NEUROGARDEN by Bryon Vaughn
EXCERPT

Settling into a location near the bottom of the dome, the zone transitioned to red. She pointed
toward the red node, and up popped Henry Alan Foster's mugshot, coupled with his current location.
The crowd murmured, their faces masks of disbelief.

"What say we send the authorities to pick up Mr. Foster?" Brenna outstretched her arms with her
hands giving a "thumb's up" sign as if to ask for the crowd's approval, answered by a rise of clapping
and a smattering of cheers. At that moment, Jenny saw how much Brenna enjoyed being not only the
center of attention, but the person with all the power. It was a look she had seen earlier in Brenna's
office, but in the moment she’d thought it was a look of infatuation, or perhaps love. Now, however,
it was clear to Jenny that Brenna relished control more than anything else.

Brenna scanned the viewers at The Podium glass. "Or should we send a bullet?"

The crowd roared its approval, and with that, Brenna turned her thumbs downward as she nodded
to her engineer. After a few taps, and about ten seconds, the mugshot of Henry Alan Foster
disappeared from the dome and the room erupted in resounding approval.

Jenny watched Brenna bask in the glow of this moment, and while she was still in awe of the
majestic raven-haired figure before her, her stomach lurched as if she were dropped out of an airplane.
At this moment she wanted nothing more than to be wrapped in Leo's strong arms and to forget this

whole day happened.



