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Timothy Dallow looked across the oversized oval shaped desk in the board room and dragged his fingers through his hair. The fifteen board members, thirteen of whom were doctors and two military studied the print out on the table and occasionally glanced at the PowerPoint presentation projected on the wall.

At times, it didn’t feel like he owned SimTek. Everything came down to money and the old farts filling his room had it in droves. Bio-bots were the perfect healing machine. It took the patient’s genetic reading and started repairing damaged organs and tissues. What could be more perfect? But being a businessman, Timothy added a self replicating serum that produced inferior versions of the original Bio-bot with an engineered with a life-span of seventy-two hours. 

He could smell the money. Surely they could too. 

General Walters had a look in his eye, showing interest. Never lose another soldier. But the rest of the money hoarders wore frowns and Walters always followed the board.  

Doctor Brown looked around at the other board members and sighed as he stroked his thick grey beard. “We don’t understand why you need to take this step.” He shut the file in front of him, and reaching to the projector, switched it off. 

The room blinds automatically opened revealing a bustling city many floors below. Natural light flooded into the room, shining against the nodding heads of all board members, including General Walters.  

“But it is already perfected,” Timothy said. “Come to SimTek and see it in action. It’ll blow your mind. We have twenty already linked with our main servers.” He couldn’t keep the excitement out of his voice. 

“Several months ago you convinced us that Nano-bots or medic-bots or, whatever you call them, was the way of the future in medicine. It was a risky investment.”

“And I came through, and now we have orders across two continents of soldiers and medical professionals.” 

Doctor Brown stood up. “We’ve seen enough. Thank you Mr. Dallow.” 

All the board members rose and slowly exited the room, one by one. Dr. Brown was the last out. 

Timothy stopped him at the elevators. “Alfred, you know I’m right. I’ve never steered anyone wrong.” 

Nodding, Alfred Brown said, “You’re a visionary, and a driven businessman. I’m sure any idea you come up with will be a success.” He stepped to the side as the board members entered the elevator and placed a hand against the door to stop it from closing. “It’s time to focus on your next project. Think military.” He stepped into the car and smiled as the doors closed. 

Timothy stared at the shut metal doors, unable to move. Bio-bots were the future, were they that blind? Was the price tag too high? Maybe. Everything, including innovation came down to money. 
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