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It wasn’t a different morning than the rest. The in-ear alarm monitor had tracked the end of her sleep cycle and initiated a subtle shock down the curves of her body. Her eyes shot open to see the white ceiling, as the limbs jolted awake and regain consciousness again. Last week, on Tuesday specifically, she got the new bionic arms attached, the pair everyone seemed to be rattling on about. She chose them in a dark sangria, a colour she felt added to her style and glamour. But it also felt the same really. The same number of fingers, the same mobility. It was just missing the clammy sweat whenever she got nervous, or the clickity-clack of her knuckles whenever she felt fidgety and had to move her hands about.
She soon caught herself halfway through her thoughts, and brought herself back to reality. She shot up disregarding the comfortable quilt covers and touched her feet onto the thermo-warmed tiles laid out on the floor. 
She was a specialist, a psychologist to be exact. The typical glasses wearing, hard-eyed woman who seemed to be busy all days of the week. The lady in the white jacket with a pen and clipboard, who would ever so often nibble on the end of her pen in her moments of concentration. 
It was a Monday, six in the morning, just before the burning sun would rise high up above to watch over the rest of the city. But it wasn’t really a problem that it was dark when she woke up before the sun. She also bought that sun-projector the other day, the one with the simulated suns, but today just didn’t feel like a sun-projector sort of day. Soon forgetting this, she gets ready herself for the rest of world ahead her.
The office was recently painted over with a sweet cornflower blue. The boss said it would make the clients more at ease, as if she didn’t already create a peaceful environment for them. She honestly didn’t care about it that much, but now and then the sickly blue walls of her grandfather’s nursing home would come to mind. She liked to compare it to the phrase the boss liked to call his eight-year-old nephew, “a tolerable nightmare”. 
“Doctor Hart, if you would come into my office, please,” her boss barked out after clearing his throat a couple times. 
Placing her black leather work satchel onto her desk, she struts to his office with her Red Bottoms.
“Maeve,” he called her by her first name. “Do you know of the Halcyon Lights?” His eyes narrowed as he clasped his hands together.
She nodded her head. The Lights were built deep underground a few days after the Fourth Industrial Revolution. It housed the crazies and the hooligans, as her mother used to say. The ones who rebelled, the tyrants would stood against the advancement of the world, the animals who rejected the idea of a beautiful digitalisation. They were brought into those underground cells where it was said that every few fortnights a ritual would occur. A cleansing ritual, to help fix these individuals. 
“Well then, I hope you’d be glad when I say Hart, that you are being transferred there.”
“What?”
It was only after a couple days of nicotine patches and the lavender oils Akira had given her that she calmed to a point of accepting her fate. She actually packed  her office items early, all taped up in a fresh carboard box. 
She flagged a taxi and rode all the way to the address written down on a pocket-sized card the boss passed her: 987 Sayne Road, Compos Mentis Co. 
She craned her neck all the way back just to get the glimpse of the top of the building. She never considered herself one of those small women, but it sure felt like she was miles away from the top floor of this “space-scraper”. 
“Doctor Hart, I presume,” a low husky American tone cut through the air. “Please, follow me.”
“I’m sure you know we own the Lights so we’ll be in charge of you for the rest of your term here,” he vocalised as he brought her into the lift corridor. “I have a few rules here, just to let you know…” 
It was such a “yawn”, she couldn’t listen to anymore. His voice reeked of a superiority complex; her boss came to mind. Besides, what stole her eyes and ears was the cornflower blue lift hiding amongst the normal silvers.
“I see you’ve found where we need to go. It’s the lift to the Lights, we recently painted it this beautiful serene shade of blue. I think it helps our clients calm down.” He murmured. “I hope it helps. I mean, there hasn’t been a calm client just yet.” He laughed, but the glint in his eyes told her it was not a joke. They got into the lift, and as it descended, it felt as if she was going into the pits of hell.
Down in the Lights was a different story. It was a white-like shade of white. Her ceiling wasn’t this white. Her teeth weren’t this white. It was just so white, she had to cover up her eyes with her hands just for a moment.
“Anders Donovan” she enunciated the white letters that sat on the black tile that hung on the top of the first door they encountered. 
“That’s your guy,” the man that was next to her let her know.
He then rambled something about getting to know him, and that he had something else to attend to, before he left.
It was at this moment that she heard the bang.
The bang that could only be described as made by heavy-duty machinery. A bang that would deafen the likes of those who dare to go near it without ear protection. 
She brought her purple fingers to the doorknob and opened it to take a peek in. There it was. It was the Light. 
A gloved hand cupped the back of Anders’ head and shoved it the beam of light. The man’s arms flailed around in an attempt to grab something to hold onto, but the hand yanked him by the hair back and forth and back and forth towards the light until Mr Donovan’s arms were flailing no more. 
Bang. Bang. Bang. The penetrating sounds that Maeve could only assume were made by the speakers next to Andes were only getting louder and louder. This was the cleansing ritual they talked about. The Lights that blind you from the sin of resistance and the deafening sounds that drown out thoughts of rebellion.
She couldn’t digest anymore. Shutting the door, she clenched her bionic fingers on the sides of her body and crinkled her face into one of disgust and horror. 
The once thundering sounds were soon followed by the shouting and shrieks of “stops” and “nos”, until it quietened down to whimpered cries and soft sniffles.
The staff clad in white soon hurried out of the room, and that was when she decided to go in.
“Mr Donovan?” her voice called out, and yet it was so unsure of whether it wanted to be heard by the man in this room.
A man sat in the corner of the padded white room; eyes shut tight as he hugged his feet into his body. She noticed the shaking hands that attempted to caress himself into a state of comfort and serenity. The tear-stained face quickly shot up to look at the female doctor, his body piloting itself to stand and try to shield itself with its balled-up fists.
The woman gazed at the petrified man, who kept himself in a pinch to convince himself that what he was seeing was real.
There was a pause in the tense atmosphere, both bodies hesitant to do something that would cause the other to run in the other direction. 
But it was the doctor that spoke first.
“Andes,” she hoped he didn’t mind a first-name basis. “I am getting you out of here.”
He perks up at the words he had been longing to hear since he ever entered the establishment. But who was this woman? Could he trust her? Was this another test? She took a mental note of his tensed shoulders.
“Look, if you want to leave, please just listen to me. I am Doctor Hart, your new in-house psychologist. I know who you are, there’s no need for introductions, but they’ll be back soon so we need to hurry.” Her trembling lips spoke. “I have an idea; this may sound rash but I’ll come back with spare clothes. You will be disguised, and we will leave, do you understand?”
It seemed like Mr Donovan didn’t know if she truly meant what she spoke. He fiddled with his fingers and repeatedly tapped his foot on the ground, but the doctor couldn’t wait. She stalked out of the room in big strides. She had a plan in mind.
Just a few hours after, Maeve came back with a lilac dress and cloak she dug out from the bottom of her boxes. She ordered Andes to wear it as a disguise, and he swapped his dirtied hospital gown into the clothes she provided. 
Her mechanical arm interlaced with his calloused hands and they scurried out of the door she unlocked with her pass, like mice.
But she was a blind mouse, and she was walking straight into the trap. 
Andes lets go of her hand. A grin spreads on his face.
“What?” she exclaims.
At the other end of the corridor, the American man stands, leading his army of white clothed soldiers and they all saunter toward her. He grips his hands around the rope that he holds.
“Ms Hart, you are to be placed into the Lights care faculty for showing that you would go against the law and help the unhinged at the Lights,” Andes commands. “Thank you, Ms Hart, for showing your true colours. Also, it is Doctor Donovan to you, Maeve.”
Maeve looks back and forth from the American and the Doctor. Her mouth opens and yet no words seem to come out. 
She feels the rough hands of the American yank her hands behind her back as he ties them along with her legs with rope. Pushed down onto a creaking wheelchair, moved into the room that she once saw poor Donovan crying his heart out. That was all she could remember, before the Lights hit.
Word count: 1769

2

