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“The saddest thing about betrayal is that it never comes from your enemies.”
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Prologue
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There’s not much in this world a teenage girl won’t do for love. Decades later, amid healthy, mature, meaningful relationships, we tend to realize that what we experienced at that younger age probably wasn’t love at all. But try telling that to a naïve and optimistic teenager, still riding high from graduation and blinded by the attention of a boy whose name has been scribbled in every corner of her three-ring binder since junior year. There is no talking sense into the senseless.

“I just don’t see any reason to involve her,” Brian says, lowering his voice but not quite muted enough to evade Ruby’s eager ears. She’s always liked Brian. From the day she transferred to Hope Elementary School in the second grade, when he pointed to an empty chair for her in the lunchroom after none of the other kids dared to associate with the strange new girl. He wasn’t afraid to speak up against any form of injustice, small or large, and that character trait remained strong throughout their high school days. Although he hung with a rough crowd, Brian Davies was known as a peacekeeper and never allowed the little guy to get picked on, at school or otherwise. His teachers often gave him a sympathetic smile and pat on the back while returning his quizzes, graded with a D, which surely would have been an F if he wasn’t so damn likable.

The boys share a few more words, this time hushed enough that Ruby can’t quite make them out from behind the closed door of the bathroom in Riley’s basement. Brian and Riley are leaning forward on the faded suede couch a few feet from the door, intensely debating the logistics of their next brilliant idea. Their schemes always cause discomfort for Ruby, who is well-intentioned to a fault. They have repeatedly assured her that they are victimless crimes. Nobody gets hurt, and they only target those who are so wealthy, they won’t even notice if a few things are missing. Riley is the ringleader, and Brian his loyal follower. She often wonders if Brian really wants to exist in this life of petty crime, or if he simply comes along to ensure the safety of his best friend.

They’d never actually involved Ruby in the process until tonight. Riley, the boy she plans to spend the rest of her life with, casually asked if she’d drive them on one of their “errands” around midnight. They had been eating one-dollar slices in the back booth at Nino’s and talking about summer plans when he dropped the request, apparently to the surprise of Brian, who calmly set his slice down on the grease-soaked paper plate and stared a hole directly through his best friend.

Now Ruby is in the undersized, musty bathroom of Riley’s parents’ basement, straining to hear through the thin wooden door and bracing herself for the hours to come. She loves Riley. She trusts him. He’d never ask her to participate unless he was absolutely certain of her safety. Of that, she’s sure.

She flushes the toilet to make it seem like she needed to use the bathroom and, after running the sink water for a few seconds, emerges with a tight smile. Ruby returns to her seat in the oversized recliner adjacent to the couch and claps her hands together. “So, what’s the plan, boys?”

Brian sits back quietly as Riley leans farther forward and places his rugged hands on Ruby’s knobby knees. “It will be the easiest thing you’ve ever done, babe. You’re going to drop us off a block away from the house and sit there, with your lights off, until we text you that we’re ready. When you get my text, you just pull up out front, we hop in, and the job is done. It’s that easy.”

“And what if we get caught?”

Riley’s lips curl into a smile, without losing eye contact. “Ruby Tuesday, I’m telling you, it’s not possible. The family that lives in this house just left for some expensive-ass summer vacation in Europe, and the rich idiots don’t even have an alarm. They pay their housekeeper to stop by every day at noon to bring in the mail and check the place out. By the time she gets there tomorrow, we will be long gone.”

Nobody has ever called her Ruby Tuesday other than her father. She wishes it wasn’t so effective at softening her edges.

“And how do you know all of this?” she asks.

Riley leans back and looks at Brian. “Let’s just say we have some inside information.”

Brian shakes his head. “Riley, I’m telling you, we don’t need a driver. Let’s just grab what we can fit in our sweatshirts and walk back to the car like we always do.”

Riley’s tone becomes clipped and dark.

“And I told you that the items I know are in this house could change everything for us. We can’t risk walking down the street; we need to get out of there.”

Brian redirects his attention to Ruby. “Rubes, if you don’t feel comfortable with this, you don’t have to do it. I mean that. There will be no hard feelings.”

For the second time that night, Ruby wonders what it would be like if she had chosen Brian instead of Riley. Sure, Riley has beautiful olive skin, washboard abs, and a smile that makes her knees nearly give out, but Brian is kind. Brian is sensible. She trusts Brian. She feels safe with him. She feels guilty for even considering the idea.

“I’m in.” She nods.

Riley leaps from the couch and scoops Ruby up into his arms, swinging her around so quickly that Brian pushes himself deeper into the couch to avoid a collision.

“Okay, let’s go over the plan a few more times.”
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Ten Years Later

Watching thirty hours of Anthony Bourdain couldn’t have prepared Ruby for the absolute chaos of working in the restaurant industry. In fact, nothing can adequately prepare someone to work twelve-hour shifts on blistered feet while being inexplicably berated by entitled guests, before collapsing into a stiff leather chair in the manager’s office at the end of the night, praying to average twenty percent in tips. Successfully navigating the hospitality world is not for the weak of heart; luckily, Ruby Windsor could never be described as weak.

“Ruby, can you run my food for table thirty-three?” shouts a desperate server, cake in hand on his way to sing “Happy Birthday” to his fifth table of the night. Ruby makes a mental note to suggest that they start asking for ID; surely this many people in Milwaukee, Wisconsin, were not born on the eighth of April. Somehow, the allure of free dessert brings out the worst in people.

As Ruby arrives at the expo station to garnish the plates for table thirty-three and crouches to brace herself before hoisting the oversized black tray with her left hand, another server asks if she can check on their booth, as it’s been over five minutes since they’ve received their entrees and the server is too deep in the weeds to make it over. Ruby nods and adds it to her mental list of activities, in addition to running two cocktails for the swamped bartender and making sure her own guests are happy within her five-table section, in which every seat has been filled since the restaurant opened at four for dinner service.

She drops off the food, checks on booth five, runs two brandy old-fashioned drinks to a bar top, and swings by her section to drop off checks, process payments, and take orders before reentering the kitchen to take a frantic sip of her Diet Coke, which is now watered down from melted ice, yet somehow still gives her a jolt of satisfaction.

“I don’t know what I’d do without you, Windsor,” says Mason, one of the servers who has asked her for assistance several times on this busy Saturday night. “I don’t know what any of us would do.”

“Don’t sweat it.” She smiles and sets her drink down on the stainless steel employee table, pulling the towel out of her back pocket to wipe her forehead and rushing back out the kitchen door. “Coming out!” she yells, which is Server 101 when exiting any door during the rush. She promptly runs directly into a barback, who she knows is on his second shift. He is carrying a bus tub, overflowing with dirty dishes and remnants from uneaten dinners, which quickly slips from his hands and lands on the dining room floor, clinking the dishes together and splashing liquid in every direction.

Ruby takes a deep breath. If there’s anything she’s learned in the last decade, it’s patience. She bends down to help him clean the mess.

“It’s Connor, right?”

His face is crimson. “Yes, Ruby. I’m so sorry.”

“Everyone makes mistakes. Just remember, the out door is on the outside of the Mackie’s Supper Club sign. The in door is on the inside of the sign when you’re looking from the bar. That’s how I remembered when I first started.”

Connor’s shoulders drop, and he shakes his head. “Thank you for being so nice. People are really intense here.”

Ruby gives him a sympathetic smile. “Everyone is just concerned about making money, and sometimes they forget that we’re all human. Chin up, you’ll get the hang of it.”

She finishes placing the dishes back in his bus tub, and miraculously, only one of them is broken. She pats his shoulder and continues in the direction of her section. The bartender, Jace, gives her a tight-lipped nod, which is the closest thing to a thank-you she’s going to get from the arrogant prick for once again saving his ass during the rush.

Three hours later, Ruby is sitting in the manager’s office after running her nightly checkout and dumping all the crumpled bills out of her apron to organize the money she owes before calculating her tips. Tonight, she’ll walk away with a little over two hundred dollars, which is a nice haul for a Saturday night in April. She’s worked her way up from the three-night-a-week barback she was hired as, to a full-time server who basically gets her pick of the shifts thanks to her stellar performance.

It hasn’t been easy. Ruby’s only previous work experience was as a part-time cashier at the movie theater during her high school days. She worked two days a week and spent the entirety of her shifts letting her friends into R-rated movies and flirting with her boyfriend Riley, who insisted on spending hours drinking Mountain Dew and playing the arcade games in the lobby, both on Ruby’s dime. At eighteen, she was flattered that he wanted to spend so much time with her. At twenty-eight, she sees the situation a little differently.

“Coming with us to Mo’s?” asks Connor as he’s clocking out.

Jace, the bartender, chirps out a sarcastic laugh. “Ruby doesn’t associate with us unless she’s getting paid.”

She ignores Jace and turns to Connor, giving him a sympathetic smile. “I appreciate the offer, Connor, I’m just not a big drinker, and I value sleep too much. I’ve got a double tomorrow, and brunch shifts around here are no joke.”

Jace rolls his eyes and pulls his car keys from his front pocket, before patting Connor on the back. “Come on, new kid, you can ride with me.”

Ruby grabs her fleece jacket from the employee locker and zips it all the way up, as the winter cold hasn’t quite surrendered to spring in Wisconsin, and she has ten blocks to walk in socks and shoes that are still wet from the spilled bus tub incident. Luckily, there are a pair of unclaimed mittens in the lost and found box that have been there for months; she knows nobody will notice or care if they disappear. She mentally calculates how much she’d have to set aside from tips next week to afford some waterproof nonslip shoes as she exits the back door of the restaurant, saying goodbye to the closing shift cooks who are scrubbing grills and cleaning the fryers on her way out.

A Honda Civic full of servers gives a quick honk when Ruby enters the parking lot. The passenger-side window rolls down and Haleigh, one of her favorite coworkers, reaches her head out.

“Girl, I know you won’t come drink with us, but can we at least give you a ride home? It’s on our way!”

Ruby gives a polite smile before lifting her hand and saying, “I appreciate the offer, but I need the exercise!”

Haleigh laughs and shakes her head before the driver of the car peels out of the parking lot. Ruby knows a ride would get her out of the cold and off her tired feet, but she also knows it would make them feel obligated to offer her a ride after every shift, and that’s an awkward situation she wants to avoid. It’s hard enough turning down after-shift drinks with her coworkers five days a week, but it’s not nearly as difficult as it would be explaining herself to her parole officer if she got caught leaving a bar at two in the morning, three sheets to the wind.
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Chapter 2
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Ruby Windsor doesn’t believe in superstitions or omens. She doesn’t quite buy into there being an afterlife, and she certainly doesn’t support the idea of a divine, all-knowing power that decides everyone’s fate the minute they are thrust into this cruel world. Despite all of Ruby’s apprehensions regarding what cannot be explained, she is absolutely certain of the fact that nothing good in her life will ever happen on a Wednesday.

She got her first period, which bled through her white jeans, in front of the entire school during lunch. Her father died suddenly in the early morning hours. She was arrested and booked just before midnight. She was sentenced to an eternity in prison mid-afternoon. The pipes burst in her apartment just after dinner. It didn’t matter the time of day; it only mattered that the calendar said Wednesday. It was precisely why she told the manager at Mackie’s that she could work any day, any time, just not on that horrid day. Lucky for her, it was typically a slow day in the restaurant industry, and they easily avoided scheduling her. She spent that one day each week tucked into the twin-sized bed in the cramped bedroom of her minuscule apartment, watching Netflix and avoiding the outside world. One step beyond her front door on a Wednesday would risk adding yet another catastrophe to her growing list.

Just as Ruby selects a ’90s sitcom to binge in her never-ending attempt to get lost in a euphoric state of nostalgia, her phone vibrates on the nightstand beside her. She sets her mug of hot tea down and rolls her eyes as she tilts the phone screen to see the call is coming from Mackie’s.

“What’s up?” she answers.

“How’s my favorite server?” asks Dan, her general manager.

“Oh god.”

He laughs uncomfortably. “Look, I know your policy about working on Wednesdays, but—”

“But you’re still going to ask me.”

“Ruby, you know I wouldn’t be asking if I wasn’t in a completely desperate position. We are so short-staffed tonight, it’s ridiculous. You can be first cut; I’ll even help you do your side work. I’ll give you an extra shift meal to take home. There’s a party of twelve in the back room and you can take them by yourself.”

Ruby looks to her right at the oversized calendar taped to the outside of her closet door. Next week, she has to pay rent, utilities, her phone bill, and her victim’s restitution payment. This doesn’t leave much for groceries. She could really use an extra shift, especially if she’s guaranteed a large group.

She lets her exhale go on a little longer and louder than necessary, and Dan’s laugh tells her he understands.

“See you at three?” he asks hesitantly.

“You owe me, Dan,” she responds before hanging up the phone.

“You are a strong and capable woman, and you can do hard things.”

She shakes her head at the absurdity of saying affirmations out loud, a trick she saw in a TikTok video, in which the creator swore the practice was life changing. “That’s enough girl-boss for me today,” she mumbles, before reluctantly climbing out of bed and into the shower. Nothing bad can come from picking up an extra shift—no matter what day it is. Money is money.

Two hours in, she grabs her manager Dan by the shoulders and looks him dead in the eye.

“Never again, Dan. Never again will I pick up on a Wednesday. Don’t even fucking call to ask.”

She instantly regrets the harshness in her tone after realizing that this nightmare of a shift has been just as hard on him, if not harder because he’s the face of every issue in the restaurant, not just the ones in Ruby’s section.

He begins to respond, with sympathetic yet panicked eyes, before a short man with “Tech Squad” written on his hat interrupts them, thrusting a clipboard and pen toward Dan. “All right, I’ve got your POS system back up and running, but some of the equipment wasn’t covered under warranty, so I’m going to need a check before I leave.”

Dan’s eyes grow large when he sees the amount on the bottom of the bill.

“You need a check now? We’re in the middle of a rush!”

“Sorry, man, all independently owned restaurants are COD. We’ve just been burned too many times.”

Dan turns on his heels and storms into his office, retrieving the oversized business checkbook from the shelf above his computer. The technician sheepishly follows behind him.

“System’s back up! No more paper tickets!” shouts TJ, the kitchen manager.

The servers and cooks all applaud. The barbacks even join in—as if the POS system crashing affected them at all. Ruby exhales. Although the last few hours have been a shitshow since the computer system went down, at least it’s back up and running in time for her party of twelve, which should be arriving any minute. She barely had time to set up the back room for them, after cleaning and resetting from the book club who overstayed their three-thirty reservation. They only tipped ten percent, even though Ruby didn’t make a single mistake and even took the time to write a thank-you message on each of their to-go boxes. One of them went so far as to clasp both of her hands over Ruby’s and tell her how much she reminds her of her dear granddaughter, before leaving two crisp dollar bills, scattered on top of her thirty-three-dollar receipt. Compliments don’t pay the bills, lady.

She leans on the POS station on the end of the bar top to enter the order from her last remaining booth before she stops taking any tables for the rest of the night other than her big top. She feels a jolt of dopamine simply knowing the end of this horrific shift is in sight.

“Ruby Windsor?” She hears a voice from one of the barstools to her left. Her chest tightens when she recognizes a girl she went to high school with, one who wasn’t particularly kind to her. Play it cool, Ruby, don’t let it ruin your night.

“Oh, hey, Ariana, good to see you. What brings you to Milwaukee?”

Ariana doesn’t immediately respond. She’s entirely too shocked and pleased to see that Ruby Windsor is waiting tables at a supper club ten years after graduation.

“I’m visiting my fiancé’s family,” she responds, raising her left hand to display the obnoxious rock on her ring finger. “I didn’t realize you were . . . released.” The slightly smug smirk of satisfaction is nearly enough to make Ruby jump over the bar and smack it off her ridiculous face.

Ruby closes her server book, tucks it in her apron and takes a few steps toward her old classmate.

“I wasn’t released, Ariana, I escaped. Be a friend and don’t tell anyone you saw me,” she speaks in a low tone. The woman’s eyes grow wide before Ruby’s lips curl into a sly smile, and she winks. She continues walking without further conversation. She may be a felon, but at least she didn’t peak in high school like that miserable tart.

Her night takes a positive turn when she hands her last remaining booth their sixty-eight-dollar tab and the woman hands her a hundred-dollar bill and tells her to keep the change. It gets even better when her large party arrives and all twelve of them are business casual–clad men in their forties. As they are taking their seats, one of them lightly touches Ruby’s elbow before whispering, “Give me the entire check, no matter what these assholes say.” Jackpot.

She spends the next two hours giving her full attention to the party, which could not be a better group of men. Ruby has seen it all when it comes to male customers: the quiet ones, the rude ones, the handsy ones, the egotistical ones. These gentlemen are kind, funny, polite, and easy. Eight of them order steaks, all medium-rare. Two burgers, two meatloaves, no special instructions. All of them drink either domestic beer or whiskey. She wonders if they all work together but doesn’t want to spoil their jovial moods by bringing up the subject of work. Most of them have wedding rings, which normally are the guys who flirt the most, yet none of them act even remotely inappropriate with her. This is the group that all servers dream of having. A table of twelve adults, all drinking, all on one check. Ruby smiles as she enters the last round of drinks and sees the tab is nearing $1,300. Groups like this always tip at least twenty percent, so even with the lackluster gratuities she started her night with, she was going to end on a high note.

The man who spoke to her at the beginning gives her the universal signal to “bring me the check” by casually holding up his hand as if he were writing on it with the other. She nods and taps the side of her temple to let him know she got the message. When she brings the black leather check presenter to him, he doesn’t even look at the total before handing her his credit card. What a baller, she thinks.

The rest of his party begins, one by one, to notice as she brings him back his copy of the receipt and a pen, setting them both on the table in front of the man before thanking him for his business. Yells, groans, and friendly harassment spew from the lips of the rest of the group. A few of them get up to pat him on the back, while also voicing their displeasure that he paid for everyone’s dinner. Ruby smiles as they all give him a hard time.

“Let’s just thank this wonderful young lady for the outstanding service,” the man says, pointing to Ruby. Cheers, claps, and exclamations of gratitude fill the room. Ruby can’t contain her excitement. On nights like this, she loves being a server. She says her goodbyes to the men, clearing the last of their plates, and retreats to the kitchen to pour herself the Diet Coke she’s been dreaming of for the last two hours. She leans back on the server station and takes a glorious sip.

“You hit the jackpot with those hunks,” says Haleigh as she enters the kitchen, thumb pointing back in the direction of the private room. “I heard them stop Dan on their way out to tell him how much they loved having you as their server.”

“No special mods, no perverts, one check,” Ruby responds with a smug grin.

“You bitch!” Haleigh laughs, punching Ruby in the arm. “My last three tables have had toddlers, and the entire section is covered in cracker crumbs and chewed-up crayons.”

“You let them chew on the crayons?” Ruby asks.

“They ain’t my kids,” Haleigh replies with a shrug.

Connor, the barback, enters the kitchen with a boisterous “Coming in!” and Ruby swells with pride.

“You’re catching on, kid,” she tells him.

“Your party is all gone, want me to help you clean up the back room?” he asks.

“Nah, Dan said that’s my last table of the night, so I’m in no hurry, but I appreciate the offer. I’m going to use the restroom and then I’ll have it knocked out in no time.”

Ruby never really realizes how tired her legs and feet are during a shift until she takes her first bathroom break. Relief floods her body as she collapses on the toilet, kicking her feet out on the tile in front of her. She looks down at her black work shoes and shakes her head when she sees her black socks peeking out through a newly worn hole on the top of her right foot. With the extra money from her big group, she could get a new pair of shoes and a full cart of groceries. Her distaste for Wednesdays lessens a little with each dollar sign.

Ruby ties the black strings from her apron in a loop around her server book and stuffs it in her purse, tucked snuggly inside her employee locker. She is almost giddy as she returns to the party room to see what kind of money she has made from the group. Sometimes, when one person grabs the check, the rest of the party will throw assorted bills on the table for their server so they at least feel they are contributing something. She is pleased to see a folded twenty-dollar bill on the opposite end of the table, its corner tucked under a saltshaker. Since she is making so much extra money this week, she decides she may even use that twenty to buy herself a proper restaurant meal somewhere, a treat she rarely allows herself.

She makes her way to the corner of the table, where the lovely man who paid was sitting. The receipt and pen are still sitting exactly where she set them when she returned his credit card. The card is gone, but nothing else has changed. The receipt doesn’t have the tip field filled out or a signature. She hurriedly picks it up, thinking he may have accidentally filled out the customer copy, which happens quite often. The itemized copy is gone, and only the customer receipt remains under the merchant copy; its lines are also blank. He left without filling out the tip.

“No, no, no,” Ruby says in a panicked voice. She turns and sprints out of the restaurant through the front door and frantically looks in both directions. The men are nowhere to be found.

She storms back into Mackie’s in search of the hostess.

“Where is Liz? Did she take the reservation? I need the contact number.”

Dan the manager furrows his brow. “Why would you need a contact number?”

“They took the signed copy,” Ruby replies, hands on her hips, still out of breath from running through the restaurant.

Dan cocks his head to the side. “Ruby, you know the policy on that, I’m sorry.”

She laughs in disbelief.

“Yes, Dan, I know that when an old lady accidentally takes her signed copy of the sixteen-dollar receipt, we are shit out of luck on that two-dollar tip. This was a thirteen-hundred-dollar tab; it’s a little different.”

“Mr. Mackie would fire me on the spot if I let an employee contact a guest regarding a tip or lack thereof. I just can’t, Ruby. I’m sorry.”

“I’ve missed out on enough money in this restaurant from Mackie’s piece-of-shit friends stiffing me after he comps their food, never mind the fact that he won’t let us add gratuity to large parties like every other restaurant in America. I’ve kept my mouth shut. But this? This is ridiculous. I need that number.”

“Mackie will never allow it.” Dan shakes his head, staring at the ground to avoid the intensity of her gaze.

“Mackie can fuck right off!” she screams, Dan’s face turning pale before she gets the last word out of her angry mouth.

She doesn’t quite understand his reaction until she hears the kitchen door swing shut behind her and she spins to see her employer, Mr. Mackie, standing directly in front of it.
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Chapter 3
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Ruby rarely takes baths in her apartment because the tub is shallow, dingy, and faded, which only reminds her of all the other naked bodies that bathed in it before she signed her lease. The drain stop has calcium and rust built up around it, something she hasn’t bothered to tackle because she never planned on living there long. For nearly eight months, she has taken quick showers only out of necessity, as this wasn’t the kind of bathroom that promoted extended sessions of self-care. The begrimed tiles, loosely screwed-in towel bar, and a toilet seat that wiggles when she sits down, doesn’t exactly make for a room she wishes to spend any more time in than necessary.

Tonight, she clumsily squirts entirely too much body wash under the running water, and it foams up just like a bubble bath, disguising most of the tub’s unsavory qualities. She doesn’t have the energy or the ambition to remain standing in a shower; this will have to do. It’s a vast improvement from the night before, when she arrived home and fell backward on her bed. She passed out in her work clothes after hours of staring at the ceiling, too numb to cry.

When she got arrested, she knew there was always a chance she’d get caught. She was knowingly breaking the law; it was always possible her luck would run out. But, getting fired from the restaurant? Not even in the scope of possibilities for Ruby. She was early for every shift, always did her side work, helped other employees without being asked, and the customers loved her. She was an excellent server; being fired wasn’t something that dared to cross her mind, not even for a moment. Now, she’s lying motionless in her cramped bathtub, staring blankly at the dated faucet in front of her and wondering what the hell she’s going to do now.

Her phone lights up with another text from Haleigh. Not even her favorite coworker can break this funk. She no longer has an income. She no longer has a schedule, which is something she’s learned she needs to survive on the outside. Worst of all, she has no idea what her parole officer is going to say. Emily is a reasonable person, but she also has laid out very specific expectations for Ruby, and getting fired for telling her boss he can fuck off was not among them.

Moments after ignoring Haleigh’s latest text, there’s a pounding at Ruby’s apartment door. The loud rapping gives her a jolt to the heart, as she has been sitting in complete silence for what seems like hours. In her teenage years, she would have put on a sad track to listen to while she wallowed in self-pity. Tonight, she can’t manage the energy it would require to pick out a song appropriate for the occasion.

“Ruby, I know you’re in there, I just want to talk!” Haleigh yells from the hallway. Ruby recoils, thinking of her neighbors hanging on every word from the first visitor apartment 206 has seen in months. The walls are so thin, she can hear every food delivery, drug deal, and drop-in from the landlord that her neighbors receive. This is also how she knows she’s the only one on the second floor who has never been late on the rent in the last seven months.

Ruby reluctantly pulls the stopper out of the drain and stands to grab a towel. Haleigh is still knocking.

“Yeah, I hear you, I’m coming. Calm your tits.”

She hears a relieved laugh from the other side of the door. Ruby reaches for the hook installed over her door, grabbing the plush bathrobe she found on the clearance rack at Walmart after Christmas. She ties it snuggly around her waist and takes a deep breath before walking to the door, something she does in preparation for most human interactions these days.

“How do you know where I live?” she asks, without emotion, as she swings the door open.
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