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Dr. Ansarry moved around his basement apartment. He'd searched high and low for an apartment like this. A windowless box with a large open floor plan, perfect for setting up the large glass terrariums which kept his life's work safe from prying eyes. The only separate room in the entire apartment was the bathroom, which was divided by a somewhat ratty curtain. Ansarry had long ago resided himself to living a spartan lifestyle for the sake of his work. 

There wasn't anything he wouldn't do to ensure its success.

Yes, it was perfect. Perfect for his work. Work that he knew one way or another would redefine modern science and possibly even humanity. If only those in academia shared his opinion, but those near-sighted fools had lacked true ambition and backbone to make genuine change. They'd kicked him out of the university and laughed at his ideas. Some even went as far to call him a mad scientist. Like all men of progress, he could only shoulder the insult, thinking about how Tesla and those before him were probably labeled the same with equally vicious zeal. 

What real scientist had time to wait for proper procedure before experimentation? Life was too fleeting for work where the permits alone would take years to get, not to mention government regulations and oversight.

No, Dr. Ansarry was finished with Academia. Much like those tech barons that carved an alternative path for themselves away from judgmental eyes only to build empires, he'd created his own personal lab. The resources of which had nearly broken him, but luckily he'd been able to McGyver much of what he'd needed. And without grants, or an administration board to answer too, he had no oversight so he could do as he pleased, how he pleased.

The apartment was cramped, filled top to bottom with large glass cages. Cages which held his babies, his hungry, hungry babies. They were his most prized possessions and were the physical representation of years of research. 

The first two years, of course, had been trying to secure the perfect living specimens in which to apply his serum. The next were spent trying to get them to breed. Earlier batches of Serum 119 had the side effect of sterilization, the second had made the test subjects hyper aggressive and had taken breeding off the table. The hardest thing, though, had been keeping them from dying off to begin with. 

Dr. Ansarry hadn't ever been into keeping pets, so keeping other creatures alive and thriving had been a learning curve in itself. 

Trial and error had been the name of the game. That and, of course, calling in every favor he had left to pay the rent, he'd even sunk as low as taking odd jobs, which in his case meant driving for several carpool apps. Things that five years ago had been so beneath him, he would have turned his nose up at the idea. Perched as he was on his stained love seat drinking rather stale coffee and letting his mind stray, Dr. Ansarry could already feel his life coming back together. Soon he'd be relishing the fruits of his labor. And then he'd go back to living the lifestyle he deserved.

As soon as the next brood specimens were viable, he could sell them all off. Already, he'd had several offers from those he'd shared some videos of his test results with on the dark web. People who didn't sneer at progress and were all too willing to pay for it. People who were more than willing to pay his asking price and then some. Once that happened, he'd prove to his hecklers that he had been correct all along. 

Yes, no more stale coffee and Salvation Army clothes for him. It would be back to the real world and tenure, probably even those all too lucrative government contracts that would keep him wealthy for years. Sometimes he'd wanted to quit and would have taken any reason to just walk away, but something had kept driving him. 

Maybe it was madness after all, he thought with a small laugh. Like those damn small minded officials who had destroyed his first specimens and had him thrown from the comfortable world of academia. Well, he would show them. Yes, he would show them all. How foolish they would all look when his name was once again back in the textbooks where it belonged. A low melodic hissing noise sounded from the cages, letting him know that what was inside was hungry. 

Very hungry. He thought solemnly, watching them crawl over one another. The bottom of each cage becoming a moving mass of small, carapaced bodies. 

At some point, he'd have to work on the current batch of serum. It performed perfectly, but it seemed to make his babies extra ravenous. He'd go as far to call them downright feral with hunger. It had gotten to where he was feeding them almost as much as three times a day.

How had he forgotten feeding time? 

Luckily for him, they always knew when feeding time was. Taking some raw chicken from out of the sink. He deftly deposited it in all the cages. Being careful as so none of its inhabitants could escape. That would be disastrous for everyone. He watched them devour it. Their small bodies scurrying over the raw meat as their greedy mouths tore ragged chunks from it in quick procession. In less than two minutes, there was no chicken left in any of the cages. 

They were growing up so fast, by next week they could reproduce.

Ansarry sighed. He'd have to get more terrariums. And shipping boxes. Then he'd need to sell some of them sooner rather than later. 

Their reproduction would be his final product. All of his dreams come true. He couldn't wait to see the companies that would line up and offer him money for them. Smiling, he made his way back to the love seat that also served as his bed. From the way his back hurt these days, that was another change that needed to be made. 

He certainly wasn't getting any younger. And his age was quickly catching up with him. His work certainly hadn't made him any younger. Immortality. yes now that was a worthy goal. Too bad everybody else chased that pipe dream. 

Dr. Ansarry had to drape sheets over top of the cages before he went to sleep. As of late, he would swear that they were watching him. Studying every little thing that he did. But that, of course, was nonsense. They were being made to take orders, to survive, not to learn. Still, it was unnerving, especially with the way they hissed when he would try to sleep. Like they were communicating between the cages, but that was impossible. 

With that question on his mind, Dr. Ansarry slowly fell into a dreamless sleep. And as soon as he fell asleep, the entire room was filled with hissing from cage to cage. And the sound of lots of little legs scurrying around them.
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Frank's eyes felt like they were going to melt out of his head. As usual, he was still up in the middle of the night, running off caffeine well after most sane people had gone to bed, trying to finish just a little more code. At least that's what he told himself. In theory, he could have finished his work hours ago. Frank was a productive procrastinator, at least that's what he told himself, when it reality it just meant that he started more projects than he finished and quickly tried to meet deadlines at the last minute. He used to joke and say that sleep was for the weak. But that had been back when he had been using his time productively and hadn't had what looked like a decade of rings under his eyes.

What now felt like centuries ago. 

It wasn't like he could help it. That was one problem with being an entrepreneur. Especially, one that in recent years had become somewhat of a loner. Another thing that wasn't entirely his fault. He'd moved cities and his friends had drifted after college. To places that could further their own careers, or were cheap enough to settle down.

A thing that had been bound to happen to everyone, given time. They no longer shared the same interests and, though they didn't say it, many of them resented his success. As his wealth had accumulated and they still had to punch in at a 9 to 5 job, he'd noticed a change. Mostly they stopped inviting him out or when they talked to him at all. Their only topic of conversation was his personal wealth. Constant speculation about how lucrative his projects were, with more than a hint of jealousy in their voices.

Now they had kids and lives, and well, he had disposable income and a top-floor apartment in Baltimore where he could watch the city lights and work on his projects. Projects that had worn on him as time went on, becoming less of a way to make money and more of a way to stay busy.

So here he was, thirty-eight years old, overweight and living in a large apartment all by himself. In a place most people didn't want to walk streets in, let alone choose to live, but hey, he got along great with the super and he liked his neighbors well enough. Those he knew, at least. Most of them didn't linger in the halls of the building. Unlike him, their lives weren't confined to the front doors.

Though he loved that part as well, that no one here gave a shit about who he was. 

Sunnyvale Apartments certainly wasn't the newest apartment building, but it's where he liked to call home. And besides, just because you had money didn't mean you had to spend it by living some crazy lavish lifestyle. There was only so much he could buy that he'd actually use. 

All he really needed was a computer.

He'd seen too
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