
Jacklyn, Hive, Ocelot and I make the fresh meat run 
suicides across the length of Doctorow Park. The other 
users working the site make it even more interesting. They 
are de facto moving obstacles, hard at work carrying 
rubble across the park in old-school wheelbarrows. The 
redev crew curses at the skaters, whose split-second 
course corrections allow the girls to avoid collisions and 
additional bruises. 
As the founders of Moon Patrol, we just sit back and 
recover from our own workout. My smart clothing continues 
its reclamation cycle, wicking out my sweat and fi ltering it 
into potable water. It’s no big thing. Where do you think 
your drinking water comes from out here?
“This is a cool space,” says Jacklyn. “We should take it 
over.” Hive and I shrug at each other and ping “crazy 
girl” icons. “No, seriously!” she says, pouting. I sip t-shirt 
water from a plastic tube embedded in the collar. “We 
could double our MRCZ membership, get some fans to 
gift us supplies, and dominate.”
That’s when the Marketeers show up in their black helmets 
and mouse ears. A whole show of force, led by an 
amazonian blank with cold, hard eyes and a mane of 
bright green fi ber optics. Mick-EE scowls. “What are you 
doing in our practice space?” she asks, eyes glaring into 
our souls and trying to burn out our keys.
Hive is the biggest girl in our group, and she’s almost a 
head shorter than Mick-EE. “What do you mean your 
practice space? Doctorow Park is public space.” I’m no 
shaper, but I can see the fury she’s only just managing to 
bottle up. Hive’s a bruiser, fast and terrible on the track, 
and she’s itching to put some hurt on the amazon. Mick-EE 
has been after her for the past season—not to make her 
MRCZ better so much as to make ours worse.

The blank smirks and squirts us a document. “Read it and 
bleed it, girls. Who do you think contracted this recycling 
MRCZ to turn the park into a skating track?” I scan the 
document and see that she’s telling the truth. A contract with 

Wrekkin’ Krewe to redev Doctorow Park. Being recyclers, 
the Krewe is pretty fl ush with fl ow and has access to 
several public spaces. 

We leave in a rage, returning to the dismantled cargo 
shuttle we use for our own pathetic practice space. I ping 
the others for an all-hands meeting. Not everyone is there 
physically, but those who aren’t log into our private chat 
room. Of course, the meeting starts with crazy talk. 

“We could contract Vulterror—” Ocelot chimes in before 
I can stop her. I grimace. I know what comes next.  The 
suggestion of deathing the Marketeers throws the meeting 
into chaos. Everyone pings their own preferred method of 
death for Mick-EE: Hive says gyrojet to the face, Jacklyn 
thinks they should be pushed in front of a tram, Ocelot is 
in favor of spacing them. 

“We are not a wetworking MRCZ. We are not deathing 
our rivals. Meeting adjourned!” I key the juice in my skates  
to “on” and make for the exit. I need to clear my head.

The next day, Hive and I are eating dumplings when 
this guy walks by, all mobbed out and wearing a slick 
suit. We look at each other and ping the same message. 
“Negotiator.” I open a channel to user Benson Butler and 
invite him over. I notice his fl ow is hovering around 17 
and keeps fl uctuating up and down a point at a time. 
He doesn’t stop, but he pings back, “Busy. What do you 
need?” I explain the situation as fast as I can. 

“You want to contract a match with Mick-EE?” I ping back 
an affi rmative. “Terms?” he asks. He pings Mick-EE before 
I can fi nish my thought. He’s opened up a negotiation 
channel without missing a beat.

I squirt our terms to the channel, “If the Marketeers can 
beat us, we’ll give them our best player.” Hive gives me 
a WHAT? look and I can feel her brain hovering over the 
frownie function. “And if Moon Patrol wins, we get the 
Doctorow Park space.”

Benson the negotiator goes to work for us. Seconds later 
the contract comes in, with Mick-EE and the negotiator 
registered as signatories. I sign it as well, not waiting for 
Hive to convince me otherwise. As Benson closes down 
the private channel, I notice that his fl ow jumps a few 
points. 

Hive looks at me like 
she’s going to rage quit 
Moon Patrol. “We should 
schedule some extra 

practice time,” is 
all I say.
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