’t agree to let me out? Will the judge release me?”

         
         She’d hit on the first bit of bad news, and Jack tried to be gentle. “In a first-degree murder case, the legal presumption
            is no bail.”
         

         
         It was as if Jack had punched her in the chest. She looked away, then back. “I can’t stay here. Melany has her surgery on Friday.”
         

         
         “We may be able to use that to our advantage.”

         
         “It’s not a question of using it. She’s five years old. She can’t go without her mommy.”
         

         
         “Sorry. What I meant to say is that we have a situation where there are extenuating circumstances that favor your release.”

         
         “Yes,” she said, “lots of extenuating circumstances. Starting with the fact that I didn’t do it. I didn’t kill Gabriel Sosa.”

         
         “I don’t always get the answer to that question from my clients. It certainly doesn’t impact my decision to take the case.
            All I want is the truth.”
         

         
         “That is the truth. I didn’t kill him.”

         
         Jack didn’t respond right away. He gave her a moment to live with her assertion of “the truth,” assessing her demeanor. It
            wasn’t exactly a lie-detector test, but he did note that she didn’t feel the need to fill the silence with nervous jabber.
         

         
         “All right. If you want to go down that road, we need to go all the way down it. Do you know who did kill him?”

         
         “No.”

         
         “Let’s back up even further, all the way to the beginning. Call it lawyer’s intuition, but when the police escorted you away
            at the airport, I got the impression that the name Gabriel Sosa was one you’d heard before.”
         

         
         “Uh-huh.”

         
         “So tell me: Who is Gabriel Sosa? Or who was he?”
         

         
         She drew a deep breath. “A boy I knew in college.”

         
         “How well did you know him?”

         
         “Not as well as I thought I did.”

         
         “What does that mean?”

         
         She hesitated, and Jack was certain that she was going to tell him something that she had never told her husband.

         
         “He raped me,” she said.

         
         Jack had reached a point in his career where he truly thought he’d heard it all. And then there was this.

         
         “I’m sorry, Isa. But you’re going to have to tell me all about that.”

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 4

         
         “I’d like to make a phone call, please,” Isa told the guard.

         
         The meeting with Jack had lasted until 9:30 p.m. He’d warned her about the overcrowded conditions at the detention center,
            which explained why she was still waiting for a bed. He’d also told her that a charge of first-degree murder meant a cell
            in Protective Custody Level One, the high-security section. She would get one hour a day to take a shower and sit in the dayroom.
            She could access books from a library cart to take back to her cell, but Level One inmates had no television or computer privileges.
            Most important, she could make collect calls from the jail phone.
         

         
         A corrections officer escorted Isa from the holding cell to the jail telephone, and Isa took her place at the back of the
            line. At least a half dozen inmates were ahead of her, depending on how many were also holding a spot for a friend or cellmate.
            All Isa could do was wait. A little more time to choose her words was probably a good thing. She needed and wanted to speak
            to Melany—if she was awake at this hour—but she still wasn’t sure how to explain. Isa tried to script something out in her
            head, but it was hard to focus. From the moment the police had taken her away at the airport, she’d felt untethered from reality.
            No watch. No cell phone. No talking allowed. She especially didn’t like the way the correctional officer was looking at her.
            It wasn’t the first time a man had undressed her with his eyes, but in this situation, where she was literally his prisoner,
            it was especially creepy.
         

         
         “I’m not going anywhere,” she told him. “You don’t have to wait here with me.”

         
         The guard seemed to take her point. He made a quick assessment of her wait time and said, “I’ll be back in an hour.”

         
         Sixty-five minutes passed. The guard had yet to return, and Isa was still waiting in line. The day was weighing on her. She
            should have been lying on a king-size bed at a luxury hotel sleeping off jet lag. Instead, she’d been forced to endure endless
            periods of unexplained waiting, interspersed with bursts of pointless activity that seemed driven by nothing more than the
            correction officers’ personal whim. Up and down several flights of stairs. In and out of different holding pens. She’d been
            shackled, unshackled, and shackled again. The body search had been especially memorable.
         

         
         “Hey, you gonna use the phone or not?” the inmate behind her asked.

         
         Isa opened her eyes. She’d nearly fallen asleep standing up. Finally, it was her turn. She went to the phone, and her hand
            shook as she dialed Jack’s home number.
         

         
         Please, someone answer.

         
         On the fourth ring, she heard Jack say hello. He was about to bring Keith to the phone, but Isa stopped him.

         
         “Did you tell him?” At the conclusion of their meeting, she’d asked Jack to tell Keith everything.

         
         “I did.”

         
         “So he knows that I was—”

         
         “Isa, stop,” said Jack. “Remember what I said about jail phones.”

         
         Jack had given her compelling examples of men and women who had, figuratively speaking, hanged themselves on prison lines.
            The sign on the wall—All Calls Are Monitored by Law Enforcement—reinforced his words. She was under strict orders not to discuss Gabriel Sosa, the sexual assault, or anything else about
            her case.
         

         
         “I understand,” said Isa. “Does Keith know the rules?”

         
         “Yes, we’ve covered it. He’s eager to talk to you. Let me get him.”

         
         It took just a few seconds for Keith to come on the line, but it seemed to take much longer for him to say something.

         
         “I don’t even know where to begin, honey.”

         
         “I can only imagine,” she said.

         
         “I just don’t understand why you never told me about any of this.”

         
         He was talking about the rape, of course. “Keith, you know we can’t talk about this right now. Don’t make this call harder
            than it already is.”
         

         
         “I’m sorry. That wasn’t what I was trying to do.”

         
         “It’s okay,” she said, and then she came around to what really mattered. “I’m worried about Melany.”

         
         “Don’t be. She’s doing pretty well. She was busy playing with Jack and Andie’s little girl, until she went to bed.”

         
         “Melany’s asleep?”

         
         “No. I meant Riley is out. Melany slept so hard on the plane she’ll be up ’til at least midnight. Let me get her for you.”

         
         Isa’s grip around the phone tightened. The wait seemed much longer than it was. She hoped she was strong enough to get through
            this.
         

         
         “Hi, Mommy.”

         
         That little voice—it almost killed her. “Hi, baby. Did you make a new friend today?”

         
         “Yeah. When can I see you?”

         
         A second near-mortal wound. “Pretty soon. Is Riley nice?”

         
         “Yes, she’s real nice. Are you coming over here tonight?”

         
         “No, honey. Not tonight.”

         
         “Why not?”

         
         “I can’t tonight.”

         
         “Why not?”

         
         Isa struggled, silently chiding herself for having no prepared answer. “Tonight will be your night with Daddy.”

         
         Melany didn’t reply. There was muffled sobbing on the line. Isa closed her eyes and then opened them, trying to absorb the
            blow. “Don’t cry, big girl. Please don’t cry.”
         

         
         She could hear Keith in the background telling Melany that everything was going to be all right.

         
         “Good night, Mommy. I love you.”

         
         It was enough to make Isa cry, but she didn’t. “I love you too.”

         
         Keith was back on the line. “Are you okay?”

         
         “Not at all,” said Isa.

         
         He gave her a moment. “So, I wouldn’t read too much into that. Melany is really doing well. I think she’s just tired.”

         
         She knew that Keith was only trying to ease the pain, but it wasn’t working. “Will you be at my arraignment tomorrow?” she
            asked.
         

         
         “Of course.”

         
         “Jack said I’ll be in prison clothes. Don’t bring Melany.”

         
         “No, I get that.”

         
         “And be mindful of what’s on the TV when she’s in the room. Jack said this case could get media attention. I don’t want Melany
            to see any of that.”
         

         
         “Actually, I didn’t know if I should say anything, but there was a segment on tonight’s news.”

         
         Of course there was. Former UM Coed Arrested for Murder of Her Rapist. A headline that catchy could go viral. “I can’t believe this is happening to me.”
         

         
         “Don’t worry about things you can’t control. That’s Jack’s job.”

         
         A lump came to her throat. She hoped her reading of his words was correct, but he seemed to be telling her, “I believe in you; I know you’re innocent.”

         
         The woman in line behind her grunted something to the effect that Isa’s time was up. Isa wasn’t aware of any time restriction,
            but the woman was built like a UCF champion, and she didn’t want her first night in prison to end with the snot getting beat
            out of her.
         

         
         “Keith, I have to go now,” she said into the phone.

         
         “Okay. Hey, we’ll get through this.”

         
         “I know we will.”

         
         “I love you.”

         
         “I love you, too.”

         
         They said good-bye. Isa hung up, and the next inmate in line practically knocked her to the floor in her rush to the phone.
            Isa stepped aside and waited for the corrections officer. It was well past his promise to return “in an hour.” Isa could only
            hope that they were still having trouble finding a bunk for her.
         

         
         Maybe they’ll let me go home.

         
         It was short-lived optimism. The guard’s return immediately burst her bubble.

         
         “Got a bed for you, sweetie,” he said.

         
         I’m not your “sweetie.” She thought it but didn’t say it.
         

         
         Isa followed the guard down the long corridor. She focused straight ahead, her gaze like a laser, making no eye contact with
            anyone inside the cells she passed on the left or right. At the end of the cell block, the door buzzed open. They continued
            into the east wing.
         

         
         “Lucky for you,” said the guard. “No cells in level-one custody, so you’ll be here with the hookers and druggies tonight.”

         
         Isa didn’t answer. She wasn’t feeling lucky.

         
         It was “lights out” by the time they reached her assigned cell. Isa entered quietly, careful not to disturb the inmate on
            the top bunk as she climbed onto the mattress below. It squeaked as she settled in. The cell door closed, and then reality
            hit her.
         

         
         I’m in jail. I am actually in jail.

         
         She felt imprisoned in every sense of the word; telling her lawyer how she was the victim of date rape in college hadn’t proved
            to be liberating at all. It merely stirred up a past that she had managed to compartmentalize and suppress for years.
         

         
         She was thinking again of the television coverage Keith had mentioned. She didn’t have to ask how bad it was. And she had
            no doubt it would get worse—that the story would be embellished as news worked its way from Miami to Hong Kong and then back
            across the globe to her old neighborhood in Caracas. Her entire life, Isa had fought adversity. A mother who had pushed her
            into the beauty academies. A father who had condemned her for it.
         

         
         And now, her college nightmare would have a name the world over: Gabriel Sosa.

         
         She tried to close her eyes, but the scary voice of the woman in the top bunk startled her.

         
         “So, what’d you do to land yourself in here?”

         
         “Nothing,” said Isa, her voice a mere peep.

         
         The woman chuckled. “Just like the rest of us.” She hung her head over the edge of the mattress and peered down at Isa, her
            long dreadlocks dangling in the shadows. “Come on, princess. You can tell me.”
         

         
         “Really, I didn’t do anything.”

         
         The woman’s smile drained away. “You think I’m a snitch, don’t you?”

         
         “What? No, I—”

         
         “You think that if you tell me what you did, I’ll run to the state attorney and cut a sweet deal to save my own ass.”

         
         “I didn’t say that.” But now that you mention it.

         
         “Fucking bitch. You go around callin’ people a snitch, you better sleep with one eye open.”

         
         Isa caught her breath, praying to God that the woman didn’t jump down from the top bunk to continue this discussion face-to-face—or,
            worse, fist-to-face. The mattress above her didn’t move, which triggered the closest thing to a sense of relief that Isa had
            felt since her arrival. Sleep, however, was out of the question. She lay awake in the prison silence, listening, trying to
            grow accustomed to what she could label as “normal” prison noises. Survival meant being able to quickly identify any sound,
            any movement, anything at all that wasn’t normal.
         

         
         Sleep with one eye open.

         
         Her entire adult life, Isa had kept secrets, but never had she been up against a criminal justice system intent upon turning
            her inside out for the world to see. It bordered on terrifying, and she couldn’t stem the emotions that were welling up inside
            and begging to escape. She’d flown across the world to be with her daughter when Melany needed her most. Now, Isa might never
            be with her again.
         

         
         Isa struggled to hold it in, but a tear fell in the darkness. And then another. The words she’d shared with Melany echoed
            in her mind.
         

         
         Don’t cry, big girl. Please, don’t cry.

         
         “You cryin’ down there, princess?”

         
         Her cellmate’s voice made her shiver. “No.”

         
         The dreadlocks were suddenly hanging down in the darkness again, and Isa could see the glint in her cellmate’s eyes. “Yeah,
            you is.”
         

         
         “I’m not,” she said, but her voice cracked.
         

         
         “Aw, poor princess. It’s Tayshawn who got you so scared you could piss your pants, ain’t it?”

         
         “Who’s Tayshawn?”

         
         “The guard who brought you in here. Everybody know he like Latina pussy.”

         
         Isa went cold. Her instincts had been dead on. I’m not your sweetie.

         
         “You gonna be just fine, princess. You got me as a cellmate.”

         
         “What does that mean?”

         
         “It means I ain’t gonna look the other way when Tayshawn come in here for some bullshit inspection and shoves his big dick
            down your throat. That won’t happen,” she said, and then she disappeared into her bunk, finishing her promise in the darkness:
         

         
         “Tonight.”

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 5

         
         Jack was in downtown Miami by five a.m., in time for his first interview with local television. He had four of them lined
            up, and all would air before Isa’s arraignment. By 5:30 he was wired up and on the set.
         

         
         “Good morning, Miami!” the primped and perfect blond host said into the camera.

         
         Jack wouldn’t typically work the media so soon, but in this case it was justified. Sylvia Hunt had never sent the promised
            e-mail. Jack had tried to go over her head, but the state attorney didn’t return his calls. It was clear to Jack that the
            prosecution had no intention of sharing the sworn affidavit in which the MDPD homicide detective laid out the evidence to
            support “probable cause” for Isa’s arrest.
         

         
         “With me this morning is Miami criminal-defense attorney Jack Swyteck.”

         
         Technically, the state attorney wasn’t legally required to share the MDPD affidavit; the defense could get a copy from the
            courthouse file—but not until 9:00 a.m., when the clerk’s office opened. Jack therefore needed to send a message to the entire
            office of the state attorney: if they weren’t willing to extend the courtesy of sharing the affidavit before Isa’s arraignment,
            it was a huge mistake to issue a press release before Jack could get inside the courthouse and secure his own copy.
         

         
         “Mr. Swyteck, you’ve handled dozens of murder trials before. Tell us a little bit about the state attorney’s somewhat unorthodox
            case against your latest client.”
         

         
         “Honestly, the prosecution has been unusually tight-lipped, so I know virtually nothing about the case except what the state
            attorney deigned to put in a press release that was issued last night just before the late edition of the news.”
         

         
         “Well, we know from that press release that your client is a thirty-one-year-old woman. At the age of nineteen she enrolled
            at the University of Miami, and in the spring of her freshman year she was the victim of sexual assault. Now, all these years
            later, she is arrested and charged with first degree murder, allegedly for having killed the man who raped her. Do I have
            those allegations right?”
         

         
         “Yes, that’s essentially the prosecution’s case. And thank you for not mentioning my client by name—even though her name appears
            in the state attorney’s press release.”
         

         
         “Let’s talk about that. I understand you’re pretty upset about it.”

         
         “I’m appalled, frankly.”

         
         “Why?”

         
         “The clear implication of the state attorney’s press release is that my client’s motive for the murder of Gabriel Sosa was
            the fact that he sexually assaulted her. Like most states in this nation, Florida has a shield law that prohibits law enforcement
            from releasing the name of a rape victim to the media. The idea is to avoid making her a victim twice: once when she is assaulted,
            and a second time when her identity goes viral. The Miami state attorney has ignored the law, apparently taking the position
            that a rape victim accused of murdering her attacker is entitled to no such protection.”
         

         
         “But wait a second. Should those shield laws apply in this situation?”

         
         “In my opinion, yes. Look, my client is innocent of that murder charge until proven guilty. The only thing we know for certain
            is that she was sexually assaulted. I might not fault a news organization for deciding in good faith that the shield laws
            don’t apply here. But I don’t think the state attorney’s office should be leading the way by revealing her name in a press
            release within hours of her arrest.”
         

         
         “I would tend to agree. As an editorial note, I must concede to our viewers that this station did reveal the identity of Mr.
            Swyteck’s client in last night’s eleven p.m. newscast. We did so based on the information in the press release from the Miami
            state attorney’s office. I don’t know what our official position will be going forward. But as a matter of principle, I can
            tell you that this Good Morning Miami host definitely will not repeat her name.
         

         
         “Thank you very much for joining us this morning and sharing this fascinating case and this important issue, Mr. Swyteck.”

         
         “You’re very welcome.”

         
         “Coming up: a live interview from Mercy Hospital with British tourist Ginger Radley, who somehow survived a twenty-story fall
            after breaking her bungee cord. It’s Ginger snap, Miami style! Next on Good Morning Miami.”

         
         Jack unclipped his microphone and stepped down from the news set, so glad he didn’t do this every day for a living.

         
          

         Sylvia Hunt was standing in her bedroom, staring at the flat-screen television on the wall—and fuming. Jack Swyteck on Good Morning Miami was not something she had anticipated.
         

         
         Sylvia was not one to be outmaneuvered by any criminal-defense lawyer. She’d paid her dues as a “pit assistant,” a C-level
            prosecutor of adult felonies, working sixty-hour weeks under supervising attorneys, earning the astronomical sum of forty
            thousand dollars a year. An unmatched combination of courtroom skills and tireless preparation opened doors for her, and she
            could have moved up to any unit. She chose sexual assault, where she took more cases to trial and earned more convictions
            than anyone else in the state of Florida. She was the youngest prosecutor in the Miami office to hold the title “Senior Trial
            Counsel,” which put her among the elite—the seasoned few who prosecuted the most controversial and complicated capital cases.
            It was an honor and a distinction she’d earned.
         

         
         She sure as hell didn’t deserve this stain on her record.

         
         Sylvia grabbed her cell phone from the nightstand. It was fully charged; so was she. It didn’t matter if it wasn’t yet six
            a.m. She dialed her boss at home and got her out of bed.
         

         
         “Swyteck is doing the morning circuit.”

         
         Carmen Benitez was midway through her fourth elected term as state attorney. No one questioned her commitment to the job.
            She worked late into the evening, weekends, and holidays. Phone calls at one or two a.m. were no problem. But she had never
            been known as an early riser.
         

         
         “Record it on your DVR,” said Benitez. “I’m going back to sleep.”

         
         “No, wait. We are getting pulverized for revealing the name of a rape victim in last night’s press release on Isabelle Bornelli.”

         
         The state attorney hesitated, and Sylvia could sense her confusion over the line. “Wait—we didn’t do that.”

         
         “Yes, we did. I called the station to confirm. They sent me a copy of the release. Isabelle Bornelli’s name is in it.”
         

         
         Benitez groaned over the line. “Oh, boy.”

         
         “Yeah. ‘Oh boy’ is right. That’s not the version of the press release I reviewed and approved last night. I said do not use
            her name—not until the press made its own decision and the horse was out of the barn.”
         

         
         “Obviously somebody in media relations fucked up.”

         
         It wasn’t the first time. “That’s not a very satisfactory explanation. Don’t underestimate this, Carmen. We are going to have
            huge backlash from victims’ rights groups. I guarantee it.”
         

         
         “We’ll have to talk damage control. When’s the arraignment?”

         
         “Nine thirty.”

         
         “That doesn’t give us much time.”

         
         “I can meet you in the office in thirty minutes,” said Sylvia.

         
         “Ohhhh,” she said. It was some combination of a yawn and a groan.

         
         “I’ll take that as a yes. See you in thirty.”

         
         Sylvia hung up, grabbed the remote, and changed channels. There he was again, Isa’s hotshot lawyer on another network: “I
            think it’s a sad situation when the state attorney’s office is leading the way against the spirit, if not the letter, of rape
            shield laws.”
         

         
         Sylvia switched off the set and grabbed her purse. Her anger was still smoldering, but as she started toward the door, she
            glimpsed a framed photograph of her parents that she kept on her dresser. They were partners in every sense of the word, married
            for over thirty years and even had their own law firm—Hunt & Hunt—while Sylvia was growing up in Pensacola. They’d been gone
            long enough for the pain to ease, and Sylvia mustered a little smile as she recalled something her daddy used to say whenever
            opposing counsel crossed the line.
         

         
         “You stepped on the wrong dog this time, Mr. Swyteck,” she said on her way out.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 6

         
         Courtroom 1–5 at the Richard E. Gersten Justice Building was packed.

         
         Felony arraignments started every weekday at nine a.m. Wednesday’s docket included Isabelle Bornelli and everyone else in
            Miami-Dade County who’d been arrested in the previous twenty-four hours on a felony charge. The routine played out in a spacious
            old room with high ceilings and a long mahogany rail that separated the public seating from the business end of the justice
            system. A junior assistant state attorney was seated at the government’s table in front of the empty jury box, working his
            way through the stack of files, one at a time, as each case was called. Jack watched from the first row of public seating,
            waiting his turn as the parade of accused armed robbers, drunk drivers, and others proclaimed their innocence and then were
            either released on bail or remanded to custody. Keith was to his left on the long bench seat.
         

         
         “More spectators than I thought would be here,” said Keith. He spoke quietly so as not to disturb the seventh arraignment
            of the morning, which was under way on the other side of the rail.
         

         
         Both Jack and the state attorney’s office had underestimated the public outcry in response to Isa’s arrest. Interested observers
            filled several rows of public seating behind them. The media section was at capacity. Last night’s press release from the
            state attorney had sparked some local interest, but not until Jack’s morning interviews did the media firmly latch on to the
            case. The Internet was already abuzz with tweets, blogs, and other electronic chatter about the beautiful former Miami coed
            who was “hiding out” in Hong Kong and finally got arrested for murdering the young man who had raped her in college.
         

         
         “When do I see Isa?” asked Keith.

         
         Hopefully not too soon. A lawyer from the Freedom Institute was in line at the clerk’s office to get a copy of the affidavit that Sylvia Hunt had
            neglected to send him, and Jack wanted it for the arraignment. “Isa’s number eleven on the schedule. The deputy will bring
            her in when it’s her turn.”
         

         
         “Next case,” said Judge Gonzalez. He was moving quickly. They were at number nine.

         
         Judge Gonzalez was the oldest judge on the criminal circuit. Some said he no longer had the stamina for lengthy trials, but
            he still seemed to enjoy the frenetic pace of arraignments. It had been several months since Jack’s last appearance before
            him, and it had been a defense lawyer’s dream, starting at 9:07 a.m. and ending at 9:08 a.m. The state attorney dropped the
            assault charge against an elderly woman who reminded Jack of his own abuela. She was a Cuban expat who had fled the Castro regime on a balsa in the first wave of refugees, and she just couldn’t help herself when a clueless college student walked into her cigar shop
            in Little Havana sporting a T-shirt that bore the iconic image of Che Guevara, the supreme prosecutor during the Cuban revolution.
            If the state attorney hadn’t dismissed the charge, Judge Gonzalez would have. He might have pointed out that his family of
            five had also left Cuba on a raft, that only four of them had made it to the Florida coast, and that this was Miami, not the
            People’s Republic of Berkeley.
         

         
         Jack wondered if Judge Gonzalez had seen any of the early-morning media coverage, some of which had mentioned that Isa’s father
            had served under Hugo Chavez, Fidel Castro’s protégé. It was a complication Isa didn’t need—especially before Judge Gonzalez.
         

         
         “Case number seventeen oh-three oh-one,” announced the bailiff. “State of Florida versus Isabelle Bornelli.”

         
         “Rape victims matter!” a woman shouted from the back row.

         
         Judge Gonzalez smacked his gavel. “There will be order in this courtroom.”

         
         Silence. It was an isolated outburst, clearly not yet a coordinated movement. Jack hadn’t noticed any demonstrators on his
            way into the courthouse, but he sensed that something was brewing. Injecting the rights of sexual assault victims into this
            case could well backfire, but Jack wouldn’t have been doing his job as a defense lawyer if he weren’t already thinking about
            how it might help his client.
         

         
         The side door opened, and a deputy brought Isa into the courtroom.

         
         “Oh, my God,” Keith said softly, like a reflex. It was the first time he’d seen his wife in prison garb and shackles. Jack
            rose, pushed through the swinging gate at the rail, and met his client at the defense table. Isa made brief eye contact with
            Keith, then looked squarely at Jack.
         

         
         “Jack, you have to get me out of jail,” she whispered.
         

         
         There was desperation in her voice, and Jack would have liked to get to the bottom of it, but arraignments move quickly, and
            this was not the time.
         

         
         “Good morning, Ms. Hunt,” Judge Gonzalez said with a smile. “I don’t have the pleasure of seeing you at arraignment very often
            anymore.”
         

         
         The junior prosecutor who had handled the first ten arraignments stepped aside. Sylvia Hunt assumed the lead post at the prosecutor’s
            table. They were bringing in the big gun for State v. Bornelli.

         
         “I don’t do many arraignments these days,” she said.

         
         “Well, it’s always a pleasure to have you. And you as well, Mr. Sweet. Sorry, Swat—”

         
         “Jack Swyteck for the defendant Isabelle Bornelli, Your Honor.” There wasn’t a gray-haired judge in Florida who didn’t know
            how to pronounce the name of the former governor, and Jack interpreted Judge Gonzalez’s brain fart as a sign of either Alzheimer’s
            or animosity, neither of which boded well for his client.
         

         
         “Good morning to both of you. Ms. Hunt, may I have the date and time of Ms. Bornelli’s arrest?”

         
         “Yesterday at approximately seven twenty p.m.”

         
         “Ms. Bornelli, the purpose of the proceeding is to advise
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