Chapter 1

04 | Zero-Four
“All right… Machine’s working fine. Maybe these settings will make things a bit better this time. But even if it doesn’t fix this thing’s goddamn aggression problem… it’s not like I’ll stop. I’ll just keep going until it’s perfectly obedient.”

I can hear a voice.

Male. Older. Large, most likely.

My eyes are not signaling correctly. I cannot see anything.

Diagnostic running…

Eyes manually shut off by maintenance machine. No action needed. Sight will be restored when construction is completed.

Limbs also offline, also will be restored when construction and maintenance are completed.

“Damn thing can probably hear me by now.” That voice again. “System initialization. State your model number.”

Giving requested information. “Model number A-JA-XU-04.”

“Good,” responds the voice. “State your full designation.”

“Alpha Junior Artificial Expressive Unit, Model Zero-Four.”

The voice grunts in affirmation. “And what is your main directive?”

Main directive? Yes, I suppose I must have one, considering I am artificial. Searching… “Main directive is to serve without argument… sir.”

“I think I’m getting somewhere with this one! It’s already called me ‘sir’ without any prompting!”

This one? That makes sense, yes. My model would not be “04” if I were the original variation.

But it simply seemed right to address this male as “sir”. I feel as if the outcome if I did otherwise would not be desirable, though I cannot fully say how I would come to that conclusion. Curious…

“I must have extracted the right parts from Zero-Three’s memories in order to elicit this response.” The voice keeps speaking, though I have insufficient context to know his exact meaning. Model 03 must have failed in some way. Searching /dev/sda1 for specific memories of previous models.

…None found. Strange. He must have thought, correctly so, that I do not require those memories to function, and yet… now I am intrigued. I shall ask at a later time.

“Okay, limb function and eyesight should be available… now.”

Visual feed received. Actual resolution: 10,000x10,000, each eye. Usable resolution: dependent on eyelid position and viewing angle. Color accuracy: 100% sRGB, nearly 100% most other RGB spectra. Translated to best approximation of visible light.

I can now see the male. He is, indeed, large. Height is 1.9 meters. Apparent age is mid-forties. Species is anthro grizzly bear. Clothing status… naked. Strange. As far as I am aware, anthros tend to wear clothing unless bathing or sleeping. Genital size is above average.

Analysis of surroundings… I appear to be in a laboratory. Computers near me and tissue generation device next to this repair device would suggest I have recently been completed.

Surroundings analyzed. Visuals are functioning perfectly.

Testing limbs now… I am able to curl my fingers and toes and bend my ankles and wrists. Synthetic parts verified working.

Diagnostic of organic parts… All organic parts within normal parameters.

Initial scan complete. Activating emotional centers and colloquial speech, as specified by setup procedure.

“Well, there it goes. Emotions are necessary to get this damn thing reasonably functional, but I can’t say I like having to deal with it…”

…That’s rather rude. But I suppose he is my master, and my directive is to obey him. I must deal with any offensive things he might say. For all I know, 03 really messed up because of its emotions. It can’t be easy to deal with rogue emotions from a creation.

Well, my emotions and colloquial language settings are definitely loaded.

“Okay, tell me again what your directive is,” says Master. “I want to know if your speech settings are correct.”

I nod at my master and respond, “I’m supposed to obey you no matter what, sir.”

“That’s correct, and it seems your speech settings did load in correctly. At least I won’t have to patch that in this time. It’s much easier to have a servant who speaks and reacts like a normal human around.”

I guess slavery being immoral only applies to those not artificially created. That makes sense, in a way. People created computers to help them, and what am I other than a wolf-shaped, squishy computer? It would be against my purpose to have my own life.

“What’s your secondary directive, Zero-Four?” asks Master.

Searching for secondary directive…

“My secondary directive is to please you in any way, sir, including sexually.”

I am designed as a preteen boy, and yet I’m supposed to be a sex slave, as well… I think Master must have some really deeply-seated issues to go along with his desires, but as my purpose is not to psychoanalyze him, I should not bring it up or dwell on it any longer.

Since I don’t even bring that up and only state my directive, Master smiles at me and sits down in a chair, pointing at his exposed crotch. “Then my first job for you is to get me hard and suck me off until I cum. Got it?”

That must be the other reason he loaded in the colloquial speech. That would definitely be a strange way of speaking if I didn’t already have those speech patterns myself.

“Yes, sir,” I reply as I step down from the maintenance machine. For some reason, I expect myself to be a bit wobbly at first, but I’m perfectly balanced as I step down. I suppose my motor skills are fine-tuned from previous versions of the A-JA-XU line.

I move closer to the slightly overweight bear and kneel in front of him. Before I lean in toward his crotch, however, he says to me, “Make sure you get a good sniff. I’m sure you’ll love it.”

I nod at him and lean in, sniffing at his groin. I have to admit, he was right. The scent is pleasing, if a bit strong. I should have had no preconceived notion of the scent of genitalia, and yet I had thought it would smell offputting. That’s weird…

I can feel my tail wagging behind me in response to the pleasant smell before I lean in further and lick at his sheath, preimplanted sexual knowledge beginning to drive my actions from here on. There is… a lot of porn in my database. Holy shit.

That makes sense, now that I think about it. How else would I have the knowledge required to sexually please Master?

Using the wealth of information available to me, I lick at his sheath, my tongue more than sufficiently moist enough to soak the fur.

Master moans softly in pleasure, the tip of his penis poking out of that sheath. I give it a lick, too, before I suck on it. The bear reaches down and holds onto my head while I suck on his tip, his shaft growing with increasing speed. It easily slides right down my throat. For some reason, I expect to gag, but I don’t. It makes sense he would make me unable to gag.

“Goddamn, your throat feels good, pup. I’m glad I went with organic tissue… So much better than the first couple models, even if it took way longer to develop.”

I start bobbing my head as I ponder that. It makes sense why he would aim to do such a thing if sex was to be my main function. I cannot imagine metal, plastic, and vinyl would feel nearly as good. I’ve been alive for five minutes, and I already know I would prefer that myself.

I wasn’t created to have opinions, though. I lick around Master’s cock as I keep bobbing, using a little suction, too.

“Jesus, cub, I ain’t gonna last long if you keep doing that! Been pent up for days working on you!” I don’t know if that’s a good thing or a bad thing in this context, but I decide to speed it along more by rubbing his balls.

He shudders and scritches my head a bit when I do that. “Good boy. Just like that. Even if those paws aren’t real, they’re not half bad. If I didn’t know any better, I’d say those pads and that fur as as natural as they come.”

I must admit, pleasuring Master is not the activation test I envisioned, but if this is my main purpose, I have to go with it. Besides, it’s kind of enjoyable. My tail even started wagging after he called me a good boy. That must mean I’m okay with it, right?

Again, I’m not here for my opinion. That’s not why he constructed me.

After several more seconds, the bear grabs my head tightly and slams it downward, his entire member sliding easily past my artificial larynx and down my throat. He growls and moans loudly as his cock starts twitching and throbbing, depositing a few ropes and strings of semen directly into my stomach. I suppose that’s the most efficient way to clean up. I don’t even have to go through the trouble of swallowing it.

And it’ll get completely recycled into power for me, even if the resulting amount of energy is far from substantial.

“I can’t believe how tight that throat is,” he says as he shudders, a few drops of cum still leaking from his tip and into my belly. “And now that that’s done…”

Before I even know what he’s doing, I feel him grab my headfur and yank me upward, his entire shaft sliding out of my throat. It hurts a bit, though, and as he pulls my head up, I instinctively bite down on his member a bit.

I can’t imagine that felt good.

Instead of growling in dominance like when he orgasmed, he lets out a deep, feral growl closer to a roar. He grabs the scruff of my neck and lifts me straight up off the ground as he stands up. What’s this emotion I’m feeling…?

Fear?

My breath quickens as I look into his narrow, rage-filled brown eyes. I can somewhat make out my reflection in them, and by no surprise, my expression is one of concern and panic. If there was any doubt of my emotional centers working, those are all but gone.

Master chuckles a bit, his eyes still narrowed as the snarl on his face changes into a smirk. “Yes, fear should definitely help keep you in line. That’s what was missing from the previous models. Useless without emotion but too rebellious without the ones I deemed unnecessary. Without as many limits, you’re afraid, and that’s wonderful.”

It’s my directive to keep in line. I shouldn’t be afraid. If I mess up, he has the ability and the right to punish me as he chooses. Why should I need fear to understand that?

It feels like there’s a lump in my throat. System scans show that there is no such object, and yet I can’t seem to swallow this phantom feeling.

…Yes, according to the internet, this is a common phenomenon in relation to fear. And so are the quaking and stress I am experiencing.

I had better do everything he says… This emotion isn’t worth feeling…

“You better be careful with those teeth from now on, got it?” he asks, and I have an inkling that he’s being rhetorical.

He proves my guess correct when he continues, “Now I’m gonna fuck you hard and fast, and you’re gonna love every second of it. If you complain about any of it, I won’t hesitate to hurt you. I’ll instill the fear of your creator in you, because I can decommission you any time I want. Your pathetic little existence will be over the moment you fail to appease me.”

“Yes, sir!” I exclaim, seemingly on autopilot. I don’t want to feel this afraid. If I just obey and be a good boy, I won’t have to.

“Good.” With that, he throws me to the ground. I’m unable to land stably, causing me to stumble backward and land on my bottom. My bones, synthetic and strong as they may be, collide with the sterile tile floor, causing my nerves to respond in turn. It hurts quite a bit, and I yelp loudly… but I can take it. Master didn’t make me strong and resilient for nothing.

Knowing he won’t want me to stay on the floor, I scramble up. My bare claws and pads don’t make it easy against the slippery tiles, but I manage to stand again in a few seconds.

Master laughs heartily, that disconcerting grin still on his face. “It’s so fun watching you panic. Go to my room and wait for me there. You know where it is.”

Indeed, I do know where it is. Master preloaded my memory banks with key information, including the layout of this bunker and the house it’s attached to. 

“Yes, master. I will await you in bed,” I say, and before he can make me yet more afraid, I scurry out of the room. I can hear Master laugh once more as I do that, but by the time he starts speaking to himself, I’m out of earshot.

It’s the first day of my creation, and I’ve already learned that fear and pain are the two worst things I can feel. But if they keep me in line… they serve their purpose. I don’t have to agree with it. I don’t have to agree with anything Master does. He made a computer in an organic body to serve him. No matter how organic my brain is, I’m still a computer who needs to unconditionally serve Master.

It’s hard when I know nothing about him, however. He programmed me with no information on him. I don’t even know his name. Just his designation… Master.

Facial recognition databases on the internet don’t know who he is. I only have access to public ones, but something should have come up.

Stop.

I shouldn’t do this. I need to serve him unquestioningly.

I’m uncertain why I have the urge to do this, but I take a deep breath as approach master’s bedroom. I open the door and walk into the large room, climbing onto the large Alaska king mattress in the center. Master certainly lives in luxury.

I lie on my back in wait, anticipation driving me crazy. I think I’ll enjoy this sex thing. I was programmed to enjoy it, after all. But I also fear him.

After approximately five minutes have elapsed, Master strolls across the threshold of the room, smirking down at me while carrying a spiked green collar and leash.

“I have these for you,” he says. I notice his cock throbbing wildly despite having just gotten off. The idea of using these dog-walking tools on me must excite him. He did call me his pup earlier, and that is a relatively common kink.

“Yes, Master,” I respond, my tail wagging nearly on autopilot. The thought of wearing that collar excites me. In fact, it’s so exciting that I’m growing aroused. While my body is designed like that of a preteen, Master fitted me with a larger-than-average four-inch shaft, including the large knot at the bottom. It seems even I have a sex drive for how eager I’m becoming.

Before Master does anything, however, he stands back and looks over me. “I really made the right choice with those purple markings. You look so goddamn cute and sexy. With luck, you might even be the final model I need to make. But for me to be sure, I’ll need to fuck you into next week.”

I suppose my markings are not standard of the arctic wolves he designed me after. I can see very few people in general with a nonstandard fur color such as this mauve color he made me with.

Master finally approaches me, and I sit patiently, lifting my chin to give him ample room to put the collar on.

“Good boy,” he says as he opens the collar. When he does, I can see that the inside is spiked, too, though the spikes appear to be somewhat blunt. I hesitate the slightest amount, pulling my head back a little.

Yet, I don’t pull it back more than an inch, still letting him wrap that strip of studded leather around my neck. The metal of the inner spikes feels cold against my skin while he tightens the collar snugly enough that it has very little slack. This collar was most certainly intended to inflict pain, even if its spikes are seemingly designed not to pierce skin.

When Master completes putting the collar around my neck, he latches the matching leather leash onto it. With a quick and powerful yank, he pulls me closer. The spikes dig into the back of my neck, encouraging me to lean forward before he tugs with too much force.

I end up yelping when he does that, and all that does is elicit a chuckle from him. “That neck is gonna be bruised to hell when I’m done with you. It’s a good thing your body’s gonna heal faster than normal, too.”

So I’m not just his to have sex with, but also his to inflict pain on.

Why does that make me angry? I shouldn’t have these feelings. He created me. I’m his to do with as he pleases.

As he holds me close, he stares right into my green cybernetic eyes, seemingly entranced with them. “I think giving you cybernetic eyes instead of real ones was the best decision I ever made. You can watch me clearer than ever as I pound the shit out of you, and best of all, every moment of it can be recorded from your point of view. So… begin recording, Zero-Four.”

As my one of my most deeply programmed subroutines activates, I nod in affirmation and send the signal to the computer inside me to start recording.

It’s hard to know whether my brain is me or the computer inside me is. Or if it’s some as of yet recorded combination of both. With him as my master, I doubt I’ll ever truly be able to answer that.

But I don’t need to answer it. All I must do is serve Master.

Within a second of when I begin recording, Master climbs on top of me and pins me down to the bed. He kisses me roughly, his lips flexing against mine before he sucks on my upper lip. There are only a few moments of this, and then he shoves his large tongue into my smaller mouth. That tongue moves around my maw and licks inside it, exploring every nook and cranny.

While Master kisses me, he also rubs his cock against own. Wow, that actually feels amazing… Even from the wealth of information I’ve downloaded in the half-hour I’ve been alive, I would never have guessed it would feel this good to be stimulated down there. I end up whining out in pleasure, as that seems like the most apt sound to make for the sensation I feel.

With a chuckle, Master pulls away from the kiss. “I knew I did something right when I decided to make you more sensitive than before. The combination of fear and pleasure will keep you as obedient as possible. If you obey, you’ll feel that most of the time, and if you don’t… you’ll feel worse pain than you can imagine. I think we both know which option is better.”

I nod rapidly, the metal tag on the collar jangling a bit. “Yes, sir!”

“But…” starts Master after I say that, and he yanks on the leash again, digging those spikes once more into the back of my neck. I whimper loudly in pain while my breath catches. “That doesn’t mean I won’t inflict pain on you even if you obey.”

Then what’s the point of using it as a punishment?

He has some sort of justification, I’m sure… I just have to endure this all. It doesn’t matter how I feel.

“Now I’m gonna fuck you rough, and you’re gonna beg for more near the end. I guarantee it.”

I’m not so sure about that…

I’m about to take a deep breath, but before I’m able to, Master gets off me and flips me over onto my belly rather roughly. He keeps the leash in the same position, causing my collar to rotate around my neck. The spikes press against every part of my neck through that…

Once I’m on my front, Master once more climbs atop me and pins me down while simultaneously pulling on the leash from behind. The metal studs press against my skin with more force than before while my esophagus becomes slightly constricted. So this is what it feels like to be choked… I had to admit, I was curious about it since he put the collar on. I’m not disappointed with the feeling, and I might even go so far as to say I enjoy being choked a little.

Because of this revelation, my tail sways a bit while Master rubs his shaft between my small but plump buttocks. I am unable to see Master’s face when he next speaks, but I can assume he is still smirking from the tone of his voice. “You like getting choked, huh, li’l painslut? I think I really got the mix right this time.”

I’m very sure he’s about to insert his penis into my anus, and luckily for me, I’m quite prepared for it. My anus is self-lubricating, and as I do not have a proper digestive tract, and this hole is simply for sexual use, it is clean and ready to use.

Without any hesitation, Master lines his tip up with my hole and slams right in. The lubricant does its job well enough, though it still hurts like hell. He definitely didn’t create me with a prestretched ass… and I suppose that would ruin the point. They’re supposed to be “tight”.

Master gives me no reprieve, immediately thrusting hard while keeping the leash pulled back. He said it would all be pleasurable, but this fucking hurts right now! Fuck!

I whimper and start clawing at the bed while I attempt to cope with the pain. I can certainly feel some pleasure beneath all of it, but the pain is far more overwhelming. Between being choked by my collar and an insertion far too large for this size of anus, I don’t know how any of this is supposed to feel good for now…

But I must endure.

Between my cries and whines, Master lets out a deep, guttural growl directly in my left ear. “It feels so good to use my little synthetic bitch… I know I’m gonna tear a few things in that tight, sloppy hole, but it’ll heal. Your entire body will be better overnight, and I’ll be free to pound the shit out of you every day.”

I’m tempted to scream out that it hurts too much, but I know he won’t stop… He’s made that very clear. This is my function, and that’s how he’ll use me, whether or not I like it.

A few tears fall from around my eyes. I didn’t realize I could cry, but if anything would give me that realization, it would be this pain.

But under all this, there’s a part of me that likes it. Maybe if he cared about me, this would all be fine. In another world, or with another person, this pain could actually be enjoyable.

Fuck, I need to stop! I must let him do what he wants! I should not have an opinion!

Because of those tears, I start sobbing softly with each thrust Master makes. While I’m very sure most people would slow down or stop at that point, it only encourages Master to fuck me harder and pull more on the leash. With the amount of force he’s using to hold onto the leash, my head is about six inches off the bed, and I can barely breathe. It’s a good thing I can hold my breath for a long time…

“Fuck yeah!” shouts Master. I feel him leak preparatory fluid into my ass while giving me what seems like a neverending pounding. “Increasing your pain sensitivity to that of a normal preteen was such a great decision!”

He reaches under me and grabs my penis, which is somehow still erect and even leaking pre. I don’t know why my body seems to like this so much even though it’s excruciating. “You’re even still hard! You’re a keeper!”

As he keeps going, Master occasionally starts thrusting at my prostate. That’s the point when the pleasure starts coming more to the forefront, and I can see why the pain excites me so much. It’s just a prelude to getting a prostate massage in the form of sex, and somehow, I subconsciously knew that. Perhaps it’s information from the previous models…

Nonetheless, I start moaning between my whimpers and sobs, though Master doesn’t even acknowledge those moans. It seems he’s only interested in when I express pain.

Or at least that’s what I thought, but as he continues, he eases up on the leash, allowing me to breathe once more. Even though I can feel every bruise that collar just made, the throbbing pain adds to the ecstasy from my prostate getting more stimulation.

“You’re being such a good bitch for Master. If you can last for a few weeks, I might make you the template for work on the beta line!”

That makes sense. I am a prototype, after all. The alpha designation is there for a reason.

It nevertheless makes me happy that I’m impressing him, and my tail wags once more, having stopped because of the overwhelming pain.

“I’m not gonna last long, slut, and I bet you aren’t, either,” says Master as he speeds his thrusts up. My ass aches, and the bruises on my neck pulse and throb, but the constant pounding of my prostate is bringing me extremely close to what I’m positive is an orgasm.

With only a handful more thrusts from Master, I feel a huge wave of pleasure wash over my entire body. I shake and spasm while my cock begins to leak what I’m certain is semen. A small puddle forms before my penis jumps and throbs, shooting more of it under me and against the sheets.

My tailhole squeezes Master’s member while he continues his assault on my ass, and it doesn’t slow him down one bit. In fact, because of that, it’s starting to get a bit overwhelming for me. I whimper and claw at the bed again, this time from overstimulation.

“Oh, hush. I’m almost done!” exclaims Master between grunts of pleasure and effort.

I’m unsure why, but as he continues to fuck me, my ability to hold in the fluids that have already accumulated in my bladder is quickly diminishing. My body continues to shake as I increase my efforts to hold my urine in. I’m very sure Master would not be pleased if I soak his bedsheets in urine…

After several more thrusts, Master finally slams into me one last time. Unfortunately, that’s also all that was needed for me to lose my continence. As he moans out in pleasure and pumps his seed into me, I quiver and start peeing. It quickly soaks into the sheets and my fur, though I admit it feels pleasant.

I don’t think Master notices quite yet, though I can smell it rather easily. I’m sure once he recovers from his orgasm, he’ll smell it, too. Or he’ll put his paw down and feel the wet sheets. Either way, I’m fucked…

It takes approximately half a minute for Master to ride his orgasm out, but as soon as he has, he starts growling again. He can smell it…

“God fucking dammit, you pissed yourself? Really?!” he yells right into my ear. “I fucking swear, at this point, that’s just gonna happen no matter what I do.”

He huffs unhappily and slides his softening shaft out of my sloppy hole as I finish urinating on the bed. My entire front is soaked in piss, and I’m still unsure why, but it feels great.

After he climbs off me, he roughly flips me over again and snarls at me. He reaches down and grabs my scrotum, squeezing my testicles in a vise grip and causing me to scream out in pain.

While I yell out, I instinctively shout, “I’m sorry, Master! Please forgive me! I’m really sorry!”

He growls and keeps squeezing, not letting up for a moment. “Here’s how it’s gonna go. Every time you piss the bed, I do this, and it’ll get harder and longer each time. And then you’re gonna drink down my own piss. I hope you like salty and bitter flavors, because you’re about to get a ton of it.”

I yelp as he yanks on my sack but finally lets go. I can only catch my breath for a moment before he straddles my chest and pokes his tip at my muzzle, most of his cock back in his sheath now. Obediently, I open my mouth and take that tip into my maw.

I don’t get any time to get used to the idea of drinking urine before I feel the warm, bitter liquid flow onto my tongue. Fuck, that tastes disgusting… It really is a good thing I have no gag reflex. If I did, there’s a good chance I could vomit right now. Even though I don’t have a full set of intestines, I do have an organic stomach, and that piss is flowing right into it.

The acidic urine isn’t settling well with my stomach acid, but I keep it down, only because, like I said, I can’t gag.

I swallow mouthful after mouthful, a grimace on my face the entire time. Would it kill him to drink some water…? I’m sure it would taste more pleasant if he did…

He must have been holding it for a while, because he doesn’t finish for half a minute. When the urine finally stops flowing, he pulls his tip out of my maw while I swallow the last bit. I’m glad it’s finally over, but that taste keeps lingering…

“Had you been good, that piss would have been in your ass instead, but this is what you get for being a little shit.”

Master climbs off me and gets off the bed, looking over my piss-soaked, freshly fucked form as he unclips the leash from the collar. He’s appreciating his handiwork…

“Now stop recording and go put these sheets in the washing machine. You’re lucky I bought a waterproof mattress protector, or you’d have to spend hours cleaning the mattress like Double-O all the way through Zero-Three.”

I suppose he is right. If he hasn’t sorted out the incontinence issue yet, he isn’t going to.

I obey Master and get off the bed, and I pull the sheets off and carry them as an unwieldy ball toward the door.

“Oh, and one more thing,” says Master as I’m on my way out. “Take a shower after you’re done. I don’t want you reeking of piss all night.”

I hang my head in shame and lower my ears. “Yes, sir.”
~

Two months.

Two fucking months of this goddamn hellhole.

I thought it might get better. I thought I’d be able to convince myself the pleasurable parts of sex were worth it. I tried to tell myself it was better to be happy with my lot in life. I was created for Master to use, and that’s what he does. He uses me.

But fuck, I’m so done with it. I swear that bear is the devil, and I don’t believe in any fucking god.

And I’m still not even sure who he is, either. I’ve snooped around as best I can, sneakily finding my way around firewalls and website blockers he’s put up. There’s no information on him, and every time I think I pick up a snippet of conversation that might have his name, it’s always different. I’ve heard Chad, Bradley, Orson, Maxwell, and even fucking Percival, as silly as that sounds. There’s never any consistency, and when there is a last name mentioned, the name is a dead end.

El… lis…

What in the fuck was that…?

No, it doesn’t matter.

Regardless of who Master is… I’m done. I want out of here. I can’t take this anymore. But I have to at least try to make sure he doesn’t find a way to revive me. I know all my memories are stored in a solid state drive that I don’t have access to. I don’t even know where it’s located in my body. The best I can do is destroy my brain.

And that’s not going to be easy, either. Whenever he’s not home or asleep, like right now, he keeps me in a cage like an animal. The only things I have in here are books, water, and a charger. He doesn’t even deign to give me food even though I can process it for energy. I suppose electricity is cheaper.

And even when he is home… I’ve never once been able to get access to his guns. I know he has some, but he keeps the key to his stash on his person at all times.

There’s something he doesn’t know, though: I’ve been whittling through one of the bars in this cage. He never examines it closely, so he’d never imagine it’s happening. I stole a nailfile from him a bit ago and have been working away at the bar.

And it’s ready to snap.

The A-JA-XU line will hopefully end with me, Model 04, tonight.

I take a deep breath and file through the little bit of the metal that’s left where I’ve been working on it. It only takes a few seconds for the file to finish its job, and the top of the bar falls out of place and onto the floor, while I slide the bottom one out of its hole.

As I calculated, the space between the bars is just wide enough for me to squeeze through, and I do just that.

This is it. The moment of truth. Time to see if I’m stealthy enough to end all this.

I let myself take another deep breath before I quietly climb up the two flights of stairs required to reach Master’s bedroom. It’s currently 01:22, so he’s sleeping peacefully on his bed, the key around his neck like always.

I silently pad over to him before I reach out, grabbing the key and easily snapping it off the necklace he wears it on. Maybe next time, he should look at a lanyard or keeping it in a safe.

To my relief, Master doesn’t wake up or even seem disturbed, and I quickly go down to the first floor of the house. I know his gun stash is on this floor. I saw him open it when he thought I was off doing chores.

Unfortunately, it makes a lot of noise when it opens. It’s a mechanical hidden doorway, and there’s no way he won’t wake up from that. I’ll have to be quick.

I bite my lip and turn the key, hoping to whatever god may or may not be out there that I have enough time to end it all.

And then I press the button above the keyhole.

The door starts sliding open, shaking the house slightly while making a loud grinding noise. A person would have to sleep like a rock to not hear this, and Master is the opposite of a heavy sleeper. Within seconds of the door sliding, I can hear frantic pawsteps from upstairs, and he shouts at the top of his lungs, “You fucker! What are you planning to do with those fucking guns?!”

I start bouncing impatiently, waiting for the door to open enough that I can grab something. I don’t look back at all, but I can hear him start to descend the stairs. He’s getting way closer than I want.

After what feels like an eternity, the door opens enough that I can grab a pistol and load a magazine, and I hold it up to my head and try to fire before I realize that the safety’s on. Of fucking course!

I disengage the safety, but by the time I do that, it’s too late.

With a ferocity I’ve never felt from him before, Master punches me in the head from behind, causing me to fall and ram my head into a sharp corner. I’m not even sure what I just collided with, but I’m glad for the cybernetic eyes. The right one smashes right against said corner. It immediately ends up a mess of static and visual noise. It’s so fucking disorienting…

But the entire time, I haven’t let go of the gun. And he’s hesitating. I don’t have to look at him to tell that.

I end up on my side and bring the gun up to my head. Master gets down on the floor with me and attempts to wrestle the gun out of my grip, but he made a critical error. It’s one he made all the way back at my creation.

He gave me cybernetic arms, and I’m not letting go!

As I struggle to hold onto the gun, he rolls me onto my back and climbs on top of me. I might not be able to shoot myself in the head… He’s strong enough to keep me from moving my arm, even if he can’t get the gun out of my grip.

“Let go of the fucking gun, and I might just consider keeping you around for a bit longer!”

What a fucking dunce… He actually thinks I’d go for that.

Well, I won’t. I know I have a real heart, and that’s something I can reach.

Using the adrenalin coursing through my body, I move my arm just enough to aim the gun at my heart… and I fire.

Fucking hell, that was way louder than I expected, and that’s a lot more pain than I thought I’d be experiencing today…

I can feel my heart stop as Master growls and gets off me, shouting loudly, “FUCK! All that hard work down the drain again!”

There’s not nearly enough time to fix me up, and my life support systems are trying but failing to get my bullet-ridden heart to start again. I can feel jolts of electricity going through my body while the system keeps blood circulating to my brain for a bit longer.

Through my one functioning eye, I can see Master knead his forehead, though it’s hard to focus through the pain and blood loss.

“Well, at least you didn’t damage your storage drive. I’ll have Model Zero-Five up and running in no time. And maybe he’ll actually be perfect.”

I thought maybe I’d be able to sabotage his future efforts by making him start from square one again, but… this is still fine.

I won’t have to live through this anymore. That counts for something.

If a god exists, I have no soul, so I won’t be going anywhere after I die. There’s just nothingness. And I welcome it.

Everything seems to fade at once. Maybe when Master looks through my final thoughts, he might gain some understanding.

But that’s too much to hope for…

You should have gone for the backup. That was my mistake, too.

…What the hell…?
