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TEXT BY ANNE B. KELLY 

STORY

Ren was trespassing again in the 
Flora Sector. She shielded her 
eyes and looked up into the aqua 
sky and frowned. The silky va-
por trails were getting closer this 
time, feathery white cuts bleeding 
out overhead. She would have to 
work even faster. Even though 
the dome was sealed– minus a few 
chipped tiles a small figure could 
slip through here and there due to 
extreme weathering– the drones 
were still always silently in opera-
tion. She ducked under the heavy 
palms, the panels of her bio-camo 
dress adapting to the dewy green 
leaves and orange razor beaks of 
the tropical birds of paradise. As 
she moved, the darts and folds 
of the material morphed to their 
surroundings like liquid metal, an 
impenetrable military grade skin-
fiber which had cost her dearly on 
the black market. 

Swarms of neon robobees buzzed 
nearby, deliriously humming in 
unison as they traveled row by 
farmed row, their silvery heads 
brightly dusted with pollen. The 
dome was eerily quiet otherwise, 
with only the occasional punctua-
tion of spurting mist. Security was 
lax these days, they were lazily un-

aware of the powers of their own 
loot.

Parting the palms, Ren looked out 
over the endless crop of bloom-
ing iridescent orchids, an infinite 
chorus of fluttering, nodding white 
heads. She could almost hear them 
breathing. One of the few things 
the Orphanage had told her about 
her past was that her mother could 
speak in Plant. Maybe she had in-
herited something. Listening, wait-
ing for their symphonic message. 
Then again her personality was 
more stinging nettle. She could 
only hear white noise from her im-
planted earpiece.

She unsealed the terra holster from 
across her breastplate and removed 
the first slim white canister. Up-
rooting the iridescent orchid and 
separating the roots, she divided 
the fragile plant, slipping the stalk 
and waxy petals carefully into the 
amber liquid. Within seconds the 
plant would dissolve into a spar-
kling fine sediment swirling at the 
bottom, the key ingredient the van-
ity worshippers had pushed to near 
extinction before the government 
seizures. She sealed the container 
tightly and strapped it back into 

her holster and repeated this un-
til each was filled with the freshly 
contraband contents. The pattern 
of her dress shifted wildly, thread-
ing veins, ghostly and blooming. 

There was no time left. Her speed 
boots treaded swiftly on the shag 
of fallen leaves and damp moss as 
she wove her way back through 
the lush drapery, mutating and re-
fashioning like a chameleon on fire. 
Back to the loose octagonal tile 
she’d marked with the U-shaped 
stone. Back out to the cemented 
grey vertical world of dust and 
chaos and forgotten emails. She 
glanced behind her as she walked 
toward her bike. She fastened her 
helmet. 

It was hard to be an idealist in a 
manufactured world but her calling 
as a runner was as absolute to her 
as air. She was sure of her destiny 
with the biorebels. As sure as the 
golden Fibonacci spiral tattooed 
on her right arm, a mark there 
since before she could remember. 
As sure as the moons of her own 
fingernails. As sure as the delicate 
contents, for now, safely pressed 
against her chest.

As sure as the stars. 
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Collar by MurMur, Bracelet by Kenny Hwang
Choker by Kenny Hwang,  

Beaded body jewelry by Brunello CuCinelli
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Choker, stylist’s own
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Thigh high sequin stocking by Bella legs Choker and four-finger ring by Kenny Hwang


