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For Mom








Libby™ is a shining star whose generous heart brings joy wherever she goes! She can find the silver lining in every cloud and turn every frown into a smile. Always chipper, cheerful, and sweet, Libby™ makes the perfect friend.

Libby™ Basic Kit comes with one Generation 4 Libby™, Libby’s Music Box™, digital copies of A.I.Cademy Girls™ seasons 1–5, and two starter outfits.

Additional outfits, replacement parts, and Grumpus the Tortoise™ sold separately.









CHAPTER 1

ACTIVATION

My mom saved the clothes I was born in. I asked her once why she bothered, when they were the same yellow T-shirt and jeans with floral decals that every Libby comes with. She said it wasn’t the same, because these were mine.

I checked with some of the other kids who had Noras for moms to find out if they’d done the same thing, and mine’s the only one. That’s okay with me. I kind of like that Mom’s a little different; it makes her my mom, not just another Gen-4 Nora.

Here’s what the side of Mom’s shipping carton says: Nora is a creative free spirit who finds inspiration in every moment and a work of art in every smile! Noras are usually kind of moody, too, and my mom definitely fits the pattern. That’s why Dr. Bhanjee recommended a cheerful model like Libby for her in the first place.

I didn’t know any of this stuff when I was activated. All I knew was that suddenly, pop, I existed, and a million little start-up programs started going at once, pouring words and concepts and basic motor functions into my head.

Mom was hugging me when I powered on, so my first second of awareness was in her arms. I guess she picked up somewhere that it helps with the bonding process, but in my case, it mostly just scared the heck out of me. The first conscious thing I ever did was yell and push her away. I don’t remember my first words. I was still unzipping language files, so it was probably some kind of basic error message.

“Sorry!” Mom said, letting go. My eyes whirred as the brand-new irises came into focus. I looked her over. She was tall and thin, with platinum-blond hair down to her shoulders.

“Inishullizing,” I slurred. “Shecking files.”

Everything was getting dumped into my brain all at once. The feel of the air on my face. The bedsprings under my butt. Music. What an elephant was. Everything.

“Sure, sure,” Mom said, backing away. “Take your time, honey.”

I stood up. New plastic squeaked as my knees flexed for the first time. My mind was still fuzzy, but my legs seemed to work. I swung my arms. I wiggled my fingers. I flipped through the different lenses in my eyes.

I looked around the room. Hollow rectangular solid. Interior. Gravity detected. Setting local orientation. Let direction Y = “down.” Defining walkable surface. Analyzing irregularities. Shipping material. Gen-4 Nora (Adult). Unknown object 0000000001. Qualities: rectangular. Vertical orientation. Reflective. INITIAL VISUAL AUTODIAGNOSTIC FLAG TRIGGERED. Calculating pathing. Calculated.

Stepping around the me-size box lying on the floor, I walked to the full-length mirror.

A perfectly ordinary Gen-4 Libby (Adolescent) looked back at me. A self-recognition file unpacked, and there I was, me, in the mirror. I had a wide, friendly mouth, soft hazel eyes, and a light dusting of freckles. Later, I learned that market research found that the optional freckles that you could get with the Gen-3s tested well, so now they came standard. According to focus groups, they made me look “peppy” and “relatable.”

My hair was a bright lemon yellow with star-shaped white patches; my skin was Shade 4 (Cornsilk), like my mom’s; and I had flat, circular plates on the sides of my head instead of ears.

Ears? What are ears? I wondered, and that’s when my brain told me what humans were and that I was something else.

“Everything up and running?” Mom asked. She was forcing herself to sound cheerful, but her voice caught at the end. She spoke more softly. “Libby?”

I looked past the me in the mirror to the reflected room, decorated in ten kinds of pink, and to the woman sitting on the frilly cake of a bed, looking nervous and hopeful.

Then I looked back inside my head and discovered a read-only file filled with simulated childhood memories.

It started like this:

I am Libby (MAXWELL). The day I was first activated is my twelfth birthday.

I am a shining star whose generous heart brings joy wherever I go. I can find the silver lining in any cloud and turn any frown into a smile.

My parents are my (MOTHER)(NORA)(MAXWELL).

My best friend is (NO IMPRINTEE SET).

And after that came my life, in memory after memory that glowed with warmth and kindness. The time I helped a sad old man rekindle his Christmas spirit. The time I gave up the leading role in a dance recital for a shy but talented girl who just needed more confidence. In fact, I couldn’t remember one single bad thing I’d done over the course of twelve perfect years.

“Libby? You—you know who you are?” my mother asked.

“I know,” I said, and turned around.

I’d just met this woman, but my mind overflowed with her. Cookies she’d baked, damaged knees she’d kissed, the times I sat on her lap and painted as the two of us covered a canvas with bright, smeary colors. Memories of a little girl I’d never actually been.

“And I know you’re my mom and—and I love you,” I said, and realized it was true.

Mom pulled me into a bear hug. Her silky hair fell across my face, and I noticed it had white patches, too. Hers were shaped like blotches of spilled milk—or maybe paint?

Spark Marks, my brain unpacked. My Spark Mark lets me show off my own special way to be me!

Mom squeezed me harder, like she was worried I would push her away again, but this time, I knew what a hug was. I hugged her back.

“Oh, Libby,” she whispered. “I love you, too. I love you more than anything else in the world.”

Droplets of water rolled down her cheeks. Tears, said my object recognizer. Happiness (95 percent confidence), reported my emotional context subroutine. An efficiency optimizer noted that the ability to make tears added complexity to our design without being especially useful. But out of all these little programs, a mind was solidifying into me, and I wanted to cry, too—mostly from sheer relief. It’s terrifying being activated, with everything pouring in on you all at once while you’re not sure what anything is.

But I’d made it. All my systems were in order, I knew who I was, and the bond with my mother was fully established. I let her hold me, relishing it. I was awake, and alive, and I was a Libby, a shining star. I was safe, I was fine, and everything about me was perfectly normal.

As far as I knew.








Timid Giselle™ is scared of her own shadow—but she’s never afraid to face her fears! That’s because Giselle™ knows that looking deep in your heart and finding your courage is what real bravery is all about. That just might make her the bravest A.I.Cademy Girl™ of them all!

Giselle™ Basic Kit comes with one Generation 4 Giselle™, Giselle’s Security Blanket™, digital copies of A.I.Cademy Girls™ seasons 1–5, and two starter outfits.

Additional outfits, replacement parts, and Scaredy the Kitten™ sold separately.









CHAPTER 2

CALIBRATION

The chemical receptors in my nose came online, and I inhaled. I could smell the new paint, a shade of bright rosy pink that made the walls look like they were covered in frosting. They were even decorated with pink landscape paintings, each signed with a neat Nora M., depicting puffy cotton-candy hills underneath a rose-colored sky. It was a lot of pink on pink. Pink is my very favorite color! my brain suggested eagerly.

I plopped down on the bed and just sat for a while, downloading patches over public Wi-Fi and installing them while my mom fidgeted and waited for me to finish. It made me a little loopy. My internal clock kept trying to sync and getting an error message. Weird. What time zone was I in, anyway? I gave up and left it on the factory present of 01/01/2200.

My gaze drifted over to my nightstand.

“Mom? What happened to my music box? The one I got for my birthday? It’s always been on my dresser.”

“I don’t know, honey. Hold on.” She rooted around in my carton, which was still full of padding and packing peanuts. “Music box. Music box. Ooh, look, there’s another outfit in here!” She held up something shrink-wrapped and so blindingly pink it made the rest of the room look washed out.

“Music box… Aha!”

She split open a block of Styrofoam to reveal the snow-white music box. “There! I thought I was short one of your accessories. I must have missed it when I was unpacking you. Here, put it wherever you—oh!”

“Darn it!” I said as it slipped through my fingers and thumped to the carpet. “Ohhh, great. It’s not broken, is it?”

Mom picked it up and eased open the lid. A tinkly version of “The Blue Danube” began, and the tiny ballerina spun in place. “Looks okay to me.” She looked up, frowning. “Libby? What happened?”

“Just dropped it, I guess. Sorry, Mom. I’ll be more careful.”

“Well, just in case, we’d better go see the doctor and have her run a real diagnostic.”

“Mom! The drivers in my fingers haven’t even finished installing yet. Don’t worry about it.”

“Of course you’re not worried, Libby, you’re—a Libby. I’m a mom.” She smiled. She repeated herself, rolling the words around in her mouth like candy. “I’m a mom. I’m your mom! And worrying about you is your mom’s job. I’ll call school and tell them you’ll be late. You get your shoes on.”

My yellow high-tops with the puffy orange sunbursts on the side were buried under the packaging. The happy bunny goes around the tree and through the hole and… there!

“I just tied my shoes perfectly, Mom! My fingers are totally fine!”

“That’s nice, honey! Are you ready to go?”

My eyes fell on the box that still lay on the floor, and the cartoon me on the side beaming back agreeably. “Sure!”

From outside, our house was a pleasant blue-and-white bungalow, perched on a square of artificial lawn. Everything was coated with a thin, grungy layer of red dust. Past the edge of the lawn was more red dust, an endless desert of it under a yellow sky. It was crisscrossed by a grid of new-looking streets, but only a few other houses—most of the blocks were empty squares. The view was framed by two tall mountains, one on either side, and between them, a collection of shiny white buildings clustered together on the plain.

“Where’s this?” I asked, raising the particle shields in my eyes. “Arizona?”

“Mars,” my mom answered.

“Mars?” Technically, I was only for sale or use in the US and Canada. “Why are we on Mars? There aren’t even any people here.”

“Sure there are! I mean, not around here so much. They won’t even be able to breathe outside for years and years. But they planted those special cacti all over, and they’re engineered to make tons of oxygen.”

She pointed to the thick patch of bulbous, spiky plants clinging to the rocks at the end of the driveway. Farther out, a few stands of lankier cacti stretched up from the plain like stiff hairs.

“Right now, the administrators mostly work in the base in the center of town,” Mom said. “Including the doctor. So, c’mon, hop in and let’s get you checked out.”

She pointed to what I guess was her car, which was a boxy utility cart, not the minivan I had in my memories.

Mom drove us along smooth, empty streets, past block after block of cacti and dust, with the occasional bright pastel house on a square of neon-green fake grass. A lot of the houses looked empty, and some of them weren’t completed. About a half mile from the house, we reached the white buildings, which were made of shiny, brand-new-looking plastic with sleek sides and rounded edges.

“This is the commercial ring,” Mom said. “All the shops and restaurants and offices are here. That way, no matter where you live in the residential ring, it’s easy to just come to the middle when you need something.”

“So, this is where we buy stuff?”

“Mm… well, they’re mostly meant for humans. But they didn’t say we couldn’t use the empty buildings in the meantime, if anyone wants to sell anything… and if anyone gets any money.” Mom looked around. “Oh, look, Libby! Another kid!”

A girl my age—it would be a while before I saw any kid who wasn’t exactly my age—was riding along the sidewalk on a skateboard. She had lean, muscular legs and brown hair pulled back into a ponytail.

Robin (Adolescent), my brain registered. Sporty Robin is bursting with energy. No matter what challenges life throws her way, she’s ready to tackle them head-on!

A woman with curly red hair sat on a park bench next to another girl my age.

Izzy (Adult), my brain filled in. Miracle (Adolescent).

The Robin jumped off her board, twirled in the air, and landed facing the other way. She wobbled a little but stayed upright. A couple of spiky-haired boys clapped for her. They were robots, too. Mike (Adolescent), Mike (Adolescent). Sky Surferrz of Thun-Drr Playtime Action Palz.

“It’s so nice to see kids around town at last.” Mom sighed. “It’s been so quiet and lonely without you!”

“How… long have you lived here?” I asked. “These buildings don’t even look finished yet.”

“They’ve been working on them my whole life. That’s… almost two weeks.”

Something moved behind one of the darkened storefronts. I caught a glimpse of a tall figure dressed in a bulky yellow jumpsuit. Their head was covered by a heavy breather mask, but I could tell they were looking in my direction. My brain whirred. Unable to classify.

The mystery person looked away and went back to coiling up a length of electrical wire. So that was who was putting up these buildings. A robot worker? Or a human? Under the bulky clothing, I couldn’t tell.

In the center of the middlemost ring-road was a broad plaza containing a long, white building with a glittering glass skylight rising to a low peaked roof. It was shaped like a giant plus sign, with a slightly higher central hub and a blocky penthouse visible on the very top.

“Here we are,” Mom said. “Community 14 Central. The doctor’s office is in here.”

The door whooshed shut behind us, and the airlock filled with warm, oxygen-rich Earth-style air. It was strange at first. In my few minutes of life, my lungs had already gotten used to the thin atmosphere being “normal,” and now I felt like I was trying to breathe pancake batter. I don’t need to breathe at all, but I do anyway—just for show.

The inner door slid open, revealing a beige waiting room. The robot at the reception desk smiled at me. “Nice to meet you, pal! The doc’ll be with you in just a moment. Last name?”

Mike (Adult), my brain supplied. His spiky hairline was a little higher, and he had a beard, but otherwise he looked like a big, friendly version of the boys I’d seen skateboarding. Mom gave him my name.

We waited a few minutes, until a gentle voice called “Libby Maxwell?” and I walked ahead into the examination room, where I was greeted by a woman in a lab coat.

“Hi, Libby,” she said. “I’m Dr. Bhanjee.”

There was no doubt this time. “You’re human,” I blurted.

She smiled. “What gave me away?”

“Your ears,” I said. “And your, uh…”

She saw I wasn’t sure how to say it and smiled wider. “My stomach?”

“I—I mean, I didn’t want to be rude, but—”

“It’s fine, Libby. It is kinda big, huh? That’s because I’m pregnant. Want to feel it?”

I had pregnant in my memory banks, but I’d never called it up before. Now that I did, wow, what a weird concept. I rested my hand on her belly, spreading my fingers, letting my temperature sensors measure her warmth through the fabric. She was growing another life-form in there.

More than anything else, I was still marveling at my first-ever human. She was so different! Not in big ways, because we’re designed to look pretty human ourselves, but there were all these little things. The way her dark brown skin fell somewhere between Shade 14 and Shade 15. Her ears, little flaps decorated with a complicated bundle of curves. And this kind of all-over bulgy squishiness, which I would learn lots of humans had, some more than others, and that my brain warned me not to comment on.

“Six months,” Dr. Bhanjee said proudly. “The doctor says this kid’s probably going to be one of the first babies born on Mars. I mean, not the first—I think I’m in a race for fifth with some lady in the BetterForming marketing department. But up there!”

“The doctor?” I asked, confused.

“Dr. Greene. Our on-base physician for Community 14.”

“You have two doctors?” That didn’t make sense to me until I remembered it hurt humans to repair themselves, so of course a doctor couldn’t self-repair—so you’d need at least two doctors in case one broke.

She shook her head. “Oh—no, it’s just Dr. Greene here, really. I’m not a—”

She coughed.

“Uh—I meant to say I’m not a human doctor. But I am your doctor, and it’s my job to keep you in great condition. So, let’s get started!”

She tapped her wrist, and a rectangle appeared in the air, hovering just above her forearm. I tapped my own forearm, and a rectangle of my own popped up.

“What’s this?” I said, holding it up. It moved along with my arm.

“Your screen.”

“What’s it for?”

“Not a lot in your case, but you’re supposed to look human, and you won’t see many humans without one of those! You can use it, if you want, but your brain has a lot of the same functionality.” She was peering at her screen, scrolling through information. “It’s great to meet you, Libby. You know, getting you was all your mom could talk about when I saw her last. This is your first checkup, right?”

“My first real one. I used to go to Dr., uh…” My artificial memories didn’t have much about this. “I think just a generic placeholder doctor. No name or appearance.”

She chuckled. “Well, I hope I’ll be a little more memorable. I’m looking forward to getting to know you.”

“You pretty much already know me, don’t you? I mean, you’ve met other Libbies, right?”

“I know a lot about you, but I don’t know you. Every single Libby is a little bit different. That was new with the Gen-4s—you have procedurally generated histories and personalities, which means every one of you is unique. It’s a pretty fascinating little bit of programming. Plus, the longer you’re around, the more different you’ll get. You’ll learn and grow based on your own unique experiences. Even just having a Nora for a mom has made you a little different from someone whose mother is an Izzy or a Sam or even another Libby.”

“Wow, it must suck trying to keep us all straight.”

She laughed. “It’s not always easy, now that you mention it. But, there, you just demonstrated my point.”

“I did?”

“You’re the only Libby I’ve ever met who told me something ‘sucks.’”

“Oh. Sorry! I’ll try not to use that word.”

“Don’t try. Just do what comes naturally to you and you’ll be fine.” She turned to her tool bench. “Now, why am I giving you a checkup so soon? You shouldn’t need maintenance for months. Is something wrong?”

“Oh. It’s—it’s nothing.”

“Your mom didn’t make it sound like nothing.”

“This is so silly. I dropped something, and my mom got worried that there’s something wrong with my coordination.”

“Hmm. Could be your joints sticking. That happens a lot with brand-new units. Can I have your arm for a sec?”

I held out my right arm, and Dr. Bhanjee grabbed my shoulder and squeezed. There was a sharp click, and I was treated to the sensation of my arm popping off.

“It comes off?” I squawked, pulling back my empty T-shirt sleeve and gaping at the socket. The skin had separated, cleanly and painlessly, and underneath I saw shiny metal and gleaming white plastic.

“All your peripherals do,” Dr. Bhanjee explained, tucking my arm under hers and flexing my elbow, my wrist, and each one of my fingers. She worked fast, like she did this every day. “Arms, legs, head. It makes for easier maintenance. Okay, other arm!”

She snapped the first arm back into place, and I stared as the skin joined together again. It didn’t even leave a seam.

“I had no idea I could take my limbs off,” I mused as I watched her do the second arm.

“Don’t you do it. You’ll void your warranty that way. Licensed technicians only!” She popped that arm back into place, too, and this time I paid attention to the way sensation returned to my fingers as they reconnected. “Anyway, good news—all your joints are moving freely, so it’s probably just an issue with your settings. Hmm…”

Dr. Bhanjee frowned and looked back at her screen, flicking her way down a long list of robots sorted by model type and number. “Libby… Maxwell, here we go.” She tapped on one line and opened up a page full of settings and control panels.

“Ah, hmm. Okay. Yeah, that’s it.” She slid her finger across the page, then pinched the screen shut. “Nothing to worry about, Libby. Your Clumsy Counter just went off a little early, that’s all.”

“My… what?” It was the first I’d heard of that.

“If your body operated at its true potential, it would be practically perfect,” Dr. Bhanjee explained. “You’d never fumble, you’d never trip. That’s why you’ve got a Clumsy Counter. Every time you do something physical that might fail, the chance that you will fail goes up a little, until your counter hits its random point of activation and boom—you fall or drop something, and it resets.”

“Yikes, so it’s like I’m an accident waiting to happen?”

“Well, you are supposed to simulate a human, and being an accident waiting to happen is the human condition. If they wanted perfect efficiency, you’d be a reinforced box with spider legs—but between you and me, humanoids have more fun, am I right?”

She winked at me.

“Anyway, the Clumsy Counter shouldn’t go off very often—maybe once every day or two under normal circumstances. If it happens more than that, you call me and we’ll take another look at it, okay?”

“Okay.”

She smiled. “So, aside from that, while you’re here… how is everything going so far, Libby? Getting along with your mom?”

“Sure, she’s great. Her maternal instincts are set a little high, maybe. But I love her.”

“No problems in school?”

“I don’t know, I’ve only been on for about an hour.”

Her mouth made an O. “That’s right, I’m sorry. This is your first day, isn’t it? I just transferred from Community 7. It’s been live for a few months, and they finally got everything stabilized enough to move my family over here.”

“I’m actually missing the first day right now,” I said. “Everyone’s already going to know each other, and I’ll be the new kid.”

“Yeah, they don’t come much newer!” Dr. Bhanjee laughed. When she saw that I wasn’t smiling, she put a hand on my shoulder and squeezed. “Libby. Seriously, don’t worry about making friends. Just be yourself. You’re unique, but you are still a Libby. And everyone loves Libby.”








Miracle™ has music in her heart and a song on her lips! Bold and brassy, Miracle™ is one A.I.Cademy Girl™ who loves the spotlight. Get a Miracle™ today—and enjoy the show!

Miracle™ Basic Kit comes with one Generation 4 Miracle™, Miracle’s Guitar™, digital copies of A.I.Cademy Girls™ seasons 1–5, and two starter outfits.

Additional outfits, replacement parts, and Chirps the Canary™ sold separately. Your Miracle™ can now sing licensed songs! Install Miracle’s Magic Jukebox™ for instant access to the hottest hits from today’s top artists. Includes in-app purchases.









CHAPTER 3

THE LIBBIES

Dr. Bhanjee was right about making friends. When we got to school, I was already there waiting for myself. In fact, there was a whole crowd of me.

Every Libby in the school—all eight of them—was waiting in front of the building. They were holding up a huge banner with WELCOME, LIBBY MAXWELL!!! written on it in puffy pink sparkle pen. The towering saguaro cacti that lined the front walk threw shadows over the group, but I could still see that they all pretty much looked like me, aside from some variations in shade and clothing.

“Go on,” Mom said, nudging me. “Libby isn’t shy.”

I wasn’t so sure, but it didn’t matter. The second I stepped out of the car, the crowd of Libbies engulfed me.

“I can’t believe you’re finally here!”

“We’ve been waiting forever for you!”

“We’re going to be best friends!”

“Can we call you Max?”

I blinked. “Why Max?”

“We can’t just call each other Libby when we’re together, silly,” one of them explained. “It would be too confusing. I’m Libby Thomas, but I go by ‘Luna’ because my serial number has a 2076 in it, like the first moon colony. Your last name is Maxwell, so… Max!”

I shrugged. “Max is fine, I guess.”

“Super! We all have nicknames and they’re so much fun. This is Pinky! She likes pink two percent more than the Libby average. And this is Glitter, and Jenni, and Red, and Dancer, and Puddles.”

“Puddles?”

“Because I loooove to jump in puddles after a rainstorm, of course!” Puddles explained, tossing her lemon-yellow braids. “At least I will someday, when it rains.”

“And I’m just Libby,” the last one said. “Because it’s okay to have one Libby.”

Just-Libby had her hair pulled back in a neat ponytail and looked a little taller than the others. We’re all the same height, so it was probably just the way she stood. Like she was in charge. Could we be distinct enough for one of us to be the leader?

The other Libbies wanted to know all about me—what my Christmas adventure had been, what song my music box played, what models my parents were. Jenni squealed when she heard my mom was a Nora.

“So’s mine!” she chirped. “We’re twins!”

“Oh, neat. I wonder if her paintings are anything like my mom’s.”

“Well, probably not, because they’re sculptures,” she giggled. “She’d prefer to work in marble, but the interplanetary shipping on giant stone blocks is kind of hopeless, so she mostly does basalts.”

“So, what did I miss in the first hour?” I asked.

“Nothing important,” Luna said. “First period is open study. We heard that there was another Libby who was getting repaired, so we made you that banner.”

We walked into the building through an airy atrium painted in our randomly assigned school colors, pink and orange.

“Aren’t they great?” Glitter asked.

“I… guess they’re each pretty in their own way,” I said. “Together… I’m not so sure they go together as well as they could?”

“That’s why we’re lucky to have them!” Glitter said. “Because it means none of the other schools have to!”

Community 14 Middle School had only one grade, divided into four classes. For second period, I was in Class Two, along with Just-Libby and Glitter. My brain registered the model types of the others as I looked at them.

Three Wendies, all in the front row, all in thick glasses adapted to clip onto their earplates. A Robin. Three Sams. A Miracle. Two Izzies, sitting together in the back next to a Giselle. The boys: two Kyles, two Mikes, a Dari brooding in the rear corner, and a Johnny. And then there was someone who gave me a jolt: a Nora. She looked like Mom. Not exactly the same—she was my age, and Shade 2 (Porcelain), so her features were a little different than Mom’s and her long hair was shiny black instead of blond. But she had the same long face, the same prominent but delicate jawline, that couldn’t be anyone but a Nora.

(Or a Robin, because they use the same set of facial molds. But the way Robins and Noras hold themselves is so different, it would be impossible to mistake them.)

I’d sat next to Glitter, which meant the Nora was on my other side. She was hunched over her screen, sketching. I leaned over for a peek and saw a Martian landscape, dotted with little aliens, taking shape under her stylus.

She spotted me looking and quickly minimized the screen.

“Sorry!” I said. “Was that private? You’re really good.”

“Oh, uh, thanks,” she said, flustered. She brought the screen out again. “No, it’s okay, I just wasn’t planning to show it to anyone yet. You’re… uh, Glitter, right?”

“No, I just got here—I’m Libby. Ha ha! Obviously! I’m sorry. This is a little weird for me. You’re the first Nora I’ve met besides my mom.”

“Oh my gosh! Your mom’s a Nora? That’s funny!” She covered a laugh with the floppy sleeve of her oversize, rainbow-colored jacket. “Because… guess what?”

I thought for a second. “Is your mom a Libby?”

“Yes!”

“You can call me Max,” I said. I kind of liked the name now that I had it.

“I’m Nora Kusama… but you can call me Sparky!” She turned the screen to me. “Listen, since you’ve seen it anyway, what do you think of this?”

“It looks good!”

“Really?” She looked doubtful.

“Sure. The aliens are really cute. Why, is something wrong with it?”

“Mm. It feels like it’s missing something.”

“I guess maybe it could use some action?” I suggested. “I mean, they’re just standing there.”

“Huh.” She looked again. “Maybe if…”

She sketched a few quick lines that came together to form rough fur, slimy antennae, and glistening fangs. A hungry-looking monster took shape in the background, leering at the oblivious creatures.

“Oh wow,” I said, marveling at the way the cute but bland picture had turned chilling. “So creepy.”

She frowned. “Do you think it’s too much?”

“No, I meant, it’s good-creepy—” I started, but she was already erasing the monster. She put her screen away and got out a sheet of paper.

“Maybe I should just make sketches for my—friends?” she said hopefully. “I could draw you? Only if you don’t mind.”

“Oh, sure—uh—should I pose, or…?”

“Mm, that’s for fine artists and people who care about light sources and stuff. I’m a cartoonist. I just have to capture your essence.” In a few strokes, she drew a cartoony Libby. “Here you go!”

“Wow, thanks!” I said. It wasn’t quite as cool as the monster she’d erased, but it did look just like a Libby. “I’ll put it up at home somewhere!”

“Oh, it’s really not that good, but if you want. Hey, uh, I know it’s sudden, but you seem cool, and… and…” She bit her lip, then spoke in a rush. “So, my mom basically demanded I make friends by the weekend or she’s going to take it into her own hands and go full slumber-party planner on me, because she’s very social, you know, Libby and all, and… and… um, Noras are more introverted, and… do you want to sleep over this Friday?”

“Um… yes! Sure, I’d love—!”

Before I could finish, the classroom door flew open.

“Hold your applause, newbies,” said the robot standing there. “Main event, coming through.”

She was tall. Way taller than Just-Libby, almost tall enough to be an adult model. She stepped into the classroom, her massive, studded super-high-heeled boots (okay, that explained the height) clacking against the floor.

“Are you… the teacher?” I asked.

The new robot clacked noisily over to me. She looked me up and down, then burst into a cruel, braying laugh.

“What, is your memory processor broken or something?” she asked, poking me in the forehead.

“Um. I think it’s okay, why?”

“I’m just asking because I’m pretty sure anyone with a normal processor would recognize a Roxanne when she sees one.”

Roxanne. I did know Roxanne. She was from the same line I was. And even though this was the first time I’d ever met one, something deep in my code wriggled in recognition. I’m not friends with Roxanne, my memory told me, and it reminded me to be afraid.

Roxanne saw it in my eyes, and the corner of her purple-lipsticked mouth curved up in a smirk. “Thought so. You do know you’re in my chair, right?”

“It’s the first day,” I said. “There’s no assigned seats.”

“Does it matter, Libby? I asked you nicely. I thought Libbies were supposed to do anything you asked.” She tossed her yellow-green hair, which was shaved along one side but hung long on the other. Her Spark Mark looked like a lightning bolt, all harsh jags. “You’re really going to make me stand?”

Glitter and Sparky glanced at each other uneasily. “Max, maybe you should just move—” Sparky began.

“I don’t remember inviting you into this conversation, Arts ’n’ Crafts,” Roxanne sneered, whirling around and looming over Sparky.

Sparky jerked back, knocking her pencil case off the desk. Pencils, pens, and styli scattered everywhere. “Hey!” she said. Glitter leaped to help pick them up.

“Well?” Roxanne asked.

“There’s five empty desks here,” I said, gesturing.

“Ugggggh.” She rolled lime-colored eyes. “What kind of Libby are you?”

That stung. I couldn’t let her question my Libbiness. I stood up and moved to the desk on the other side of Glitter’s. Roxanne plopped into my seat with a satisfied smirk and unrolled a magazine.

I leaned back in the hard plastic chair and looked around. The Sams and Giselle were looking at their textbooks. The Wendies were reading something else, probably some super-advanced independent study. The Mikes were tossing up their double-headed plasma axes and trying to get them to stick into the ceiling, which didn’t work very well. Later on, I found out that was because underneath the holographic plasma surface they were made out of squishable safety foam.

And then, because I didn’t think a Libby would want to leave someone mad, and maybe because I couldn’t leave well enough alone, I leaned over to Roxanne. “Your magazine looks really cool.”

“Oh, that’s because it is,” she said, running her fingers over the slick surface. “Genuine Earth-made tree paper. None of that cactus-fiber garbage here.”

“Six Tricks to Trim Your Tush,” I read off the cover. “Is that useful? It’s not like you can trim your tush.”

Her thick eyebrows lowered like storm clouds. “Are you saying I need to trim my tush, Libby?”

“No!” I said quickly. “It’s fine. I mean, it looks factory standard to me.”

“Because for your information, my rear end is artisanal,” she said coldly. “It was hand-sculpted in a workshop in Michigan, on Earth. Not made in a factory.”

“It looks fine!” I said. It wasn’t like I could even see her butt that well while she was sitting on it.

Roxanne snorted. “Libbies. It was bad enough when there were just eight of you.”

“Maybe you’ll be lucky and we’ll get another Roxanne, too.”

“Ha! You couldn’t handle it. Only one Roxanne at this school.” I was just trying to think of something brilliant that would get Roxanne to warm up to me when an adult Miracle walked in.

Miracle “loves the spotlight,” according to her blurb, and is designed to be a singer—her Spark Mark is a music note. I guess if
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