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Preface
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We were warned, of course. Not in parables or prophecies, but in bureaucratic memos, in vanishing headlines, in the silences that crept into the cracks of polite conversation. You could call it a slow forgetting, or a deliberate erasure. Either way, it worked. History was edited down to its skeleton. Women were whited out like a printer’s correction strip, soft and final.

This book is not a warning. Warnings are for the salvageable. This is a residue. A trail of smoke after the building has collapsed. These stories are what remains when language splinters and law forgets who it was meant to protect. They are notes smuggled out of locked rooms, scratched into the underside of memory.

You may find them uncomfortable. That is not an apology.

Many of the women here have no names. Or they had names, but the names were changed by someone who thought he had the right to rename them. Some are mothers. Some are daughters. Some refused both. Some were never born at all.

You will notice, perhaps, a recurring absence. This is not by accident. Absence has a shape, a smell, a temperature. It leaves fingerprints. You are holding them now.

These are not stories of rebellion, not exactly. They are records of breath. Of breath held, breath stolen, breath remembered.

If there is a future beyond these pages, let it read us better than we were read.
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They say no story is told alone. Even the solitary ones are echoes—of voices overheard, of warnings ignored, of lullabies misremembered.

To the women who vanished without footnotes: you were the first authors.
To the mothers who whispered survival into soup pots and bedtime tales: thank you for the subtext.
To the archivists of the unspeakable, the smothered, the quietly dangerous: I see you. I listened. I borrowed some of your ghosts.
To those who taught me that silence is rarely empty, and language is rarely neutral—this book humbly proceeds in your shadow.

To the readers: thank you for not blinking.

And to the censors of the past, present, and inevitably, the future—your red pens were not as permanent as you hoped.
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Stories are not mirrors. They are windows—sometimes cracked, sometimes sealed shut with tape and warning signs. Occasionally, they open just enough to let something in. Or out.

What you are holding is a compendium of misfits. These are not heroines in the classical sense. They do not wait to be rescued. They do not clutch pearls or recite monologues about freedom. Most of them don’t even want to be remembered—only recorded, like weather patterns before a storm.

Each story is a pocket of speculative dust. A what-if wrapped in a when. The settings are fictional, but the truths are not. The systems might be exaggerated, but the mechanisms will feel familiar. That is not coincidence.

I have long believed that dystopias are not fantasies, but slow leaks. You wake up one morning ankle-deep in something you can no longer name. Then someone tells you it’s always been this way.

This collection is not an instruction manual, nor is it prophecy. It is a reckoning—a series of glances backward through a future that might already be happening. Read slowly. Look for fingerprints. The smudges may be your own.

— The Author
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1. The Womb Archive
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There is a place where they keep the wombs.

This is not metaphor, though one might wish it were. It is a government facility—low and wide, constructed from quarried salt stone that blushes under the false sun. The windows are one-way mirrors. From the inside, one sees the city flickering in and out like a memory. From the outside, only a reflection: clean, featureless, obedient.

The official name is The National Archive of Reproductive Histories. The citizens, as they often do, have made it more bearable: The Womb Archive. As if calling it that might soften the extraction. As if stories could be curated like bodies.

Revna Myles received her summons in spring. It arrived by post, folded into a square no larger than a communion wafer, printed on polymer that dissolved if handled too long. She read it slowly, once. Then again.

Notice of Transferal Authorization
By order of the Reproductive Continuity & Custodianship Act (ReConAct), Article 41-C, your biological reproductive system has been deemed of archival value.
Date of Retrieval: May 3, 9:00 a.m.
Facility: Sector 8, Unit 3
You are advised to fast for twelve hours. Emotional supplements will be provided at discharge.
There was no line for refusal. No checkbox marked NO. Consent was, like most things in Revna’s country, presumed.



She dressed carefully that morning. Braided her hair into a crown. Wore her mother’s blouse—peach linen, mended at the hem. She walked alone to the facility. Companions were discouraged. Witnesses, even polite ones, made the extraction less... efficient.

The waiting room was painted in a shade called Uterine Coral. A speaker emitted a soundscape of whale song, infant breath, and instrumental lullabies. There were no clocks. No magazines. Nothing to remind the visitor of time, or language, or culture—things that might lead one to remember choice.

A nurse with a dandelion tattoo and state-issued shoes handed her a glass of “preparation tonic.” It tasted of fennel and forgetting.

Revna’s name was called without inflection. She rose. Not because she was ready. But because readiness was no longer hers to determine.



The retrieval room was white—not the white of hospitals or cleanliness, but of sanctity. A legal white. A judicial white. At its center: a crescent-shaped bed. Overhead, an artificial sky mimicked a forgotten spring: dappled clouds, a sun that never moved.

The procedure was painless. That was the design: mercy, followed by vacancy.

Revna’s last clear image was of the nurse applying gloss to her lips. She wasn’t sure if it was for medical reasons or just for symmetry. There was humming in the background. The lullaby again.

When she woke, a slip of embossed parchment rested on her stomach:

Certificate of National Contribution
Contributor: Revna Myles
Archive No.: 1187B
Contribution Type: Biological (Ovum & Womb)
Status: Fully Archived
They handed her a small tin of dried rose petals, a token meant to signal grace. It smelled like old church altars and failed apologies.



Revna’s womb now floats in Drawer 1187B. She has seen it twice.

Citizens are permitted to visit their archived organs once per year—if they apply in writing and provide an acceptable reason. "Curiosity" is not approved. "Patriotic processing" usually is.

She wrote: To reflect upon the magnitude of my civic role in the National Restoration. It was approved within three hours.

The drawers rise five stories high. Each is chilled to memory-stasis temperature. Revna was assigned a guide: a young woman with gray gloves and the expressionless courtesy of those who’ve been warned never to smile around the archives.

Drawer 1187B slid open with a hiss.

Suspended in fluid that shimmered like seawater under moonlight, Revna’s womb appeared smaller than expected. Pale, curled, preserved. Beside it, a plaque:

ARCHIVE ID: 1187B
PROPERTY: REVNA MYLES (FORMER CITIZEN)
FERTILITY INDEX: 7.6
RETRIEVAL STATUS: VOLUNTARY-COMPLIANT
CONDITION: STABLE / DORMANT
RECALL STATUS: CONDITIONAL
She did not cry. That, too, had been removed.



The stories began as whispers. One said the Archive hummed at night. Another claimed that if a woman pressed her ear to the drawer, she could hear not her own heart, but something older—ancestral, warm-blooded, disobedient.

Some said the fluid itself was psychic. That it didn’t just preserve tissue, but stored impressions. Regret. Resistance. Dreams.

Revna dreamt of water: long red rivers and smooth white stones. A voice reciting her grandmother’s name backwards. Of girls running barefoot, no one telling them when to bleed, or why.

But she said none of this. Dreams were now considered subversive data. To dream was to imply the state had missed something.



Years passed. Her tax credits arrived on time. Her apartment was reclassified as a Non-Maternal Unit. She stopped receiving birthday mail from the Social Sentiment Ministry.

Each spring, Revna applied again to see her drawer. In the fifth year, her application was returned stamped:
VISITATION REVOKED. ASSET CLASS: IRRETRIEVABLE.
There was no explanation.

A neighbor—older, with rusted hair and sharp teeth—told her the Archive was full now. New retrievals were stored in vaults beneath the mountain. The drawers had been sealed. The names removed. The plaques melted down for medals.



Revna now keeps her certificate in a hollowed-out book. Sometimes she reads it aloud—not to herself, but to the silence. To whatever might be listening.

She writes letters she never sends. Small stories. Invented daughters. Lost sisters. A girl named Mena who runs through cornfields with stolen seeds stitched into her pockets.

She tells no one. But sometimes, when she’s walking alone near the Archive, she feels something shift under her ribs—like a ghost kicking softly against memory.

They took the womb.
They indexed the flesh.
But not everything could be filed.
Some things refused.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

2. Daughters of the Dust-Law
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In the beginning, there was the Dust. Not the mythic dust of deserts or abandoned chapels, but the sterile, sanctioned kind—coded, catalogued, and distributed by decree. It was not blown in by wind but delivered by drones, in calibrated puffs no larger than the hush of a breath. It settled into the skin like guilt. It clung to lashes and the webs of fingers. It had a scent: synthetic rosemary and the peppery tang of old soil.

The women were told it was medicine. Fertility dust, they said. For cleansing. For compliance. For continuity. The pamphlets were illustrated with stylized daughters: cherubic, pale, identical. Their hair was parted precisely in the center. Their eyes were wide with obedience.

But the women of Province N-6 knew the truth. They had always known. The Dust was not for healing. It was for remembering. It contained traces of bone ash, dried blood, pollen scraped from flowers that no longer grew. Each grain was encoded with a name, a loss, a law. Each inhalation was a communion with the vanished.

Every Thursday, just before dusk, the Daughters gathered. They wore robes dyed with pigments ground from the same Dust. The color shifted in the light: sometimes rust, sometimes mauve, always a kind of bruise. Their meetings were illegal, of course. All gatherings of more than two women were, unless sanctioned for reproductive ritual or economic productivity.

They met in the ash-ruined greenhouse once used to cultivate compliance orchids. Now, the vines had withered into whispers. But the floor still held warmth from somewhere below. They called it The Hollow.

The oldest of them, Mother Elsye, remembered the time before Dust. Before the Law. She had once taught poetry in the capital, wore lipstick the color of ripe fruit, and had fallen in love twice—once legally, once not. Now she walked with a cane carved from the bone of a miscarried elephant. Her voice was brittle silk. But when she spoke, the air shifted.

“The Dust keeps records,” she told them. “We are the pages. We are not erased.”

The Daughters listened. Young, old, middling. Some wore their compulsory braids; others had cut their hair in quiet rebellion. Some had been sterilized without notice. Others had volunteered, believing the state’s promise of rebirth. All bore the Dust.

Among them was Rilah, who had never spoken aloud. Not once, not even as a child. They said she had swallowed a moth the day she was born, and it had stitched her voice into her spine. But her silence carried weight. She was the Keeper.

The Keeper’s duty was sacred: to collect the names from the Dust. Each Daughter offered her share of breath into a clay vessel. Rilah would take it, heated by ember and ritual, and listen. She claimed the Dust spoke in vowel and pulse. She wrote the names on bark strips soaked in moonwater. She buried them beneath the Hollow.

“We feed the archive,” said Mother Elsye. “So one day, the soil remembers us.”

The Law, of course, forbade all this. Not just the meetings, but the idea of memory itself. History had been condensed into approved phrases: Progress is Peace. Fertility is Freedom. Silence is Safety. Anything else was deviation. Deviants were relocated.

Three months into the season of dry lightning, a patrol drone hovered too low over the Hollow. It recorded heat signatures. The next morning, the ground quivered. A hole opened in the center of the greenhouse floor—neat, surgical. Rilah was gone.

The Daughters did not scream. They did not run. Instead, they stood in a circle around the hole and sang. The song was not melodic. It was made of exhales, of words remembered by the body rather than the tongue. The Dust rose from their skin in swirls. One by one, they emptied their lungs into the clay vessel, and the Keeper’s task became collective.

They carved her name into bark: RILAH. KEEPER. STOLEN. NOT FORGOTTEN.

And they buried it.

The next week, the Dust shipments stopped. No explanation. No ration notices. Just absence. Without the Dust, fertility numbers dropped. Compliance ratings fell. Officials whispered of rebellion, but no proof surfaced. The Daughters smiled, faintly.

Something had shifted.

They began planting. Not sanctioned seeds, but those carried in teeth, stitched into hems, tucked into the corners of old recipe books. Red millet. Wild poppy. Unauthorised beans. Plants that remembered how to resist.

Soon, the Hollow bloomed again. Not orchids, but hardier things
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