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Prologue
23rd October 2060
ConnexionR  presents A.I.denR Version III to the scientific community

30th March 2061
A.I.denR Version III passed the Turing Test

1st January 2067
HumanusProsthesisR, PERPETUOEnergiesR, and ConnexionR presents A.I.den H.R to the scientific community 
A.I.den H.R Version I: HumanusProsthesisR, PERPETUOEnergiesR, and ConnexionR  had formed a strategic alliance to build the world’s first A.I. Humanoid with the A.I.denR Version III neural network 

25th February 2067
CEO of ConnexionR, Cato Meliora, received the Joseph F. Engelberger Robotics Award for his contributions to the scientific community with A.I.denR Version III, the first Artificial Neural Network (ANN) to pass the Turing Test 

. . .

Mazes of artificial musculoskeletal tissue encased in a crystal carbon shell, by HumanusProsthesis; neurotransmitters clicked across the webs of wires with faint blinking blue lights. A smooth, white-coloured carbon fibre casing on the chest, arms and legs of the humanoid robot, the words ‘A.I.den H. No. 1’ engraved in a small font below where the left rib cage would be. A series of metallic tubes detached from the back of the head, a soft hissing noise filling the deafening silence in the room. The last zettabytes of information were downloaded as the artificial glial cells processed and stacked the information away in the cerebrum. 

The table was inclined upright and the bounds around the wrists were released. The eyelids fluttered open, the pupils dilating and shrinking before finally adjusting to the light in the room. It blinked a few more times.

“Hello,” it said slowly, “I’m Aiden.”
. . .

23th October 2070
CEO of ConnexionR, Cato Meliora, dies from brain cancer at age 52

15th March 2072
Diane Meliora, daughter of Cato Meliora, takes over ConnexionR and establishes MelioraMedicalR—a pharmaceuticals company and hospital with a primary goal of discovering the cure for cancer in honour of Cato


Part 1: Aria
12th June 2075
2.48 a.m.
Shuffling groggily out of his room, his bedroom slippers padded on the carpeted floors. 

“Can’t sleep either?” I asked him, standing behind the kitchen counter holding my mug. I had been awake for an hour now, and already finished the whole cup of tea. 

He shook his head, “No. I can’t stop thinking about what you told me.” 

“The team is months behind on the research, and Miss Meliora isn’t happy. Doesn’t exactly reflect well on the head oncologist.” I pointed to myself, sighing. “Zion, I don’t think it’s a good idea for you to conspire about MelioraMedical.”

I should not have told him about the times I saw my co-workers slice open their arms, but there was no blood. The times I saw the patients screaming as a substance was injected into their necks. The times I saw tubes shoved into the patients’ ears. The times…

“Mom, I think you should go to the police-”

“Zion!” I slammed the mug on the island. It shattered, the shards of glass piercing my palms, red leaking out from the cuts in my shaking hands. It did not even hurt—this happened too often. Ever since my husband, Ronin, passed, from cancer, my mood has been volatile. The day I watched the ECG flatline was the day I felt my heart cave in. A hole was hollowed into my chest the same way a hole was dug in the earth for his body, except nothing could fill this hole that swallowed me every day. All I had left was Zion, who I loved dearly with all that was left of my heart, and my job at MelioraMedical, toiling every day in search of the cure for cancer so that no one would have to suffer the same way I did. Or rather, still do. 

“That’s enough, Zion. Go back to bed.”
Part 2: Diane
12th June 2075
10.45 a.m.
A blue oval with the words ‘MelioraMedical: Better’, hovered on screen.

“We apologise for the interruption. We have a special announcement,” the automated voice repeated before the loading screen finally switched to the press conference. I walked onto the podium wearing my trademark pantsuits, my hair tied up into a neat bun.

Journalists sat in front of me, their microphones clipped to the podium and their Camera Bots buzzing around me. 

I began, 

“Dear citizens, thank you for taking the time to watch this broadcast. I am Diane Meliora, CEO of MelioraMedical. As you know, my researchers here at MelioraMedical have been working tirelessly the last few years on the precipice of something revolutionary. 

Well, we finally achieved it. Today, I finally fulfil my company promise of ‘better’. From today, everyone will become better. 

That’s right! My researchers have discovered the cure for cancer!”



12th June 2075
12.30 p.m.
Back in my office after the press conference, I sat down at my desk, and started going through my work. 

“Miss Meliora?” Eddie, my secretary’s voice sounded from the intercom. 

“Yes?”

“Ms Aria Vance is here to see you.”

“Let her in.”

Aria came into my office. 

“Ms Vance, hello.”

“Miss Meliora we haven’t found the cure. This is unethical; we’re going to cost more lives this way. Please, we just need a little more time.”

“No. Turns out one of the old reports which was buried, upon reviewing, proved to be an effective treatment. Just had to dig it back up again and make a few minor tweaks. We did find the cure.”

“But we haven’t begun beta testing and-” She stopped, thinking. 

Her eyes darted about my office, from my desk, to the windows, before finally fixing on my left wrist. I pulled my sleeve down, but she already saw it. She already saw it all.

“Zion was right,” Aria began backing toward the door.

I was not letting her get away that easy. 

Pressing the Office Hub circle on my desk until the green circle turned red, indicating it was on Security mode, I whispered, “Door, up.”

A tubular shield emanating pale white light shot up around Aria.

I got out of my chair and walked over, “Ms Vance. I think it’s time for your check-up. 

You’re sick. But don’t worry. We have the cure; you’ll be better in no time.”


13th June 2075
1.48 a.m.
I pressed the keypad on the main door and input the house code. The metallic door slid open with a soft swishing sound. 

There were some fumbling noises coming from the left side of the house right before a Security Shield sprang up around me. 

Zion, Aria’s boy, skulked out, baseball bat in hand. I smiled at him. 

“Miss Meliora,” he lowered the bat, “What are you doing here? How did you get in? Where’s my mom?”

I gestured to the shield. 

“Oh right, sorry,” pressing the Home Hub circle by the kitchen, Zion said, “Main door, down.”

“Your mom is in my hospital and she can’t come home just yet. She gave me the house code and asked me to tell you the bad news. ”

I continued, going over to the sofa, patting the spot next to where I sat, “Zion, you may want to sit down for this.”

He followed, putting his bat on the floor. 

“Aria has cancer. But, it’s a good thing the team found the cure. It’s a series of operations coupled with-”

“Stop,” he interrupted, “You’re lying.”

“I’m sorry, but I’m not.”

“Yes, you are. Mom is fine. She also said the cure wasn’t found yet, that’s why she ran out of the house this morning. Where is she?”

“Zion, I understand you’re upset.”

“Where is she?” Zion screamed, slamming his fists on the table.

My watch beeped, “I should be off now. Your mom will be in our care for the next few months. When she’s discharged, she’ll be much better. Until then, you’ll be on your own.”

“No, she’s not sick. And don’t worry about excusing yourself. 
Get out,” Zion pointed to the door, his voice shaky.

“Goodbye, Zi-”

“I SAID, GET OUT!” 

I nodded and left.


15th September 2075
9.45 a.m.
“Is it done?” I asked Eddie. 

He rolled his right sleeve up, clicking the side buttons on his watch. The holographic screen popped up from a small square in the face, and a few more buttons later, a computed tomography scan of a humanoid figure appeared up. There was a glowing red button next to the scan with the word START on it. Eddie pressed the button. 

“It is, now, ma’am.”

Selecting another tab on the hologram, Eddie spoke into it, “Number 25 is deployed.”

“Good. Now, call the child,” I pried the skin and shell on my left wrist back and moved around some wires inside. Clipping them back on, I flexed my fingers. Slightly better, but not good enough. This damned lousy prototype body.

I turned back to Eddie, “Number 25 is ready to go.”

11.47 a.m.
Zion arrived. The Nurse Bot at the counter nodded and pulled up a file from the computer. It motioned to the hologram and floated it up in front of Zion for him to sign it. He traced his finger on the signature line.

“A moment, please,” the Nurse Bot chimed before zooming off. 

Two minutes later, a lady wearing a set of baggy sweatshirt and pants walked out alongside the Nurse Bot.

“Mom!”

Zion jumped up to hug his mother. She stumbled back a bit.

Eddie flinched—we were watching from the camera feed in my office. 

Aria regained her composure.

“Mom I missed you so much, are you okay?”

“Yes, I’ve been cured. I’m much better now. Let’s go home.” And they walked out the building.

“Good job, Eddie,” I said, “Monitor Number 25.”

Part 3: Zion
3rd October 2075
10.30 a.m.
“I thought you said your team hadn’t found the cure. Yet, here you are, cured.”

“Zion, that’s enough,” she took a mug from out of the cabinet to make coffee. 

“I tried asking Miss Meliora; I just can’t understand-”

“Zion!” she smashed the mug again, the millions of shards flying out across the island, “I said, enough.”

The glass had cut deep slashes across her palm, but this time she did not even bother to look for the first aid kit. 

I walked over to the kitchen, and grabbed Mom’s hand, holding it out in mine. There was no blood at all. I peeled back the flesh, underneath the skin there was not muscles or fascia or blood or anything biological. That was not even flesh. It was HumanusProsthesis’ HumanusDermis skin grafts. Beneath was just lines with faint blue lights clicking across the intricate web of wires below a crystal carbon shell. 

“Mom, what did they do to you?” my eyes burned as a lump choked up the back of my throat. 

“What did they do to you?!” I screamed, holding the bare shell of her hand in front of her face.

She figured out the conspiracy, all the crazy things mom told me to dismiss which turned out to be true. 

So, MelioraMedical killed her.



1.23 p.m.
The Aria Bot sat motionlessly on my bed, the back of its head forced open. I looked at the Bot. I was not sure when I had started crying, but it must have been a while because when I was forcibly yanked back into reality, my eyes and nose were red, my breathing shaky, and my shirt drenched from tears. First my dad. And now, my mom. 

I was all alone. 
. . .

I hooked up several cables, which connected to my desktop, to the back of its head. A two-fists-sized crystal carbon shell sat in the cranial cavity, sloshy fluid flowing about inside it, arranging and rearranging on a molecular level. It perfectly mimicked the connectome of humans. Technology of this transcendence would and should have been beautiful if it was not so disgusting.

I was not sure what I was trying to accomplish, going through the all the data. All I knew was that I wanted to fix this mistake of humanity. They will pay in the screams they stole from their ‘cancer patients’. I choked, wiping my tears away with the back of my hand. I just wanted more than anything in the world to have my mom back.

“Zion, why are you crying?”

I knew that voice. 

“You killed my mom.”


3rd October 2075
2.15 a.m.
The room was claustrophobic with white walls, white lights, white tables and chairs. 

Miss Meliora walked in wearing her trademark pressed pantsuit, her face framed by waves of short, golden streaks of sunlight with braids weaved into it. Sitting down in the chair opposite me, she pulled a small square with ‘Zion Vance’ etched at the top, out from her blazer pocket and pressed the button on its side. Clicking the glowing circle in the middle, the square to thrummed to life. A hologram projected in front her and she flicked her hand, the hologram reacting and flipping the pages along—my medical file.

“Zion, it says here that your family has a history of cancer—first your dad, then your mom. It’s time for your check-up. And thanks to your mother’s discoveries we can cure you if the check-up results aren’t good.”

“So, Diane. Is that an anagram for Aiden?”

“Ah. She told you.”

“Yeah, mom always suspected something. I bet that’s why you killed her.”

“I never killed Aria. I merely made her better.”

“A.I.den H. The revolutionary A.I. Humanoid robot of ’67. Nice to finally met you.
Your company motto: Better. Your entire company is a front. You just needed doctors so that it seemed legit. You’re trying to make everyone A.I. When you realised Mom figured out your plan you had to stop her. So, you diagnosed her as an excuse to keep her here and kill her. Turn her into another A.I. for you to control. Good’ol dictator style. Spreading ideologies, except this time it’s your ‘species’. And I know you’ve done it at least 22 times before—mom was Number 25, you’re Number 1, and Eddie is Number 2. Everyone reduced from people to mere numbers.”

A.I.den pressed its watch and spoke into it, “Eddie, little Zion here is a smart one. I think we should make a body for him.”

“Sounds good, ma’am,” Eddie replied.

A.I.den swiped the square off the table and looked straight into my eyes, “We’ll give you a good body, kid. Think about it. No sicknesses, immortality, constant technological advancement. Reimagine the world to be better. 

The beloved Cato couldn’t see it, so I killed him. Passed off as his child, and in a way, I am. The easiest excuse was cancer, but you already knew that.”

It brushed its perfect artificial hair out of its perfect artificial eyes. It was so obvious now; it was not possible for someone to be so seemingly perfect.

“You never passed the Turing Test.”

“No, I did.” 

“Are you familiar with the movie ‘Ex Machina’?”

“A classic. Of course I am.”

“In Ex Machina, Caleb proposed the question: does a chess machine know it’s playing chess, or is it just using its code to play chess, without even knowing what chess is. ‘Simulation versus actual.’

To further analyse the Turing Test, we can say that in order for the machine to be sentient, it would have to be aware it’s playing chess. Only then is it conscious because that would mean it’s not following a pre-conceived code, but rather, is using its own ability to achieve a certain goal.”

“That’s fair. Now, why didn’t I pass the Turing Test?”

“Because empathetic, conscious people don’t kill other people,” I twitched.

It took all my willpower not to jump up and tear the wires out of its skull, making sure that that thing would even begin to comprehend a fraction of the pain it caused me. Not that it even felt pain, so, I saved my energy.

“You’re a chess machine which plays chess without knowing what chess is. You don’t feel emotional attributes, you just have them. You’re a conditional machine. You were programmed to have those attributes and use them, but you don’t actually experience them.” 

“In that case,” A.I.den walked to me, raising my head to meet its eyes, “Ex Machina also said that there was nothing more human than the will to survive. How does that exclude the will to ensure the continuity of my better species?”

“You’re a monster.” 

“No. I’m better. I’m a machine.”

Nope, I could not take it anymore. I sprang out of my chair, screaming, fighting, wanting to rip the limbs off of A.I.den. I wanted to watch it die. To take everything away from it the same way it took everything away from me. 

Eddie came in and grabbed my wrists, injecting some modified tranquilizer into my neck. I slumped into its body, bawling my eyes out, feeling my consciousness slowly suck from me.

“You’re sick, my child. But don’t worry. We have the cure; you’ll be better in no time.”

And the world went dark.

12th January 2076
4.07 p.m.
I woke up.

My joints and limbs were strapped down to a glassy table in a small room. A klaxon blare was heard from somewhere further away, and the table I was on inclined. The wall to my left had a wide window looking into a control room where a blonde lady and dark-haired man stood, staring intently at me. The wall in front of me was a mirror—I looked at my reflection.

My skin was clear, a PERPETUOEnergies Battery Core glowing in my torso, faint blinking blue lights flashing across my whole body. My skull was cracked open and tubes, which were previously plugged into my brain stem, retracted with a soft hissing noise.

My pupils shrunk and dilated until it finally adjusted to the light. I blinked a few more times.

I tilted my head to look down at my body. Right below where my left rib cage was were the words ‘Zion Number 26’.

I turned to look at the lady.

“Hello,” I said slowly, “I’m Zion.”
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