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The blue in her hair was wearing out showing her natural dark brown color at the roots. Not that she had a full head of hair in the first place, but the pixie cut she wore flipped over the worst of the burn scars. Her eyes were a pale green, like when a plant was getting by on barely enough water. She barely had any silver flakes in them either, which made her stand out as an oddity. The girl was wearing her cyber gloves too, not afraid to show off the three generation old tech her sister had given her. 

"Not tonight, Cara," Roma said as her grin spread from ear to ear. He shut the door behind him to the flophouse he rented a room in and turned away from where Cara sat on her calves.

"Oh come on, Roma!" she protested and stood up. A twitch of her feet and she hopped up as the wheels on the bottom of her boots rotated ninety degrees. She rolled up beside him and added, "Something big's going down, isn't it? Roxie told me to stay home tonight."

"You should listen to your sister, she knows what she's talking about," he said while he converted his wheels one foot a time. "Anyway, I'm just going to the port salvage yard to see if I can score anything."

"You're blowing oil," she challenged.

He finished his second boot and spun to face her. "Look, Cara, not tonight, okay? If your sister told you stay home and you come out with me, I'm in trouble with her. Pissing off a mid-list bounty hunter isn't my idea of a good time."

"She won't find out!" Cara protested.

He ignored her and went on. "What happens to me if something happens to you? You get a cut that's going to need medicine or it will fester and you'll end up losing a chunk of yourself. You're in good shape still, no tech in you. You should hold on to that."

She snorted and held her hair up to show the scarring on the side of her head and ear. "Yeah, because flesh is so much prettier."

"It is. It's real."

"Synthetic is real too, you know. You can even feel it."

"Not like it's real. Just touch. Pressure. Not warm or cold or soft or hard," Roma said. "That's why I'm saving my credits for a ride off this ruined shithole of a planet instead of modding up."

"Aluzia's not that bad," Cara said. "We live good here in Domeopolis."

He shook a finger at her. "See, even that sucks. Domeopolis? In the hundred years since they build this place they couldn't come up with a better name for it?"

"Does the name matter? It saves us from what happened outside."

"Does it really?" he smirked. "What if I told you what happened outside is done and over."

She gawked at him and then asked, "What? How? The great wars... they called it multiple extinction level events. Radiation and firestorms and nothing left alive. Nothing could survive that."

He waved his hand. "All that shit ended a long time ago. Stuff is growing out there, Cara. Grass, weeds, flowers, tree—"

"Flowers?"

He stopped and nodded. "Yeah, flowers. Not, like, big pretty ones like you see on the streams, but wildflowers."

She gasped. "You're going out there!"

"No, I'm no—"

"You are!" she almost sang the words. "You're going salvaging outside!"

"Shut up!" he hissed at her and looked around. "I am not. Nobody gets out, you know that. Only way is up the elevator to the spaceport."

"If that's true, why are you so worried someone's gonna hear me?" she continued to tease him.

"Because I don't want the attention," he snapped. "And it's against the law to go outside! You know that."

"Practically everything's against the law but we do it anyhow," she said. "Who's going to stop us? The police stopped caring fifty years ago and then another ten years later most of them got fired. Only ones left do desk jobs and give jobs and rewards to the bounty hunters."

"Yeah, well, people still care about that one," he said. "Last thing I need is someone hearing you and thinking I'm doing it."

"Going outside?"

"Cara, I swear..."

She laughed and skated around him. "Roma, relax. It's almost curfew and practically everybody's inside already. Only the cleaning bots are out or people that have licenses. Well, that and probably some others too, but those types will mind their own business."

"Is that right?"

"That's what Roxy says."

He sighed and distracted himself by loading a fresh cartridge into his smoker. He put it to his lips and pulled on it, drawing in the vapor and letting it curl in his lungs. A few seconds later after he felt the warmth spread in his chest he let his breath out. "Please, Cara? Go home. I gotta make a score tonight to have a place over my head tomorrow but I can't do it if you're with me. I won't risk it."

Cara waved the faint vapor he’d exhaled out of the air in front of her and said, "You're not supposed to be out after curfew either, you know.”

"Yeah, but I know how to get around and what to look out for. I'm not getting cleaned," he said with a knowing smile. The drug in the cartridge was tickling the base of his skull and spreading rapidly, triggering his synapses and making his thoughts speed up.

She smiled at the term. Getting cleaned had nothing to do with hygiene, it meant being spotted and identified by a cleaning bot. Then a warrant was put out and a bounty hunter would show up sooner or later.

"Cara? I need to know, either I'm going or I'm not,” he said. He held up his smoker for effect and added, “These cartridges aren’t cheap, I need to be on the move while it’s still in me.”

She pouted and crossed her arms across her bare midriff. "You suck."

He smiled at her. "Never tried it, but if the price was right..."

She grimaced and said, "Eww! You better not."

He laughed. "We good then?"

"Closed circuit," she agreed.

He grinned. "Great, thanks. If I can, I'll bring you back something?"

"From out— sorry. From you-know-where?"

He rolled his eyes. "Give it a rest, kid."

"Who you calling a kid? You're, like not even two full years older than me!"

"Yeah, well, that's old enough," he said. “Old enough for me to get a salvaging license and for me to buy brain-boosters.”

Cara crossed her arms again. "Fucking laws are stupid."

He waved and pushed off to get moving before he engaged the motors on his boots and was soon racing down the roads. He soon left the Shamrock Heights district he and Cara lived in behind and raced across town as fast as he dared on the electric-powered wheels on his boots. A little over half an hour later he rolled up on the starport salvage yard, just as he’d told Cara. He disengaged the wheels and dropped down on the now flat bottoms of his boots.
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