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This book is dedicated to all of those who have found their place in society and still managed to find the time to do the things they love. Never give up on the things that fulfil you. 
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  Chapter one
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Doctor Charles Benway glanced at his watch as he strode down the corridor of the Pediatric Ward. His shift was nearly over, and he was preparing to punch out after another fulfilling day at the Thompson Memorial Hospital. Doctor Benway was the head of pediatrics, but since he arrived at the hospital, he continued to perform OB/GYN duties as well, as he always appreciated the hands-on work. Though his job could often create a great deal of stress, he found ways to cope. He thought of his beloved wife Joan, and the children, and remembered that he needed to stop on the way home to pick up some food. 
He exchanged a few pleasantries with co-workers he passed in the hall, and in a short while he found himself in the parking lot. He used his key fob to unlock his sports car—it was a little flashy but not the top of the line. Doctor Benway liked to maintain a sense of humility, but the salary he drew from his job made it difficult not to buy something that most would not be able to afford. He climbed behind the wheel and started the ignition, it wasn't a long drive from the hospital to home. 
On this particular day though, he decided to tour around the city a little bit, taking side streets and venturing into less desirable areas of town. He took notice of a stray dog beside a restaurant, rummaging through the garbage looking for food. He circled the block and parked his car at the edge of the street where he had observed the animal. He popped his trunk before emerging from the vehicle, being careful not to startle the stray. 
From the trunk, he acquired a length of rope which had been fashioned into a loop, like a lasso. He also grabbed a handful of dog food from a fresh bag he had recently purchased, and left the remainder beside the car. He headed over to the garbage bins and cautiously approached the dog. It looked skinny and mangy, and definitely appeared to have been living on the street for a significant amount of time. Its fur was dark and matted, and some sort of liquid had turned to a thick crust at the edge of its left eye.  
He placed the dog food on the ground, but as he got closer to the animal it showed its teeth and began to growl. Doctor Benway took a couple steps back to try and gain the dog's trust, which seemed to have a positive effect. The stray was clearly hungry, and though it was untrusting it was painfully aware that it needed to eat. It reluctantly stepped forward, the smell of the food calling to it like a siren emitting a beautiful song. It began to indulge, and when the opportunity presented itself, Doctor Benway dropped the rope around its neck. 
Sensing danger, the dog tried to pull back, but the force of its efforts only tightened the noose around its neck. Doctor Benway pulled hard on the end he was holding in his hands, securing the rope around the frightened animal. The dog barked and struggled, but before he was able to go on the attack, Benway pulled a small whistle from his pocket. He blew hard into it, and though it seemed to make no sound it had a profound effect on the dog. 
Benway escorted the now passive animal to his car, blowing the whistle every time it showed any sign of aggression. He poured a large pile of food onto his back seat to occupy it as he wrapped the rope tightly around the headrest of the passenger seat. Once he was satisfied that the dog was secure, he closed the back door and proceeded to return the bag of dog food to his trunk. He climbed back into the driver’s seat and once again fired up the engine.  Now he headed for home. 
He pulled into the driveway of his older model modest home.  It was all brick, with two bay windows in the front. He and Joan never had children of their own, so when they drafted the blueprints for the property they decided to invest most of their savings into the garage. The driveway was long, and continued past the house to the large custom built secondary building. Doctor Benway headed in the direction of the garage, parking his car just outside the entrance. 
The dog in his back seat had begun to get restless, the pile of food gone and the rope still wound tightly around its neck. Benway emerged from his vehicle and pulled his phone from his pocket, hitting the speed dial for Joan. 
"Hey sweetie, I'm home." He paused as she spoke, and then continued. "Yeah, all good, come back to the garage, I'll wait for you." He hung up the phone and then immediately sent a text message to his friend and colleague, Doctor Jason Sax. 
His phone beeped when he received a prompt response from Doctor Sax. "Be there in ten."
He slid his phone back into his pocket, content that the evening had gone smoothly. Doctor Sax worked at the same hospital as Doctor Benway, in the oncology department. The two had been friends since med school, at which time they discovered that they both had mutual interests and hobbies. Benway looked in his car and saw the dog chewing on the headrest—filthy animal. 
He opened the back door and immediately blew the whistle, causing the stray to bury its head in the upholstery. He reached in and untied the rope, pulling at it to encourage the stray out of the vehicle. The animal abided, and tried once again to flee, but it was held back by its bonds. "Not so fast, puppy dog" Benway remarked as he escorted the dog towards the entrance. Moments later, Joan appeared, walking from the house to the garage.  
She smirked. "Oh, he looks mean" 
Benway continued to struggle with the animal but was still able to respond: "Yeah he is, should be perfect." 
Joan developed some excitement in her voice. "Well, let's go then." 
The dog continued to thrash and flail as Benway did his best to control it. "Jason's on his way over, we need to wait for him." 
Joan was becoming slightly impatient. "How long until he gets here?" 
Benway was now getting more forceful trying to keep the dog in line. "Should be soon; he said ten minutes." 
The two exchanged pleasantries and talked to each other about the events of their days, all the while Doctor Benway keeping the dog at bay. Soon, a car appeared in the driveway. It passed the house without slowing and continued back to the garage. Doctor Sax emerged, carrying a camping cooler, his black hair dangling slightly in front of his eyes. 
"Hey, guys, I got here as quick as I could." He took a slight step back when he observed the angry dog. "Whoa, you got a live one. This should be interesting." 
The trio entered the garage through the main door, Benway passing the rope to Sax as he moved some boxes around, revealing a trap door in the floor. Sax handed the cooler to Joan so he could hold the rope with both hands. The garage itself was large, and was used mostly for storing cars and small equipment over the winter season. Benway tugged at the handle and the trap door opened, revealing a set of stairs that descended into a dark room below. Doctor Sax attempted to hand the leash back to Benway, but he just smiled. 
"You can handle it from here," Sax scowled.  
Benway descended the stairs first, and when he reached the concrete floor below he flicked a switch and illuminated the room. From above Joan and Sax were now able to see into the secret space with ease, and they made their way down to join Benway.  Sax struggled with the dog, and had to fend it off a couple of times as the confused animal put all of its efforts into escaping the rope. 
The room was large, and had a cold sterile feel. In the center was a hole that resembled a swimming pool with no deep end. It was surrounded by a four foot chain link fence. In the back corner there were four cages. They were all mounted about two feet off the ground, and had a drainage system built underneath to collect waste and anything else that may fall from the eight foot square containment units poised above.
Benway raised his hands into a Christ-like pose and exhaled loudly. "Ahh, my children." Three of the cages were occupied, though someone seeing it for the first time may not be able to identify what exactly was being kept inside. The first cage contained a young man, around fifteen years of age, his hair long and dreadlocked, no clothes covering his skin. He was not mute, but only understood select English words. He was filthy and his skin was as pale as drywall. 
The second unit housed another boy, around the age of ten. His appearance was similar to the first, and when the light was turned on he covered his eyes with his hands. He remained silent when the visitors entered the room; he had learned over time that any hostile actions or motions would be met with aggression. He had also learned that their arrival usually meant food. 
The third cage housed a third boy, around the age of five. He had the least amount of experience with the situation and still showed a tendency to get agitated when the environment was disturbed. The third boy had only resided in the cage for the last two years. Prior to that, he was cared for and nurtured like a normal child, with the exception of spending most of his time in a smaller, cleaner cage inside the house. Since being transferred to the garage, his meals had included squirrels, rabbits, and various other small rodents, but this was his day to graduate to the next level. 
Sax opened the door of the security fence, and dragged the dog towards the entrance. With little hesitation the animal took the opportunity, and Sax released the rope. He shut the door and they all watched as the dog investigated the environment, looking for an escape. Benway walked up to the third cage, knowing the boy had limited understanding but used key words and phrases to try and engage with him. 
"You, Five, food." 
None of the boys had been given names, but were referred to as numbers. The oldest was number two, the ten year old was number four, and the five year old was number five. Needless to say there were some complications along the way, and not all of the subjects were able to survive and adapt the process of being brought into captivity. Five used his hands to smash the side of the cage, he was clearly upset and confused and seemed to be aggressive. 
Benway walked to a small dresser just beside the empty cage and opened a drawer, pulling out a small taser. He approached number five and held the device up in front of his face, pressing the button which generated the sound of moving electricity. Five calmed at the sound of the taser, but still showed reluctance. Benway used a set of keys to unlock the cage, and swung open the heavy door. 
"Out! Eat!" he ordered Five. 
Five initially moved back, away from Benway. He was still young and undergoing his training. Benway reached for a long metal pole that was leaning up against the cage. He was able to use it to poke and prod at Five without having to get into the enclosure. Five did his best to resist, but the good doctor was persistent. The young boy charged at Benway, leaping from the cage, but in seconds he was met with the business end of the taser. 
Doctor Sax approached to offer his assistance, the two men working in unison to guide the young boy towards the feeding pit. Every time he attempted to go in a different direction, one of them would obstruct his path. They continued this process until the boy found himself at the open gate of the fence. Benway tried to encourage Five to get in the structure on his own, but Sax became impatient, giving him a push before closing the door behind him. Benway, Sax, and Joan all watched with anticipation as the boy and the dog were now confined together in the concrete enclosure. 






  
  Chapter two
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The year was 2001, and Charles Benway was taking the next step of his career. He had just finished a four year bachelor’s degree in biology, and had dreams of becoming a doctor. He had always been fascinated with internal organs and the science behind the perfect machine that is the human body. Today was his first day of medical school, and he found himself feeling both nervous and excited. 
The campus was large, and there were people all around that all seemed to be in a hurry to get somewhere. Charles loved to observe them and make up scenarios in his mind as to where they may be going, and what their purpose could be. The first thing he had to do was find the dorms and locate the room that he would be living in for the next three years as he powered through his education. He had no interest in taking any time off, and his only focus was to get the initials "MD" after his name. 
It took a little while, and he had to ask for directions, but soon Charles was able to locate the dorms. He had already been given a key, but when he approached room 403 he still gave a courtesy knock in case it was already occupied. He carried just one suitcase, but it was a burden after walking all around the large campus. His knock went unanswered, so he wrapped one more time a little harder. When that too did not generate a response, he used his key to unlock the door. 
The room was small, but functional; there was minimal furniture and one side was completely vacant of any personal items. Charles decided he would set up his living quarters in the empty space. He opened his suitcase and began to fill the drawers of the empty dresser. He folded them neatly and particularly, taking the time to organize them by item and color.  He pulled some books and personal items from the suitcase and found them a home on his side of the room. 
He glanced in the nearly empty bag and saw the final things: a picture of his parents and a picture of his childhood dog Bruno. He used clear tape to affix them to the wall above his bed. He lied back on the bed and stared at the photos. His parents had died many years ago in a tragic fire but he was sure that if they could see him now they would be proud. Bruno had escaped the fire, and went on to be his companion for the next year until he too passed away suddenly. 
His thoughts were interrupted by the sound of a key fidgeting in the lock. Initially, he became nervous but soon realized that it must have been his roommate. The door swung open and a man about his age appeared in the threshold, clearly surprised to see him. He had long dark hair and emerald green eyes. 
"Whoa, who the hell are you?" the man asked in a confused tone. 
Charles stood up from the bed and extended his hand for the man to shake. "I'm Charles, Charles Benway. I guess I'm your new roommate." 
The man looked around the room, clearly taking notice of all of Benways belongings. "Oh, okay. I'm Jason Sax. You just get here today?" 
Charles nodded. "You been here long?"  
Jason shrugged his shoulders. "Nah, this is my first year. Just got here yesterday." The two men sat for a moment in an awkward silence. Though they both had ingenious minds, they were also equally lacking in social skills.  
After a few minutes Jason finally broke the silence. "So, have you had a chance to check out the campus?" 
Charles thought back to his efforts of finding the dorms. "Not really, just what I saw when I got here. I start class tomorrow so maybe I should familiarize myself with the layout." 
Jason nodded in agreement. "I've got nothing else on the agenda. Let's go have a look around." Benway nodded again and the two men got up, leaving the dorm to survey the land. 
They spent the rest of the day wandering around and checking out the facility, finding their classrooms and taking a look at some of the labs. They came to a room that resembled a morgue, tables laid out in perfect symmetry across the floor, each occupied with something covered in a cloth, but shaped like a human body.  
Sax smiled. "Just a couple of years and we'll get to work on actual cadavers. I can't wait."  
Charles found himself intrigued by this comment and couldn’t help but push for a little more information. "You like dissecting things?" 
Jason seemed a bit taken aback by the question, realizing that he may have made his initial statement with a bit too much enthusiasm. "Oh, well, how else are we going to learn, right?" 
Charles smiled and nodded in agreement. "What did you major in for your bachelors?" 
Jason responded quickly. "Oh, biology of course. Took a few other courses but that's what my degree is in. You?" 
Charles nodded. "Same thing, I've always been fascinated with the inner workings of living things. Have been since I was a young boy." 
Sax became intrigued, wondering what type of history this Charles guy had with bodies and organs.  He decided that it was best not to ask. After all, they had just met and would likely be co-existing in their dorm for a significant amount of time. The rest of the day was rather uneventful, but the strange pair of soon-to-be doctors did find that they were able to get along. 
The next day, classes started and both men put great efforts into their studies. The relationship was awkward and a bit distant, but as the year went on they created a kinship, slowly telling each other random things from their childhoods and sharing memories from previous schools. 
They had a couple of classes together, but the one they both enjoyed most was a course called Structure and Function, essentially a more in-depth biology curriculum. One day the class was discussing organ transplants, how they work, how people give consent to be a donor, and various other medical details. Charles seemed very engaged in the conversation, and after a few people asked related questions, he finally got the nerve to put his hand up. Charles typically didn’t speak in class, but the subject matter was close to his heart. 
The professor pointed at him. "Yes, Charles?" 
Benway cleared his throat and nervously said, "So, uhm, will we be discussing Xenotransplantation in this module?" 
Many of the other students glanced back from their seats to stare at him, some appearing angry and some appearing a bit disgusted. Jason subtly looked at Benway with fascination, he couldn't help but wonder what kind of experiments the man had done in the past. 
The professor paused, clearly a little bit confused by the question.  Maintaining his professionalism he did his best to respond. "Well Charles that is not standard practice, and it is very controversial in the medical world. The idea of interchanging the organs of different species has not shown to be very successful, and often creates significant backlash from the animal rights community." 
Benway nodded. "So, we don't talk about that here?" 
The professor shook his head. "No, Mr. Benway. We primarily discuss things that you will be utilizing when you actually begin to practice medicine.” 
The rest of the class was a little tense, apparently some people had some pretty strong feelings about inter-species organ transplants.  When the lecture was complete, Benway and Sax walked together down the hallway. After only a short distance three men from class cut them off and stood in front of them.
"What the hell, Benway? You some kind of weirdo?" 
Charles tried to avoid them but they didn’t want to let up. 
"Yeah, Benway, what do you want to do? Put a cheetah heart in your chest so you can run faster?" The men laughed, and another chimed in. 
"I don't know guys, if he was any more of a pussy he may not even be able to get out of bed in the morning." Charles and Jason did their best to avoid the heckling, but in reality it brought back some painful memories for both of them. When they gave no response, the trio walked off, still laughing and making jokes.  
Jason looked over at his distraught friend. "Don't worry about them." 
Benway fixed his eyes on the floor, clearly upset. "It's not just them. It just reminds me of things I don't like to think about." He walked a little faster. Classes were over for the day and he just wanted to get back to the dorm and bask in his misery for a while. 
"I'm going home," Benway said. "Thanks for not judging me. I'll see you when you get back."  With that the two parted ways.
Charles returned to the room and threw himself onto the bed, staring at his pictures that were neatly affixed to the wall. He got lost in thought, memory, and anguish. He lost track of time, and barely even noticed when Jason entered the room. 
"Hey, buddy, how ya feeling?" 
Charles looked up, and noticed that Sax was carrying a brown paper bag. He shrugged. "Meh, still not great. What have you got there?" 
Jason smiled as he pulled a bottle of tequila from the bag. "This should help you forget your troubles." Charles didn't drink very often, but it was hard to decline the obvious gesture from his only friend. 
He forced a smile. "Count me in." 
Sax opened the bottle and pulled two glasses from the shelf, proceeding to sit at their small dining table, motioning for Benway to join him. Benway pulled himself out of bed and slowly wandered over to the table to join his friend. 
The odd pair sat and drank, engaging in small talk and avoiding the elephant in the room. The hands on the clock continued to creep forward, and the bottle of tequila continued to grow more and more barren. Finally, having acquired enough liquid courage, Sax asked the question.
"So, uhm, what's with the interest in xenotransplantation? Why did those guys bother you so much?" 
Benway downed his glass and poured another, clearly hesitant to talk. He took a deep breath. "It's fascinated me since I was a kid. I remember when my pet hamster died..  I don't know if I should talk about it. You're probably going to think I'm weird, like everyone else." 
Sax smirked a little. "Man, you want to talk about weird, I am the king of weird. Nothing you can say will phase me, trust me."
Benway glanced at the table and pondered the invitation. He had never really had anyone to talk to before, and the alcohol was making it seem like a good idea. 
"Okay. Well, my hamster died when I was nine, and my mom said he just got sick, but I needed to know more. I did some research and found that the liver and kidneys filter toxins from the body, so I figured if I could get him new ones that he would come back to life." 
Jason tilted his head. "That's not so strange." 
"Yeah, well I went and caught a field mouse. I cut them both open and tried to put the liver and kidneys into my hamster. They both died."
Sax shrugged. "A lot of us in the medical field have done that kind of thing. That's why we are perfect for the job."
Benway felt like he was finally getting some of his feelings out, and didn't want to stop. "I know, but after that it became a bit of an obsession. I started trying to do transplants with all kinds of animals. It was like I couldn't stop." 
Sax poured some more tequila, still listening intently. 
"Soon, it took over my life, until one day a kid at school caught me putting a dead squirrel in my backpack. He told the teacher, who called my parents." 
Jason raised an eyebrow, a bit more interested. "What did they do?" 
Benway sighed. "They went through all my stuff, and when they saw my workshop in the shed they got scared and put me in therapy.  All the kids at school made fun of me after that. More than normal. They said I was taking the squirrel home to fuck it, and that only dead animals would hang out with me. They tortured me, just like those guys after class today." 
Sax smiled to try and comfort his companion. "Well, you're on your way to being a doctor. Fuck those guys. I don't think you're weird at all, we all have our demons." 
Benway smiled, but he knew there was still more that he wasn't drunk enough to discuss. 






  
  Chapter three
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Five looked at the dog with confusion, he had never seen this type of animal before. The stray was running around, sniffing every corner, and trying to find a way out. Benway, Sax, and Joan were all yelling at the young boy to try and encourage him. 
"Eat, Five! Food!" 
He knew that the creatures he faced in the enclosure were his only opportunity for food, and he had essentially learned that if he wanted to eat, he had to kill. 
Five decided to engage the dog, running at it like he would if it were a bunny or a cat. He was not prepared for the response he received. This animal became fierce when it felt threatened. The dog was barking and growling at the boy, showing more aggression with every inch he neared. Five hesitated, glancing back at his captors for some sort of guidance.
"Eat, Five! Food!" was the only message he received.  
The boy reached out his hand, and when it got close enough the dog snapped at it. Though it quickly released its grip, the bite was enough to draw blood. Five withdrew his hand at lightning speed, surprised by the pain, as well as the speed of the dog’s reaction. He looked at the blood, which was dripping onto the cement floor, then he looked back at the dog. He reached out a second time, however, the stray was becoming increasingly irritated.  
The animal clamped down on the boy's hand, now maintaining its grip, shaking its head to tear the flesh with its sharp teeth. Five tried to pull away, but it only caused more agony. He transformed from afraid to angry, and started to smash his fist against the top of the dog's head. In response the dog let go of the boy’s hand, and snapped its jaws at the other, that was now striking him. 
Five managed to avoid the bite, but he could tell that his fists were causing nothing more than a minor annoyance. He dove on the animal and wrapped his arm around its neck. The dog saw an opportunity and sank its teeth into the side of the boy’s face, just above the chin. Both were determined, seeming to understand that they were fighting for their lives. The dog began to slow as it ran out of breath, but continued to dig its sharp teeth into Five’s rugged and dirty flesh. 
The three instigators all cheered from the sidelines as the battle seemed to be nearing completion. "I told you he could handle it," Benway said with a smirk to Joan. They watched with fascination as the young boy choked the dog, smiling as they heard its desperate yelps and cries. Within moments the animal stopped moving. Five rose to his feet and wiped the blood from his face, victorious. 
Sax looked at Benway and raised his eyebrows. "That was quicker than I thought it would be." 
Benway nodded in agreement. "Yep. Well we'll let him eat for a while, and in the meantime we can go back to the house. I'm famished." 
Joan piped up. "Oh you guys are going to love what I made. It's Chicken Cordon Bleu, with a side of asparagus." The men both smiled in anticipation, and all three left the secret room to allow the young boy to feast. 
When they arrived at the house, the table was already set and the chicken was staying warm in the oven. Benway and Sax sat down while Joan brought all the food to the table. It didn't take long for the conversation to turn to business. 
"So," began Benway to Sax, "Two is getting awfully hungry out there, and I think Four is just about ready for a new challenge too." Sax nodded as he crammed some asparagus into his mouth. 
"Yeah, I'm working on it, but I doubt I can get two dogs. Can't you get another one for Four?" 
Benway placed his fork on the table, slightly annoyed. "Do you know how hard it's getting for me to find these animals?"
Sax shrugged. 
"Well let me tell you, there are three animal shelters in this city and not a single one will adopt a pet out to me anymore. I even thought about paying some kid to do it for me, but that would break one of our rules." 
Sax nodded. "Never involve any outsiders for any reason." 
Benway raised his hands. "Exactly! I got lucky to find that stray but those things are hard to catch, and they utterly destroy my car." 
Sax nodded again in understanding. "Okay, I get it. I've got some prospective clients that are already on my list" 
Joan chimed in from the end of the table. “Don’t forget, Charles, you have responsibilities to your wife as well.” 
Benway tilted his head. "Look, don't talk to me about my responsibilities. We can barely feed the ones we have." 
Sax was now looking annoyed. "So, you can remind me, but she can’t remind you?” 
Benway had barely touched his food. "I'm not saying I'm not getting one. All I'm saying is that we need to step it up in the food department." 
Joan continued. "Okay, boys, enough work talk. Let's all enjoy our meals." 
The three sat in relative silence while they finished eating. It had been about an hour, and without a discussion they all stood up and left the house, heading back to the garage. Benway again opened the secret door in the floor, and one by one they filed down the stairs. Five had consumed most of the meat, and the concrete floor was soaked in blood. The intestines had been discarded, and were in a heap just beside the dog’s body. 
Benway opened the fence gate and called to the boy. "Home, Five" he said as he waved him over. 
Five wiped the blood off his mouth, and picked up a leg from the animal that he
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