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"OH GOD, NOT AGAIN."

"No, I'm serious; they changed the payment plan. We can totally afford it!" 

Marcy and I have ridden the bus together to school since kindergarten, and we're like sisters. Everything gets shared: from periods to juicy gossip and boyfriends. It's not just a girl thing. Not everybody gets what it's like to grow up in a house with one white parent and one black parent, but Marcy does. We both go out of our way to defy convention. I'm a nerdy girl who stays up all night playing video games and listening to punk rock. Marcy is a cheerleader and gunning for Captain of the school Jujitsu team. Today is the first day of tenth grade, and she's paging through a magazine to pick out a new set of hips and thighs.

I glance over the glossy holographic page, looking at options. One clinic in Costa Rica advertises new pelvic girdles. Their banner ad proclaims: "We guarantee you a 'true hourglass figure." Another clinic clones your bone DNA and prints you a new set of vertebrae. After the new bone is installed, it can make you up to six inches taller. A third clinic offers a three-for-one option: new pelvis, vertebrae and femur bones. "Become a supermodel overnight!" they scream. 

They start sending us the catalogs when we turn thirteen. Both our parents trash them as soon as they arrive but Marcy still gets the catalogs from somewhere. She brings in the paper version so they can't track her tablet activity. Big Brother has nothing on teenage rebellion. The prices for these procedures are obscene; some of them cost more than my house. "I'm still not sure this is a good idea," I tell Marcy.  

"Why?"

"It's just ... I dunno." I shrug. "Something feels wrong about changing your body when your body is still changing."

"Wendy got a new set of cheekbones over the summer," Marcy says. "Have you seen her yet?"

"No."

"Check her out, she's gorgeous."

"Wendy needs to eat some makeup so she'll be pretty on the inside."

Marcy's mouth flies open in shock. "You're the worst." That's her way of complimenting me when I come up with a new catty comeback.

"Thanks, I was saving it." I nod at the catalog. "What are you going for?"

"The hips and thighs would be cool for bikini season. I'm also looking at the mobility package. Ever since I tore my ACL, I haven't been able to do the kicks I want to do." Sure enough, there's a Midwest sports clinic that repairs and upgrades joint tissue. Some old geezer smiles at us, doing the splits after his hip joint fix.

We spend the rest of the bus ride looking at the catalog and making snarky comments about the models. In the back of my head, I'm thinking about what would happen if Marcy goes through with a body upgrade. I'd have to get an upgrade too, or we'd never be friends again.

It's not just about girls, either. Jocks are all about the muscle-mass implants, lung upgrades, and bone installations. Back in the day, guys modified their cars. Now they trick out their bodies instead of their engines. The official policy is that upgrades are banned for school sports, but they do it anyway. How can you say no when it means the difference between student loans and a full-ride scholarship? 

Marcy and I have no classes together, so we meet in the quad at lunch. She's eating her typical meal of nothing while I scarf down a snack of hummus and pretzels. "How's your diet going?" I ask as she pops open a can of Coke.

"Five pounds to go!" Marcy smiles like she's practicing for Miss America. She's been saying that for two years now. "You have PE during fifth period, right?" 

"Yeah."

"Watch out. The whole period is this 'Anti-Upgrade' video. Totally lame."

I crack up. "Are you serious?"

"Like a heart attack. No more stupid DARE program. Now it's all about 'grow up the natural way and be healthy!'"

"Yeah, they start in tenth grade," a voice makes us turn around, and we try not to melt. It's one of our Varsity running backs, Chris Trinidad. He's been listening to our conversation. "But nobody listens to them."

I'm a little too 'squee' to say anything but Marcy speaks up. "Do they do upgrade tests for upperclassmen?"

Chris waves a hand. "Naw, it's all a joke." I've already seen the jocks in action. They finance nanoreceptor reflex boosters and hotmarket stem cell injections with their birthday money. Home Room periods are for thumbing through body performance catalogs. "What are you going for?"

Marcy smiles. "I haven't decided yet. Maybe something for swimsuit season next year?"

"Ooh, nice," the boy grins at us. "Maybe you should come over after the operation ... let me take a test drive?" Marcy and I collapse in embarrassed giggles. If it were anyone besides Chris, it would have come off as a total creep line. He's beautiful, though, so we don't mind. 

Just like Marcy said, we get herded into the basketball gym after lunch. Everyone has to see the big, bad movie warning us about upgrades. It's so dumb. The video starts with an E-list celebrity limping out onto the screen. "Don't be fooled," he says. "They say that upgrades will fast-track you to success, but they won't. They'll tell you that the procedures are risk-free, but they aren't." He lists out all the trouble he's experienced, and it's pretty intense. "I'll be taking medication for the rest of my life because of my tissue rejection syndrome. It came from my cloned liver ... or maybe the monkey-muscle grafts I got for a role in an action movie." 

The video dissolves to a montage of crippled people and disgusting surgery procedures. I almost get sick when they showed doctors opening up someone's back to install new vertebrae. They bisect your bones with a small saw and
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