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For Meghan, Teddy, and Sam



Tony found the body on a Tuesday.

The shift began like any other. Tony rolled his custodial station
across the carpet, wheels echoing in the deserted office.

Standing desks lurked to either side, chairs abandoned.
Whiteboards sat clustered with unfinished ideas, Post-its scattered in
rainbows of paper buckshot. The conference rooms were shadowed
and vacant.

The designer sofas were unoccupied.

The craft beer taps were covered.

The ping-pong tables were pingless.

The arcade games were unplugged, the movie theater shuttered,
the alternative-milk frothers cleaned and dormant.

Even the ball pit was empty.

Tony was surrounded by black Apple monitors. Their quiet faces
stared back at him, eerie and reflective in the soft darkness.

It was 2:36 A.m.

During the day, Tony imagined Journy’s headquarters abuzz with
energy, an idealistic thrum of twenty-something tech workers.

But now the building was a mausoleum. There was something
distinctly ominous about the quiet of an office at night. The silence
felt heavier in a place that was normally full of life.

Mind blank, body on autopilot, Tony stepped to the next
workstation and executed his straightforward list of tasks.

One, push the chair under the desk.

Two, clean up leftover food. Empty mason jars of kombucha,
crumbs of Journy’s house-made vegan cookies.



Three, and most important: Don’t touch anything else.

Tony moved to the desk and grabbed a plate. Its porcelain was
smeared with the remnants of chicken parm. Tony shook it into the
trash can on his station. He dropped the plate and utensils into a
plastic tub. Then he glanced at the rest of the desk.

The gargantuan monitor was caked with dust, edges festooned
with nonsensical stickers. A heap of papers was strewn across the
composite work surface. Even the chair (a fuselage of webbed
plastic that cost $2800—Tony had looked it up) was askew, one of its
many adjustment knobs dangling from the socket.

The scene was crying out for Tony’s custodial services—even a
single squeeze of the spray bottle would work wonders.

But Tony didn't give it a second look. Methodically, he moved
back to his cart and rolled on to the next.

One-forty-one down. One-seventy to go.

Journy’s facilities team was adamant about the rules for Tony and
his colleagues. Push in the chair. Clean up the food. Otherwise, don't
touch a thing.

Nothing.

Don't touch any papers on the desks, even if wadded up—they
could be vital technological specs.

Don’t adjust a chair’s settings when you move it back into place—
software engineers are incredibly specific about their ergonomics.

And under no circumstances, never, ever, even think about
touching a keyboard.

Not that Tony cared. He'd worked in every type of office there
was. Most of them had peculiarities. If anything, Journy’s rules just
made the job easier.

When Tony had started working Journy’s offices, he’'d assumed it
was the same as the rest of the startups. Slick app, cartoony logo,
rich white kid at the top.

But Tony had learned that Journy was a little different from the
others. It was flush with cash—even by San Francisco standards.



Tony had worked in a lot of nice tech offices, but Journy took the
opulence to another level.

More surprising was the way that Journy had seeped into Tony’s
everyday landscape. He saw the company’s green go-karts and bikes
all over the Bay Area—even out by his sister’s place in Fremont.
Their ads were inescapable: on BART, on TV, on the Web. And Tony
had never met Journy’s CEO, but he saw the guy’s face everywhere.
Magazine covers, local news, and, of course, pasted all over this very
office.

None of that really mattered to Tony’s job, of course. But he
wondered if the company would stick around longer than some of
the others.

One-sixty-two down. One-forty-nine to go.

Journy’s headquarters were organized in the open-plan style that
had become default in San Francisco. It was an airy, post-industrial
warehouse space. Workstations were placed in long, orderly rows.
The layout was all right angles and straight lines, easy to navigate.
Tony took a familiar path as he rolled through the desks, completing
his tasks at an unhurried pace.

Empty a beer glass.

Scrape kale chips off a desk.

Push in the chair.

Next.

After the desks Tony moved to the kitchen on his floor. He took a
rag over the broad recycled-glass counters, swiping it between the
gleaming taps, past the bowls of fresh fruit, over the Italian espresso
machine. He dusted the enormous pantry shelves, bins full of
gourmet snacks with whimsical, Journy-branded names: “Go Your
Own Way Granola,” “Off the Beaten Trail Mix.”

Tony checked his watch: 3:25 a.m. Time to move.

Tony pushed his station down a wide hallway, heading toward his
final task of the night. Journy’s offices were organized around an
atrium that ran vertically through the center of the building. Tony



moved along one edge of the atrium, glancing over the waist-high
glass that ran alongside. From here he could look down into the
central courtyard.

During daylight hours the courtyard was the hub of Journy’s
headquarters: a broad plaza filled with tables, plants, artwork, and
the steady buzz of optimistic conversation.

Now, like the rest of the building, the atrium slumbered. A full
moon filtered through the retractable glass ceiling, bathing the
courtyard in an ethereal glow. Tony looked for his colleagues on the
lower floors but saw no one.

Tony moved to a back corner of the building, pushing his station
toward a single, inconspicuous elevator. The elevator was plain and
unmarked, as though it'd been purposefully tucked out of the way.
The only sign of its important destination was the portrait that hung
next to it.

Trevor Canon’s face stared back at Tony in the dark.

Canon was the CEO and founder of Journy. If the magazine
covers were to be believed, he was the visionary force behind the
hottest startup on the planet. Every single piece of the company fell
under Canon’s domain, from the desks and taps that Tony had just
spent two hours cleaning out to the green bicycles that now dotted
his sister’s neighborhood. All of it traced back to one man. Even the
ping-pong balls, Tony thought.

Canon’s portrait expression was stoic, his black hair cut short. His
skin was pale and ghostly, calling attention to his bright blue eyes.
They beamed out from the portrait with a strange intensity.

Tony found himself staring at the portrait for longer than he
intended; he'd always found it unsettling. Canon’s eyes felt like
Tony’s only companion in the deserted office, their cold, iridescent
blue cutting like ice through the surrounding darkness.

Tony checked his watch. It was 3:30 exactly.

He pressed the call button. After a moment the doors opened
and Tony rolled his station inside, grabbing a badge that dangled at



his waist. The badge was part of Tony’s additional security protocol.
It only activated the elevator for a narrow sliver of time: 3:30 A.m. to
3:35 A.m.

Tony swiped the badge over a black card reader. It flashed green
and beeped, the ping echoing in the quiet office.

The doors closed. The elevator rose smoothly.

It brought Tony to the most secluded part of Journy’s
headquarters. The sixth floor was a cube-shaped barnacle of steel
and glass affixed to one quadrant of the building’s roof. It housed
Trevor Canon’s private office and a small foyer. Outside lay a lavish
roof deck replete with hot tub, wet bar, fire pit, and propane grill.
Tony heard that Canon referred to it as his “sanctuary.”

The doors opened and Tony stepped into the sanctuary’s modest
foyer. The ceiling was painted in bright Journy green. The floor was
polished hardwood. To Tony’s right, floor-to-ceiling glass treated him
to a dazzling view of downtown San Francisco, a tableau of
shadowed light clouded in the fog.

Straight ahead, Canon’s office was guarded by a tall door of
privacy glass. Through the frost Tony saw light glowing in Canon’s
office; a sliver of yellow spilled out from the door’s edges.

Tony’s orders for cleaning Trevor Canon’s private sanctuary were
explicit. If the light in Canon’s office was off, Tony was free to
execute a short checklist of tasks.

But Canon pulled the occasional all-nighter. Under absolutely no
condition was Tony to disturb him. If Tony saw light in Canon’s
office, his orders were ironclad: Get back on the elevator and leave.

In practice this happened rarely. Tony had only seen it twice
during his time on the job.

Tonight made three.

Tony’s body began an automatic pivot back to the elevator. Time
to make himself scarce.

But as he turned his eyes fell downward, catching on the thin
band of light under Canon’s door.



That was when he saw it.

Blood.

A narrow serpentine trail of red seeped across the foyer floor. It
traced over the light wooden planks like a dark Nile through the
floodplains.

Tony’s eyes followed the blood trail as it led back to Canon’s
office door, disappearing underneath.

His immediate thought was a simple one.

Fuck.

His flight instinct cried out: Leave. Get back on the elevator.
Pretend he hadn’t seen a thing.

But he didn't move. He breathed in the silence, staring at the
blood on the floor. His mind unspooled the consequences.

What did the blood lead back to?

What if Canon was hurt, and Tony didn't help him?

Tony had badged the elevator. They’'d know he was in Canon’s
sanctuary. They'd see the blood trail. It was impossible to miss.
They'd know that he ignored it.

Leaving his custodial station behind him, Tony clenched his jaw
and crept forward. With each step, his anxiety settled deeper in his
gut. There was no sound from Canon’s office.

Tony reached for the door handle and gave a tug: It was
unlocked. Carefully, one inch at a time, he pushed the door open.

Trevor Canon’s body was splayed across the floor.

Canon was flat on his back. His arms were flailed in a graceless
pose, feet facing Tony, head tumbled to one side.

Tony grimaced, but he forced himself ahead. He followed the
blood trail as it led up to Canon’s face.

Canon’s bright blue eyes stared back at him, empty and lifeless.
And pierced between them lay a single round bullet hole, red as ruby
and filled with blood.
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Twenty-two days after Trevor Canon’s death

In Mackenzie Clyde’s experience, there were exactly two ways of
dealing with a rich asshole.

The first method was universal. It applied across the full
spectrum of the rich asshole genus: CEOs, athletes, actors and
influencers, micro-dick hedge funders, god complex surgeons, trust-
funded Ivy Leaguers.

Flattery.

The key, Mackenzie knew, was subtlety. You had to flatter the
asshole without them realizing they were being flattered. Only total
idiots enjoy being pandered to.

Flattery of any kind didn't come easily to Mackenzie. But out of
professional necessity, she’d developed it as a weapon in her
arsenal.

The second method of dealing with a rich asshole was far from
universal.

It was a carefully tailored technique that Mackenzie had
developed out of geographic, as well as professional, necessity.
Mackenzie found it uniquely suited to a very particular strain of rich
asshole: the young, entitled, uber-wealthy tech bros of modern San
Francisco.

It was this second method that Mackenzie reflected on as she
followed a hostess across the shiny wooden floor of the Battery. The
Battery was a private social club in San Francisco, archetypal for the



tech industry: expensive, exclusive, and utterly lacking in self-
awareness. Mackenzie loathed it.

She took long strides into the Battery’s bar area, an oozy space
stuffed with polished concrete and reclaimed wood, the booths all
tufted leather Chesterfields. She ignored the eyes that flitted in her
direction. Most of them, she knew, were compelled by simple
anomaly: the instinctive curiosity that comes from something
incongruous to the typical environment.

Not that it made the stares any more welcome. But after several
decades, she'd learned to live with them. Mackenzie was a very tall
woman.

Kevin Reiter waited in a corner booth, staring at his phone. The
hostess pointed him out and slunk away, leaving Mackenzie solo for
her approach.

“Hello, Kevin.”

Kevin looked up, squinting with confusion. *Who are you?”

“Mackenzie Clyde.”

Kevin blinked at her. “You're very tall.”

“Taller than you.” Mackenzie tossed her bag into the empty side
of the booth. She plopped down next to it.

Kevin frowned. “I'm supposed to meet Rebecca.”

Mackenzie settled into her seat. “"Rebecca’s not coming.”

“What do you mean, she’s not coming?”

“They sent me instead.”

“Does Rebecca know about this?”

“Yep.”

“So you work with her at Hammersmith Venture?”

“I do.”

Kevin's eyes narrowed. “Are you a partner?”

Mackenzie tilted her head to one side. “Not exactly.”

“Another lawyer, then.” Kevin shook his head. “I've told you guys
a million times: I didn't go with HV so I could get Legal shoved down
my throat.”



“I'm not a lawyer.” Mackenzie paused. “Well, not really.”

Kevin sniffed. “Look, I don't do surprises.”

“Check your email,” Mackenzie said. “You'll have something from
Roger.”

Kevin hesitated at the name. “He sent me,” Mackenzie said,
waving a hand. “The email explains.”

Kevin opened his phone while Mackenzie glanced at a menu. A
server approached in a uniform. It had suspenders. "Drinks?”

“Manhattan.” Kevin spoke, eyes still on his phone. "The Duniway.
Up. Rocks glass. Light vermouth. Keep the twist on the rim. Don't let
it touch the Duniway.”

“Very good.” The server turned to Mackenzie. “And for you?”

She handed him the menu. “Glass of white.”

“Any preferences?”

“Anything that doesn’t come in a box.”

The server smiled and glided away.

Kevin finished with his phone. “Roger says you're taking this off
Rebecca’s desk.”

“Tam.”

“But that’s all he says. He didn’t give a reason.”

Mackenzie shrugged. "Roger’s not big on explaining himself.”

Kevin shifted in his seat, scowling. He wore a tight black V-neck,
the type that comes free with a CrossFit membership. Mackenzie
didn’t recognize the logo on the chest pocket: an arrow pointing up
and to the right, bisected by another half-line of equal width.

“Why are you replacing Rebecca? I worked with her for months.”

“Yeah,” Mackenzie replied. “That's the problem.”

“What is?”

“It's been months. Three of them, to be exact. And this lawsuit
still hasn't been resolved.”

Kevin bristled. “That’s not my fault.”

“No?”



“Fuck no.” Kevin's brow fell. “"Go talk to my neighbors. They're
the problem here.”

Kevin Reiter was the prototypical Peter Pan, an overgrown man-
child set loose in the consequence-free playground of San Francisco.
He was founder of a fintech company that'd just closed its Series B,
making him worth a few hundred million on paper.

Kevin was also emblematic of the latest iteration of tech bro, one
that fused the new age faux-optimism of Silicon Valley with the
unapologetic, old money privilege of Wall Street. Ten years prior
Kevin would've been safely ensconced in the buffoonery of an
investment bank. But now the capital had moved west, and the
money hounds like Kevin had followed the scent, tails wagging
behind them.

Hammersmith Venture, Mackenzie’s firm, had invested $72 million
in Kevin Reiter's company. Roger Hammersmith, Mackenzie’s boss,
had personally overseen the investment. And because the
gravitational laws of corporate physics require that shit always slides
downhill, Mackenzie now found herself at the Battery, tasked with
talking reality into a man who’d grown accustomed to creating his
own.

The server arrived with their drinks. Mackenzie took a long sip of
her white wine, enjoying the familiar acidity as it washed down her
throat. She stared at the twist of lemon perched on the edge of
Kevin’s glass.

“What does ‘not really’ mean?” Kevin asked.

“Excuse me?”

Kevin tasted his Manhattan. “I asked if you were a lawyer. You
said ‘not really.””

"I went to law school. I'm a member of the Bar. I joined the legal
department at Hammersmith Venture.” Mackenzie took another sip.
“But no, I'm not a lawyer.”

“Then what are you?”



“Someone who finds things. Solves problems.” Mackenzie paused.
“Like this one.”

“So you're a fixer.”

Mackenzie gave a thin smile. “This isn't HBO.” She dug into her
bag and emerged with a business card, passing it to Kevin. He read
the text aloud.

“Mackenzie Clyde. Director of investigations.” The embossed text
reflected in the Battery’s calibrated light.

Mackenzie nodded. “That's right.”

Kevin frowned. “I still don’t know what that means.”

It means nothing, Mackenzie thought. Her title had been vague
for the five years she’d been in the role. Both she and Roger
Hammersmith preferred it that way.

“When one of Hammersmith Venture’s portfolio companies
becomes entangled in a particularly thorny knot, I find a way to
untie it.” Mackenzie stared across the table. “Like I said: I solve
problems.”

“So Roger put you on this because he thinks it needs to be
solved.”

“Roger put me on this because it needs to end. Roger is bullish
on your company. That's why he’s so concerned about the specter of
this nasty lawsuit. It's bad for you, bad for your company, bad for
our firm.” Mackenzie sipped her wine. “Roger sent me here to do my
job: Make it all go away.”

Kevin made a low snort. “"And how do you expect to do that?”

“A settlement.”

“No.” Kevin’s entire face fell; he dropped his glass heavily on the
table. “I told Rebecca a thousand times: I'm not settling.”

Mackenzie raised a hand. “Listen—" But Kevin cut her off.

“My neighbors are a bunch of whiny NIMBYs. They don’t want to
settle. They want to bleed me dry.”

“Stop—"



Kevin jabbed a finger on the table. “I want to countersue. 1 want
to take them to fucking court.”

“Stop,” Mackenzie said.

She took a breath and quelled her rising irritation. Stick to the
game plan, she thought. “I've talked to Rebecca. I've talked to the
neighbors. I know all the huffing and puffing. But that’s exactly why
I'm here. I've put something together that will make everyone
happy.”

Kevin’s scowl lightened, but only slightly. “I don’t know.”

“Listen, Kevin, let's zoom out for a second.” Mackenzie reclined
against the tufted upholstery of the booth. “Your company’s growing
like @ weed. You just closed the Series B.”

Kevin shrugged. “So?”

“It was a monster round. Some of the biggest VCs out there.
Including us.”

“I guess.”

“You're also on the verge of a huge partnership. I won't say the
name of the bank, but...”

Kevin’s eyebrows raised. “"How did you hear that?”

“Roger trusts me,” Mackenzie said. “The deal’s going to be big.
Lots of press, right?”

Another shrug. “So?”

“So you've got much bigger shit going on than your neighbors.
Stuff that actually matters. This thing is small potatoes. It's beneath
you.”

She could see Kevin's posture begin to thaw. His shoulders
receded toward his seat by a fraction of an inch. “Your neighbors
aren’t worth it, Kevin. Don't think of it as settling. Think of it as
eliminating a distraction, moving on to all the things that are bigger
than them.”

Kevin returned to his Manhattan. “You have something
prepared?”



Mackenzie nodded. “Your neighbors have already agreed. All you
have to do is sign.”

“Give me the broad strokes.”

Finally, Mackenzie thought. She took another slug of wine and
unlocked her phone. “I can do better,” she said. “I'll send you the
agreement now.”

Kevin checked his phone while Mackenzie continued. “Here are
the main points. First, you can keep the solarium in your backyard.”

Kevin looked up. “Damn right I can. I paid six-four for that
fucking house. I'm not taking anything down.”

Mackenzie groaned inwardly at the offhand six-four, which in San
Francisco parlance stood for $6.4 million. Only in California and
Manhattan could such a vast sum of money be dismissed into such a
casual term.

She pressed forward. “To be fair, the solarium wasn’t there when
you bought it. You built it.”

“So?”

“So, this is San Francisco. Your backyard is the size of a Texas
plunge pool. The solarium’s only twenty feet from your neighbors’
windows.”

“What's your point?”

“It's understandable why they’d want it demolished.”

"I don't give a shit,” Kevin said. “You said the solarium stays.
What else?”

“So the solarium stays, but what happens inside the solarium has
to change.”

Kevin shook his head. "No.”

“Then you have to install shades.”

“Not gonna happen.”

Mackenzie leaned in and lowered her voice. “Kevin, it's a
solarium. All the walls are glass. Your neighbors can see right in.”

“So?”

“So you gotta stop jerking off in it.”



Kevin didn't blanch. He stared right back at Mackenzie,
unembarrassed. “It's my property. When I'm on it, I can do whatever
I want.”

“It's your property, but your neighbors still have to see it.
Imagine sitting down for dessert and seeing that.”

“They don’t have to look.”

Mackenzie felt her momentum stalling, but kept her voice level.
“It's happening right outside their window.”

Kevin leaned forward. “I've been telling Rebecca for months:
That’s their problem, not mine.”

“Okay.”

“I've read your firm’s investment agreement. There’s no morality
clause.”

“So?”

“So you can’t make me sign anything.”

“It's a good settlement. The terms are fair.”

“I don't care.”

“Roger’s not going to like this.”

"I don't care,” Kevin repeated, voice acidic. “Roger’s not my
boss.”

Mackenzie flattened her gaze. “This is really how you want to
play it?”

Kevin leaned back and crossed his arms. “This is my company. I
started it. I make the decisions.” He dumped his phone on the table.
“And I'm not signing this. I'm not signing shit.”

“Fine,” Mackenzie said.

It all felt so inevitable. Flattery had gone as far as it could—not
that Mackenzie was surprised. From the moment she entered the
Battery, Mackenzie had expected she'd need to employ the second
method for dealing with a rich asshole, the one best suited for the
Kevin Reiters of the world.

Verbal blunt force trauma.

Hit them hard. Hit them square.



Mackenzie leaned forward and stared at Kevin.

"I have to admit,” she said. “You've surprised me.”

Kevin frowned. “What do you mean?”

Mackenzie kept her expression impassive. “I knew you were
disgusting,” she said. “The details of the lawsuit made that obvious.
But I didn't think you’d be this stupid.”

Kevin's features locked with confusion. “What did you just say?”

Kevin Reiter was used to being stroked with the same breathless
reverence provided to all of San Francisco’s startup founders. At the
helm of his fintech rocket ship, Kevin was a modern-day rainmaker.
Adjacency to him and his company presented the opportunity for
esteem, status, and gobs of money.

So Kevin was accustomed to being sold. Let me work for you,
wear our product, donate money to our cause, let us put you on the
cover of our magazine, come on our podcast.

Kevin went through his day-to-day without being disagreed with,
let alone confronted. Certainly not as brazenly as Mackenzie just
had.

Which was precisely why she did it.

“You're willing to make an enemy out of Roger Hammersmith,”
Mackenzie continued. “Over a solarium. That’s as stupid as it gets.”

Kevin frowned, raising a hand. “Hold on—

Mackenzie steamrolled him. “Your product isn't special,” she said.
"I can think of two others just like it. The only thing that makes you
different is that our firm, the best in the industry, gave you a dump
truck full of cash. You're built on Hammersmith Venture’s money.
Sure, maybe you started your company. But we made it. And we can
unmake it just as easily.”

“No.” Kevin blinked at Mackenzie, squirming in his seat. “You
can't. I told you: I read the investment agreement.”

Mackenzie smirked. She reached into her bag, pulling out a
document. She tossed it across the table.

Kevin stared at it. "What's this?”



“An affidavit,” Mackenzie said. “From a guy named Justin Zhen.
He designed your solarium.”

Kevin's mouth tightened. His voice dropped an octave. “Zhen left
the country,” Kevin said. “"Moved to Bali.”

“Jakarta, actually. I tracked him down.” Mackenzie pointed at the
document. “Zhen says you specifically asked him about the
solarium’s sight lines. You wanted to make sure your neighbors
would be able to see in.”

Kevin was still; he stared at the folder like it was radioactive.
“Zhen’'s under NDA.”

"I paid him to break it,” Mackenzie said. “With enough resources,
anything’s possible. You'll learn all about that if you go against us.”

Mackenzie saw panic breaking through Kevin's natural self-
assurance. His shoulders drooped, hands clasped on the table.
Mackenzie downed the last of her wine, letting him stew.

“Zhen’s a fucking snake,” Kevin muttered.

Mackenzie leaned forward. “His affidavit shows your intent, which
exposes you to a whole new world of criminal liability. I'll make sure
it comes out in discovery. So keep throwing your tantrum, Kevin, and
you won't just lose the lawsuit—you'll lose everything.”

Kevin's eyes widened. “But that's—"

"I say the word,” Mackenzie continued, brandishing her phone,
“and Roger pulls our investment. All seventy-two million. Feel free to
sue us about the morality clause. See how far you get against
Roger’s battalion of law firms. Or...”

Mackenzie paused and leaned back. “You grow up and end this.
Right here. Right now.”

Kevin’s eyes lost focus, face falling. He's trying to calculate a way
out, Mackenzie thought. She pressed on. “Like you said: It's your
company. You make the decisions. So what'll it be?”

Kevin’s lips thinned. “Why are you doing this? You're my biggest
investor. You're supposed to work for me, not blackmail me.”



Mackenzie straightened in the booth. She dragged her bag to her
hip.

“First, Roger invested in you—not me. I don’t work for you. I
work for him. Second, I'm doing this because it's my job. Your
neighbors are reasonable people, Kevin.”

Mackenzie dropped her phone on the table, gesturing to it. “Sign
the settlement. The lawsuit goes away. Your neighbors will be happy.
Roger will be happy. You keep his money. Everybody wins. All you
have to do is be an adult.”

Kevin shifted in his seat. He reached for his Manhattan and
slowly emptied it, making her wait.

“Fine,” Kevin said. “I'll sign the fucking settlement.”

“Great.” Mackenzie stared at him. “Well?”

“You want me to sign it now?”

“DocuSign’s in your inbox.”

Kevin scoffed. “Fuck it.” He opened his phone and swiped.
“There, I signed. It's done.”

Mackenzie glanced down at her phone. A confirmation pinged.
“Fantastic.”

Mackenzie tapped her phone to summon a Journy Car, then slid
past the table. Hoisting her bag onto her shoulder, Mackenzie rose
from the booth, unfolding to her full height.

Mackenzie was six foot two. She stared down at Kevin, towering
over him.

“Goodbye, Kevin.”

“That’s it?” Kevin said.

“We'll bill you.”

“Wait—you're charging me for this?”

Mackenzie didn't reply. She turned and strode out of the Battery.
She didn't look back.
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