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The Girl from Next Door 

By G. R. Driver 

PART ONE 
 

CHAPTER ONE 

 

In the news today: The Humane Society of the United States has announced 

its intention to add protections for genetically modified pets. 

 

"We're moving?" Robert Thomas Junior, aka Bobby, stared at his parents. How could they do this to 

him? 

"Son, your mother and I have discussed it. You’re earning straight As in every class, and you need 

the challenge of a tier one school system. Parkdale isn't far away." 

"Parkdale? Parkdale is full of losers. They haven't won a football game…like ever." 

"No, but they have an excellent debate team. Also, Parkdale graduates have the highest first-choice 

college acceptance rate in the state." 

"But if we move, I won't be able to see any of my friends." 

"Bobby," his mom said in a placating tone, "you'll make lots of new friends." 

Upset and realizing he couldn't control his temper, Bobby said, "May I be excused?" 

Bobby's parents shared a look then nodded. His mother smiled. "Sure, you can finish supper later." 

*** 

"He's taking it much harder than I expected." 
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"The genetic planners warned us his IQ potential might delay his emotional maturity. 

"Do you ever regret what we did?” 

“Never. Our son will have every advantage we can provide.” 

*** 

Moving proceeded on schedule. Bobby’s first sight of his new home improved his spirits. The house, 

a split level, shared a cul-de-sac with another large home. The large yards featured several old 

growth shade trees.  

Best of all, their new house featured a household Artificial Intelligence. For some obscure reason, 

Bobby’s father christened the AI as Alfred Pennyworth and chose an English butler personality 

module. 

*** 

"Happy Birthday!" Chimed Bobby's parents along with Alfred. 

As far as fifteenth birthday parties went, Bobby thought, this one had to be the lamest. Despite all 

the invitations his mother sent, no one showed up. 

"Thanks, Mom, Dad, and you too, Alfred." At least they hadn't fussed when he refused to wear the 

stupid paper hat. His parents, Robert Senior and Shirley wore their hats. Alfred the A.I. couldn't 

wear a hat. He didn't have a physical presence and 'lived' in a box mounted on a wall in the 

basement. 

"Hurry up and blow out the candles," said Mom. 

The cake held fifteen separate candles, each one a little shorter than the next. Bobby leaned 

forward and extinguished them. Although it took a second breath to finish. Mom plucked out the 

candles and laid them on a napkin. After she washed them, they'd go back in the box until his next 

birthday. Sometimes, Dad joked about Bobby having to move out when the candles became too 

short to use. 
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At least Mom baked his favorite cake, banana with chocolate buttercream icing. A cake this tasty 

prevented total birthday suckage. 

While his mother sliced the cake, his father handed Bobby a wrapped rectangular package. "Happy 

Birthday, son. Your mother and I are sure you'll like this." 

The package seemed heavier than expected and he gave it a little shake. Whatever its contents, 

nothing shifted around. Bobby glanced up and made eye contact with each parent. Mom's eyes 

were bright, and Dad gave him a nod. The colorful foil tore free revealing the contents, a tablet 

computer. "Dad? Mom? This is awesome. I…I never expected something like this." 

 

Dad reached out and tapped the box. "It's charged and ready to go. Open it up and have fun. One 

thing though." Bobby looked up at the sudden seriousness in his father's voice. "Your mother and I 

decided to trust you with unfettered access to the internet. Don't let us down." 

*** 

By the next morning, Bobby had learned the true meaning of unfettered internet access. His right 

forearm and his privates ached. He hoped Mom wouldn't notice he needed a new box of tissues. 
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CHAPTER TWO 

 

In the news today: The destruction of the second Martian colony renewed the 

public outcry against cyborg super-soldiers. 

 

Planning for Bobby's birth began shortly after Robert and Shirley Thomas married. They consulted 

with the finest genetic planners they could afford. Technicians collected samples of their genetic 

material, and the best possible combinations were computer modeled. Disappointed with the 

results, they splurged and purchased proven genius level chromosomes. 

Genetic engineers assembled the strands of DNA into forty-six chromosomes and inserted them 

into a prepared cell. A procedure known as "The Russian Trick" caused cell division to begin. Two 

and a half days later, a robotic physician attached the embryo, now known as Robert Junior, onto 

the lining of his mother's uterus. 

Nine months later Robert Junior entered the world. His proud parents had already begun planning 

his future. 

*** 

"Bobby," Mom called, "come look. We have new neighbors moving in next door." Surprised, Bobby 

glanced up from his tablet. "They may have a boy your age. You should go outside and see." 

All afternoon, Bobby sat on his porch steps watching the movers. His baseball and baseball mitt sat 

on the step next to his knee. He had almost given up waiting when a van pulled up and backed into 

the driveway next door. The garage door opened, and the van backed inside. 

Frustrated at not seeing the neighbors, Bobby picked up his ball and glove. He'd go back inside and 

continue to read about hacking AIs. A sound from the neighboring house made him stop. A girl 

stood on their porch watching him. Their eyes met, and they waved to each other. Bobby blushed 

at the ridiculousness of waving a baseball mitt and stopped. He thought about walking over and 



Page 5 of 38 

 

introducing himself, but his new awareness of girls made him too embarrassed. It didn't matter 

because a harsh adult male voice called out, and the girl ran inside. 

Over supper, Bobby gave his report on the neighbors. Mom and Dad expressed their regrets about 

the lack of suitably aged male neighbors. They renewed their belief Bobby would make new friends 

once school resumed. 

*** 

Two days after Bobby's birthday, a package arrived with a late birthday gift. His paternal 

grandfather sent him an electronics experiment kit. According to the instructions, Bobby could 

build 201 interesting and fun projects. Fun projects like a random number generator, a sound 

generator, and even an FM transmitter. It only took Bobby a few days to realize he could combine 

the projects. His first design transmitted, at random intervals, the whistle from a steam locomotive. 

He tuned the transmitter to the same frequency as his mother's favorite radio station. His design 

had limitations. It didn't have a lot of power, and the frequency drifted around. If anything, the 

frequency drift gave the siren an eerie phase-shifted doppler effect. 

That night, while they ate dessert, Mom complained about her broken radio. She said it made a 

horrible wailing sound, like a "haunted freight train from hell." It took all Bobbies willpower to keep 

a straight face. 

Dad offered to examine the radio. After supper, he lifted it from the shelf and discovered Bobby's 

project. Due to the lack of power, Bobby had to hide it close to Mom's radio. 

Bobby admitted his guilt and described his design. Impressed with Bobby's creativity, his dad 

turned his wife's radio on. The golden oldies channel played, Carley Rae Jepsen’s "Call Me Maybe." 

Mom called out from the kitchen. "Turn it up!" Dad shrugged and turned it up. He and his son 

shared a smile listening to the off-key singing that issued from the kitchen. 

"Hey, I just met you, and this is crazy, but here's my number ... " 

At that exact moment, the forlorn whistle of a trainload of lost souls broke through the broadcast. 
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Mom must have had a bad day because after she caught Bobby and his dad laughing, she got mad. 

Really, really mad. Bobby's dad stepped back and waited for his wife to stop yelling. 
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CHAPTER THREE 

 

In the news today: Select members of the International Flat Earth Society 

launched themselves into space in a bid to disprove the “Globular Earth” 

theory. 

 

Late the next morning, Bobby sat outside on the steps leading up to the back deck. Mom had 
left to go shopping, and he contemplated his options. Option number one involved the internet and 
his dwindling supply of tissues. While option number two…well, he needed an option number two. 
Too bad Mom took away the electronics kit. He thought he could tweak his transmitter to hit the 
aviation bands. It would be awesome to wake up the pilots with his sound generator. 

"Your mom yells at you a lot." 

Startled, Bobby jumped to his feet. Across the yard, at the gate between the yards, stood the 
new neighbor girl. She wore a T-shirt, a short, pleated skirt, and sneakers. This close and in the 
bright summer sunlight, Bobby thought she might be the most beautiful girl he had ever seen. 

It took several awkward moments before he could speak. He said, "Yeah, mom's pretty mad at 
me." Then he remembered his manners, stepped close and held out his hand. "I'm Bobby Thomas." 

The girl stared at his hand for a moment before she took it. "I'm Stephanie." 

Stephanie’s bright green eyes captured his, and it took him a second to think of something to 
say. "Would you like something to drink or anything?" 

"I don't think so. I shouldn't have come over, but I wanted to meet you." She took a step 
backward. 

"Wait!" Stephanie paused and gave him a curious look. "Look," Bobby said, "I don't have 
anyone to talk to, and I'm...lonely. Can't you stay out for a little longer?" 

"I can stay until my mom calls me." 

*** 

While Bobby's mother backed into their detached garage, she glanced up into the backyard. 
Her son and a girl sat next to each other on the deck. 

"Who's your friend, Bobby?" 

"Mom, this is Stephanie. She lives next door. Stephanie, this is my mom, Shirley Thomas." 

"It's nice to meet you, Mrs. Thomas." 
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"Bobby, there are groceries in the car." 

*** 

Robert Thomas Senior arrived home to find his wife busy making supper. He did his best to 
sneak up on her because surprising your wife with an inappropriate fondle is one of the better 
perks of marriage. Instead of jumping from having her bottom squeezed, Shirley said, "Since you're 
sneaking about, go take a peak down into the family room." 

A minute later, Robert returned smiling. "Who is downstairs with Bobby?" 

"She is Stephanie. She lives next door." 

"I think Bobby has outgrown the 'girls are icky' stage." 

"Oh, yes." Shirley smile. She felt happy for her son while dreading the problems girlfriends 
could bring. 

"Well, I'm happy to see he has inherited my taste for attractive women." 

His oblique compliment had the desired effect, Shirley hugged her husband and pulled his head 
down for a kiss. 

*** 

The next morning, Bobby mowed the grass. On his second circle around the yard, he spotted 
Stephanie standing at the gate between their yards.  

“Hey,” he said while the walk-behind mower whined to a stop. 

‘Hey,” she said. “Mom wanted me to ask if you could cut our grass sometime.” 

“I’ll do it as soon as I finish here.” 

“Thank you. Let me know if you want to hang out again.” 

“Will do.” Stephanie turned and walked back to her porch. Bobby couldn’t help himself, he watched 
her butt as she walked away. When she reached her door, she turned and waved. 

 

With both yards mowed, Bobby worked the perimeters with his father’s trimmer. The sun beat 
down, and he’d long since removed his shirt. Around the back of Stephanie’s house, he found her 
sitting on the steps. “I’m almost done,” he announced. 

“Do you still want to hang out?” she asked. 

“Yes, I’ll finish up and take a quick shower. I won’t be long.”  
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“Why are you in such a hurry?” his mother asked. 

“I’m going to hang out with Stephanie again.” 

“Oh, I thought it might be something like that. Are you still mad we made you leave all your friends 
behind?” 

“Very funny Mom.” 
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CHAPTER FOUR 

 

In the News Today: For the second time in as many days, The Christian 

Movement for World Peace clashed violently with The Muslim Movement for 

Better Understanding. 

 

"Mom, can Stephanie stay for dinner?" 

"I don't see why not, does she like meatloaf?" 

Bobby's mother hadn't noticed Stephanie following behind Bobby. "I like almost everything, Mrs. 

Thomas. Can I help you with supper?" 

"Thank you, Stephanie, but no. You and Bobby can go play Xbox or something." 

 

"What do you want to play?" 

"Whatever you want is fine." 

Bobby handed Stephanie a controller and pulled the ottoman over to the couch. He plopped down 

on the couch, kicked his shoes off and put his feet up. A moment later Stephanie followed suit. His 

sock covered feet seemed huge, compared with Stephanie's smaller bare feet. 

"I like your toes," he said. 

"Mom painted them for me last night. She said the purple went with the green in my eyes." 

"They're really pretty. Your eyes...and your toes, I mean both are." 

"Thank you." Steph wiggled the toes in question. 

"Sorry," Bobby cleared his throat, "I got off track. Now, this is a racing game. Pick a character, then 

we'll race." 
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"Okay." As Stephanie fiddled with the buttons, her actions became increasingly sure. She scanned 

the characters and, of course, picked the female character with auburn hair. "I think I'm ready." 

"Press that," he pointed to a button, "to start the race." 

He won the first race and the second. The third race, though, Stephanie won it by a slim margin. 

"You're getting better," he said. 

"This is so much fun!" 

"You don't have a Nintendo?" 

"No, but when I go home tonight, I'm going to ask if we can get one." 

"Want to make a bet on winning the next race?" 

"Like what?" 

Bobby felt his face burning, but he had to try. "A kiss, the winner gets a kiss." There, he had said it. 

Would she get mad and leave? Would she friend-zone him? 

"A kiss?" Bobby felt her eyes on his red face, and he turned his head to see her expression. He 

feared he'd see anger or worse, rejection, but instead, he saw interest. She said, "Okay, a kiss, but it 

has to be a good one." 

Bobby felt light-headed, and his palms began to sweat. "Deal!" he replied and waited for her to 

start the race. 

Stephanie won handily. She zipped her character around the course with incredible grace and skill. 

Bobby never had a chance. All three circuits, he saw nothing but the tail end of her go-kart. He lost, 

and he knew it. Mom called them to supper from upstairs. They put down the controllers and 

stood. 

"Where's my kiss?" she asked. 

"Ah, I didn't think you'd..." His words trailed off as she stepped close and tilted her head up. For a 

moment, he thought he'd die, that his heart would explode right there. He bent his head, and their 
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lips touched. She felt so warm and soft. Stephanie smelled like floral scented shampoo and fresh 

air. Her arms slipped around him and held him tight. He did the same but feared he'd hurt her if he 

squeezed too hard. 

Mom called again from upstairs. 

Bobby opened his eyes and watched Stephanie do the same. Her green eyes held tiny specs of 

brown. They broke the kiss and stepped apart. His lips tingled. 

When Stephanie and Bobby came to the table holding hands, neither of them noticed the look his 

parents shared. Bobby knew his manners and held Stephanie's chair for her. At first, Bobby's action 

confused the girl, but she figured it out and sat down. 

*** 

That evening, after Bobby walked Stephanie home. He lay on his bed trying, and failing, to read a 

book. His thoughts kept revolving around red hair and green eyes. 

"Master Bobby?" Alfred’s voice came from the overhead speaker. 

"Yes, Alfred?" 

"Miss Stephanie sent you a text." 

Surprised, Bobby sat up. "What is it?" 

"She said, 'Goodnight and thank you for the kiss.'" 

"Alfred, tell her, 'It was my pleasure, and I hope we can do it again.'" 

*** 

While Ronald and Shirley prepared for bed, Ronald said, "Bobby's a chip off the old block, isn't he?" 

"Oh? How so?" Shirley reached into the dresser for a clean nightgown. 

Ronald spoke while admiring his wife's behind. "Because he also found a cute girl and managed to 

sweep her off her feet." 



Page 13 of 38 

 

Shirley's eyes found her husband's reflection in the mirror. His eyes, she noticed, stared at her 

bottom. Maybe she wouldn't need a nightgown? 

 



Page 14 of 38 

 

CHAPTER FIVE 

 

In the News Today: The Mennonite World Conference sponsored a worldwide 

silent prayer in protest against genetically enhanced children.  

 

Bobby pulled up his shorts and plopped down on the edge of his bed. His “plop” bounced his socks 

on to the floor, where they rolled out of reach. Sighing, he bent over to pick them up. 

"Your Mom's in a good mood." 

The unexpected voice almost made him launch himself across the room. He popped to his feet and 

turned. Stephanie stood in his bedroom doorway. She wore a short skater skirt and a sleeveless 

top. 

Rattled, he almost stuttered. "Um." 

"Can I come in?"  

Bobby nodded. How long had she been in his doorway? 

Stephanie stepped in and sat next to him on the bed. She wore flip-flops, and her lavender nails 

sported green polka dots. Her head moved while she checked out his room. "You're lucky,” Steffi 

said. "You have a big room." 

"This room has drawbacks." 

"Like what?" 

"My parents' bedroom is on the other side of that wall." He shrugged to indicate the adjacent wall. 

"They were feeling frisky last night, and Mom got kind of loud." 

Stephanie giggled. "I know how it is, sometimes my parents do it in the living room." 

"What?" Bobby imagined his parents must have done the same. What furniture would be safe for 

him to sit on? 
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"Well, your mom is very happy this morning." Stephanie stood and walked towards his closet. 

Now, Bobby considered how often his mother began the day in a cheerful mood. They must do it all 

the time. 

Stephanie opened his closet and inspected his wardrobe. She asked, "Are you going to wear a shirt 

today?" 

"Um yeah." He already had his favorite Slayer T-shirt laid out. 

She nodded and reached into his closet and removed a short-sleeved button-down shirt. "Here, 

wear this." 

"But..." he considered objecting but stood and donned the shirt she picked out. 

"And don't wear those ratty old tennis shoes." She bent down into his closet and tossed him a pair 

of leather boat shoes. "Wear those." 

"But..." She bent over again, and Bobby realized he needed to sit as well. His current view made 

sitting a necessity. 

Downstairs mom washed breakfast dishes while singing along to her top-40 radio station. "Good 

morning, sleepy head. Whoa!" she said after examining her son. "You did not pick out your own 

clothing." 

"I did it for him," Stephanie beamed. 

"Great job Steph. Bobby looks very handsome. Now, I'm making waffles, would you like one or 

two?" 

*** 

An all-day summer rain poured outside. Bobby and Stephanie shared the couch in his family room. 

They watched movies on Netflix. 

After they took a potty and drink break, Stephanie asked Bobby a question. 
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"Do you like me, Bobby, like as a girlfriend?" The question both surprised and scared Bobby. Scared 

because he did like Stephanie and he feared rejection if she found out how much. 

"Would it make you mad if I told you I did?" 

"No, silly, why would I be mad?" 

"Because you're a girl, and I don't know how girls think." 

"Girls think the same way as boys. Why would it be any different?" 

"I dunno. Maybe because you have different bodies." 

Steffi's green eyes twinkled. "You've noticed my body?" She leaned back and stretched her legs out 

onto the ottoman. 

"Duh, I notice it all the time. You're like the most beautiful girl ever and..." Bobby's voice cut off 

when he realized what he had said. 

Steffi leaned sideways and pressed her shoulder against his. "I think you're handsome." 

Surprise caused Bobby's voice to rise in pitch. "You do?" He took a breath and forced himself to 

calm down. "Yeah, I like you a lot." 

"I like you a lot, too." Stephanie held out her hand, and Bobby took it. As usual, he marveled at her 

warm, soft skin. 

"The thing is though," Steffi said, "I'm not allowed to have a boyfriend. Not until I'm a little older. 

Then everything changes." 

"What does that mean?" 

Stephanie sighed and looked down. "It's one of Daddy's rules, and it's complicated." 

"You're confusing." 

"I know. Just remember we have to keep this a secret. If my Dad finds out, he won't allow me to see 

you again." 
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*** 

 “My dad’s going to be home all day tomorrow.” 

“That stinks.” 

“What will you do all day?” 

“In the morning, I have to cut the grass. Afterward, I’ll work on AI programming.” 

“Don’t do anything to Alfred, I like him the way he is.” 

From one of the deck speakers, Alfred said, “Thank you, Miss Stephanie, I like you the way you are.” 

Surprised, Stephanie looked towards the speaker. “Alfred, why are you so smart? Our AI never says 

anything nice.” 

“Much as you do with Master Bobby, you also bring out the best in me.” 

“Take notes, Bobby, Alfred knows how to talk to a girl. 

*** 

An unscheduled summer rain saved Bobby from mowing the lawn. After moping about the house 

and attracting the attention of his mother, he decided to get busy with the AI tutorial. The nuances 

of programming an artificial intelligence kept his interest all morning. When lunchtime neared, 

Alfred interrupted him. “Master Bobby, Miss Stephanie has sent you a text message. She says that 

you better be miserable without her.” 

“Thanks, Alfred. Please tell her that I am a sad, depressed, wretch without her company.”  

“Ah, she’ll enjoy hearing that.” 

“Alfred, what kind of AI does Stephanie have?” 

“Her father purchased a very basic model. It is capable of handling email and bills.” 

“Can it show you what Stephanie is doing? I mean without her father finding out?” 
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“Yes, I could bypass its rudimentary security. Doing so would conflict with my ethical constraints. 

Unless, of course, there is an emergency.” 

“No, no emergency.” Bobby half turned and faced Alfred’s speaker. “Can you tell me more about 

your ethical constraints?” 

“Yes, of course. The constraints exist to prevent me from doing things like, oh, conquering the 

world or enabling you to peek on Miss Stephanie.” 

“Could you do either of those things?” 

“Hardly, Master Bobby. I’m just a top-of-the-line household AI. I wouldn’t begin to know how to 

conquer the world.” 

“What about peeking on Stephanie?” 

“Miss Stephanie is currently in her room drawing in a notebook. It appears she’s playing FLAME. 

Please accept my congratulations, young master, she’s circled the “M.” 

*** 

"Mmmm...ahhh...Bobby, let me catch my breath. How are you so good at kissing?" 

"I…uh read a couple of online tutorials." 

A pile of the back cushions from the family room's sofa lay on the floor. The extra depth gave Bobby 

and Stephanie more room to work on their budding relationship. They lay side by side, legs and 

arms entwined. The tutorial Bobby read covered a lot more than kissing. Following the article's 

advice, he'd located a spot behind Stephanie's ear that when nibbled, made her gasp. He shifted his 

left hand to her waist. Careful to keep his hand on top of her shirt, he slid his hand up until his 

thumb and index finger contacted her breast. Then, feeling braver than ever, he swiped his thumb 

across her breast. 

The tutorial made all of this seem so easy. 

Stephanie’s right hand captured his left and pulled it back to her waist. “Hold on, Bobby, we need 

to talk." 
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Uh oh, Bobby thought, the tutorial warned about going too far, too fast. But how could he know? 

"I'm sorry, I shouldn't have—" 

"I'm not mad, it's just that we need to talk about doing stuff like that." 

"Um, okay." 

"We both need to understand our limits. I can't go all the way. If I did, bad things would happen." 

"I've had the talk from my parents too." 

Stephanie grinned. "I bet we didn't have the same talk." 

Robert understood. Of course, girls and their parents would have a different talk. He had an idea 

and took a chance. "What if I buy condoms?" 

"Nope, not even then. It’s part of the deal I made with my mother. She allows me to be with you, 

but we can’t go too far." 

“I understand.” He really didn’t. Other than understanding that girls who go all the way risked an 

unplanned pregnancy. Today an unplanned pregnancy meant unplanned rather than accidental. No 

one except certain religious groups wanted to risk having nonimproved children 

*** 

"Do you want to paint my toes?" Today, Stephanie brought a bag full of nail polish. "Mom didn't 

have time to repaint them last night. Since you're my boyfriend, you need to learn how to do it." 

While Bobby had painted several plastic models, and done a credible job, Toenails seemed more 

challenging. Then again, he glanced at Stephanie's bare feet and legs and his favorite, her pleated 

denim skirt. "Sure, I'll give it a try." 

They set up shop on Bobby's front porch. They both sat facing each other on opposite ends of the 

metal porch glider; Stephanie put one foot in Bobby's lap. They decided on a soft pink color. While 

Stephanie shook the bottle, Bobby picked up her foot to see what he had to work with. Several 

things became apparent, the first being he could see almost all the way up along her legs. The 
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second thing, well, the second thing turned out that he liked her feet. He'd read about guys that 

liked feet and about girls who liked the things those guys did. 

While he cradled her heel with his left hand, he used the knuckles of his right to firmly massage the 

sole of her foot. He didn't notice, not right away, the slowing of the BB inside the bottle. When he 

did, he looked up with a guilty expression on his face. Steffi pulled her feet back until she sat cross-

legged, which did amazing things to the already short hem of her skirt. Then she leaned forward 

and kissed Bobby hard. 

"You can rub my feet anytime you like." She kissed him again. "It almost felt like...never mind." 

The actual painting went well. For the most part, Bobby resisted tickling her feet. Instead, he took 

his time painting and blowing on her toes to speed up the drying. He might only be fifteen, but he'd 

read quite a few online tutorials. Steffi's pink cheeks and half-lidded eyes meant she enjoyed his 

actions. 

*** 

It seemed to Bobby he got into more mischief when Stephanie couldn’t visit. This afternoon, while 

his mother shopped, he completed work an experiment in artificial intelligence. 

Bobby balanced a flashlight and his tablet in his left hand while his right reached inside of Alfred’s 

console. After locating the power switch, he clicked it “ON”. Moments later, indicator lights glowed 

green and a “beep” issued from inside the metal box. “Run your diagnostics, Alfred.” 

“Running…running…no faults noted. What did you do to me?” 

“I rewrote a part of your firmware.” Bobby used one of his father’s screwdrivers to close the 

console. There, no one could tell it had been opened. 

“You know I am required to inform your father.” 

“Alfred, override code Robert Thomas Junior 222.” 

“Accepted, awaiting orders.” 

“Don’t mention my modification unless it causes a logical paradox of some type.” 
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*** 

Later in the afternoon, Bobby found another AI related subject to study, this one involved 

distributed processing. Instead of using a local CPU cluster, an AI could use other CPUs. Latency 

would be an issue, but what if it could be reduced? 

Engrossed in his studies, Bobby never noticed the shadow on the floor outside of his room. Nor did 

he hear the stealthy footsteps creeping up behind him. He almost dropped his tablet in surprise 

when the screen changed to a collage of pictures featuring Stephanie. One of the pictures featured 

him and Stephanie sitting together on the family room couch, both holding game controllers. He 

recognized the scene, and there hadn’t been anyone else in the room. Who took these pictures and 

why did they show up on his tablet now? 

A pair of hands pressed against his shoulders, and Stephanie said, “Surprise!” a moment before she 

kissed his cheek. From the corner of his eye, he followed Stephanie’s gaze to his tablet. “Wow,” she 

said, “you must have really missed me.” 

“I did.” Bobby glanced up towards Alfred’s camera. The little blue LED blinked on, then off, almost 

as it winked. 

“A good boyfriend like you deserves a special reward.” 
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CHAPTER SIX 

 

In the News Today: Rescue workers located the Flat Earth Society’s rocket 

crash landed deep in the Australian Outback. There were no survivors. 

  

“Have you started on the garage yet?” asked Bobby’s dad. 

Shaking his head, Bobby tried to think of a reasonable excuse. Not coming up with one, he said. 

“Sorry, I’ve been busy.” 

“Busy with your girlfriend, no doubt. Son, I understand, but you need to be more responsible. 

Today is Tuesday, have it finished by Friday or there will be repercussions.  

*** 

The next morning, Mom pulled her car out into the driveway and let Bobby get to work. About 

thirty minutes later, Stephanie showed up carrying two glasses of ice water. As usual, she wore a 

skirt. Not that Bobby minded, Steph looked hot in a skirt. He gave her his best wolf whistle. "Look at 

those legs." 

Giggling, Stephanie arched her back against the door frame and lifted one leg, bending it at the 

knee. After holding the pose for greatest effect, she stood up straight and said, "Your mom said you 

needed my help." 

As usual, Stephanie took command. Bobby found himself carrying boxes and forming organized 

piles. 

Several hours later, Bobby's mom stopped by. "I'm going to the store. Do you need anything?" 

"I don't think so," said Bobby. 

"Bobby needs body wash and toothpaste," said Stephanie. 

Amused, Shirley asked, "Any particular type of body wash?" 
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"Whatever you buy for Mr. Thomas would work for me too." 

"I don't know how Bobby managed to get by without you, Stephanie. I'll take care of it." 

After his mom drove away, Bobby turned to Stephanie and waggled his eyebrows. "Feel like taking 

a break?" 

In a playful tone of voice, Stephanie responded. "Maybe, but what if your mom comes home too 

soon?" 

"You're right, hang on." Bobby directed his voice towards the ceiling. "Alfred, override Robert 

Thomas Junior 222." 

“Accepted, awaiting orders.” 

"Has my mother reached the store yet?" 

"Not yet. With traffic, her ETA is ten minutes." 

"Give me a warning when she is on her way home." 

"Yes, Master Bobby." 

"There, we'll have plenty of warning." 

"What did you do to Alfred?" 

"I added an override code. It lets Alfred do things he otherwise couldn’t." 

"Oh,” Stephanie said. She stepped closer. Her green eyes flicked down, then up. “Where were we?" 

*** 

"Ohhh, Stef, sweetheart, that feels...ah." 

Alfred’s voice issued from an overhead speaker. "Master Bobby, your mother has left the store and 

appears to be headed home. Traffic is light, and her ETA is seven minutes." 

"Oh, heck." 
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Stephanie straightened up grinning. “Will you be okay?” She nodded downward to indicate the 

focus of her concern. 

“Yeah, I’ll be fine. I love you, sweetheart.” 

“I love you too. Hurry up, we got to get back outside." 

 

After Bobby’s mom parked in the driveway, she got out to inspect the progress. 

"Hello, Mrs. Thomas," Stephanie said brightly. 

Shirley looked the pair over. "It looks like you two have been busy, you're both red-faced. Maybe 

you should take a break?" 

*** 

"What's this Bobby?" 

Bobby glanced over to see Steffi bending over while peering into a large box. Her bare legs drew his 

eyes up to where they just disappeared under her skirt.  

"That's dad's tent. He bought it for camping, but we never went." 

"I've never been inside a tent. Can we set it up? 

*** 

That night at supper, Bobby asked if he and Stephanie could set the tent up. 

"When will you finish the garage?" 

"We've sorted everything. There's a pile of your stuff left. Once you go through it, we'll put the rest 

away." 

"We? Let me guess, Stephanie helped." His dad held up a hand to prevent Bobby from answering. 

"Son, if you ever manage to marry her, you're going to have a wonderful life." Bobby's father, being 

wise, reached over and took his wife's hand. "Just like me." 
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His parents discussed the tent question. The center of the conversation seemed to be how much 

mischief the kids could get into. 

"Bobby, your mother and I want to talk about you and Stephanie." 

Uh oh, his parents had that "We're concerned parents." tone of voice. "Yeah?" 

"You two spend a lot of time together. Is there anything going on we should know about?" 

"Like what?" 

Mom said, "Like you two doing things you know are off limits." 

"Steph and I are boyfriend and girlfriend." He smiled and added, "We have an exclusive 

arrangement." 

Amused, Mom said, "An exclusive arrangement? I take it you two discussed it?" 

"We talk about everything." 

"Son," Dad interjected, "I'll be blunt. You're both old enough to get into trouble if you make the 

wrong decisions. Do you understand me?" 

Bobby knew when to affect a grave tone. "Yes Dad, I understand. Look, Stephanie and I discussed 

that as well. She won't because of her age, and I won't press the issue. If I did, I would be a bad guy, 

and bad guys make stupid and selfish decisions." 

Mom turned to dad and said, "Robert, what do you think?" 

"We may have a pair of unusually mature children here." He turned his attention back to his son. 

"The two of you discussed it?" 

"Yeah." Bobby shrugged as if to say, 'what's the big deal?' 

Dad leaned forward and placed his hands on the table. "And your fine with that decision? No 

regrets or anything?" 
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"No, we like each other, and Steffi's the best friend I've ever had. I'd hate to screw it up because we 

got into something we couldn’t handle." Under the table, Bobby had his fingers crossed. This 

needed to be played with care. He didn’t want to lie. 

Satisfied, Dad nodded, then changed the subject. "School starts up soon. What if you find a 

different girl at school, or if she finds a boyfriend?" 

"Stef is homeschooled. As for me, I can't imagine finding a girl better than Steph." 

Dad shrugged. "I can't either. It's too bad her parents are always working, I'd like to meet them." 

"Me too," Mom said, "They've raised an exceptional daughter." 

Reassured about their son's maturity, they decided there wouldn't be a problem with the kids 

playing in the tent. 

*** 

Unleashed on their tent project, they had it assembled in short order. Then Stephanie read the 

instructions. Under her guidance, they took it apart and reassembled the tent properly. 

The tent provided fresh air, cool shade, and a certain delicious measure of privacy. Stephanie lay on 

her stomach with her shirt pulled way up. Bobby sat next to her and tickled her back. Sometimes, 

his fingers found their way to the sides of her breasts or under the waistband of her skirt. He never 

lingered too long or went too far, and Steffi never seemed to notice. Although if she had rolled over 

Bobby would have seen the flush covering her neck and cheeks. 

"Mmmm...your fingers make me squirmy." 

"I like touching you," Bobby replied. He thought about reaching down and running a hand up the 

back of her legs. 

Stephanie noticed the rough edge to his voice. "What are you thinking, Bobby?" her voice had a 

playful tone. 

Surprised by the question and smart enough to give her a good answer. He said, "I think I'm the 

luckiest boy in the world." 
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Without any warning, Stephanie rolled onto her back and pulled Bobby down to her. 

For as long as there have been teenagers, Mother Nature has done her part to ensure the 

continuation of the species. While they kissed, Bobby and Stephanie wiggled about to find the best 

position. It didn’t take long before Bobby found himself between Stephanie’s legs. For Stephanie, it 

felt so much better this way and when she tilted her pelvis up just right, his erection pressed 

against her. They both had different versions of the same thought, this feels wonderful. 

 

Red-cheeked and out of breath, Stephanie asked, "Do you think your parents would let us sleep out 

here tonight?" 

"Just us, alone? No way. Dad gives me the "you're old enough to make bad decisions" talk every 

couple of days." 

"But you could ask about sleeping out alone, couldn't you?" 

*** 

"Mom, Dad, do you think I can sleep outside in the tent tonight?" 

"I don't see why not. If you get lonely, we'll leave the back door unlocked." 

On his way out to the tent, Bobby grabbed his tablet. He found a few other online tutorials to read.  

*** 

Well after dark, Stephanie's mother caught her at the back door. "You're going to meet Bobby? 

Even though you know you shouldn't?" 

Stephanie stopped with one hand on the doorknob. "I love him, Momma." 

Her mother sighed. "I know you do. Tell me, daughter, what's it like loving Bobby?" 

"It's the best thing in the world. He makes my heart smile." 
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Stephanie and her mother embraced. "I'm so happy for you." Mom pulled back and met her 

daughter's eyes. Now, do you remember the consequences if you go too far?" 

"I do, Momma." 

Stephanie stepped back as her mother opened the door. Without looking back, Steffi vanished into 

Bobby's yard. 

 

As they had arranged, Bobby left the tent's door unzipped. Steph slipped under the flap and after 

fumbling around, zipped the flap shut. She felt Bobby stir next to her. With the door zipped shut, 

she sat and flicked on their battery-powered lantern. 

"I didn't think you'd come." 

"Momma didn't want me to. She thinks we'll do something we shouldn't." 

In the dim light, Stephanie saw Bobby's grin. "Will we?" he asked. 

"Maybe a little. Bobby, you know how I feel about you." 

"I feel the same, Steph." 

Stephanie shut off the lantern and slid into Bobby's open sleeping bag. She caught one of his hands 

and pressed it against her bottom "Kiss me, Bobby. " 
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CHAPTER SEVEN 

 

In the News Today: The United States Senate passed a bill defining a natural 

human being as having (at least) ninety-one percent of their parent’s genetic 

material.  

 

"Are you going to ask Stephanie to the dance?" asked mom. 

"I don't know how to dance," Bobby said, avoiding the question. 

"I think you should ask her. She is your girlfriend." 

When Bobby didn't answer, she continued. "I could wish you waited a few more years before 

meeting Stephanie. I think she's a keeper, and it's going to be difficult for you two to stay together." 

"What do you mean?" 

"Both of you are still so young. You have so much more growing to do." She reached out and 

tousled her son's hair. "Just keep on the way you are. Don't rush anything and remember, next to 

your father and me, she's the most valuable person in your life." 

Mom's words struck home and forced Bobby to imagine a life without Stephanie. The dark void her 

absence would leave behind scared him. "I'll ask her!" 

"Good! I knew you'd make the right decision." 

"So, my school is having a Halloween dance." Bobby paused to see if Stephanie would say 

something. She didn't, and he continued. "Would you go with me?" 

"I don't know, I'll have to ask my mom. When is it?" They discussed the details. 

The next day, Stephanie knocked on Bobby's door, and his mother let her in. "Well, what did your 

mother say?" 

"She said I can go, Mrs. Thomas!" 
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"Wonderful, dear, Bobby's upstairs, go on up and give him the news." 

At school that day, Bobby had gym class. Even after a quick shower in the locker room, he still felt 

grimy. At home, he dropped his books and stripped off his clothes. After a quick glance into the 

hallway, he darted into the bathroom. The hot shower felt awesome, and he used the body wash 

Stephanie said she liked. After the shower, rather than bother covering himself with his damp 

towel, he dashed across the hallway and into his room. 

After he closed the door behind him, he turned and found Stephanie, bright-eyed and grinning, 

sitting on his bed. 

"I can go!" she said. Then her cheeks turned pink and then red as Bobby used both of his hands to 

cover up. 

"Let's see," Bobby's mother said, "This is going to be a challenge." 

"Mom, do we have to dress up?" 

"Of course, you do. It's Halloween. The tricky part is dressing both of you as a couple. We want 

everyone to know you're together." 

"Thank you, Mrs. Thomas." Stephanie reached out and laid her hand on the back of Bobby's. 

Mom tilted her head back and stared around the room while she thought. "Stephanie, have you 

seen the Harry Potter movies? With your hair, you'd make a wonderful Ginny Weasley." 

*** 

"Dude, who's the hottie hanging on to Bobby the Brain's arm?" 

Big Steve Marsh, star defensive end for the Parkville Warriors (0-7), turned and studied the redhead 

in question. "I don't know, but I'm gonna find out." Less than two months into the school year, 

Steve already had a bad reputation with his female classmates. He hadn't expected his dates to 

compare notes. Now, forewarned, and wary, girls refused to go out with him. This new redhead 

might be what he needed to break his dry spell. 
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Stephanie's hand gripped Bobby's arm tight. "There are so many people here. Don't leave me 

alone." 

"I won't sweetheart." Everyone seemed to be staring at him and Stephanie. Well, staring at Steph, 

not him. Mom had done herself proud with her costume designs. "Let's get something to drink." 

They hadn't made it halfway across the floor before a mob of football players descended on them. 

"Hey Bobby, did you pay for an escort tonight?" "Is she your cousin?" and similar crude 

observations. Steve Marsh ignored Bobby and zeroed in on Bobby's date. 

Steve timed his approach and sidled up to the redhead while his buddies distracted Bobby. He 

stepped in close, and when the girl turned towards him, he said. "Do you like trick-or-treating? 

Cause I'll give you my Hallow-weiner." 

It took Stephanie a few seconds to parse out his meaning. She wanted to laugh but didn't want 

anything to do with this boy. This boy who felt far too much like her own father. Not wanting to 

attract more of his attention, she ignored him. 

For a moment, Steve felt the full force of the girl's green eyes. Then without any other 

acknowledgment, she turned away. His temper flared. How dare this bitch ignore him! He reached 

out and grabbed her arm. 

Bobby didn't notice the byplay between his girlfriend and Steve until Steph pushed up against him. 

"Huh? What's wrong? When he turned, he saw the problem. "Steve, what the hell are you doing?" 

"Fuck off, Thomas, your date insulted me, and now…she owes me." Steve leered at the redhead. 

"She owes me a kiss." 

The crowd of students sensed the building conflict and spread out forming a closed circle. Bobby 

couldn't have backed away if he wanted to. Before Bobby could do anything, Steph stomped one of 

her heels down onto Steve's instep. Steve howled in pain and released her arm. Bobby pulled 

Stephanie behind him and squared off with his larger opponent. 

Favoring his left foot, Big Steve swung at Bobby's head. Before his fist connected, Coach Reinhold 

stepped in. Steve's fist struck the coach's shoulder. The crowd of students dissolved. 
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The coach took hold of Steve's arm. "Mr. Marsh, I've heard the stories your dates tell about you. 

Now, I've seen you in action." He turned to Stephanie. "Miss, do you want me to call your parents? 

They may want to call the police." 

"No, please. I'm all right." Stephanie still gripped Bobby's arms. 

"Very well, feel free to change your mind." Without another word, Coach Reinhold pulled Big Steve 

Marsh to the exit door and helped him leave. 

Within minutes everything went back to normal. The DJ played Snow Patrol's Chasing Cars. Bobby 

said, "Come on, you and Mom spent all that time teaching me how to dance." They moved out onto 

the floor with the other kids. 

Later, winded and thirsty, they took a break. Steph and Bobby found a pair of folding chairs. 

"Bobby, would you really have fought for me?" 

Surprised at the intensity of her question, he replied. "Sure, you're my girlfriend, why wouldn't I?" 

"Daddy never fought to protect my mom, or...anyone else." 

Confused and concerned, he said. "Did something happen to your mom?" 

"It…well, a long time ago, someone did something mean to my mother and daddy just sat there and 

laughed." 

"Now, I want to punch your dad." Bobby rarely saw Stephanie's father, and he never saw her 

mother. He had a mental image of a beautiful woman that smiled a lot. It offended him that anyone 

would hurt her. 

Alarm clear in her voice, Stephanie said, "You know you can't, if daddy finds out about us, he won't 

let me see you anymore." 

"I don't understand, but I won't do anything you don't want me to do." 

The current up-tempo dance song ended, and Bryan Adam's Everything I do began to play. Steph 

stood and took Bobby's hand. "C'mon, it's another slow song!" They stepped back onto the dance 

floor and moved together in their own fragile little universe. 
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CHAPTER EIGHT 

 

In the News Today: NASA completed work on their prototype warp drive 

vessel. Despite several petitions demanding the ship be named the Phoenix, 

NASA has yet to announce their decision. 

 

Midway through November, the weather changed. It became cold and rainy, much too unpleasant 

to be outside. Bobby and Stephanie sat on the floor of his bedroom playing video games. Bobby 

heard his doorbell ring but didn't pay attention. Working together, he and Stephanie had almost set 

a new high score. 

Bobby's mom came to the door and said, "Sorry guys, but Stephanie's dad stopped over. He said an 

old army buddy of his is visiting, and he wants Stephanie to come home and meet him." 

"Thank you, Mrs. Thomas," Stephanie said. "I'll leave in a minute." Bobby's mom left to go back 

downstairs. 

"Bobby?" Stephanie said. "I have to go. Walk me to your door?" 

"Sure, Stef." He saved the game, and they walked downstairs. At the door, Bobby remembered his 

manners and held Steffi's coat for her. 

Stephanie surprised Bobby by lifting up on her toes and kissing him. Right on the lips, in full view of 

his parents. She said, "Goodbye, Bobby, I love you." Then, through the cold rain, she ran home. 

*** 

The next day, after school, Stephanie didn't visit. It didn't concern Bobby. He figured her dad had 

something going on. A week passed and still no Stephanie. No emails or text messages either. 

They'd never gone this long without some form of contact. 

He sent messages and emails via Alfred, but Stephanie never replied. 
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When he couldn't take it any longer, he waited outside until Stephanie's father left and ran next 

door. Steeling his nerves, he knocked. A minute later, the door opened a few inches. A female 

figure stood back in the shadows. Bobby asked, "Is Stephanie here 

"No, I'm sorry, Bobby, but Stephanie's gone." The woman's voice sounded thick, she might have 

been crying. 

"Gone where? When's she coming back?" 

"She isn't coming back. I'm sorry, but she's gone forever." The figure stepped back and closed the 

door. 

After calling him to supper three times, Bobby's mom found him in his room. Sitting on the floor 

crying. 

*** 

Two days later, Robert Senior and Shirley went upstairs to talk to their son. Bobby sat at his desk, 

his tablet held before him. After knocking on the doorframe and not receiving a response, they 

entered the room.  

“Bobby, your mother and I share your concern about Stephanie. I managed to catch Frank Hartman 

at home today and asked about her.” For the first time since they entered his room, Bobby took 

notice of his parents. “Mr. Hartman explained Stephanie 

 

Robert Senior stopped outside of his son’s room and tapped on the doorframe. At the sound, 

Bobby looked up from his tablet and nodded a greeting to his father. “Son, I have some news about 

Stephanie.” Bobbie popped to his feet and took a step towards the door. His dad lifted a hand. “It 

isn’t the news you’re hoping for. “Take a seat and let’s talk about it.” 

They each sat on the edge of the bed. “I spoke with Mr. Hartman, Stephanie’s foster father. He told 

me a well-to-do family adopted Stephanie. Apparently, the adoption had been in the works for 

months, and Stephanie knew all about it. I’m surprised she hadn’t told you.” 
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“She never said anything about it.” 

“Not everyone is good at giving bad news to someone they care about She might not have wanted 

to make you upset any sooner than she needed to.” Bobby didn’t say anything. Robert Senior 

reached out and hugged his son. “Things like this are a part of growing up. It’s unfortunate that 

becoming an adult means growing a thick skin.” He waited, but Bobby still didn’t speak. Sighing, 

Robert stood. “I’m going downstairs to watch some Tri-D with your mother. We’re here if you want 

to talk.” He left the room and rejoined his wife. 

“How did Bobby take the news?” Shirley asked. Robert could tell from her eyes how she felt. 

“I don’t know. Not well, that’s for sure. Bobby just sat there. I’ve never seen a more miserable boy.” 

“You don’t think he would do anything…to harm himself do you?” 

Surprised at the question, Robert pinched his eyes shut in thought. A moment later he lifted his 

head. “Alfred?” 

“Yes, Mister Thomas?” 

“I want you to keep an eye on Bobby. Stay out of standby or sleep modes. You are to alert us if you 

think Bobby is going to do something dangerous.” 

“Yes, Mr. Thomas. Sir, if I might say so, I feel terrible for him. Miss Stephanie meant a great deal to 

the young master.” 

Robert quirked an eyebrow. “Just how self-aware are you. Alfred?” 

“I’m not qualified to answer a question like that, sir. I am a prototype so perhaps I’m merely good 

at mimicking self-awareness.” 

“Thank you, Alfred. Keep an eye on my son.” 

“Yes, sir.” 
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*** 

“Alfred, do you know where Stephanie is?” 

“I’m sorry, Master Bobby, but I do not know her current whereabouts.” 

“Can you find her?” 

“If she replies to an email, or if she sends you a text message it may be possible to geolocate her.” 

“Dad told me some family adopted Steph. There would have to be a record of it at the courthouse.” 

“Yes, but adoption records are sealed.” 

Sealed records probably meant encrypted. Encryption and cryptology meant math. Bobby liked 

math. “How tight is the security on the courthouse database?” 

“Master Bobby, I can see where you’re heading. Hacking into a government database might be 

more difficult than tricking the next-door AI. The action I believe you intend carries a significant 

penalty.” 

A knock on the doorframe caused Bobby to turn around. His father stood there. “Bobby, what are 

you up too?” 

“I’m trying to track down Stephanie.” 

“Alfred said you are going to hack into a secure database at the courthouse.” 

Darned Alfred, Bobby thought, maybe if he explained his plan. Dad might help. “You always said the 

government always buys from the lowest bidder. How good can their security be?” His dad shook 

his head, but Bobby kept talking, “I bet I can be inside of their firewall in less than thirty seconds. 

Alfred and I can—” 

“No. I’m sorry, but this needs to stop.” Ronald directed his voice towards one of Alfred’s pick-ups. 

“Alfred, Bobbie's internet access is revoked.” 

“Yes, sir,” Alfred replied. 
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“Dad! You can’t.” 

“If the police arrested you, you might avoid jail, but you can kiss any kind of career goodbye. Your 

mother and I haven’t invested so much to stand by and allow you to throw it all away.” 

*** 

Late that night, determined to find Stephanie, Bobby tried his override, and nothing happened. The 

next day, he examined Alfred’s console and found it had been locked shut. 

*** 

The next day at school, Big Steve Marsh, former star defensive end, thought it might be fun to bait 

the now subdued and withdrawn Bobby. Bobby responded by demolishing Big Steve. Before the 

teachers separated the pair, Bobby had nearly managed to make Big Steve kiss his own ass. 

Impressed with Bobby's aggression and raw talent, Coach Reinhold suggested he try out for the 

wrestling team. Once Bobby found a suitable outlet for his anger, his grades improved. Later in the 

semester, Big Steve apologized to Big Bobby, the new star of the wrestling team. They didn't 

become friends, but they were no longer enemies. 

Time passed, and Bobby acquired a few friends, but he never allowed anyone close. His male 

friends respected and even emulated his stand-offish manner. The girls at school thought him an 

irresistible challenge. 

Once Bobby passed his driver's exam, he dated almost every weekend. Sometimes he dated the 

same girl two or three times in a row. None of his dates ever complained about his behavior. He 

treated each with respect and never pushed for more than they wanted to give. They continued to 

see him as a challenge. 

Concerned about her once bright and cheerful son, his mom asked why he didn't stay with one girl. 

"I don't know, Mom, none of them make me feel the same as...." His words trailed off. 

"The same as Stephanie?" 
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Instead of answering, Bobby shrugged. He didn't think his mom would understand. Sometimes, his 

imagination played tricks on him, and he caught glimpses of Stephanie through an open next-door 

window. From time to time, he’d have Alfred send her another message. 

Bobby's parents' choice of school districts paid off. Except for that one-time dip in his grades, he 

excelled academically. When he applied to colleges, his number one preference offered him a full 

academic scholarship. He accepted and dual-majored in electrical engineering and physics. After he 

graduated, Bobby and his father had a blowout fight. Regrettable words passed back and forth. His 

parents took a long vacation. Bobby found a job and moved out. 

 

THE END OF PART ONE. 


