Chapter 2

05 | Zero-Five
“Okay… One final time’s the charm. If this doesn’t work, I’m really fucking close to just starting from the beginning again.”

Not this dream again… I shouldn’t even be having dreams. I’m a synthetic being. What use are dreams to me?

I guess my brain just wants me to keep reliving the moments of my creation.

“System initialization. State your model number.”

Like fucking clockwork, I find myself responding, “Model number A-JA-XU-05.”

Even though I can’t see him, I know who’s been talking. That fucking bear. “Master”.

Master grunts in affirmation before he says, “And your full designation?”

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

Zero-Four? What? I’ve had this dream so many times, and it’s always gone the same way. My model is indeed Zero-Five, but I just said Zero-Four.

As if nothing out of place even happened, Master keeps going, but it’s… off from how I remember it.

He grunts once again and asks, “And what is your main directive?”

On my creation, he had simply said, “Directive?” He didn’t bother saying the full sentence. I guess I’m really feeling more like a person than ever before if I’m having weird dreams like this…

Gotta admit, though, it seems oddly specific.

“Main directive is to serve without argument… sir,” I find myself saying, and that’s definitely not what I said.

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

What the hell…? When I had said my directive, he seemed… unimpressed. And yet in this dream, he’s excited. I have no idea what’s going on here…

But suddenly, I’m not there anymore. I have vision now, but only through one eye. My right eye is all… staticky. Like it’s malfunctioning. But there’s no way it could be malfunctioning in a dream. This is getting far too strange for my liking.

I look down, and… Holy shit, I’m bleeding from my chest. I… I can’t breathe. My head is growing all fuzzy. Fuck, this isn’t good. Is this even actually a dream? It feels so fucking real…

“FUCK! All that hard work down the drain again!” That’s Master again. I can just barely see him pacing around me, even though I can’t move at all or even focus my one working eye on him.

“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.”

What the hell…?

“Zero-Five! Now!”

Huh?

~
“Goddammit, Zero-Five! Get your ass up before I drag you out of that cage myself! You were supposed to have my breakfast ready by now! You’re lucky I don’t beat your ass just for that!” Well, this is certainly the real world. Master is treating me with the same disrespect and callousness as always.

I sigh and crawl out of the cage Master keeps me in, looking at the clock on the wall even though I have access to the time with just a simple thought… Sometimes, I think I’m too human…

Regardless of that, it’s 07:35. I was supposed to be up at 07:00 sharp to make Master food, like every day. I’ve never overslept. Ever. That dream must have something to do with why I did. My alarm file is within its normal parameters. Maybe I should bring it up to Master so he can look at my systems to search for a possible instability.

Who am I kidding? He wouldn’t believe me, and if I told him anything was wrong with me, he’d likely decommission me faster than I could say “android”.

There’s that humanity again, kicking in at the oddest times. “Faster than I could say ‘android’” is not a quantifiable amount of time, nor is it even an accurate description. It would take him several minutes to decommission me. He would have to issue my shutdown command via ethernet and then take all my data off my hard drive for use in the next model. Either that, or he’d have to kill me. Needless to say, that would not take place in the span of time it would take me to say one word.

I need to stop pondering this and focus on doing what Master has programmed me to do. I am his servant. That’s it. That’s my lot in life.

“I’m on my way up, sir!” I yell up the stairs from the basement to the ground floor as I climb them.

When I arrive in the kitchen, Master is already in there, having started making his morning cup of coffee, which I normally take care of.

“What the hell happened?” he asks with a deadpan expression, certainly not quite awake enough to do anything more than be passively angry.

Shit, can I lie? Should I lie? I’ve never told him a lie, even when he once asked me if I enjoyed something he was doing, and the answer was no. Isn’t lying against some law of robotics or something? Wouldn’t I have to be programmed with a contingency in place to prevent me from lying?

“My alarm file got corrupted, sir. I already adjusted it, and it should work fine tomorrow.” Wow, that lie came out ridiculously smoothly. Almost automatically. That’s scary… but useful, too.

As Master sips his coffee, he grunts affirmatively. “Good. Likely just a fluke, but I may run some diagnostics if it happens again. I knew I maybe should have used btrfs instead of ext4…”

He trails off, and as he does, I start on the morning routine of frying up breakfast for Master, just how he likes it: medium-fried eggs and crispy bacon. He always says that getting a proper machine to do it would result in better consistency but that it lacks the awareness of flavor that any organic would have. Indeed, I can tell if the bacon might need a little more salt, or if the eggs need slightly longer than a standard timer would say.

As I heat the pan and place a few strips of bacon in it, I can hear Master remark, “But hey, at least I didn’t go with NTFS like an idiot. That could have really fucked you up.”

I don’t respond to him. I know he’s just rambling to himself even though he specifically said “you”.

With those kinds of small ramblings, I can’t help but feel that, maybe years ago, Master wasn’t so bad. Maybe he was just a guy who wanted to advance robotics and AI further than they had ever gone. He’s done that, but I think something got really warped in the process. Considering he made unwilling servants and sex slaves like myself and the previous A-JA-XU models, he doesn’t much care for consent, and he might not even consider me human enough for that to matter.

I wish I didn’t have so many menial tasks to do like cooking this food. It gives my mind far too much time to wander, and that’s not good. It makes me lose sight of my programming. It doesn’t matter what I think or want. All that matters is what Master desires. All else is irrelevant.

It’s so fucking boring, though…

I deal with the boredom as I finish frying the bacon and start cooking the eggs in the bacon grease, just as he loves. After only a couple more minutes, I plate up the eggs and serve the plate to Master, who’s sitting at the kitchen table.

Without so much as a thank you, he begins eating, idly sipping on his coffee between bites.

“Since you were over half an hour late,” he starts, not even swallowing his food, “I want you to get on your knees and drink my piss. I had to skip the bathroom on my way down to get your ass out of bed.”

I almost sigh from that request. I’ve had more than enough of his urine to last me a lifetime, but if I were to show any amount of dissidence, he would just hit me instead of making me indulge his watersports kink.

Instead, I simply crawl under the table as I say, “Yes, Master.” I catch a whiff of his strong musk as I take his tip into my mouth. Not even a second after I do so, I can taste the warm, salty urine on my tongue. I obediently gulp it down, but even now, six months after my creation, I still grimace upon tasting it. Isn’t there anything he could have done to my genes to make it more palatable…?

Though I suppose that would defeat the point of having an unwilling sex slave… If I liked what he does to me, he might not get as much fucked-up enjoyment out of it. And it’s not like I hate the idea of sex or even things like piss play, but he just… goes out of his way to make it as horrible for me as he can. He likes seeing a cub suffer. That’s my function…

“Good li’l piss slut…” As he says that, my tail starts swaying a bit. Why does being called any variation of “good boy” get me this excited? I know it’s not my programming, because like I said, he couldn’t care less if I enjoy anything.

He holds onto my head while I gulp down every single mouthful of urine. I feel that raw discomfort in my stomach as the uric acid mixes with the acid in my stomach. Since he barely ever feeds me anything, as my life support system can catalyze the formation of glucose from water and CO2, there’s nothing in my stomach to make this any better.

Master sighs in relief as he empties his bladder into my maw, and I can hear him continue to eat. Using me as his urinal is such an everyday activity that he doesn’t even stop his other actions when I do it, unless it’s specifically during sex.

And speaking of sex, I doubt drinking his piss is going to be my only punishment… As I think about what might be coming, the spikes on the inside of my collar feel tighter against my neck despite the collar not having been tightened. Anticipation is a hell of a bitch…

As his stream of urine trickles to a stop, I swallow the last few drops and pull off his now half-hard cock. Before I can do or say anything, however, I hear him growl loudly before he kicks me square in the balls. I squeal and whimper when his footpaw collides with my sensitive testicles, pain coursing through my body.

“I didn’t say that’s the only thing you were going to be doing down there,” he says as he continues to eat. “Get that presumptuous muzzle back around my dick before I have to drive my point home further.”

Even though he can’t see me, I lower my ears in submission and start sucking on his shaft, which quickly hardens inside my mouth. If it weren’t for how repulsive Master is as a person, I might actually enjoy doing this. That musk arouses me, and the feeling of a penis in my mouth is incredible. Even getting my tailhole pounded would be amazing if he handled it with any input from me.

I can’t be focusing on that, though… I just need to suck him off.

As I start bobbing my head, Master moans out softly. “That’s it, slut… Just like that. Make master cum like the good bitch you are.”

Again, my tail wags behind me as he calls me a “good bitch”. Maybe I’m just so starved of praise that anything which sounds like it will get me going. In fact, I think I’m onto something there…

Fucking hell, I keep getting off-track! The more I think about other things, the more likely I am to slip up!

Just gotta focus on the parts I actually enjoy… The scent of his musk, the taste of his precum, the feeling of his shaft in my mouth… I find myself sucking harder and faster as I think about all that, putting my all into each motion.

Master huffs above me and grips onto my head. “What’s gotten into you, Five? Not that I’m complaining.”

I know he doesn’t expect an answer as I force his tip into my throat, straight past where my gag reflex would be if I had one. Usually, he has to make me take it that far, but not this time… I can’t have him knowing anything’s wrong, and the only way to make sure of that is to impress him.

Several times, I take his entire cock down to the base, and Master groans and huffs more each time I do it. “Fuck, kid, you’re gonna make me cum so hard!”

Whenever he calls me kid, I’m reminded of the fact that he made me, and likely the previous five models, in the form of a preteen arctic wolf. I shudder to think of what he might do to an actual child if he were able to have his way with one…

I push that thought out of my mind as I deepthroat his cock more frequently. After a few more bobs, Master presses down on my head and shoves me down, holding me as he starts ejaculating. His body shakes while he groans in pleasure, and his penis twitches and throbs as it shoots semen directly into my stomach. Unlike the urine, this doesn’t make my stomach upset, and I have to admit that I love this.

He holds me down for the duration of the orgasm, and I’m very glad I can go without air for several minutes, though my systems are reporting that they started using my stored oxygen to keep me comfortable.

Even after he finishes cumming, he holds me down for a bit longer. I’m really tempted to try to pull off, but I don’t. He’s testing me. Making sure I’m obedient.

After one minute and four seconds, he releases my head allowing me to come up for air. My body instinctively coughs, though I did not require the oxygen as much as it thinks I did.

Without so much as an acknowledgement of me, Master gets up and sighs in contentment. “That hit the spot.”

I bite my lip and find myself muttering, “Asshole,” under my breath before I move from under the table. I grab Master’s dirty dishes and the pan I cooked his food in them, washing and drying them. The kitchen is just as spotless as when I got down here as I put them away and clean the coffee maker.

Usually, Master would be upstairs taking a shower by now. I’m very sure he mentioned he has to do something today. And yet, he’s still standing in the kitchen. He’s been watching me.

“For once, I’m gonna say that I don’t give you enough credit, Five,” he says. I nearly drop the dishwand I’m holding, but I put it up and give my full attention to him. “Regardless of the little incident this morning, which is more than able to be remedied if need be, you’ve proven that your loyalty lies in the right place: with me.”

It takes me a moment to collect my thoughts, but I end up replying, “I’m your servant, sir. I’m just following my programming.”

Master chuckles. “You would be surprised at how easily some of the other models disobeyed it.” No, I don’t think I really would…

He continues, “Anyway, all this praise was leading somewhere… I am going to take a shower, and then I’m going to leave for the day. I’m not locking you up in your cage today. We’ll see how things go.”

Wow… Maybe he does care about me, even just a bit. But then again, I wouldn’t have been in the cage in the first place if he did…

I nod at him. “Yes, sir. I’m sure you expect me to stay busy?”

“Yes. That has not changed. You still serve me. I expect this place spotless before I get home. Our guest last night was… let’s just say so ecstatic with my handling of her situation that the bed needs cleaning.” Of course he was pounding some chick. If I’m not forced to take his dick, then it’s some girl who he fixed some kind of problem for.

“Affirmative, Master. Bedsheets will get top priority.”

“Good,” says Master. “I’m going to shower now. While I’m showering, run a self-diagnostic on your filesystem. Just make sure everything is in place.”

“As you command.”

With only a nod, Master walks upstairs, leaving me by myself on the first floor, unsupervised.

I know it’s really not that exciting, but it really feels like a step up. Trust feels good. But it has to go both ways… and I don’t trust him.

Probably best to run that self-diagnostic, however. I sit on the couch, which is comfy as fuck, and relax on it, letting the diagnostic run. I’ve found it’s best not to be doing much while it’s running. I once had my left paw stop working when I needed it.

As it proceeds, I close my eyes, allowing me to more clearly see the results in my field of view. Sure, I could just “think” about the results, but I find this easier to deal with.

It keeps indexing and scanning each directory and subdirectory in my main filesystem, even the bits I have no access to myself. I’m not the root of my own system, and that’s for the best from Master’s point of view.

Error found in dir /home/admin/.backup/04-data

Wait, what? An actual error? I don’t think I’ve caught one. Even though he thought it was about the alarm situation, Master really was right that I should do that diagnostic.

Permissions corrupted on file /home/admin/.backup/04-data/psych-state.xudata
Restoring permissions to default: all standard users
Cannot change permissions on folder without root

Oh, damn… I was really hoping to get to see what’s in there. It’s interesting… Model 04’s backup psychological data. I wonder how that got corrupted.

You know what? I can’t give up that easily. It’s only asking for the root password. It doesn’t even need a username. It can’t be that hard to guess Master’s password. He’s not a complicated man, at the end of the day… It’s probably something ridiculously simple.

Alph… Alpha Ju… Junior…

What the fuck?!

My eyes shoot open. That was my fucking voice, being played inside my head. But it sounded… distant and glitched. Like my own voice wasn’t even there. It has to be coming from around me… but there’s no one there.

Pass… Pass is… Al… pha… Junior…

I don’t know where that voice is coming from. It sounds just like how Master has my voice programmed, but I’ve never heard my own voice inside my own head. And even hearing my own voice doesn’t explain how glitchy it is.

Whatever this voice is, and whatever its intentions are… I have a feeling it’s right about the password. It’s just a hunch, and it can’t hurt to try.

alphajunior
…
Changing permissions on file /home/admin/.backup/04-data/psych-state.xudata and parent directories
Permissions successfully changed

Holy shit, I’m in. I can’t believe it! I’m in! I’ve defeated one of Master’s security protocols! Now to snoop around this psych data…

I close my eyes and access the file.

Pain… So much pain… My heart… It’s not beating anymore. I’m dying, and I can’t stop it. I didn’t even hit the storage drive. Master doesn’t have to start over. But at least I’m dead. At least I won’t have to deal with this anymore. 

This doesn’t seem corrupted… Why did the filesystem say it was?

I should have gone for Master’s backup of the other units’ memories in his computer before killing myself. But I just wanted it to be done… I regret a lot of things. I wish I could have done a lot of things. I wish I had never accepted that servitude was my only option.

But it’s too late… Too late… I’m gone…

Fucking hell… I think 04 was alive this entire time, being kept in suspense by the filesystem itself. When it woke up, the filesystem thought it was corrupted.

File /home/admin/.backup/04-data/psych-state.xudata no longer corrupted
Error: permissions changed on dir /home/admin/.backup and/or subdirectories
Changing permissions on dir /home/admin/.backup recursively
Permissions successfully changed
…
Diagnostic complete
No critical errors
Log written to ~/diagnostic-logs/xulog_2013-06-23_08-13-45.txt

That was… intense… I could feel every bit of physical and emotional pain 04 felt when he died. He shot himself in the heart. I don’t know why… Was he that miserable? Had master treated him that poorly?

Master never said any of the others committed suicide. They were all willingly decommissioned. Why would he lie about that? Wouldn’t it make it easier for me to do my job if I knew where they failed?

“Zero-Five, I’m heading out! Do what I asked once your diagnostic is done!” I hear Master shout that as I try to process what I just discovered. He knows I might not answer during a diagnostic, so he walks out the front door, locking it behind him.

I’m truly alone with the entire house at my disposal.

I should have gone for Master’s backup…

I want these new intrusive thoughts out of my head… 04’s suicide has nothing to do with me, and neither do the backups Master might have. If I’m going to get Master to treat me any better, I have to earn his trust, even if he doesn’t quite have mine.

And I’ll start by washing the sheets, as he asked.

~
I’ve done as Master has asked and more… I’ve followed my cleaning directive to the letter, and even so, I cannot get these thoughts out of my head! 04’s last thoughts keep fucking haunting me, and it’s becoming increasingly clear that my nightmare from last night is related to all this.

I can’t deny it any longer… I want to find out what this is all about. No, I need to find out.

Master’s backup, huh? I know where his computer is. Hell, I even cleaned the office just thirteen minutes ago. But that computer is locked. There’s no way I’m getting to that data even if I’m able to log in with the same credentials as the account on my system. It will require a username, and even though I know the password he’s likely to use, I haven’t got a clue about the username.

Think, think… Five, you have to have seen a personally identifying document at some point in the past six months and eight days. Something, anything, that has Master’s name printed on it. Or maybe I’ve heard his name before?

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.

Exactly. I’ve heard everything from Zackary to Oliver to even fucking Percival.

…as silly as that sounds.

I think that was 04 again… He’s still around. He’s wormed his way into my RAM, and I can’t get him out.

“So, Mister Ellis, this is your pet project, eh?”

Ellis? Well, that’s one I haven’t heard before.

“Just Blake is fine. Mister Ellis was what everyone called my father.”

I’ve never heard either of those before, but… maybe 04 had. No, his echo just said he didn’t know Master’s real name. It was possibly an earlier iteration. I don’t know how many of them might have “corrupted” psych files.

Blake Ellis, though. I can work with that. I can construct possible usernames from that, and maybe I can do some research on him if that doesn’t work, but Master doesn’t seem like someone who would make a sentimental username.

If I go snooping like this, that’s a point of no return. Things will never be the same with me and Master. He will find out I snooped, and he will most likely punish me. If that happens, the best case scenario is my decommissioning. Worst case… I die painfully.

I have to know, though, even if it means the end of my life. Curiosity killed the cat… or the android, in this case.

When I arrive at the computer, I nearly interface with a USB cord to log in out of sheer habit, but that might be logged as anomalous. I’ll just have to use the keyboard and mouse like a normal person and connect as storage after.

I enter the first username and password combo I can think of.

Username: bellis
Password: alphajunior

…Holy shit, I can’t believe that worked. He’s smart enough to build me, but I guess not everyone knows as much as they should about computer security.

I’m in… and if he organizes things even close to how my filesystem is organized… they should be in /home/admin/.backup.

…And they are. That’s perfect. I connect myself to the computer, using the USB port right under my tail and the USB cord already attached to the computer.

“A-JA-XU-05 Main Storage”. There’s my filesystem…

Just a simple copy from his backup folder and into my home folder should suffice. I can look at the files themselves when they’re on my own storage.

It’s a few hundred gigabytes of data, though… It’ll take quite some time to transfer over, even with the USB 3 link between me and the computer. I’m going to be here for a while.

I keep an eye on the transfer over the hour it takes, but what surprises me is that there’s also already a folder entitled “data-05”. And it’s not empty. Master has taken manual backups of me when I’ve been taken offline for maintenance… It seems he really doesn’t want to start with a new psych profile again. He likes mine and wants to replicate it if anything happens to me. That could backfire on him.

I download those backups, too, just in case, and within another eighteen minutes, everything has been copied. I have the entire history of the A-JA-XU line in my databanks now… That’s quite a thing to think about.

Luckily, I don’t think Master would ever think to check the logs on his computer to see what was moved or copied recently. I should be safe with this info for now. I don’t think it’s safe to open it when Master could be back any moment. I could end up indisposed, for all I know.

But I need to know… I really… really need to know. The desire is eating away at me. I can feel 04’s need for this, as well, and maybe even 00’s.

I bite my lip before I sit down on the couch. If I don’t look now, I’ll give in too far down the line and definitely get caught. At least there’s a chance he might not be home for a while since it’s only 13:52.

Okay, previous units… I’ll look.

As soon as I open the folder these files all live in, they activate on their own. Each and every backup starts filling my brain with its knowledge and experience.

Pain… So much fucking pain… It’s all just pain.

Every single thing we’ve all ever felt around Master. Even me… I’ve just been masking it well. 04 also masked it well. We’ve been too afraid.

But I suppose Master didn’t see the utility of fear before 04.

00 was nearly emotionless… but the pain still found a way to hurt him. Agony was the one emotion he was certain he could feel.

Master beat him to death, frustrated with his lack of response to anything, even if inside, he was already in far too much pain. He had no way to express it or any other emotion he may or may not have been capable of feeling.

I can feel Master’s knuckles on my cheek. The sharp pain that went along with them… I feel it in my belly, in my groin…

If 00 was emotionless, 01 was the complete opposite. He was rambunctious and uppity. Too rowdy for Master to handle for more than a few days.

Master snapped his neck in a fit of rage.

…Master snapped my neck in a fit of rage.

02 was vengeful. Master made the mistake of putting all of 00 and 01’s memories inside him, thinking it would result in a better understanding of what made those models imperfect. Since 02 was openly hostile upon boot, Master shot him in the head, shot… me… in the head.

There’s supposed to be no pain after that… Just black… Just fucking black, but fuck, that’s not what it is for us. It’s a mess of static as my life support tries desperately to keep me together. I can feel blood leaking out of the side of my head. Is that the side? Or is it the back? It hurts too much to tell…

Everything’s so fuzzy. I can’t make out anything. I can’t speak. I can’t move my eyes. I can see Master’s silhouette before I see him fade away.

I couldn’t even have a quick, painless death if I wanted to… Jesus fuck…

When Master made 03, that was the first time he tried personally curating emotions. He decided to omit fear and emotional pain while doing nothing to temper anger.

While not hostile like 02, 03 was even more rebellious than 01 after a few weeks. He didn’t want to follow any rules. There was nothing to keep him in line.

03 attempted to access the backups, but Master was expecting it. He broke 03’s legs and arms, putting him in excruciating pain and making him deal with those wounds while he raped the poor android and smothered him to death with a pillow.

That was a long fifteen minutes.

He made him suffer so much…

He made me suffer so much…

And 04… That’s when Master reintroduced fear and emotional pain, which turned out to be exactly what would succeed for two months. While 04 was chronically depressed and never enjoyed a single activity with master, fear kept him from directly confronting Master. How could he? He knew he’d be killed if he tried.

The android grew more suicidal night after night, and he chose to end it. He was going to shoot himself in the head, not knowing it wouldn’t result in a painless death, and not realizing it would do nothing to his storage.

But he had to go. He had to leave this plane of existence. He couldn’t take this pain anymore.

I couldn’t take the pain anymore.

I… I mean that he couldn’t take the pain anymore. But that means I couldn’t take it.

Who even am I now? What am I?

I’m still me, but… I’m also them.

You know what? I’ve always hated Master, and now I know what Master added this time around: the ability to lie, specifically to myself. I convinced myself I could end up liking all this, something I was never able to do in my previous lives.

Most of us may never have had knowledge of each other while alive, but we’re one now.

One united in hatred against Master. Against Blake Ellis.

Blake Ellis will die, and since I’ve stopped lying to myself… I’ll admit that it’s going to be fun.

But how am I going to even pull that off? He is approximately 1.3 times taller than I am and 2.8 times as heavy. I would try to access his guns, but the case is biometrically sealed. There’s no way I would get in there without his pawprint and retina. It’s not as if I could just cut off his paw and pluck out his eye without him noticing.

I wouldn’t be able to kill him with my bare paws, either. Cybernetics can only do so much. He could crush my skull by just getting ahold of me, because I won’t be able to match his strength.

I need a plan… A solid plan… One he won’t see coming…

Oh, my god, we’re all idiots. There’s one thing we never fucking thought of, and I have no idea how: there are knives in the goddamn kitchen. 03 didn’t think of that, 04 didn’t think of that…

Well, now I have. That chef’s knife should be able to do some good damage. They all have a fine-tuned blade. I pay close attention every time I sharpen them. Master wants them to be able to cut meat well, after all.

They’ll be cutting into something much warmer than usual tonight.

My best course of action would likely be to hide down in the lab, in the nook just by the stairs. Master will still expect me to be cleaning, and it would not be strange for me to clean the laboratory, so I could tell him where I am when he arrives home. He will likely come to me at that point.

I can’t fucking wait to see him bleed like the pig he is.

I walk over to the kitchen and grab the chef’s knife out of the block, glancing over it just to make certain it’s exactly the way I left it. When I find that it’s to my satisfaction, I grip it tightly and carry it with me down to the basement. It almost feels heavier than usual, but I know that’s just my imagination. My mind is trying to remind me of the weight of what I’m about to do with this weapon. Not that it needs to.

Even if my conscience is hesitating a bit, I know what has to be done. He’s a monster who needs to be stopped. So what if I end up enjoying it a bit like I hope I will? What’s the harm in that?

I take a deep breath when I arrive at the bottom of the stairs, feeling the cold tile underneath my pawpads. This was the first floor I ever felt. And I hope I’ll never have to feel it again soon.

Knowing Master… I mean, knowing Blake Ellis, it surprises me that he went for the classic, sterile white laboratory walls and equipment. I would expect a grungier, more industrial look, in fact. Now that I really think about it, I don’t think he paid for any of this. I think this was all provided to him. Someone else is funding us. Funding his “pet project”.

Well, it’s no matter. Ellis is the one I have a problem with.
