“Memories of an Adorable Little Monster”

DAY 3


“I'm gonna get stronger”

I told my Dad.


“I'm gonna get so strong even Dragos won't stand a chance against me.”


“This is the last thing I remember before waking up in this... place. It's been two days. At least I think it's been two days. I can't see the sun, or even a clock anywhere.


I also remember looking into its eyes as it held my Mother in its metal jaws. Never have I felt so powerless... So weak...


Mother, after all, was the one who taught us how to write. She told us that learning to read and write could open up whole new worlds for us. I don't think this is what she meant.


I'm writing this down because I'm already starting to lose it. I have no one to talk to. I haven’t seen my family in Days. I miss my Dad, I miss Lucas, I miss Boney, I miss


I've got to stay strong.

DAY 4


It's been 3 days; I still have no idea where I am or why. It's unlike anything I've ever seen in my life. The whole room is white, the floors are made of square white stones, the walls are also white, except for a huge mirror at the back of the room, it covers the entire wall. It makes me uneasy.


Aside from my bed, the only other furniture is a toilet in the corner, and a small desk with a pen and several sheets of paper. It's almost as if they want me to write things... I'm still not sure why.


The only other feature about my room that's worth mentioning is the slot in my door; it opens twice a day with disgusting food. Just lumpy pasty stuff. 


I don't like it here. I'm getting more and more nervous with each passing hour. My already small room is getting cramped. That mirror is really bothering me the most, I think it's watching me. I don't like it.

DAY 5


I've been having horrible dreams. Every time I close my eyes I see Mother, her body lying limp in drago's mouth, she's looking at me, she reaches her arms to me, as if she wants me to save her. But I can't help her, I'm not strong enough. I swear Mother, I will get stronger. I'll be so strong they won't be able to hold me here.


I still don't know who “they” are.


I'm starting to hear things. if I get close enough to the mirror, I can hear people murmuring. I can't quite make out what they're saying, but I hear bits and pieces like “healed itself”, or “was unconscious” or “sycocinetics” I think. Whatever that means.


I knew there was something strange about that mirror.

DAY 6

I was startled awake today by screaming in the room next door. A man shrieking in terror and agony. To hear a grown man sobbing and screaming for mercy chilled me to the bone, it sounded like he was literally being torn apart. After that came a drilling sound, like someone trying to drill through a very hard tree, and as the drilling got louder, the screams grew more frantic, until they no longer sounded human.


All I could do was lay there with my thin pillow over my ears. Praying that the screaming would end. Then as the screams reached their grizzly climax, they were abruptly silenced. Now I can't stop shaking, what kind of place is this? What were they doing to that man...? And when are they going to do that to me?

DAY 7


I'm starting to hear things coming from the mirror again. Only, this time it's different, it doesn't sound like it's coming from behind the mirror, the voices sound like they're right in the room next to me. Not only that, but I can't hear these voices like I normally would, it's more like, I can SEE these voices. Rather than hearing voices in my ears, or even my head, I see them. I know it sounds crazy, and I wish I could explain a little better, but it's not like anything I've experienced before. If I try hard enough, I can also see the people behind that strange mirror, except they're not behind the mirror, they're in the room with me. I can feel their indifference of me. They're looking at me like I'm some sort of fascinating tumor found in a cadaver. They say that I'm “interesting”. They keep talking about how high my brain patterns are. They argue about whether or not to keep me for “observation” or show me to the “department head”.


Is that what they're doing? Observing me? Why? They keep using that word “sycocinetics”. I still don't know what it means.

DAY 8

I think I might be in trouble. Today they decided to show me to the department head. A man named Dr. Andonuts and his assistant Katherine Shelley, followed by a strange man named Fassad. Right away, I can tell that he's not like the others. Rather than “observation” me through the mirror like everyone else, he, much to the dismay of Dr. Andonuts, bursts into my room to get a better look at me, the doctor and his assistant right behind him. Fassad even looks at me differently than the others do. Rather than looking at me as one would look at a bug on a leaf, he looks at me like he's been waiting for me for a long time. Like he knows exactly who I am. They still don't address me though, they just stand there arguing. Fassad says to start “the testing”; the doctor says that they still don't know how I'll react. Whatever that means, he still won't look me in the eye. 


His assistant though, she's a lot younger than anyone else I've seen here, and I must say, very pretty. Not only did she make eye contact with me, but she actually smiled at me. In the end though, Fassad had the last word. “Testing” will begin tomorrow. I don't know what it means, but I don't like the sound of it. I don't think I'm safe here.

DAY 9


My brain's so rattled I can barely write straight. Today the “testing” started. It wasn't like anything I could have been expecting. Before I even woke up, a couple of men wearing pink uniforms with gas masks that covered their entire heads burst into my room, put me in shackles and put a black bag over my head. I was shoved out of my room and when the bag was removed, my arms and legs were strapped to a large, upright slab that held me in a standing position. 


The room itself was full of machines being operated by scientists. The only ones I recognized were Dr. Andonuts and Dr. Shelley. In front of me was a long pole sticking out of the ground. 


They all ignore me except for Dr. Shelley; she places a strange helmet on my head, and starts to tell me about how it's used to control something. She never finished her sentence. Dr. Andonuts tells her that she mustn’t “converse with the test subjects”. He never looks me in the eye. Like he's scared of me, I think he's a coward. I soon find out though just what it is they're trying to “control”.


As soon as they turn on the machine helmet, It felt like all the energy in my entire body was rising to my head, slowly rising until it felt like my head was going to explode, it became so intense that I lost my vision for a moment. When I could finally see again, the pole was gone. Like, vanished, and all the scientists were cheering, congratulating each other, shaking each other's hand. Even Dr. Shelley seemed excited. The only person in the room who was not cheering was Dr. Andonuts. He just stared at me, like I was some terrifying monster. Before my head stopped spinning, the black bag was on my head again and I was taken back here. I have no idea what just happened to me, but strangely, I liked it. For just a moment, it felt like all my weaknesses were leaving my body. I felt powerful, strong.

DAY 10


So I've been here three weeks, no, just 10 days, it just feels like three weeks. I'm still having nightmares, mostly about my Mother. I really miss her; I hope that doesn't make me weak.


Katherine came to visit me; it was the first time someone had actually conversed with me since I've been here. She sat on the edge of my bed and tried to talk to me, ask me questions like my name, my age. She also asked if a strange person with red hair ever taught me something. It sounded strange coming off her tongue, like she had no idea what she was asking. I don't think I have, but, then again, my last memory is giving my Dad and apple with a nail file in it.


I found I was actually enjoying myself. Have I made a friend in this messed up place? Is that even possible? Are things going to start looking up for me? I just hope I'll get this chance again someday.

DAY 13?


It's been at least three days since I've even stepped foot back into my quarters here. They've been keeping me in a small, completely bare, dark, stone cell. 


They dragged me out of bed to the testing room, but when I got there, instead of a pole there was a small cage full of rats, FULL of rats all squirming and crawling over each other. Katherine looked upset; Dr. Andonuts still won't even look at me. I hate him so much. When they turned on the machine and I felt that surge of power, my vision cleared and I saw the rats were completely motionless. They had no marks, or bruises, but never in my life have I ever seen something that looked so... dead. Not even  The sight made me puke, but despite Katherine's protests, they kept me there, they just brought out another cage of rats, then another, then another, until I physically could not go on. I must have been there five hours shackled to that slab.


Finally they took me down, but instead of bringing me back to my quarters, they put me in that small concrete cell. Then in a few hours I was shoved back onto that slab to kill more rats, and then back to the cell, the next day, the same. I've never seen so many rat carcasses; I must have killed dozens... maybe hundreds... But after the third or so day they brought me back to my quarters. I'm not sure why, but I think Katherine had something to do with it.

I found a sharp rock so I can write on the walls of my cell.

I've pretty much given up on keeping track of the days; I think it's been two or three, maybe more since my last writing.


 I've been stuck in that cage again. They had me kill more rats; Katherine kept looking at me with those same sad eyes... I know I should be more literate, it's what's keeping me sane, but I'm just so exhausted. I’ve never felt more brain-dead in my life. I can barely concentrate.


Baby won’t stop screaming, Mother won’t stop sobbing.


It's been several days. I now know why I'm being sent back to my quarters. It's because I need rest. Apparently, in order for me to be able to use this power, I need to be able to concentrate, if I can't concentrate, then I'm physically unable to use said powers. That's why I'm being sent back to my quarters, to get rest. This place is hell, but I must stay strong.


I promise Dad, I WILL get stronger.

Katherine, I-


They started me testing on larger test subjects. Cows, horses, sheep... even dogs. So many dogs, all shivering on their tethers, looking at me with those terrified eyes. Like they knew what was coming, but were powerless to stop it. And all I could do was watch as I murdered cow after cow, dog after dog. Each one yelping in agony before my vision returned.


Katherine wasn't there all week either. I'm glad in a way, because I don't want her to see me like this. But her absence still makes me nervous. Where is she? What have they done with her?

An animal is screaming in the cage next to me. Almost like it's trying to talk.


Katherine was back. She's not the same. She ignored me like Dr. Andonuts. 


They ran out of test subjects today, they made me kill people instead. Men and women, naked, like animals, chained up like me. Some screamed for help, some begged for their lives, some sobbed like they had given up hope, but in the end, they all looked the same. Lying limp in their shackles, a look of agonizing terror glued to their faces. I guess there IS no hope for me or anybody here. I know I should feel worse about murdering 25 people, but I just feel like sleeping.

Oh my Gosh, I don't believe this! Right after I wrote that I dug my spoon into the slimy mush they give me, and at the bottom was a piece of paper, when I unfolded it, I found that it was a letter from Katherine!

Dear Claus,


I'm sorry I ignored you those last few weeks, but it was important that nobody suspect me. Claus, you are in serious danger, believe me, human testing is only the beginning. That week I was absent, they showed me the chimera projects, and the rumors are true. It was the most horrifying thing I've ever seen in my life. Monkeys being skinned alive, pig's decapitated heads being kept alive artificially, they even had me watch as they fed Project Ultimate Chimera... I've never seen so much blood in my life.


Claus, we have to escape. This place is not safe for anyone, let alone a child. I have a plan; I have a friend in the medical wing who owes me favors. When they take you in for testing tomorrow, I'll be the one who will put the helmet on and I'll “accidentally” cut you with a scalpel in my hand. It's very sharp, so it won't hurt much, but I'll get to take you to the medical wing. From there Dr. King has permission to leave the facility, he has agreed to smuggle us both out for a price. Claus. I don't think you realize quite how special you are yet. This is no place for you. You deserve to go home, to you family.











Love,











Katherine

So she wasn't brainwashed! And she has a plan! Maybe there is hope for us! With that in mind, this may very well be the last time I write in this stupid place. Dad, Lucas, Grandpa, Duster, Fuel, I'm coming home!


I don't have much time. They will be back soon and I'm in severe pain. This, again, may be my last time writing, but unlike last time, rather than because I might escape, I'm afraid I might die. That's why I'm writing this down, if anybody finds this, I wasn’t them to know what happened to me in this... this Hell.


They knew about our plan, I'm not sure how, but they did. I was awoken when a gigantic man in a horned helmet literally threw me across the room and punched me over and over until blood was pouring from my face, he threw a bag over my head and he started yelling about how he knew about our plan, and something about how since the Neural Neutralizer is in development, “King P” said it was time to stop playing games, as he dragged me down the hall by my ankle to the test chamber.


When we got there, he threw me into the slab and one by one tightened the restraints. He untied the bag around my head, but by now I already knew what was coming. My mind raced, what horrible thing would they make me kill? What would they do with me when they were done? And what are they doing to Katherine?


They removed the bag to reveal the test subject, and standing, not five feet from me with large terrified eyes, was Katherine. She had tape around her mouth and was beat worse than me with blood dripping from large gashes in her head. The horned monster came and slowly ran his giant hands all over her body and leaned in to smell her hair, then chuckled as he thrust his fist into her stomach, she screamed in pain through her gag. Then he came over and put the helmet on my head and yelled to the scientists to start the machine. 


I tried to resist. I screamed, I pleaded for them to stop, but I could already feel the power rising to my head. The last thing I saw before I lost my vision was Katherine looking at me with those desperate eyes, she looked like my, when my vision came back, Katherine, the only person who cared about me in this place, was dead... Wow, it sounds so strange to write it, but I killed her.. I killed her... the bravest person that I know, the person who risked everything so that I might escape, was just lying limp in her restraints... And there was nothing I could do... There was NOTHING I could do...


The horned monster laughed again, like someone had told a good joke as he shoved her limp body aside to get to my restraints. He chuckled to himself as he approached the slab. His hands clenched like there was something in it, he showed it to me to be Katherine's scalpel! He slowly undid the restraints on my body, one by one until he got to my right fore arm, which he left strapped to the slab. Slowly, he raised the scalpel. What happened next happened so fast that my mind could barely register. He dropped the scalpel and yanked my arm from the restraint, my vision blurred as I cried out in excruciating, mind numbing pain. For that brief second, I wondered why being ripped from the slab would hurt so bad, why my right leg felt soaked, and why my arm now felt so light. Then I turned back to the slab and got my answer. My arm was still there, twitching and spurting in its restraint.


The pain was so intense that I immediately puked. Then I think I passed out because the next thing I remember is waking up with a bandage on my arm here in the medical wing, which is why all this has been written on the back of medical papers.


I have no idea what they plan on doing with me. I heard them say something about sticking me in “that room” I don't know what “that room” is, but I don't like the sound of it, which is why I'm writing this down.


They'll be here soon, Dad I love you so much, Lucas, I didn't meant to call yo

Where am I? After a few days in the medical wing, they blind folded me and took me here. To this black room. It's large, the size of a small house, but its pitch black and cold. I finally found a sharp rock so I can write in the moldy wooden walls. I know I must be completely illegible, but I must keep my sanity, there must be something else in this room.

It smells bad. Like something died in here a long time ago and nobody bothered to throw it away.

There must be away out of here, I just have to find it.

I can sense something in here. I'm getting that feeling I got with the scientists behind the mirror. This one seems different somehow... Maybe it can help me escape.

I must have circled this room twice now and the walls are completely featureless, not even a door. How did I get in here?

I think I might be underground. The air feels thick and damp.

I found something near one of the walls; it feels like pile of warm, wet blankets, they smell even worse than the room. Their presents feels... Bad.... I think I'm going to stay away from them.

.

The feeling is getting worse. I feel like something in this room hates me... It's not just coming from the blankets either.

Whatever it is, I feel like it wants me dead. I need to get out of here.

There's something moving inside the blankets. Jerky and twitchy, like muscle spasms.

Oh my god...

I can hear something breathing... It's not coming from the blankets.

It sounds hoarse, and wet, like a cat choking on a hairball it’s coming from the center of the room.

I’ve been walking around just inches from this thing all day, what the hell is this thing?

It heard me. I nearly jumped out of my skin when it called out to me. It's asking if someone is there, in a sick, slimy voice. I'm trying to stay as quiet as possible.

It... Just called me Heather, it said it knew I would come back for it... Who's Heather?

It's saying they kook its eyes and it can barely move. It's asking me to come closer. Somehow, I don't think that's a good idea.

It's still calling me Heather. Now it's begging me to get closer. Just what the hell is this thing?

Now it's really getting weird. It's asking for a nail file. A nail file? Like the one I gave my Dad?

It says if it has a nail file we could escape and be happy together. This thing sounds dangerous, I'm about to freak out here. The only thing keeping me together is writing in the dark. I have no idea was else to write though. I'll just write down what it's saying to me.

“Heather, please come closer. I missed you so much.”

“Heather, why won't you answer me?”

“I know you're mad at me. I'm sorry Heather”

“I didn't mean to hurt you. I love you.”

“Please. Darling, I won't hurt you ever again. I'll be careful.”

“I just want to hold you in my arms again, I promise I won't squeeze too hard this time.”

“Help me.”

“Please”

“I just need a nail file Heather, then we can go home, to the children.”

Now it's just saying Heather and nail file over and over.

What was that sound?

It sounds like a wet trash bag being dragged across the floor.

It's trying to move towards me. Like it's upset about something.

Now it's yelling at me. It almost sounds like a dog barking.

“Heather!... Look at me... You did this to me...”

“I saved both you and the children from those monsters and THIS is what I get?”

“Heather!... You unfaithful WHORE! I'll KILL you! I'll kill you right here in front of Alice, is THAT what you w”

It didn't give me a choice... I'm not a bad person, I was just protecting myself. I have to stay strong. It was obviously going to try and hurt me if I didn't do something. Please understand, I... HAD to do it... It was the only way. You must believe me. It was the worst thing I've ever had to do. When I started stabbing it, it started sobbing, like those men in the test chambers, I thought it would be dead in a couple of minutes. But it wouldn't die...  It just wouldn't die. It was begging me to stop, pleading; finally, after I had stabbed with my sharp rock at least 100 times, it finally stopped moving.


Its last words were “Heather, I love you” I'm not bad. I'm not bad.

God I feel sick. I think I'm going to puke.

If it smelled bad before, killing that thing made it even worse. The air is saturated with decay. It smells absolutely putrid, so thick I can barely breathe.

I need to find a way out NOW. I have no idea how long I can survive like this, nobody has even left me any food or water.

Maybe there’s some sort of trap door in the floor?

Crap, that feeling is still there. I thought killing that thing would get rid of it. But no, this one’s different from both the scientists and that, thing. This one feels strangely familiar somehow.

The floor is oddly damp…

Wow, the blankets stopped moving, they feel cold now. Could they have been connected to that…? Thing? At least I know this isn’t where the feeling is coming from. Where then?

The familiar feeling is growing, but I don’t recognize it, what is it?

I found a huge puddle in the middle of the room. It’s thick and kind of sticky… And warm?

Crap, there’s something else in there with me. How could I have missed it?

Something in the middle of this puddle is making a strange gurgling sound. What the hell is it?

Oh my god…

It just called me… By my real name… Its voice is gargled, I don’t recognize it. It sounds scared… Why does it seem so familiar?

Oh no it’s Mother! She’s bleeding really badly!

Drago nearly bit her in half, she’s begging me, I have to go help her!

I-I Can’t stop the bleeding! I only have one hand, no matter how much pressure I apply, the blood won’t stop gushing from her mouth and chest. I can feel her heart beat slipping.

Someone help! Please! The blood won’t stop!

Mother… Please don’t leave me again…

It’s so dark; I don’t want to be alone…

Mother! I love you! Please!

No...

She’s gone, swallowed back up into the darkness.

I tried. I really did. There was nothing I could do.

She left me alone again, in the dark....

Worse yet was what she said to me when she sat up.

She sat up like someone was pulling strings in her shoulders.

She turned her head and looked at me. Even in the darkness I could feel those eyes staring right through me. Blood still pouring from her mouth like a faucet as she gurgled and sputtered.

“Claus... This is all your fault. You let this happen. You could have saved me Claus, but you just watched as I bled to death in the darkness… You’re weak! You’re Pathetic! You watched me die, you just watched those test subjects die, you watched Katherine die, everyone you love is dying! And what do you do about it Claus? You watch.”


So… Mother left me. Again. It’s okay though, I don’t need her. I don’t need Dad, or Lucas, or Dr. Shelley, I don’t need her to escape, I don’t need anyone, they’ll probably all die because of me anyway. 


They’re all weak. Not me though. Oh no, I am strong. I know I am strong. If I wasn’t strong, could I have single handedly murdered dozens of people including Dr. Shelley? Or killed that Monster over there? With nothing but a sharp rock? Huh? Well then! Answer me this! If I wasn’t strong, could I rip my stitches out of my arm with my bare hands like this?


I should have done that like a million years ago. Soon after the blood started pouring, the lights came on (That thing lied, it did have eyes. All over the place) and they dragged me out. When I woke up, I was here right back in the medical wing. I guess they still need me alive to do whatever it is they’re planning to do.


Apparently the only reason I survived is because I can use the abilities PK Healing and PK Lifeup. This means, if I hurt myself, my brain will automatically heal me! This is good for me since otherwise, I wouldn’t be able to write.


Since I don’t have a pen, I’m able to write using any pointy object, and my white bed sheets. Not sure what they’re going to do with me, I think they’re still trying to decide.


They brought in a new patient into the wing today. Yet another to add to the failed chimeras that will probably only live a couple hours. This time it was a girl, my age actually. I could hear her agonized screams all the way down the hall before she even made it.


When she arrived, I saw why. There was a gaping hole in her forearm, all the way to the bone.


She was shrieking, writhing in pain, calling out for her Mommy. She makes me sick. Was I that bad? No… Never… I’m strong, I had my whole arm ripped off and do you see me crying for my mommy? Well?


She’s stable now, but I heard them say that she’s going to need major surgery on her right arm. Apparently, this girl was fitted with a mechanical implant; the device malfunctioned and tore itself away from her arm. She’s still sobbing, muttering to herself about home, she’s being pathetic. God I hate her.


I’m still being held here in this damned hospital, they all look at me funny, like I make them nervous. What do they plan to do with me? I doubt even they know, most test subjects would have been taken back behind the chemical sheds, or maybe become food for their Ultimate Chimera. The fact that they haven’t means that they’re not done with me yet.

They performed the surgery last night, her frenzied shrieks made it impossible to sleep.

I saw her arm when she turned over today. It looks different somehow. Like it didn’t belong to her. I thought they were just going to fix her arm, what did they do?

My god, it’s my arm… They gave her MY! ARM! The one that was ripped from my body by that monster! They must have saved it and gave it to this… This WEAKLING! But why? To break me? To test my nerve? No, No… They’re taunting me. They’re probably laughing at me right now, sitting in their little offices, amusing themselves… She doesn’t deserve that arm; we’ll see who’ll have the last laugh.


I got my arm back today. Now who’s laughing! What? Did they just expect me to just sit around while they enjoy their sick humor? I must give credit though, the surgeons are getting better at their work, I could barely tell where her arm ended and mine began. Of course, my arm is considerably smaller than it used to be, and is slightly off color, but what can you expect? They must not have preserved it properly. When they get back I’ll make them reattach it.

They didn’t like how I foiled their joke. When they saw that their little giggle backfired, they recoiled in the shock of being outsmarted. One of the new scientists even vomited. Then three armed men came and took me back to the damned cell that they kept me in for testing.


It still reeks of urine and fresh feces; luckily I found a splinter of bone one of the rats left behind. I can use them to help me write with my finger. Much easier than carving my messages into stone. Apparently they’re going to contact King P himself for what to do about me. They seem legitimately afraid of me; call me monster behind my back. I’ll show them, they want to see a monster? They’ll see just how monster I can be! I’ll show them! Every one of them!


All the researchers are acting uneasy today. Apparently Fassad and King P gave them their decision about me. I’m still not sure what it is, but I think it involves my healing abilities, and they really don’t like it. Most are looking at me with a look of shocked distress. As if they can’t believe that their own leader would order them to do something so horrible.

I found out what King P’s orders were. They’re waiting on a device called the Neural Neutralizer. But until the device can be completed, he ordered them to make me a new arm! Apparently, because of my hearing abilities, I’m the only human that can survive this kind of mechanical chimerization. Anyone else would reject that kind of implant. He told them to make my arm “way more awesome” than it was before. Which is why they’re so distressed, they’re afraid of me, and now they’re bound by their orders to make me even more powerful. I think I like this King P. He actually doesn’t seem too bad now.

They performed the surgery today. It was literally the most painful experience of my entire life. They hooked every one of my nerves in my arm to a special machine. Each one felt like the arm was being torn off again. It felt like adrenaline. The pain was such a rush; I couldn’t help but laugh as they were connecting me. 

The doctors all had a look of impending doom on their faces. There was a look of despair on Dr. Andonuts’ face as he connected me to the machine, like someone building his own coffin. He’s such a coward, soon I’ll get the cast off and I’ll finally see what wonderful thing King P has made for me.


They got the cast off, it’s even more beautiful than I could have even imagined. It’s completely made of metal. It’s so shiny; it gleams in the operating lamps. Best part is, however, is when I flex, a sword pops out of the end! Like a jack in the box! Ha ha! It makes me laugh every time! I feel so alive! So powerful! Like I can do anything and nobody can stop me! Not even Dragos.  Just seeing that blade shine makes me happy, it makes me even happier to see it covered in red! Dr. Andonuts has been helping me calibrate it. I’ve been testing it out on all kinds of things. The other scientists won’t even go near me. To hell with them!


Oh, I forgot to tell you! I’m meeting King P soon! They say that he wants to meet with me personally. I’m going to be one of the few people who actually get to meet with him face to face. I’m so excited!

DAY 2245368686853

They’ve been keeping me in my old quarters. Nobody comes to see me anymore. It’s like they’re playing hid and seek! They’re so funny! I did manage to find one of them though. He’s still here actually; we’ve been having so much fun together.

DAY ☺

I finally met King P today. Turns out, he’s a kid just like me! He calls me “his little monster”, I actually like that name, it sounds strong. 


He says that he sympathizes with my thirst for strength, but I can’t just kill anyone that I want, not even the weak. 


He's a really nice kid, but everyone is afraid of him because he's powerful. He says that when I become powerful too, people will also start to fear me. Not only that, but people will respect me. They'll have to.


He says that he’s trying to make Nowhere Island a better place for everyone, and that I'm the only one strong enough to help him! 


He also said that he will help me with my quest for strength. As someone who has also been seeking strength and power he says that the core of human weakness lies in our emotions. That makes so much sense! Every time I've been weak before, it's been because I've been sad, or lonely or some other weak emotion. He says with the Neural Neutralizer, all thoughts, emotions and feelings will be whisked away! Like magic! 


He says after he neutralizes my “being”, I will become commander of his army! Did you hear that? Commander! 

I’m gonna get stronger…

I'm gonna get so strong even Dragos won't stand a chance against me.
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