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You can’t stop progress. Sure, once upon a
time I was an idealistic college student bent on changing the world
one molecule at a time. I thought getting a degree in genetics
meant that I could save the world through science.

 

Then I joined the real world.

 

The real world doesn’t care about your ideals
or your dreams. The real world cares about profits, and if you
spend enough time in that world, that’s what you start to care
about as well.

 

That’s how I ended up as the chief plant
geneticist for Genetix Inc, global superpower of genetically
modified crops. And like it or not, we were a superpower with the
ability to crush anyone who opposed us.

 

Today we had a press junket. I always hated
having to put on the fake smiles for the press when they toured the
facility, but it came with the job. I was close to a breakthrough
with a self-pollinating soybean plant I had been working on for
months, and the last thing I wanted was to waste time schmoozing
with the self-important talking heads of the press.

 

Our head of PR waltzed the four reporters
through my lab. I tuned out her drone of “changing the face of
science today,” “creating new, more efficient crops,” and “feeding
the world.” I glanced up and answered questions when prompted, but
beyond that I ignored them. I was far too intent on mixing the
various compounds that would one day lead to the self-pollinating,
super prolific plant I was hoping for.

 

I knew the group was fair more interested in
talking with the tall blonde with her perfect, slender body than me
anyway. I was the kind of girl that got described as “thick” or
“curvy” if people were feeling generous. I was far too accustomed
to disappearing into the background when people like our
model-esque PR queen were around.

 

The group filed out of the room, leaving me
with silence and peace and I found myself getting lost in my work.
Hours passed and I did little more than pause for a few brief sips
of water. The other workers had cleared out hours ago, leaving for
families and home lives that I didn’t have.

 

I was preparing to mix two fairly volatile
compounds to test a theory when a voice only inches away from my
ear asked, “What are you mixing up now?” Startled by the sound in a
seemingly empty room, my hand jerked and I ended up pouring the
full dose from vial A into vial B, instead of the few drops I had
intended.

 

Neither vial contained anything dangerous or
toxic to humans, so I carefully put the ruined experiment down and
whirled around to face the intruder. One of the reporters stood
there, looking mildly amused at my surprise and annoyance. Despite
my irritation, I couldn’t help but notice how cute he was. Dark
hair fell in soft waves around his face and piercing blue eyes
stared at me with an appraising look. He glanced at the vials on
the table and then turned his attention back to me. “Making more of
your frankenplants to destroy nature?” he asked.
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