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Prologue




“Son,” said Doctor Dawson, “I have inoculated
you, your brother, Track, and your grandmother, Elana with a serum
to prevent the deadly virus.” He shook his head sadly thinking
about so many people and animals that had died. And how long they
had lived underground in a laboratory in Washington, D.C. “You must
stay down here with my fellow scientists, who’ve been inoculated as
well.”

“But, father,” exclaimed Marston, “Why do we
have to stay here if we’re protected? It’s 2040 and I’ve been down
here all my life.”

Doctor Dawson touched his ten-year old son’s
shoulder. He was two years younger than his brother but beyond his
years in maturity. His sibling, Track was a prankster who cut class
most of the time. He was very smart, as was Marston, but Marston
was serious, the one who did all the worrying. They both enjoyed
inventing gadgets together, as it was the only time they agreed
with each other.

“I have to talk with my friend, Xanthe, the
president of National Security. If the people hear of this vaccine,
and can’t get it, they may riot in the streets. There’s already
rampant chaos with humans dying by the millions. Just think what
could happen if....” He shook his head. “There isn’t enough serum
to save all humanity.”

Marston didn’t like the idea of his father
going above ground. He also didn’t like Xanthe. Xanthe reminded him
of an evil dictator he had been reading about in history class. He
watched his father take the elevator to the surface and stood for a
long time feeling uneasy. Even if he and the colony of scientists
survived, what would they eat? Vegetables here were grown and
watered with recycled water, but soon even the gardens would
decrease to nil, at the present rate of consumption. And animals
too have died from the plague. Nothing was left, including fish
that were contaminated by decaying corpses. Their one hope was the
food substitute now being tested in the labs. For some reason birds
remained unaffected by the disease, enabling his father to discover
the cure by dissecting them. He used their digestive system to
produce the antibodies. Being the only source of nourishment above
ground, birds were being killed and eaten by the thousands, and
fowl that couldn’t fly were already extinct. His father needed to
protect the remaining birds or else the scientists would not be
able to make more of his serum.

“What’s the matter?” asked a sweet voice from
behind. Marston turned to see his good friend, Astra; her parents
were also scientists.

He shrugged. “My father went to take the
vaccine to his friend, Xanthe.”

“Oh,” was all she said and made a funny face.
She told him once that she didn’t like Xanthe either saying his
visits gave her the creeps. “C’mon, Marston, we’ll be late for
class,” she took his hand and they walked through the corridor. His
hand trembled in hers, he was worried about his father. “I don’t
blame you for being nervous, if it weren’t for your father, all
mankind will soon be extinct, including me and all who lived down
beneath the earth.”

“Did you see my brother?” he asked.

Astra shook her head negatively. “He’s
probably in class already. C’mon, you know Mr. Stuart doesn’t like
it if we’re late.”

Marston snorted under his breath.

“I know what you’re thinking my friend, you
doubt very much if your brother is in class.”

 


Three days later, Xanthe came down to the
underground with the news that Doctor Dawson had been shot by a
madman.

“I am sorry, son,” Xanthe feigned remorse.
When the doctor came with his serum, he knew it was what he had
been waiting for. With the cure, he could rule the world. It was
easy since the doctor trusted him, and why wouldn’t he? They had
been friends since childhood. But Dawson was a dreamer; he only
wanted to save the world by dedicating his life to science. He was
a realist; he wanted to own the world. As soon as he had the serum
and learned how to create more of it, he shot his friend in the
back and left the body in a garbage-filled alley. He saw the
suspicion in Marston and Astra’s eyes and he believed that they
both knew the truth. But who would believe ten year old
children?

It only took Xanthe and his army ten years to
take over the country after drought, famine and the deadly virus
had killed three-fourths of the world’s population. He was a genius
with an IQ higher than any other man and he had introduced himself
to the world as their savior. And savior he was, claiming to
produce a serum that could wipe out the fatal virus and all other
diseases. Most were willing to sell their souls for the cure. Now
he was the dictator and his handful of soldiers had changed the
world forever.

 


***

 


Marston couldn’t believe that it was 2050 and
ten years had passed since a small group of human’s had received
the protection of the miracle vaccine. So much had changed, so many
had died. He continued in his father’s footsteps working in the
underground laboratory. He hated Xanthe but he could do nothing
about the dictator, not if he and his wife wanted to survive. He
and other scientists had to continue to do the dictator’s bidding
or suffer the consequences. He submitted until he and his wife,
Astra had their first child, a beautiful baby girl, Tia. Marston
and Astra, along with many of his fellow scientists fled to Arizona
and had been hiding underground ever since.

“Kiss me again, Marston, it may be our last,”
sobbed Astra.

Marston sighed and gazed lovingly into the
eyes of his beautiful wife. “Astra,” He hugged her and promised,
“the organization will succeed this time, it has to. I can no
longer live with what I helped to create, our own daughter was born
in a test tube and when Xanthe had ordered Tia and all children
under a year to be cloned, I couldn’t let it happen.”

He had protested again and again but with the
threat of death for his wife and their baby, he agreed to continue
this horrible work of modifying chromosomes so that sex was no
longer necessary to reproduce. Xanthe was a madman, proclaiming the
new race to be superior.

“This madness has to stop. We must not fail
this time.” His heart was heavy with regret. “What have I done?” he
cried in Astra’s embrace.

“At the time you did it to protect me and our
unborn child. When the dictator is eliminated, you can correct the
injustice that has been taking place for so long. Children can be
created to reproduce as our parents did and generations before
them. It was a miracle that sperm and eggs from the past had been
kept frozen and safe or else our generation would be the end of the
human race.”

His wife wiped her tears. “Our daughter will
be safe with her grandmother, Elana. At seventy-one, my mother is
in good health. Tia will be a year old soon. We have successfully
prevented her from being cloned, so far. They will not find her in
time. Elana will stay underground with Tia until it’s safe to
resurface.”

Marston kissed Astra. What would happen to
his daughter and her generation if he failed again? No, he mustn’t
think that. So many before them had tried to kill the dictator
Xanthe, and had not succeeded. “It could be a wonderful world
again, Astra, now that we’ve wiped out all diseases and substituted
synthetic pills for nourishment ending world hunger.”

She looked up at him with emotionless eyes.
“Maybe it would have been better if your father had never found the
vaccine, since it sterilized everyone.”

Marston swore under his breath. “Maybe dear,
but what happened, happened, we can’t change that, just like we
can’t change the truth that my father was murdered by that crazy
man, Xanthe. Yes, the new generation was created in labs, but would
you have given up our daughter?”

Astra shook her head sadly and he hugged his
wife declaring, “We must succeed for our daughter and others, even
if they had to be reproduce in tubes,” he sighed sadly, “the cell
nucleus could be altered so that children could again procreate as
nature intended. The manufacture of the new race of blonde,
blue-eyed children who were sterile could be stopped. With my
discovery the damage president Xanthe caused could be reversed.
Maybe too late for Tia, but babies before one months growth in the
tubes could be injected and once again the world could populate
itself the natural way. The new generation and their children would
not have to grow up in a man-made, loveless country”

The next day Elana heard that a traitor among
the underground scientists had warned Xanthe of the plot. All hope
of a better future died along with Marston and Astra. Now she had
to keep their daughter safe.

 



Chapter One




2070 AD

“Good morning.... Tia!” Kiki’s robotic, silky
voice came over the intercom. She was Tia’s computer chip called
the “brain” that controlled all electronics in what was known in
that era as the “smart house.”

She yawned and a sigh followed. “Okay, Kiki,
I’m awake,” she grumbled.

As usual her voice echoed inside the cubical
that consisted of a suspended bed, a chair, and one large window
that was now being opened automatically by a remote power other
than a human hand, all controlled by Kiki’s brain. Smoky glass
partitions separated the rooms of this dwelling. The bedroom,
exercise room, and bath occupied the loft. An iron spiral staircase
descended to a larger area that was sparsely decorated with
institutional, chrome furniture. A sliding door opened to a pool
area. Her transportation sat behind another glass partition.

“It’s May 19th,” said Kiki, her voice
floating across space. “The air temperature is a pleasant seventy
four degrees. Shall I open the pool cover Tia? Water is
seventy-eight degrees.”

“No, Kiki, I’ll shower this morning,” she
answered in a sleepy voice.

“Does Tia want her usual breakfast?”

“Hmmm? Yes, why not,” Tia sighed and flung
the covers off the bed with as much zeal as a slug on a hot day.
Her long legs slowly slid over the edge until she was standing on
the cool marble floor. She stretched her thin arms over her head,
and then touched her toes to stretch her nude, thin, shapeless
body.

“Another boring day,” she muttered, padding
in bare feet to a wide, six foot clear cylinder with a door. She
slipped inside, closed the door and spoke to no one. “Shower on!” A
bright light flashed, then went out. Her shower now completed, Tia
stared at her image in the long mirror and snorted. Squaring her
shoulders, she had a whim. Yes, she nodded at her reflection, her
eyes twinkling with mischief.

“I’m determined to do it, time for a change!”
She grinned, and said, “Kiki, what would you say if I decided to
change my hair and eye color? Was that a groan, Kiki?”

“I think...blonde hair...blue-eyes suit you
well…Tia. You can’t change the law!”“Bah! I’m tired of it and the
law,” Tia spat with a rude snort.

“No! You…must comply…Tia!”

“Nah! Let’s get daring.” A smile tipped the
corners of her mouth as she slipped into another apparatus and
spoke into the air. “Change hair to black. Another bright light
filled the cubical and her short blonde hair turned jet black.
“Mmmm,” she concentrated and ordered, “Grow long.” The light
illuminated the cubical and her short hair was now waist length,
tumbling carelessly down her back, and chest, creating a dark line
against her pale skin.

“Not bad.” She beamed with approval.

A perfect simulation of a gasp came out of
the intercom. “No!” The startled voice shouted over the speaker.
“You.... you can’t play with that device again! Oh, dear, have you
changed your appearance again?”

“Yes,” Tia replied haughtily, “I gave myself
black hair this time.”

“No!” Kiki shrilled. “Black hair is....is
forbidden!”

“Oh for Pete sakes, stop stuttering. It’s a
stupid law,” she snapped arrogantly, then ran her fingers down the
long tresses. “I like it, now for violet eyes.” The command was
given and she looked into a binocular-like apparatus, and then
gazed in the mirror to see that she was now the owner of violet
eyes with sweeping lashes.

Kiki gasped. “Law dictates only create blonde
hair, and blue-eyes… other shades are prohibited! Denied! If
discovered that you have your father’s device, oh, I hate to think
of the consequences if you are caught. You’ll receive, oh, maximum
points and be fined the limit; that is if you are lucky to stay out
of jail.”

Tia heard loud static through the speaker and
more warnings, “What of your father’s inventions? What if the
police get their hands on that device?” Another groan.

Tia sighed with frustration. “I’m just so
bored Kiki that I could use some excitement. Anyway what good are
these gadgets if I can’t have any fun with them?” With that
statement she voiced another command and a small cylinder rose from
the floor and encased her body like a mold. When it lowered, she
had breasts, a narrow waist and shapely hips. Her eyes blinked with
awe. Now she looked more like her grandmother, remembering the
photos she had discovered hidden in her granny Elana’s chest;
pictures that had been taken in the twentieth-first century of her
granny.

“Oh, my hot wires, what have you done?! Did
you give yourself those...those things?!”

“Cut it out!” Tia groused. “They’re called
breasts, dear. As granny Elana would say, ‘Cool!’”

“What do you want with them? Women no longer
have babies. There is no need for those...those breasts! Please
reconsider!” Kiki’s tone no longer bordered on hysterics, it was
now shrieking in such a high volume that Tia’s ears rang.

“Calm down before you blow a circuit. There
was a time, according to granny that men enjoyed woman’s breasts.
God may have intended them for nursing, but....” She smiled
wickedly and ran her hands down her shapely body. “Hmmm, not bad,”
she said pleasingly.

“I beg of you, no more foolishness. You had
your fun, now put yourself back. How many times must I tell you?
Men and woman no longer need sex; that’s what test tubes are for.
No pain, no stretching your belly, looking unsightly. You should be
happy that you now live in these times and not in your
great-grandmother’s era. Now, return to your natural self before
you find yourself in a fix!”

“Oh, bite me!” Tia snapped, borrowing another
of granny Elana’s expressions. “You worry too much.”

“I am programmed to watch over you. I’m the
best example of modern technology in this day and age,” Kiki
bragged in her most superior-than-thou voice. “It’s my job!”

“Yeah, right, a regular big sister,” Tia
scoffed.

“Please cease mimicking that outdated slang.
It’s not the nineteen nineties.”

Tia, ignoring the constant reprimanding and
lectures on her deficiencies by Kiki, she dressed in her silver,
stretch pants and shirt. Tying her long hair up, she wrapped a
silver cone around her ponytail. Then she pulled on a pair a black
vinyl boots that zippered up her calf. Taking one last look in a
mirror, she was pleased at her new image. Thrilled at her shapely
figure she danced around, looking for something to use as a
partner. She smiled at the tiny bears lined on a shelf and grabbed
one. Beanie Babies, her granny’s prized collection, that were now
hers. According to granny Elana, she had started collecting them at
the age of twenty-three and said they were very popular in 1999.
Tia shrugged. Now, they were worthless to everyone but her; the
only value was sentimental.

Kiki’s lecture followed Tia down the spiral
staircase to another small room where a plastic table and four
chairs sat alone in the center. She went to a panel and said,
“Breakfast please.” A tray emerged from the wall with three pills
in a glass dish. Tia swallowed a brown pill and wrinkled her nose.
“The coffee is a bit strong,” she complained to Kiki, then downed a
multicolored one. “Pancakes okay, I’ll skip the juice for now.” She
placed the last pill in a breast pocket. Grabbing a small bag, she
latched it onto her belt and said, “Don’t wait up for me, big
sister.”

“Where are you going? Don’t leave!” The
hysteria in Kiki’s voice deafened her.

“I promised Vlissio I’d visit him today.
He’ll amuse me for a while. Cool your fuses,” Tia instructed, “we
don’t want you to blow a circuit,” she said, laughing.

“Not funny,” Kiki’s voice crackled.
“Remember, I warned you!” she cried vehemently.

Tia waved her hands, impatient with the
nagging; Kiki was dismissed like a child.

“Open door,” she commanded and heard the
robotic vacuum being turned on and she knew Kiki was doing
housework to let out some of her steam and frustrations. She had a
very clean house.

Tia stepped past the partition that housed a
streamlined airocruiser. Her new car was a gift from Vlissio. He
was the closest thing to having a big brother or any family since
the death of her grandmother.

“Start engine,” she commanded. Immediately
the car started. Automatically, the garage door opened and the
vehicle merged into the morning traffic, high above ground. She
glided over roof tops grinning foolishly as she glanced at the
other commuters. A high-beamed traffic single automatically stopped
her cruiser. Another vehicle pulled up along side her and a lady,
in a taxi, glared at Tia. Her eyes opened wide with shock when
seeing Tia’s transformation. She winked and laughed. The woman’s
lips formed a perfect O. When the light changed, she floored the
pedal and sped away.

She would be landing shortly at her friend’s
apartment, enjoying his company, then return safely home safely
home in the dark. A billboard’s lights on a high-rise flashed off
and on warning he public of a escaped convict. Then, sirens blared
and she turned to see a police cruiser beside her. “Rats, too late,
she hadn’t counted that the police were out looking for an escaped
convict and were heavily patrolling the skies on that day.

“Pull over!” came the sharp order.

“Damn!” she’ll never hear the end of this
from Kiki. And how will she explain her hair color without
disclosing her father’s inventions?

I told you so! A voice of things to come
filled her head.

Panic stricken, she floored the accelerator,
sending the cruiser into turbo drive.

I told you so!

Tia groaned and cursed herself again. They’d
catch her and dismantle the only thing she had left of her
father’s. What dumb luck. How many times had she traveled this
route without so much as seeing one policeman? But no, today of all
days, when she was brave enough to take a chance, they were out in
droves.

Besides the fact her father’s creations would
definitely be destroyed, the fine would be a problem too since her
allowed credit from the government was not due for another month.
She would probably spend a long time in jail. Good old fashioned
money was a thing of the past, like a lot of other things in her
decade. So many times she’d wished she were born in granny Elana’s
era, when people held jobs and earned money. Now, only a chosen few
worked. The rest, like herself, were given an allowance by the
government. Oh, for the good old days of the year 2020. She sorely
missed her granny and the stories she’d been told. What good years
they must have been.

Quickly, Tia ducked into an alley, hoping to
hover in her car unseen until the sky patrol passed, but the car
stalled and she plummeted to the street below. The air cushion
protected her, but her cruiser was totally crippled. Along with a
curse she climbed out. Quickly gazing around she surveyed the
surroundings and saw a door to a strange looking building. She
jiggled the handle which proved pointless as it was locked.
Reaching into her pouch, she pulled out a metal tool and skillfully
picked the lock and mumbled, “Thank you uncle Treck for the lessons
in lock

picking.” She had lived with her uncle in her
teens before he was arrested and jailed.

Carefully, she opened the door praying it
wouldn’t squeak and give her away, and that no one was on the other
side. Her prayers were answered. The room was as large as a
warehouse, and poorly lit. The walls were lined with space-age
electronics, in the center of the room stood a car-size capsule
shaped like a missile. Tia studied her surroundings for a second,
and then heard voices coming from behind a door. Her stomach
clenched with fear. Were they the police? No matter, she had to
hide and the capsule was her only choice.

Tia held her breath as she climbed into the
capsule and shut the door. It was dark and she backed into
something. Not taking her eyes from a basketball size window in the
door, it felt like she had hit a plastic seat. Swallowing, she
crouched down, never talking her eyes from the opening steel door.
Two men in white coats entered: One, short with a graying mop of
hair and a taller, dark-haired man. They seemed to be arguing over
something but she couldn’t understand them and she assumed that the
thing she was in was probably sound proofed.

Nervously, Tia folded herself deeper into the
seat wishing she had the power to vanish. Beads of perspiration
formed on her forehead and upper lip. She watched keeping her
fingers crossed that they wouldn’t come to the capsule.

I told you so.

God! Kiki is turning into such a nag!

Shut up, Kiki, she grumbled in her head.
Kiki’s words were like a conscience she never had and she was
finding this new experience very annoying. She tried her best to
ignore the pesky voice and continued to look out the window. The
short, gray headed man shook his head at the tall, dark-haired
man.

 


“York, I still think we should wait before
sending the android, Tobor Z200407 back too far into the past.
Remember, Tobor Z200406 never returned. The last mission didn’t go
well and with no idea where, or if he landed in the programmed time
spot; sending another one out is foolish.”

York looked at Miles and shook his head at
the suggestion. “I made some changes in the simulations. We’ll have
a successful mission this time. We must return as far as possible,
it’s imperative that we set our sights somewhere in the 1800’s,
when the air was clean and the earth was overgrown with fruits and
vegetables before contamination and before man filled animals with
hormones. If our generation is ever going to eat real food again,
we have to get the DNA to clone animals and seeds to plant for
vegetables.”

“But, York, I don’t think it is wise
to---”

“Think what you want!” snapped his cohort.
“I’m the head of this project and I say we try again; nothing to
lose but another android. The only way we’ll find out if my
calculations are correct is if we try.” His eyebrows narrowed to
make his point. “We were granted unlimited funds from the
government. Now stop arguing with me and let’s get the time machine
into orbit.”

Miles shook his head, still not convinced. He
sat before a data panel, pushed buttons and pulled knobs until the
screen lit up and engines on the machine ignited with a whine. The
ceiling of the building slid open without a sound to reveal the
blue sky. The capsule slowly energized with flickering lights and
whirring motors.

 



Chapter Two




The capsule started to rumble and vibrate,
turning nose upward. A panel lit up giving the cabin the light Tia
needed to see her surroundings. Not liking what she saw; all those
blinking knobs and flashing lights, she almost leapt out of the
seat. To control her fear, she gripped the door handle. If she
darted from the strange machine, she’d be discovered. Now, cool air
filtered into the cabin. Terrified, she grabbed hold of the arm of
her chair with a much force as she could muster.

“Pardon, but you are preventing me
from---”

“Yikes!” Startled out of her wits at the
sound of another human’s voice, Tia, unable to speak, removed her
hand from the chair’s arm swiftly. She dared not to move but
glanced aside only to find a person sitting next to her, which made
her swallow hard. Before she could utter a sound, a gruff voice
said, “You better buckle up.”

Tia sucked in her breath and tried to speak
but it somehow her tongue had glued itself to the roof of her
mouth. She gasped in bewilderment as hands reached over and buckled
her in. Just as the capsule thrust upward, the voice seemed
agitated. “What kind of androids are our creators programming now?
Too basic to buckle up?”

His voice was deep and harsh and for the life
of her, she had no idea what the person was talking about. Tia
didn’t reply, not knowing what to say. My stars! I just want out
and prison looks mighty good right now. Too late, she was along for
a ride, but where? She’d have to force herself to ask questions if
she wanted useful information.

“W-who a-are y-you?” she croaked.

The stranger was busy with the panel, turning
knobs and pushing buttons, ignoring her for the moment. Finally, he
turned around and spoke. “I’m Tobor Z200407. I am Replica Acumen. I
didn’t know I’d have a traveling companion. Who are you?”

An android? Well, that explains his
rudeness.

Vlissio has an RA. All the rich have them and
they’re all a bit into themselves. Replica Acumen’s know and do
almost everything. Well, at least most are programmed that way. Her
friend’s RA is very pleasant and considerate, just her luck to be
strapped in this capsule with an arrogant so and so.

“Who are you?” she asked again.

“I repeat my name is Tobor Z200407. Are you
deaf?”

“Deaf?” her voice came out in a silly squeak.
“No, I just can’t remember all those numbers, you rude Bot! I’m
sorry but I don’t understand what’s happening?”

Tobor Z200407 flashed his cold steel eyes.
“Is my companion a reject android? Just my luck I am saddled with
an inferior partner!”

“Inferior! Listen here, you arrogant metal
machine. I know about your kind. You may look human but you’re just
a pile of nuts, bolts, and chips for brains, so don’t call me
names, you robot!”

Tobor’s square chin rose defensively. “I beg
your pardon, but I am eighty-five percent human and only
fifteen-percent nuts and bolts.” He placed his hand over his heart
in mock defense. “I am deeply hurt! Calling an android a robot is
insulting!”

“Oh, clam up! You androids don’t have
emotions! I hope your jaw gets rusted. I’m getting tired of your
attitude...Ohhh, what’s going on?!” She gripped the arms of the
chair until her knuckles turned white. Dear Lord! The cabin was now
straight up and she fear made her immobile. She had a terrifying
notion that she wasn’t going to like what was about to happen.

“No time to explain. Apparently you were not
programmed as to our mission.”

“Where are we goooooooing?”

The rocket shot through the open roof of the
building and within seconds out to the stratosphere. Tia feared
that her heart just plummeted into her belly. Then her eyes rolled
back right before she blacked out.

 


“Miss, err, Miss?” Tia felt someone shaking
her and a voice she didn’t immediately recognize calling her. “Wake
up,” he ordered.

She didn’t want to open her eyes just then,
hoping maybe the weird feeling in her stomach would ease. But the
voice was persistent and the continuous shaking only upset her
more. Her mind screamed, leave me be, but she only voiced a moan,
not sure if it came from her own throat. With a sting against her
cheek, she seemed to come out of a semi-comatose state, and her
eyes popped open. She blinked and slowly came around and the face
before her came into focus.

“Oh, no,” Tia groaned, “Bot leave me alone,
you...you man-made metal contraption. Stop shaking me; do you want
me to throw up? God, did you have to hit me, you tin brain?!”

“Your insults are just babble that rolls off
my man-made skin. I neither like nor dislike them.”

Oh, brother. She sat and rubbed her burning
cheek. He’ll pay for that! Then Tia blinked at the brightness and
as the curtain lifted she slowly wondered why she was no longer in
the ship but somewhere outside. “Where are we?” she croaked.

“It seems we landed on a roof top,” he
replied.

Tia rubbed her stomach trying to calm down.
This had to be a dream. She took a deep breath hoping to steady her
nerves, rose on wobbly legs and gave the android a foreboding look.
If only her head would stop spinning.

“Come.” The android pushed her along,
ignoring her protests. She heard him murmur something to the effect
that he still couldn’t compute why she was sent along. His mission
was simple. He needed no assistance, especially a poorly
constructed robot.

She wanted to tell him what she thought but
said instead, “Where are we going? And slow down, I’m still a bit
dizzy,” she snapped.

Tobor guided her to the edge of the building,
picked her up swiftly and jumped. She had no time to object. They
landed on the ground before a scream left her mouth. Her stomach
seemed somewhere lodged near her brain. Unharmed, the android
placed her shaking body down and she slumped to the cold ground.
Frightened, and enraged, she gasped for air that had left her lungs
in a whoosh somewhere between the tenth and sixth floor.

God! Is this a nightmare?

Tia swallowed the gorge but not her words and
stared at Tobor. “A-are y-you c-crazy?” she sputtered. Anger taking
over her fear, she ordered, “Take me back home!” The android didn’t
listen and she tried to clear her mind, but she found she could
not. Frustrated, she looked around.

 


They were in a dark alley that stank of odors
foreign to her senses. Daylight was drawing and the sun, slipping
behind an old, rustic-looking building gave her an eerie
feeling.

“Where am I?”

“You are not up to standards, are you?” Tobor
accused in an even tone. She glared at him. “Deaf, stupid, and
weak, is that why they sent you? Am I to lose you in another time
zone?”

Tia rubbed her aching temples. She never
before had a headache in her life but she sensed one coming on.
What’s he babbling about? Humph! He still thinks I’m a robot. What
did he say about another time? So angered, she lost her
concentration.

“Look, you jerk,” she growled.

“Jerk? What is the meaning of jerk? I cannot
find that word in my computer’s dictionary.”

“So, you’re not a know-it-all, after all.”
Tia laughed, sarcastically. “It means you’re a numskull, nitwit,
lame brain, moron and so forth. Get my drift?”

“Where did you learn such expressions?”

“From my grand… oh, never mind, I’m in no
mood to spar with a thing with no heart or compassion. And
furthermore I’m not a....”

Tobor’s hands went up. “Why didn’t they just
dismantle you? Am I stuck with you? Maybe you can be reprogrammed.
A month spent with a reject was not to my liking. When I returned,
there had better be some explanation as to why you were sent with
me in the first place. If not, I’ll see to it that you’re thrown
into the junk pile, even if I have to do it himself. First, I’ll
reprogram you -- a simple task. I’m top of the line. The best there
is. It might work. It’s worth a try.”

Tia watched Tobor pace, muttering what he was
going to do to her. She didn’t take him seriously because she was
reeling from the revolting stench that seemed to be coming from
metal boxes buried in the ground. She pinched her nose and talked
with a nasally voice. “Let’s get out of here, wherever we are,” her
hands waved in front of her face. “Phew.”

Tobor stopped pacing and stood before her as
if he hadn’t heard. Her need for answers was strong but she wasn’t
sure she really wanted to hear the truth. After taking a good look
around, she was positive they were no longer on the planet she knew
as her home. This strange, stinking place frightened her. Maybe
this was indeed a nightmare. She pinched herself to be sure. If she
kept this up she’d awaken covered with welts on her body. It hurt.
This was real.

“Well,” Tia straightened her spine; her chin
raised a notch, bracing for an explanation. “I’m listening. Want to
explain, now?”

The android started to speak when a cacophony
of noises like firecracker ripped and echoed through the alley. Tia
jumped back, her heart quickening. Now what? Tobor ran to the
street so fast he was a blur. When she caught up with him at the
end of the alley, she stood, her mouth open, her breath coming in
spurts. The tin man stood there with an odd looking weapon where
his right hand had been. A strange looking vehicle and several
people were in the street, but to her amazement, all were frozen in
time, like statues.

“W-what happened?” she stammered in awe.

I told you so. She got an answer but not from
the person she wanted to hear from.

Leave me alone, Kiki, not now. Tia shook her
head. Kiki was invading her thoughts again. Okay, you win, I’ll
never not listen to you again, now leave me be.

When Tobor didn’t answer her, she walked
around the strange scene. Men in black clothes were leaning out of
the ancient car windows, shooting antique guns; the kind Tia
remembered seeing in granny Elana’s picture books. A hail of
bullets hung in midair and she walked among them. A man on the
sidewalk held his chest, covered in a spray of red liquid frozen on
his white shirt. She believed he had been shot. She spotted a young
woman with a baby in her arms in the path of the suspended pellets.
Tia gasped and turned, feeling her face drain. Not able to speak,
her eyes pleaded with the android. Reading her mind, the RA
explained flatly, “This suspension of time only lasts five
minutes.”

The strange weapon slipped inside the sleeve
of his vinyl suit and his hand once again reappeared. It was done
very coolly and automatically without a blink. But then, androids
do not blink, flinch, frown, smile or breathe. Not one human,
bodily function was possible, even passing gas.

“We arrived in the 1920’s, according to my
memory file, in Chicago, during Prohibition, short of our
designated time period. I can make an adjustment and we can go for
the right era when we return to the capsule,” Tobor informed
calmly.

 


Too calmly for Tia’s frenzied emotions, but
then those human machines have no tempers either. Time period? The
light went on and she understood what he was now talking about,
even though it blew her mind. Through befuddled she decided one
thing: they couldn’t leave the woman and child to die in the path
of bullets. Not if she wanted to live in peace with herself,
especially since she had acquired a conscience.

“Bot, we have to do something,” she pleaded,
her voice filled with emotion.

“We?” Tobor shrugged his broad shoulders.
“I’m not programmed to save lives.”

Tia made a rude noise, “Look, you
cold-hearted glob of computer chips. We will do something to save
that innocent mother and child or I’ll take a wrench to you!”

Well spoken, Tia. Hollow and stupid, but
brave.

Although seething with anger, Tia had a touch
of fear. Threatening him might not have been such a good idea. The
android was capable of tearing off her limbs with its supper-human
strength. She continued to glare anyway and without a word, Tobor
went over to the young lady and child, gently lifted them up
without the slightest effort and placed them out of harm’s way.

When Tobor saw her violet eyes grow darker,
her shoulders stubbornly set, he did her bidding, but did not
compute why. With all her faults, she was the most beautiful robot
he had ever seen and being angry didn’t take anything away from her
beauty. In fact, it did just the opposite. He dismissed those
thoughts quickly, wondering why his computer chips even wasted
valuable time making such an irrelevant assessment. Tobor also
could not compute why this woman annoyed him so since the death of
a human did not bother him. Male or female, child or adult, it
mattered not.

“On top of everything else, you’re a nag,” he
said without a hint of any emotion in his voice. “Are you
satisfied? She will awaken completely disoriented and never
understand how she woke in the alley.” The female android cast him
a scornful look.

“I don’t care, you heartless, Bot! At least
she and her infant will be alive, and I’m sure she’ll get over it
when she sees how lucky they were.”

Tia’s unflattering opinion of him was
beginning to make his computer chips burn hot in his skull. This
strange feeling was new to him. Maybe he had to make a few
adjustments to himself first. “You have all the wrong qualities for
an android. Who programmed you, anyway?”

“God,” she spat, “with the help of my
grandmother.” Her chin jutted out with pride.

“Now I understand everything. A woman
scientist programmed you. So you actually believe you have a
family. But androids don’t have mothers and fathers or
grandparents, which are a computed fact. You really need a lot of
adjustments. But for now we have to get back to the capsule before
the five minutes of suspended time elapses and we’re discovered.
And we have little time to reach the proper time period. We must
arrive in the designated time slot.”

Tobor picked her up, and she dared not argue
after his warning that they had to get back to the machine. With a
superhuman leap, he jumped up onto the roof top. She clung to him
like moss to a tree and squeezed her eyes tight. Once back in the
ship, Tia yawned. “I can use some sleep, I’m exhausted.” Tobor
buckled them in. “Sleep?”

“Don’t you understand the word?” she asked,
yawning again.

“I understand perfectly well the unconscious
state of suspension. I’m not programmed for it, so I don’t require
any.”

“Well, goody for you but I do,” she whined
rather prissily. “I wish I can do some reprogramming myself,” she
grumbled and then she closed her eyes.

Tobor shrugged. That RA was definitely a
reject. Why would she need sleep? Well, it did not matter now, the
female was quiet and that was fine with him. He reset a dial and
did a little of this and that to the panel. The ship vibrated and
rumbled, then shot into space. He looked at the female seeing her
turn pea green. You’d think by now she should have known what was
coming.

“Ohhh, sh-e-e-et! Not againnnnnnnn.” Tobor
was learning the art of smiling upon seeing once again that she had
passed out. “Sleep she wanted, sleep she’ll get,” he murmured. He
put in his memory chip, when, or if, they returned, he’d have a few
words about the female RA. She was certainly not up to specs! As
much as he regretted her company at first, he was beginning to
enjoy her, but he couldn’t understand why. He was not programmed to
value females or any other company for that matter, but what the
hell. Hell was a word humans used as well as heaven but both places
neither concerned him one way nor the other. His afterlife would be
in a yard for retired and out of date androids. He looked again at
her and knew it would be a while before he’d awaken her. In fact,
he planned to open her chest and do the repairs while she was in
her unconscious state. He was very interested to see what made her
tick.

 



 


 Chapter
Three

 


Although Tobor programmed the time machine
for a correct flight path, he didn’t account for heavily wooded
areas. Trees were sparse in his century. The ship hit tree tops;
bounced and pitched dangerously, tossing them around like a salad.
He looked over at his companion surprised that the turbulent ride
hadn’t revived her. Just as well, she’d probably scream her head
off. That RA was definitely a mistake. He gripped the steering
controls tightly doing his best to land the capsule without major
damage, but tree branches snapped against the safety glass
obstructing a clear view. The vehicle finally came to an abrupt
stop, snapping his head against the back of the high seat. He
wanted to use a profane word but he was not programmed for that.
Sparks flew and smoke came from the control panel.

It didn’t look good. He had been advised of
the last mission’s failure. His predecessor, Tobor Z200406, never
returned. The scientists had no knowledge if the android had made
it. He was instructed to succeed where the first Tobor had
failed.

Smoke filled the cabin but he managed to
carry Tia outside. He looked around wondering how far they were
from their goal. They had landed in a clearing twice as big as the
ship, surrounded by a thick wooded area. It was necessary to make a
determination where they were, in what era, and to find a structure
that would give him the clues he needed. He had been programmed
with special expertise in architecture, cultural anthropology,
mathematics, history of humans and space, as well as geology from
the caveman to 2092.

He could lock in the year and country in his
head and calculate any number from one to infinity without error.
Through his eyes he could project this information onto a screen;
he knew every inch of any planet in miles and kilometers. There
wasn’t a word he couldn’t spell, or a language he couldn’t speak,
or a story he couldn’t retell. If the book was written, he could
recite it, word for word, comma to comma, period to period. He was
programmed to the technical limit.

But this female android seemed to have an old
fashioned mind with odd ideas. She said things like, ‘grandmother,’
indeed! It boggled his chips; this shouldn’t happen. It was time to
get into her compartment to find out why she was programmed with
the sleeping sickness, and emotions. The strange words of his
companion made him think her maker was from yesteryear. What was
her maker thinking? It was time to take matters into his mechanical
hands to figure this out.

The female was still in a deep sleep.
Kneeling down, Tobor un-zippered her shirt. He was surprised to
find perfect breasts since they were no longer of any use. Why
hadn’t he noticed this deformity before? Except for pictures of
women in art paintings and statues, he had never seen real ones. He
couldn’t stop gazing at them. This android was very strange, he
concluded and it made him think of his own form. What would it be
like if he were to have the reproductive abilities of a human man?
For so many years, man has been sterile. He wanted to curse but
swearing wasn’t in his programmed vocabulary, something that he
might think about when he returned. But now he had wasted too much
time on useless thoughts which was another uncommon trait of his
kind. Tobor skimmed his hand around for the flap of membrane that
must be covering her panel box.

 


In her dream state Tia sensed a pressure on
her chest. At first it blended in with dreams that created strange
stimulations; the sensation was so real she became aroused. The
experience was pleasant, but a warning went off in her brain when
she something cold made contact against her chest. Something was
not right; her eyes opened quickly. That damn robot was poking and
probing at her breasts.

Tia jumped and screamed. Trying to cover her
nakedness, she was flushed, surprising herself. Anger flowed
through her, then disgust at the inhuman thing but she couldn’t
understand the other sensations. She didn’t like the idea but she
liked the feeling. Some wrath and repulsion attacked her conscience
but she blamed it on him. “What the hell do you think you’re doing,
you robotic, blithering idiot?!” There was an odd note in her voice
and it surprised her.

“Another of your ancient words?” he snapped
in a harsh tone of voice. “Your foolish ravings are no great
concern of mine, but now I have to add modesty to your list of
sicknesses.”

The bot was unfazed by his immoral action and
she boldly snapped, “I didn’t know androids were interested in
taking advantage of unconscious females!”

“I was going to---”

“I know damn well what you were going to do,
you metal pervert. Your maker was a sick man!”

“If any maker was sick, it was yours.” he
said in a monotone.

Tia looked at the sky, worrying that at any
moment he would be struck down by the hand of God! Then she
remembered that he still believed her to be a Replica Acumen. Her
anger turned into a snicker and her brows rose. The skeptical look
on his face made her laugh and she convulsed and let out an
uncontrollable cackle. His stony countenance looked at her as if
she had gone completely nuts. Now it was the time to set the record
straight and Tia made an effort to control her mirth. After a few
hiccoughs, she swallowed but couldn’t keep the giggles out of her
voice, even though she needed a good laugh.

“Look, tin man,” she sighed with
exasperation, and informed him bluntly as she zippered up her
shirt. “You’re under a misconception. I’m not one of your, “kind.”
She made quotation










cover.jpg





