
The judge opened the file folder and addressed him over half-moon reading glasses. “Mr. Milani, 
I’ve got a complaint in front of me stating that you obstructed a counter-terror investigation, threatened two 
federal agents with a loaded pistol, and finally, shot a federal agent.” She shoved long brown hair behind 
her shoulders and folded her hands in front of her. “You have the right to remain silent. Anything you say 
can and will be used against you in a court of law. You have the right to an attorney. If you cannot afford 
an attorney, one will be provided for you. Do you understand these rights, Mr. Milani?” 

He gave the only answer he could. “Yes, your honor.” 
She turned her attention to Stewart. “How did Mr. Milani receive the injuries to his face?” 
Stewart didn’t hesitate. “Mr. Milani scuffled with my agent and fell down. He scraped his face 

when he fell.” 
The judge stared. “I see.” She directed her fierce gaze to the AUSA. “Mr. Evans, do you have 

anything to add?” 
The AUSA’s response was what he expected. “I’d like to ask that bail be denied. This man is a 

definite flight risk and has a history of violent crimes.” 
The judge nodded. “I agree. Bail is denied. Mr. Milani, a special request has been made by no less 

than the Director of the Federal Bureau of Investigation. Consequently, you will be transferred to the 
Federal Detention Center at SeaTac.” 

The final minutes passed in a blur. He barely heard the final words from the judge. Stewart pulled 
him to his feet and handed him off to the Marshals without speaking. They tugged and pulled him back to 
the elevator. This time, they bypassed the holding cells and took him to the Sally Port.  

They shoved him in the backseat of a van and headed out, into the midday drizzle. They entered 
the freeway, and from behind the metal grate, he watched the endless lanes of cars and trucks, almost 
bumper to bumper, thinking about all the people, going wherever they wanted. Except him. He shivered 
and listened to the slap-slap of the wipers as the van sped up and slowed down, navigating the traffic. 

The van slowed and exited the freeway. Trepidation had him breathing hard when he saw a chain 
link fence and a sign, proclaiming in bold white lettering against a red background: FDC SeaTac. 
FEDERAL PROPERTY. NO TRESPASSING. The grim, ten-story detention center complex dwarfed the 
surrounding trees. He closed his eyes and tried to brace himself for the humiliation of a mug shot, 
fingerprinting, and a strip search. 

Hours later, he stood in front of a steel-and-barred door; the kind he recognized, with sliders built 
in for his hands and feet. Two taciturn guards ushered him inside and left the cell. The door clanged shut. 
He positioned himself, groaning at the awkward angle and waited until the cuffs slid off his wrists and the 
shackles dropped off his ankles.  

He gingerly rubbed first one wrist, then the other, and sat down on the narrow bed, mind reeling, 
refusing to accept his new reality. He planted his elbows on his knees and rested his still-aching head in his 
hands. Had it only been that morning when he’d contemplated trying to adapt to Danielle’s world?  

He should have known. He would never belong in that world again. He didn’t belong anywhere. 
How long would he sit this time? Would Johnny find him another hotshot attorney? What would happen to 
Danielle? What must she be thinking? Was she OK? 

He lifted his head. The fluorescent lights in the ceiling cast shadows in the corners of the dull, 
yellowed walls. The tiny room closed around him, and he wobbled to his feet, muttering. “This can’t 
happen. I can’t be stuck in here. Goddamn it.” 



He limped to the door and glared at the steel and bars. Taking ragged breaths, he pounded on the 
door as hard as he could. The dull thuds from his fists produced nothing but shooting pains from his wrists 
to his shoulders. He plastered his hands on the door and rested his forehead on the cold steel. 

His heart slammed in his chest, sweat slicked his back, and bile rose in his throat. “No, no, no… 
not again. I can’t do this again.” But he would, because he’d chosen to act the only way he knew how. And 
in the process, he’d well and truly fucked himself.  

Gabriel’s accusing words whispered through his mind. Shit, with you, anything can happen. I said 
no más. But you just don’t listen. His panic faded, replaced by deep, bitter sadness. He turned, leaned against 
the door, and closed his eyes. 
 


