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DEDICATION

This book is dedicated to my wife Helen,

who is my own personal “Storm Trooper”.
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FOREWORD
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The first Captain Robot story was written for a set of two bookmarks to be handed out at the 50th Worldcon in Orlando Florida in 1992, which was organized by Joe Siclari, who with his wife Edie Stern were founders of the South Florida Science Fiction Society, which had a booth there. The name for the story, Captain Robot and his All Girl Storm Troopers, was inspired by a novelty band that was popular in the 1930’s and 40’s, called Phil Spitalny and his All-Girl Orchestra. The Captain Robot title, while not politically correct, was popular with fans attending the Worldcon so I kept it in subsequent stories, including the most recent three which my wife Helen encouraged me to write.

* * * * * * * * *
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Captain Robot And His All Girl Storm Troopers

Screaming down the skyways on his six place Harley Turbo comes Captain Robot, pride of the new Crime Fighters Force (in an age when conventional humans and their frailties are banished from law enforcement for the safety of all) and assisted by his quintet of identical blonde bombshell amazons, Alpha, Beta, Gamma, Delta, and Epsilon. Test tube babes with nerves of steel, genetically cloned, athletically honed, following their mechanical leader into dangerous new adventures to save Society.....

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Adventure # 1: The Robber Baron
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The team must stop a high-tech villain from committing murders and robberies!

Dawn at CriFi HQ. A briefing room on Level 5. Captain Robot and his team stand before their boss, neat and well-scrubbed, the clone officers wearing fresh slacks and blazers. Commander Chrome, a sturdy mech, well-polished and oiled, with a no-nonsense crewcut of recycled Astroturf, paces as only a mech can pace.

“Thirty-two murders in thirty-two hours,” Commander Chrome says. “All taking place at or near a GigaBank automated teller.”

“Robberies?” queries Captain Robot.

“None apparent. The victims all had their wallets, watches, pocket change. But at last we have a single clue... a broken monocle, found on the scene of the most recent crime.”

The Troopers frown in unison. “Monocle?” they chorus.

“An archaic form of vision correction, an eyeglass for one eye only. Often a mere affectation for certain Europeans of a bygone age. Normally, a mere antique, but in this case, the symbol of a dangerous new criminal—Baron Von Cyber, self-appointed leader of the new techno-aristocracy arising from the unification of Europe. A high-tech megalomaniac. Dangerous. Ruthless. Mind-linked by neural transceivers and satellite relays to street gangs he controls across America.”

“Ah, yes—” says Captain Robot “—the notorious Cyber Punks.”

Commander Chrome extends a printout to them. “Though seemingly random, we have detected a pattern and projected a site for the next crime. Be there! Soon!”

Captain Robot gives a snappy salute. “On our way, Sir.”

They sprint from Chrome’s office and use the slide tube direct to Garage Level. Speed is critical. Their destination is two private malls and three Recent Emigre Enterprise Zones away.

Tires squeal as the stretch Harley rockets to its destination, climbing the ramps to the elevated highways above the city, with Alpha holding tight to Captain Robot, Beta holding tight to her, and so on down the line. Danger and duty beckon. Would they be in time? Could they stop the crime?

* * * * * * * 
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Noon. Stakeout. Captain Robot and the Troopers wait amid the heat and dust of the street, they and their stretch Harley holographically disguised as a disabled Near-Beer truck, able to see out from within their one-way illusion. Across from them stands Branch 54,672 of GigaBank, proudly emblazoned with its logo and slogan, “The only bank you’ll ever need... because it’s the only bank left”.

Then... A graffiti covered electric van pulls into a parking space before the bank. A young tough wearing gang garb gets out, stretches, and takes his time walking up to the bank. Very cool. Very nonchalant. Maybe too nonchalant. He glances around, then feeds his ATM card into the AutoTeller. He returns to the van without waiting for his transaction, but the van waits, and waits some more.

Clone Alpha whispers, “What’s going on?”

Captain Robot is already scanning the ATM with his handheld sensor. “That card he put in was in actuality an ultraslim microcomputer. The reader stripe on the back is an output device that’s transmitting a complex code into the ATM circuitry. It’s programmed to override the bank’s security systems.”

“Look—” whispers Epsilon “—a customer is coming.”

“And,” chorus Delta and Gamma, “he’s putting his own ATM card in the machine!”

The Captain adjusts his scanner, studies the readout. “Incredible. Ingenious. Highly illegal! The override program is transferring that customer’s funds to the account of something called the Church of Cybernetics. Now it’s erasing all records of the transfer and the customer’s account, and ejecting his card and the Trojan Horse Card. That means, all they need do now to cover their tracks is simply eliminate—”

“The customer!” gasps Beta.

The truth of her words is borne out that very instant. A horde of Cyber Punks is already emerging from the van. A relatively small horde, granted, given the size of the van and the bulkiness of some of the gang members, but a very nasty, well organized, and well-armed horde, nevertheless.

All of them wear cords about their necks, from which are suspended glass monocles exactly like the one which had been found broken at the scene of the last crime.

Three of the Cyber Punks are aiming weapons at the bank customer, who is turning toward them with a look of disdain... and now alarm... and now abject fear. The other gang members are routinely watching for signs of trouble. Imagine their surprise when the metalloid law enforcement agent and the five blonde storm troopers abruptly materialize from the side of what looked like a Schpritz Near-Beer truck. Captain Robot springs boldly in front of the intended victim in time to block a searing blast from an illegal zapper. He jerks back under the blow. He falls. He gives a cocky smile.

The Storm Troopers charge into the fray, their stunners blazing, and their blazers stunning. A pulchritudinous wall of Armageddonettes, freezing their enemies into various positions and stances, until the bank parking lot begins to look like the staging area for a display of mannequins fitted out for a West Side Story promotional event.

The Captain gets to his casehardened, ripplesoled feet, and helps the rescued customer up. He dusts himself off. He feels the still hot spot on his chest where the zapper blast had struck him. “Another job for the replating department,” he mutters.

A GigaBank official emerges from the building now, as cautiously as a harp seal investigating a pack of polar bears. He surveys the scene before him, silent and questioning. His eyes are wide. His whys are eyed.

“Alert the bank’s main branch,” orders Captain Robot. “Disable all ATM’s, system wide, until they can be made secure.”

“Y-y-y-yes, sir!”

One still-conscious ganger, resisting the effects of the stunners, hoists a monocle to his eye. His face contorts into the Baron’s own evil leer as the neural transceivers within his head fire up, close various synaptic switches, and begin to relay the Arch Criminal’s absentee personality, transforming him. The hint of an Austrian accent tinges the young ganger’s words as his chest swells and his eyes flash.

“You may think you’ve won, but beware! You’ve not seen the last of me!” swears he.

Stunning rejoinders flash his way, as the gals, from Alpha to Epsilon, numb him into unconsciousness with rapid, but humane, shots. He collapses, once more himself.

“Let’s book ‘em, tag ‘em, scan ‘em and bag ‘em, Troopers,” says Captain Robot, with a certain metallic gleam in his eyes. “As I’m sure Commander Chrome will agree, there’s no shortage of evil out there. Besides, the Harley’s getting low on synth-gas, and my batteries could stand recharging.....”

The End (?) 

More Adventures to Follow! 
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Adventure # 2: The Shadow of Death
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The team must solve an atomic mystery and avert a disaster!

Distant cars honk, a cat meows, air conditioners hum, a small truck engine idles.

Gathered in the alley between the Supreme Court and the Congressional low-income housing complex for undocumented Latin-American nannies and yard maintenance men, Captain Robot and the Storm Troopers check out an abandoned U.S. Mail truck. 

“The engine is still running,” says Delta.

“The dashboard clock is still running,” says Gamma.

“I bet whoever left it here is, too!” added Epsilon.

Captain Robot cocks his ear toward the rear. “Do you hear something, troopers?”

Faintly at first, then growing louder, is a rhythmic sound something like thump-a-bump click, thump-a-bump click, repeating over and over, mysterious and scary.

Captain Robot and the Storm Troopers, drawn to the back of the U.S. Mail truck by the strange recurring sound, gather by the rear doors. They pause. They grab the handles. They yank the doors open.

The Troopers gasp in unison. “Oh!”

There in the back of the truck is a blue-gray Postal Droid, sitting in a semi-fetal position, rhythmically rocking from side to side, bumping his head on the interior paneling of the truck. His eye lenses have a vacant look.

Thump-a-bump click, thump-a-bump click, thump-a-bump click.

“Poor fellow!” says Captain Robot . “Better check this!”

There is a brief scanning sound. Tweedle-eedle.

“It’s as I feared,” says Captain Robot. “My scan shows his memory has just been deleted. Nothing’s left. Erasure completed. He won’t be able to tell us a thing.”

“Someone silenced him quite nicely,” says Alpha.

Captain Robot nods with grim certitude. “Precisely!”

“If they stole the mail, that’s a federal crime!” says Epsilon.

“So is voiding a droid,” says Captain Robot. “But I’m sure they had more to their nefarious scheme than hijacking junk mail and slick magazines. Let me turn this poor fellow off.”

There is a squeak as he opens a small panel and a click as he snaps off a switch. The thump-a-bump click sound immediately stops.

“There—that will save his batteries,” says Captain Robot. “Now let’s gather the evidence... do DNA swabs. We need to get back to HQ, PDQ!

Later, the team is back on level 5 at CriFi HQ. Commander Chrome addresses his crew, barking orders over the familiar clanking sound of his pacing.

“Captain Robot, put the mail case on hold!” says Commander Chrome. “There’s a new crisis brewing! Three business execs from TechnoEmpiraCorp have disappeared.”

Captain Robot frowns in thought. “Sounds like the work of Baron Von Cyber!”

“No doubt you’re right,” says Chrome. “We’ve heard that his minions tried to buy controlling interest in the company from the execs. Now they’re gone. I’ve zapped you the coordinates of the latest crime scene. Captain... Troopers... be there!”

“Yes, sir!”

The captain salutes. The troopers follow suit. Now they’re off on a run for the slide-tube and garage with its opening gate. Crime and
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