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  Chapter 10


  Michael pulled into Lindsey's driveway. He opened her car door and helped her out of the vehicle. The two walked slowly to the door. "Thanks, I had a great time." "Me too." Lindsey was holding Michael's hand. The porch light softly colored Lindsey's hair, and she looked beautiful. Michael leaned into Lindsey and asked, “May I kiss you good night?" Lindsey nodded her head. Michael leaned forward and gave her a soft kiss on the lips. Time seemed to stand still, and the universe revolved slowly around the couple. Lindsey remained modest and smiled at Michael as he turned to leave. "See you later, fly boy!" Michael replied back, “Yeah. I sure hope so." Lindsey turned to open her front door and walk inside, then decided to turn around one more time. "Michael, will I see you again?" Michael respond, “Sure." "I am not moving to Alaska. I will call you." "Ok." "Well then, good night." Michael then turned, got into his car, and drove off. He was floating on a cloud of great feelings, and he had returned her home by 11pm, as promised. He was relieved that the date had gone so well. He looked forward to telling his parents about the date and how awesome Lindsey was.


  Lindsey walked into the living room where her father was seated reading a book. "Hi, honey. Did you have a nice date?" Lindsey's face was blushed from her kisses with Michael. "Yes, Dad. I had a nice date with Michael. He is super cute." "Do you think I have a chance with him?" Lindsey’s father put his history book downon the coffee table and said, "Yeah, why not? You're way better than all the other girls. If it's right, it will happen." Lindsey knew her dad was trying to comfort her. He continued, ”Michael is a celebrity. His role in defeating the Solar X has made him very popular."


  Lindsey knew this information already. ”Dad, I don't think Michael has let his fame go to his head. He still seems like a local, hometown, country boy." "I do like that aspect about Michael." "I think he is a nice boy." Lindsey’s father increased his interest in the relationship. “What are Michael's plans?" Lindsey explained, ”He is learning how to fly the X-29 at Positron's combat flight school." "He is a first year pilot, and the competition is tough." "He seems confident."


  Lindsey thought how her father, Giovanni Millian, was once a young buck with dark, curly, black hair. He must have been attractive as a young man. Lindsey's mother, Arbella, was a short, Italian woman with spirit. Giovanni courted Arbella in Rome, the city of love. Lindsey thought about how her handsome father had won the heart of her mother. Lindsey loved her parents and thought they were beautiful people. Lindsey’s mother, Arbella, had visited the pastry shop where Giovanni had worked. She enjoyed the pastry but liked spending her time flirting with Giovanni. He was friendly and handsome. Arbella's friends liked him, also.


  "Dad, what caught your attention with Mom?" Giovanni seemed younger for a moment. ”Lindsey, I loved your mom's laugh. It was the type of laugh that was contagious. She really enjoyed life." Lindsey asked, "Did you think Mom was beautiful?" Giovanni seemed proud. "Oh, yes. She was the most beautiful woman I had ever seen. I fell deeply in love with your mother. She liked to come and visit me at the pastry shop in Rome. We had a good time. One day, I decided to ask her to see a play at the theater. I believe the play was 'Les Miserables.' We kissed after the play, and soon we were seriously dating. Ours was a match made in heaven."


  "Yes it was, Dad. Mom is a lucky woman to have a man like you. You have been awesome parents to me. I haven't always made it easy for you, either."


  "I think Michael is a good man. He seems to know what he wants and isn't afraid to take on challenges. He is a hard worker, and I like that characteristic about him."


  "Did he treat you well?" Lindsey smiled, "Yes, Dad, he treated me like a lady. I like his mannerisms."


  "I could tell that you liked him. You make a nice couple."


  "Let's hope he finds time to call you and maybe go out with you again." Lindsey was looking for an escape. "I am tired, Dad."


  "Ok, good night." Giovanni hugged his daughter and gave her a kiss on the cheek. "Make sure to give your mother a kiss."


  Lindsey ran up the stairs to the bedroom where her mother was reading. "Hi, Lindsey. I thought I heard you come in. How did your date go with Michael?" "It went great, Mom." "It seems like the date went better than great. Mom, I think I'm falling in love with Michael. I know it is too soon, but I do think a person can find love at first sight. With us, we've known one another for these many years, ever since Michael's foot race with his dad in our neighborhood." Arbella laughed. "Have you been talking with your father? What a catch he has been." Lindsey knew her mother felt passionately about her father. "Yeah." "Michael is very consumed by pilot's school. He wants to become a fighter pilot." Arbella replied, "Lindsey, fighter pilots have families. I am sure Michael will call you. I'm happy for you. You deserve the best! Did Michael kiss you?" Lindsey nodded her head. "I thought so. You seem to be glowing." Lindsey leaned her head on her mother. "I love you, Mom."


  "How is work going?"her mom asked, changing the subject away from Michael.


  "I'm waiting. I should know soon on my promotion to detective. I'm excited about the promotion. It will give me a chance to really fight crime."


  "You're an intelligent woman and a clever officer."


  "Officer Smith wants me to work on a biotechnology case that involves uncovering a plot at X-Corp. It will be a big case, and I will have a staff to work with me."


  Arbella admired her daughter. ”Such, a large and important case. You are valuable to your department. Good luck."


  "Thanks, Mom. I feel hopeful and confident."


  "Good night dear." Lindsey rolled out of her mom's bed and walked towards her room, closing her mother's bedroom door behind her. She thought about how understanding her mother had been and was happy that her future looked promising. Lindsey was happy that both her father and mother were accepting and approving of Michael. She was deeply in love with Michael. Lindsey was confident Michael loved her, but she had an inkling he would not immediately admit his love for her. She needed to get to sleep because tomorrow would be a stressful day.


  Chapter 11


  Mr. Toombs bypassed the firewall security system on the Positron central servers. He was browsing through vast numbers of classified documents and looking for specific information. He had not found the information he desired. Mr. Toombs had carefully planned over the last few years for this, culminating moment. First, Mr. Toombs had gained the confidence of Positron by aiding in the defeat of the Solar X. Next, once accepted as a trusted, team member, he would begin his search for remnants of Mr. Rentalov's DNA. The DNA had not been completely disposed of, as he had been led to believe by Adam. His boss was shrewd and deceptive, a masterful liar--he had almost believed his story. And lastly, he had acquired the passwords giving him access to the secure information server.


  Mr. Toombs watched as the document names scrolled rapidly over two of his large screens. One document caught his attention. It was labeled Top Secret and was named “Impenetrable.” This had to be the document for which he had been searching. He opened the document, and the contents included schematics for a mobile vault capable of relocating, autonomously, upon a breach of security. The vault's contents were not listed on the manifest. The contents of the vault had to be the missing DNA he was searching for. Positron would not have gone to such an extent if the contents were not precious. Mr. Toombs flipped the pages of the document and examined the topographical maps of the terrain surrounding the vault. The vault was on a mountain, approachable by a narrow passage on the side of cliff. Lasers and artillery sonic canons protected the path from intruders.


  Mr. Toombs continued to read through the security protocol enhancements in the appendix. The new security system included a challenge entry - sight recognition system, thermal scans for body temperature, smell recognition by personal profile, touch recognition by fingerprint, and a voice recognition system for authentication. If the person was not recognized, then Positron was contacted, and the person was apprehended for questioning or imprisonment. The vault was in a secure fortress.


  Mr. Toombs had found what he wanted. He removed the user logs clearing his audit trail deposited on the operating system, then he broke the secure communications link. Next, he purged his machine of all data and shut it down. It was over. He closed his eyes and started to visualize a plan. His bald head glistened with sweat in the light of the office. He was wearing a blue, Hawaiian shirt with white flower prints, brown shorts, and leather sandals. He brushed his hand over his lips and said, "Hmmm," then continued to think deeply. He was relaxing soundly and nearly fell into a deep slumber. His head began to nod, and he almost fell asleep standing there.


  Mr. Toombs was easily distracted. He was not thinking about the plan but a warm ocean beach, an umbrella and a fruit drink. He kept his eyes closed, continued to relax back into his seat and listened to his breathing, realizing he was in a dream world. He snapped out of it. He had to get focused. He must beat the impossible defense. He was now thinking about a strategy, a strategy capable of fooling the most advanced Positron security he had ever known. Suddenly, an epiphany hit him. He would build a clone robot. The robot would include a holographic imaging system allowing a clone robot to exactly match the appearances of Adam. The clone robot had to exactly match the thermal signatures of the Positron chief; otherwise, the security systems would sound an intruder alert. He had designed a solution to solve the stated requirement.


  A clone robot was the first part of his plan. He would steal some of Adam’s DNA and clone it, creating artificial skin. Afterwards, he would create an artificial smell matching the sweat and odors of Adam, and lastly, he would create an artificial voice system that could approximate Adam's voice.


  The use of positron beams within the robot was the second part of his plan. He could create thermal imaging patterns using cross-sectioning positron beams. The cross sections would match Adam's body heat signature. The trick was creating millions of simultaneous cross beams. He would use nano machines and millions of power sources to create the heat signature. The computer would perform all the necessary magic. Adam's matching stolen thermal scans were being simulated until the model reached 99% accuracy. The simulation had to adjust for different conditions of stress and assertion.


  Mr. Toombs opened his eyes, and a look of confidence came over his face. His plan would work.


  The third part of the plan included all the security codes and passwords which he had seen in the secure document.


  Mr. Toombs was ready to conquer Positron's impenetrable security system--what a challenge--and it would be fun!


  After three months of groundbreaking, technology advancement, Mr. Toombs' prototype was ready.


  The clone robot matched Adam's physical attributes exactly. The robot and artificial skin had a human touch. The freakish quality of organic skin was erie to behold. The nutrients and blood were pumped by an artificial heart powered by fuel cells. The blood had to be recycled using an artificial liver to remove toxins and keep the blood from dying. Next, artificial kidneys used powerful magnets use to remove additional impurities in the blood. The skin regenerated automatically.


  State of the art speech systems were made possible by an artificial larynx. The syntheticvocal chords vibrated as air passed by them from the artificial lungs. The computer had to learn how to create sound by controlling the air flow and tension of the vocal chords. Mr. Toombs was able to gain access to his secret think tank to help with the programming. He felt confident they wouldn’t let him down. After all, he was sending them a million dollars a week to complete the work.


  The special, artificial voice system was working. The robot's vocal chords sounded like a human voice and not like a computer. Adam's voice was duplicated exactly, and no error could not be detected. Mr. Toombs' genetic and technology achievement would never be published; it would never be reviewed by academic peers; it would never gain prestige and recognition. No. It would just be a work of genius that only he would be allowed to appreciate and exploit.


  The day had arrived to execute his devious plan. Today, he would breach the impenetrable security system. The clone robot began traversing the path along the cliff towards the location of the mobile vault. The path was narrow, and at certain locations, the robot had to walked sideways, with his back against the wall. The positron beams created thermal imaging of this rogue. So far, so good. The robot went undetected against the best Positron security ever created.


  "Halt. Who goes there?"


  "Adam."


  "Step forward, Adam. Put your hand on the scanner and repeat the following statement to the voice authentication system." “All good robots die and go to Heaven.” The voice match was good.


  The clone robot placed his artificial hand on the glass-covered device.


  "You check out ok. Proceed."


  The lasers and sonic canon weapons powered down. The robot approached a platform elevated by magnets. This platform was different. It floated above the ground, ready to depart at moment's notice.


  No data communication was allowed within a mile of the mobile vault, or it would think it was under attack and depart. Therefore, Mr. Toombs had programmed the robot with the username and password from the classified document. "Username: Mr. Rentalov, and Password: 11235812.” The virtual keyboard intercepted his typing. The system ejected a sliding tray and a vial of blue watery substance.


  Mr. Rentalov's sponge brain was a speck.


  The clone robot grabbed the vial and descended the mountain in an interception course with Mr. Toombs who waited impatiently at the base of mountain. Mr. Toombs took the sponge brain sample and deposited it into a blue, chemical vat ready for transport. The sponge brain would take several weeks to grow. The final step would be to download the brain code of the last copy of Mr. Rentalov's consciousness.


  Chapter 12


  Lindsey sat at her desk and remembered the day she became a detective. It had been four years since the last detective promotion in her department. She had endured three days of interviews and oral examinations by authorities. She passed the interviews and was selected to become the newest detective in the department! Joy!


  On Saturday, the next week, Captain O'Donnell swore her in as the 12th detective and pinned on her detective badge. Arbella and Giovanni were in the audience. A large group of people from the community came to witness her promotion ceremony. Lindsey remembered making a short speech about what it meant for her to become a detective. She said, "I will work hard to discover evidence and clues to help solve crimes. I am looking forward to working with the department experts and learning from you. There are people who have lost much through the process of crime. It will be my job to help bring relief to these people. It will be my job to remain focused and dedicated to my oath to defend the constitution and enforce justice with diligence and care. Jail can be a punishment for those who are found guilty of a severe crime. Jail is not a vacation with delicious food, recreation and TV. Jail is about isolation, loneliness and growing old. The law requires payment. Criminals must pay for their crimes. Now, we are part of a team. It is our job to not forget the human side to people. I know this will be a tough job, but I feel that I can do it. There are crimes to be solved." The audience clapped and Lindsey sat down. She looked at her father and mother, and they were smiling at her.


  Later that week, Captain Ryan O'Donnell approached Lindsey's desk. "I need to talk with you in my office. "Ok." Lindsey followed Captain O'Donnell to his office, and he closed the door behind her. "Have a seat." O'Donnell walked around the desk and sat down on his leather chair. He leaned back into the seat getting comfortable. "I am assigning you to a murder case." He slid a brown folder with metal bindings across his desk towards Lindsey. O’Donnell said, "Mr. Lawrence Robinson was found dead in a ditch on the east side of town. Cause of death was a broken neck. The killer dumped the body and departed. Robinson has an elaborate history, including aiding Solar X with their plans of world conquest. Many people hated X-Corp for their secret role in aiding the enemy. He was the CEO of the underworld X-Corp. Robinson provided the Lex-5 security robots giving the Citizen Protection Agency increased jurisdiction and power. Robinson never married, and his work was his life. He lived in a small apartment and had no social interactions with his neighbors, work associates or church. He was a real loner. A few people said that he occasionally attended mass, but most said he kept to himself. There are plenty of reasons that certain people would want to kill Mr. Robinson, but we don't have any leads."


  "I want you to dig around X-Corp and try to discover who would want to kill Robinson. This murder is very strange. What did Robinson know or do that was worth killing for? There were no gunshots, stab wounds or signs of a struggle. No bruising, lacerations or broken bones other than the severing of the cervical bone. The attack was shift and lethal. I want you to find this killer and bring him to justice. Are you up to the challenge?" Lindsey replied, "Absolutely. I am ready."


  Chapter 13


  Lindsey arrived at X-Corp Headquarters' main office. "I am Detective Millian. I have an appointment with Mr. Xavier." The receptionist checked her computer screen then dialed a phone number.


  "Detective Millian is here to see you."


  "Please bring her into the conference room."


  Lindsey was handed a security badge with chord which she put around her neck.


  "Please follow me."


  The two ladies walked to the elevator, and the secretary pushed the button for the 30th floor. Lindsey exchanged in small talk with the secretary. When the level indicator read 30, the elevator doors opened. The conference room was enclosed behind a large, wooden door. The door was opened and Lindsey walked into the conference room. General Xavier was talking with an aide as Lindsey walked into the room. He rose and walked to her, shaking her hand.


  "We were all shocked to hear about Lawrence's bizarre death. We will cooperate fully with you and your investigation."


  Lindsey thought in her mind, "The General seems happy that Lawrence is gone. The former CEO was a rival, and his death seemed like a stroke of luck for Xavier. Lindsey was wearing glasses equipped with a low powered laser that fed images into her retina. She could see the General's stress and body temperature increase upon seeing her. He was hiding something.


  "Why would anyone want to kill Robinson? Something scared someone bad enough they were willing to kill to keep it secret. It will be my job to discover who had the motive and opportunity to kill Robinson."


  "What members of your company were working closely with Robinson?”began Lindsey.


  General Xavier replied, “His secretary, Sheila Marlin, Pete Churla, chief of Operations, and Jonathan Toombs, head of special research.”


  "Each of these individuals has worked for X-Corp for years, and none of them ever had a serious quarrel with Robinson, to my knowledge. Our company rose from a small research project employed to cleanup the junkyard on the bottom of the ocean resulting from Chinese mountains of trash. Our autonomous robots cleaned up the trash, and large barges burned the trash, producing electricity to power the submersible robots."


  "Our company has been like a family to each other. I can't see why anyone would want to kill Robinson. He was loved by many."


  "General Xavier, I am starting to think you are enjoying wasting my time. There is a killer at large. I will need to use the conference room to interview the suspects. If you don't mind, I would like to talk with Sheila Marlin."


  "Sue, could you contact Sheila Marlin and request her presence in the conference room?"


  "Sure."


  "Ok, I have done what you asked. Will I be able to listen?"


  Lindsey didn't like to confront the General. He seemed like a man who could hold a grudge. "I will be doing the interviews in private, but they will be recorded for police review."


  Sheila Marlin walked into the room as the General Xavier walked out.


  "Please have a


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  
