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“Shay, come down!”

She sat on her bed, turning up the music in her head to full volume.

“Shay, right now!”  
Her mother’s screech vibrated through the supposedly sound proof walls.  Shay sometimes thought that her mom’s newest technological marvels couldn’t even keep up with herself.  She sighed, flicking her power sources off.  Any second now, Helper would start buzzing.  As predicted, the little robot whizzed around the chrome colored shelves, blinking rapidly.

“Shay, you’re mother is not happy,” the AI stated quite obviously, talking fast in a metallic monotone.  “She is upset about your failing grade.”  Shay swatted the annoying ball of metal away.

“I’m coming,” she grumbled, opening a panel of her reinforced glass floor.  She jumped into the hole, and landed neatly onto the sofa.  Her mom glared, tapping her fingers on the arm rest, and sitting comfortably on a hover seat in the middle of the living room.  Shay blinked against the sparkling silver outfit and frosty makeup she had on.  They reflected off the mirrored walls with shimmering, metallic blue sheen, and nearly blinded her.  (If blinding were possible anymore)

“What does this tell me?” her mom asked icily, waving a digital copy of her grades in one perfectly manicured hand.

“My grades,” Shay stated, raising an eyebrow.  She secretly felt a smug satisfaction that her mom couldn’t do the same anymore—not with all those procedures to her face.

“Yes,” she replied, gritting her glistening white teeth together.  “And please elucidate me on why they are lower than perfect.”  Shay pressed her lips together, shaking her head.  School, sky jumping, and holographic modeling had taken all her energy these days.

“This is unacceptable,” her mom began, getting up to walk around the room. 

“You failed this test in psychology.  You failed it.  Do you know what this means, Shay?  You are not number one, therefore you are last.  The only option is to be number one, and this shall not happen.”  
She stopped in front of her daughter, her violet eyes flashing.  Shay felt an unfamiliar emotion bubbling under the surface.  This un-named tension had recently showed up whenever she was near someone, including her mom.  She didn't know what to make of it.

"Well, too bad," she found herself saying, narrowing her own eyes.  "There's not much I can do, is there?"  

Her mom stiffened, replying in a curt voice, “Your father will discuss this with you, young lady.  Dan, come here this instant!"  Her dad shuffled in, bleary eyed from work.

"May, calm down honey," he tried to say, interrupting himself with a big yawn.  "I'm sure Shay will do better.  After all, there's no excuse."  

Her mom glared, shooting daggers.

"You are useless!" she spat, waving him away impatiently.  He shrugged before lumbering off to bed.  Shay stared after him with a flare of sudden heat rushing past her heart.  Her mother smoothed the non-existent wrinkles on her clothes,

"This is our world, Shay," she tried again in a lower but still ice-hard voice.  When had her mom become so dethatched?  Shay thought hard to a time where it was just the three of them—laughing around and having a good time.  To her horror, she couldn't remember any.  Shay got tugged hard into the present as the person in front of her spoke.  

"This is my world.  We are all equal now--we represent perfection."  She forced Shay to look at her, and what was left behind that plastic frightened Shay beyond words.  She looked away, afraid to stare into the grotesquely changed face for too long.  This was no longer the role model she loved.  Something alien had consumed her, and -turned her into this robotic, cold-hearted monster.

"I created all this," the creature called May said, laughing mirthlessly.  "Our empire is perfection--we cannot lower the standard.  All those people out there are a replica of me.  See, Shay?  We are equal now, in every way.  Society is completely flawless, and the beauty of this is that every single person grows blissfully ignorant.  Isn't it so much better to just be?"  She watched her daughter's reaction with expressionless eyes. 

"This is Utopia dear, and you must accept that.  They look up to the beautiful and talented Shay as much as they look up to me, the creator.  Perfection is not to be strived for.  It's to be expected, and indeed you must be perfect.  You will be number one and nothing less."  Shay blinked, feeling more disorientated.  Something inside her suddenly snapped and she couldn't take it anymore.

"You hypocrite!" she screamed, knocking over the coffee table.  The glass cups shattered into a million diamond pieces, bouncing on the floor erectly before skidding to a halt.  Her mom's face did not change throughout this scene, yet for some reason that made madder.  Shay finally realized what she was feeling: a powerful, intense anger that washed her vision red.  

"You're a monster!" she accused, jumping up wildly.  

"All these schemes to change the world--it worked so wonderfully, right?  Everyone are brainless Barbie dolls, but I'm your perfect angel?  I'm number one?  Have you thought about the pressure you put on me?"  
Shay sobbed, her throat constricting.  She pushed her way into the dusty staircase that was all but forgotten, and climbed the ancient steps.  She wouldn't rely on the devil's technology.  Not anymore, not ever.  Shay collapsed into her room, ignoring the loud alarms that rang in shrill, continues screeches.  The metal furnishings were cold, empty, and bare.  Suddenly, she couldn't be in her room anymore.  It had no soul, no personality.  She rushed madly to the electronic curtains, ripping it off in one swift motion.  Her mother was right.  There below her house, the neighbors all milled around.  They were greeting each other, having meaningless conversations.  They were still different--mixed races, hair color, and height.  

But for every tan and porcelain face she glimpsed, every pair of green of brown eyes she found; they all had that glazed, frozen over smile.  She noticed other small details too-- they walked the same way, they wore the same clothes, and worse:  Each face seemed to reflect the likeness of her mom.  She sagged onto the floor, utterly spend.  She had to be perfect in this world, this mad world her mother had created, and dragged society into.  Shay stood up, trembling.  She was going to run away; see this town with fresh, outside eyes.  But just as her resolve hardened, it might have turned too late. 

The door burst open, followed by two armed security guards.  The blue uniforms stated they were police-bots: emotionless, lightening-quick, and hard as iron.  They grabbed her forcefully.  Shay kicked, screamed, and struggled, but it was no use.  Her mom stood there with a hint of sadness for the first time that night.

"It's for your own good," she promised, searching her daughter's eyes.  They flashed with raw hurt.  Shay had never felt so betrayed in her life.  But after the Medic slipped some morphine into her system, she couldn't feel anymore.  Darkness swooped down thickly, erasing her from existence for the shortest, sweetest while.

May paced back and forth in the waiting room.  When she realized her old habits were coming back again, she scowled and forced herself to sit.  You've changed, she reminded herself fiercely.  But a little note in her head nagged at her persistently.  Was this right? Can I somehow become more inhuman by making this decision? 

She blinked back to the present as the hospital fiend advisor came out.

"The nanobot operations went along smoothly," he said, rubbing his temple in exhaustion.  The old Medic stuck on another adhesive energy patch before continuing.  

"I did advise against this, but thankfully Shay is alright for now.  We're not sure how her brain will recover, and it will take several weeks of intensive neurological therapy for the required effect."

"It doesn't matter," she snapped, locking all her walls back into place.  

"Is the specified memory erased from her thoughts forever?"

The Medic sighed, nodding wearily.

"It is as blank as it will ever get, but with these things we just don't know.  What happened tonight could reappear in her memories years from now.  To answer your question rather blandly, yes, this particular memory is gone.  You may see her now."

She brushed past the fiend advisor, hesitating in the doorway.  Shay looked so small and fragile.  May felt a pang in her chest, but ignored it.  She concentrated on her daughter, the flutter of chocolate brown hair as she breathed, and the soft sheets moving in rhythm.

Shay woke up with her very anxious mom, hovering over the bed uncertainly.  

"Mom?" she asked softly, trying to sit up.

"Not now, honey," Her mom replied, gently pressing her back down.  Shay looked up at the face she knew so well, yet not at all.  Her mom seemed so vulnerable at that moment; frail like a baby bird.  A single tear ran down her cheek, and plopped onto the sheet.

"Mom, don't cry.  I'm okay.  What happened?"

"A horrible accident happened.  Oh honey, are you fine?  Do you remember anything at all?" she asked, sniffling slightly.  Shay nodded earnestly, though there was a disturbing thought tugging at the corner of her consciousness--just out of reach.  Of course, that could be nothing.  

Her mom's face suddenly closed up.

"Darling, do you need anything?  Water, sleep tablets, electronic journal?"  

She spoke briskly, and professionally.  Shay shook her head.  She had a feeling that something big had just happened.  Something she didn’t quite understand.  

"When you have fully recovered, you need to make up a test, train for sky jumping finals, and go on a holographic model tour with me, okay?  Next week I'll take you to the Islands for a vacation we’ve all been dying to get."  Shay nodded, smiling.  Life was perfect.
