Darkwitt and the Facilitators
Chapter Two: Shades of Hats

“Relax. Allowyourself tolet go”

Cyan eyes stared fixated into the Rabbit's eyes. To Ms Yates, She was trapped in a forest. An ebony silhouette coiled around her,
towering like a serpentine god It hissed triunphantly, leaning close to let its eyes help her descend further into serenity.

“You struggle with your efforts of self-realization Intruth you just wanted to live a life free of consequence and responsibility.
You can do that here. Just let go”

The moment the rabhit attenpted to open her mouth, she tilted her head back to allow anather loop of cail gag her. Her spade of
atail wiggled to give away just how much she was enjoying the pressure of a snake's cails halding her in place.

“uh.] uh.bh.buh.” She could barely forma word, let alone a response.

The serpent chuckled Lashing the tail round and round her belly until she practically squeaked under his grip. The inky black
apex predator was her universe, her mind and body twisted in knats in the hape that she would never have to look away again

Fity none of it was real.

Ms Yates drooled as she sat linp on the therapist couch; Asmall inviting social area for a large private office. Her
nind was far gone, reliving the scenario Darkwitt inplanted in her head. Abunny with a snake. It seemed like a hackneyed
scenario, but it's hard to deny the effectiveness of a classic. Ms Yates ran a patent troll conpany. Businesses that toss lawstits
at anyone using proprietary software of progranms they were inventing. With a mechanical patent, it was straightforward to
prevent theft. But with software, if you so much as right clicked, a patent troll could sue you for the /aaa of using that in your
program Like vultures far too picky to gut an entire corpse. Something Darkwitt couldnt stand.

“I'msorry, Ms. Yates But Fmgaing to have to take these patents away fromyou You have a fairly successful business here, but
it's at the cost of about forty nonprdfits attenpting to do some good. Perhaps when | amdone, welll work on reconsidering your
business practices for something legitinate.” Darkwitt nused

The vapid expression on her face never made the silhouetted canine question if his words were wasted or nat, he was
doubtlessly talking to himself. He waked casually over to her conputer and plugged in a USB cable fromhis wrist conmuter.
Code made short work of her security. Patent tralls ironically had fairly outdated conputers.

“Youve only brought this upon yourself. You make hundreds of thousands of dollars preventing people fromdoing anything. It'sa
detestable profession”

The conputer flashed tollife, filling the screen with folders. She didnt even bather to keep a hard copy. Hack

“Yodre lucky | came along befare some outraged engineering major came in to express his grievance fromthe business end of
a shotgun I'd certainly be put out if someone was trying to legally mug-..hn?”

Darkwitt blinked to find there was only a single file in the patents folder. AText document. He clicked on the file, and animage
flashed on the screen
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Darkwitt couldn’t help but fold his arms and smirk.
“WAlL. Seerrs like someone did rmy job for me”

~

“It's ASQI.” The golden furred jackal twisted a lock of her blonde hair around a pen and swiveled around in her seat toface
Darkwitt. He was holding a printout of the synbol on a sheet of paper.

“l knowit's ASClI, what does it mean?” Darkwitt grunted tiredly. Hs evening was shat after spending three days uncovering
details about Ms Yates only to discover his quarry had been taken fromunder him Spinning it to the Facilitators that she fell
under his hand would have been sinple, but his heart wasn't in it. The golden jackal in the lab coat before himwas Rehire. As
Head of Menat Labs and Darkwitt's personal engineer, she often worked on experinments ranging fromthe genetic tothe
mechanical. And conpputational engineering was one of her stranger sLits, along with her looks.

Rehme had an hourglass figure; reinforced C-cup brassiere held up by a navy nanostit with green wires circulating the jaints
She had a similar wrist conputer as darkwitt’s at the end of the suit, with a white labcoat bulging with stray electronic parts
over it. Her hair was brushed to one side to hide ane of herr nano enhanced eyes, but the back of her blonde hair wastied upina
tight bun. Her pouty lower lip was glossed with a similar golden shade as her hair, a dlight contrast to the brighter golden fur
that dominated her belly. Save for the black triangle atop her bust that drewthe eyesto her breast inseam Her-tall ears had
thin strips of green cable connected to the backs of the cartilage, integrated with an anboard conputer packed into a tube
jutting out above her tail, nestled into the small of her back She was always connected to her lab, nat dissimilar to Darkwitt's

dependence on Code.

“WAll, onits own, it's Chinese. ‘Hia" For Tum into” Rehme sucked on the tap of her pen as she leaned back, crossing her leg to
let her high heel boats integrated with the nanostit rest its heel against her shin

“You think it could be Japanese? They occasionally have similar kanji.” Barkwitt nused. Rehme shrugged easily.

“Kanji and Hanzi are similar In the same way Germman and English use roman script, sure” If she had glasses, Rehme would be



pushing themup the bridge of her muzzle. Darkwitt sighed

“In Japanese it apparently means ‘transformation, but that's just onits own” Darkwitt stroked his chin but eventually softened
his posture a little. He really needed nrore hilingual people on staff.

“Why didn't you have Code scan and trandlate it for you?” Rehme asked

“l wasnit sureif it was a low key Trojan waiting to happen Figured it was safer to let youlook at it.” Darkwitt folded his arms
defensively. Rehme gave a small snort of a laugh

“Alittle paranaid don't you think, Sr?”
Darkwitt averted his gaze.

“| Doubt an A file would have a virusin it. Do you have the text file?” Rehme held aut her hand expectantly. Darkwitt handed
her the printout. She scrunched her lips and stared at himflatly.

“The camputerfile” “Oh” Darkwitt handed her a small usb stick “Keepiit off the network”

“Yes Sr.” Despite how overly cautious he was, Rehme knew better then to give attitude. She plugged the ush into a laptop and
hurmed asit sprang tolife. Once the folder was opened, there was an errar.

Could not read file. Access Denied. Requires Administrator access.

That didn't make sense; Rehime was already logged as an Administrator in her own conputer.

“What happened?” Darkwitt rested a hand on rehire's chair. She selected the ASC file and scanned it. “Apparently therés a
subroutine to convert the ASOll text file into something else; an ASOI Shell conmrand to do... something, Il quarantine the hard
drive” The jackal leaned forward and blinked once ancther error popped up.

“The hell? It apened my CRSPR program”
“lsnt that the DNA editing tool?” Darkwitt asked

“Yeah but... wow: This file is progranmed to use malicious code disguised as whatever programdorminates the drive”
“Sol was right to be paranaid” Darkwitt couldn't resist the gpportunity to be a little smug.
“Look. GATTCCATCAIT...” Rehme painted at the streamof letters.

“| don't follow.” Darkwitt scratched his head The golden jackal's eyes it up as the conputer flashed seerringly irrelevant
letters rapidly across the screen

“Ch my god that's Billiant” She nearly squealed
“What is?” Darkwitt looked at the sequence with no better understanding then befare.

“Think about it, there's four known basesin DN& G A G and T. If you have each represent a binary pair, 00, 01, 10, and 11. You
could /ace a virusinto a DNA sequence as shart as 176 bases long” Rehime's tail wiggled furiously.



“Riveting, dear. But does that mean your conputer’s at risk?”

“If I was online, yeah It would have pinged back to whatever proxy it was meant to send through. Thankfully the laptop's
airgapped but | never /naginedusing DNAbase pairs as a virud It's so elegant.”

“Isthis a problen®” Darkwitt's tone was nat nearly as anused

“0-ch Nonosirt Imcareful. Normally if the conputer had net accessiit Llooks like it would find any valuable data, eraseit, and
ping it back to the hacker. We just have to gject the drive and-*

“Wait.” Darkwitt held Rehne's hand just as she was about to remove the drive.
“Wbuld there be a way to give themsamething that we cantrack, or broadcast with... like a hologramfile?” he asked Rehme
folded her arms and looked at him She shook her head

“| sincerely doubt he'd have hdlogramtechnalogy in his hause. You have to carry nodes on you wherever you go”

“WEll held probably have a few proxies around the world. It's what | do” Darkwitt shrugged. He took a step back to lean against
the counter beside Rehnme's desk

Rehme paused. Setting her laptop down on the desk; she stood to face Darkwitt properly.

“Just what are you hoping to acconplish? You want to piss this guy off?” She folded her arms. “You realize howterrible anidea
that is, right?’

“'mnat interested in upsetting someone using DNA as malware, Ms Menat.” He said patiently. “The Facilitators tasked me with
finding peaple. Capable people that can help change the world for the better. Or at the very least prevent it fromchanging for
the worse. If this personis as inpressive as youre meking himout to be, | want to knowabout him He might be just what 'm
looking for.”

The words of the Qualmcontinued to rattle in Darkwitt's head. He was green, but the old owl was giving hima chance to prove
himeelf. He needed newblood. Young blood. And without connections to younger generations, the fadilitators would age out, or
worse, Becone a relic of the systemdesperately dlinging to relevance like the very antithesis of what they set out tobe.
Darkwitt took note of the people in the Facilitator conference that day: Business, Science, Palitics, Military, Media, and
Philasophy.

But nointernet, no commrunications. Would he assume thase fell under Splings field? It was entirely possible they weren't
dedicating enough resources to handle that field Would he be overstepping bounds if he volunteered such a nation of
incompetence? But without anyone dedicated to managing an entire facet of digital evalution, the Fadilitators would break their
own tenet on progress. Was it better tojust ask for permission? Darkwitt shook hishead He couldn't take the chance of his
colleagues dismissing this need, and they needed to trust himto knowwhat he was daing. Permmission could be misconstrued as
doubt and weakness

. Hsinternal monologue was disrupted by a delicate blonde hand resting on his shoulder-
“Youre debating with yourself again” Rehme amiled
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The sunlight did nathing to convince his internal clock that it wes daytime. To him it wes near five Oclock in the moming, and
no matter how often he rubbed his eyes, he wasnt waking up nore. A16 hour flight overseas to Japan would dothat toyou He
could have gatten sleep on the plane, but the front passenger had decided their confort was nore inportant than his and
leaned the seat asfar back asit could go. He was tenpted to push back, assert hinself, but his sense of decorumheld his

tongue.
Let it ga Choose your battles

As much as he was used to being the puppeteer and master of manipulation, he'd been having a hard time finding reason to
cause a fuss lately.

Darkwitt scratched his blonde hand, looking at himself in the mirror without his silhouette. It would have drawn too much
attention, but he grew unaccustomed to the look of his face with the hologramdown. The Cyan dress suit and black tie hugged
tightly against his body, the black blazer was folded and resting on the enyty chair in their booth. Hs eyes glazed over as he
stared off, past the glass toward passing trees that did nat exist; a distant mountain provided a backdrop to open fields of rice
whipping by. He was startled by the sudden drop of his head fromthe palmof his hand. He looked over at his companion, she
was sprawled out with a puddle of droal collecting in her mouth. Rodi was sleeping on the ather side of the private train car.
She alnost looked comatose. The train rattled and the husky snapped up with a surprised “NBAF?Y

“| take it you didn't sleep on the plane either?” he yawned as he nestled his chin back on his palm

“Chnona. | slept. Just at the wrong time. I'mijetlagged” She yawned back and gave a long lazy stretch. She wore a tanktop and
a sweatervest, along with a pair of tight jeans that make her tail fluff out a bit bigger than it actually was.

“The praxy pinged this guy to an intemet café in East Keburika. He lives in an internet cafe. You know... | didr’t expect ustobe
dealing with an army or anything | could have gone alone”

Rodi’s sleepy expression fluttered once or twice, her stare could have been mistaken for bedroomeyes.

“Ch? And who would have kept you awake during your train ride?” She rested her hands on her knees and leaned forward,
pushing her anple chest into his lap. Darkwitt straightened up.

“I could keep you awake sir. 'manmazing at that.” Rodi slowly poked her tongue out and tilted her cap down, resting her chest
across his lap till the heat started to spread Darkwitt shook his head

“Nnh. A this rate, your chest will put me to sleep befare you acconplish anything” He knew when jetlag had the better of him
Rodi pouted and licked his chin

“Just think of all the fun you could have had if we werent on the clock” She fluttered her eyes, slipping in tantalizingly close.

“Mhh. But neither of us are ever dff the clock are we?” there was a long silence before Rodi folded her arms and rested her
muzzle atop the white fluff poking out of her uniformds bust.

“Maybe that should change some time.” She teased

“Maybe. Bt it's nat going to be on thistrain”



~

Darkwitt needed to permanently slouch whenever he was indoars, it was hell onhisback It wasn't a matter of trying to look
lessinposing just that the buildings were nat built for a man his size. He punched the simall of his back once or twice to stand
up straight and tighten his posture.

“At this rate 'll have a curve in nmy spine befare we meet this guy.”

“Ch ng Master’s dealing with back painl How DOyou survive?” Rodi poked her tongue out cutely as she gave a slight shake of
her clearly oversized rebuttal. Darkwitt went quiet, having gotten the paint.

The two of themstood outside a cluster of shops and restaurants in the city square. Café Yondeya was hardly an inpressive
sight. The glass was stained with hard minerals fromthe thick pallution in the city, the air made Darkwitt want to bury his face
into his dress shirt. The door handle was palished with overuse save the slight cormers seldomtouched, which callected soat.
The amell hit himfirst. Anusty scent of unventilated burmt incense meant to mask the burmt ozone of old conputers. The roof
was only a fewinches taller than Barkwitt, but the slight wind passing between the tips of his ears and the ceiling was
something he couldnt stop naticing. The rest of the roomwas dindy Lit by the glow of monitors caning fromthe cublicles,
contaminated by cracks of light fromthe front windows seeping into the room Peaple hunched aver in their desks sat in gray
office chairs with seams haphazardly tom. Some desks were clean, but many occupied were surrounded by discarded boba tea
containers and glass soda battles. Darkwitt peered over the cubicles, each person working at their computer seermed too
occupied to natice him The first one that did glance up performed a double take; an egret, staring slack beaked as the canine
walked by. More accurately, he stared at Rodi, because of course he did Rodi gave a dlight sheepish wave but kept clase to her
Master's side.

He rounded the comerto a row of private boaths The only occupied one carried a faint glowa green fromthe frosted partition
window. He already knewthe blueprint of the cafe had no access aside framthis entrance. Darkwitt glanced to see the
ventilation shafts were only a fewinches wide. It was entirely possible this café was a decoy, and a few claymores were set up.
Or there might be a ping set up to alert the autharities, ready to arrest himon the spat. It was also passible that the people
leading up to this place was informed of his approach, and had taken measuresto-...

No. Nb he was thinking like an assassin Rodi had her hand near her concealed carry and gave a nod to Darkwitt, but he held up
his own to call her off. Something rational tald himit wasiit nearly as coplicated as the rest of himwasinsisting it had to be.

He dlid the partition open and his heart sank

The first thing that hit himwas the sell: a rank cocldail of stale azone fromthe running conputers; and the stagnating body
odor that permeated all of the clathin the room The place had tainted eggshell, asif the plain undecorated walls had a few
millimeters of sweat caked on due to the lack of proper ventilation. The space was 6 feet long, 3 feet wide with a foot's worth of
junk surrounding the center to meke it even more cranped. There was no chair, just a series of monitors surrounding a
battered floormnat. Boxes of junk and scrapped hardware were stacked all the way to the ceiling The desktop tower was a
stained eggshell, and surrounded by mounds of chip and snack wrappers. Tea cans had formed a layer of insulation under the
shallow desk that kept the monitars off the floor, and the pillow on the floor mat wes dented flat in the middle; likely used to
double as a back brace. The conputers were filled with lines of code. C+; Dos, and Python windows were gpen across the
multiple nmonitors, Back backgrounds and Green Text. The desktop background was of a young vixen with a pink staff blasting
the head off a hellhound, but it was buried under an avalanche of icons and sticky nate widgets. The small booth was at least 10
degrees hatter than the rest of the building. How anyaone lived like this was something Darkwitt would never be able to wrap his
head around



A its center was the nottled shell of a leopard tortaise in a plain jurpstit and ruined slippers. He had a white mask stained
with overuse covering his face, and a pair of massive glasses as thick as the bottomof soda battles. Hs skin was dlanmy and
beading sweat. The two locked eyes for a moment. Darkwitt was unsure of howto even start.

“.Daisuke Saita?” Darkwitt's tone was unsure, hesitating. But upon hearing his nanrg, the tortoise junped and inrediately
started dinrbing onto his conputers nestled into the back wall like a terrified mouse. He yelled out in panic, pawing at the wall
with his stunpy fingers

FEGOHFBENTLILEZELY

Darkwitt hadn't even introduced his name and it seemed like the man already feared far his life.

“|..uh.. Gorrenasai; Do you speak English?” he tried to speak over the tortaise's yelping. It didn't seemto make himany less
panicked. The canine tumed over to Rodi and shrugged helplessly. Rodi leaned over master and rested her hand on the door
partition and leaned forward in an dovious ploy.

“Hey, nerd! Calmdown K? If we were gonna hurt you, wouldn't we have sent nore people?”
Daisuke paused, staring at Rodi for a moment before taking his blocky fingers off the wall.
“Please... | do nowrong. Leave alone.” Hs Engllish was halting and a little rough, but he seermed to understand fine.

“My name is M. Yeaman | represent a security firmthat's interested in your services. We tried to contact you at your home but
found no one was there.” Darkwitt quickly produced. Daisuke pressed his fingers to his glasses and yanked a USBBstick froma
chain he kept around his necldace, brandishing it near his conmuter asif he was halding a knife against its neck

“You lie” He whined desperately, like a helpless cormered animal.
Darkwitt glanced around the boath and he felt like an idiot for not realizing it sooner:

Japan frequently had very little roomfor housing, even an apartment was often a luxury in this cities Some unfartunatesin
particular, whether through financial strain or ctherwise, would find thermselves 24 hour intermet cafes and sinply live in ane
of these boaths. They were nat suited for such things, but the cyber cafes would offer a small amount of amrenities, Food, water,
small lockers, even showers They weren't here due to a lack of interest in contributing to society, but merely because the pay
they received for their jobs wasn't enough to even afford a bed. It was indicative of a much darker side of their econony. They
had a word far this.

Saibahormuresu Cyber-homeless

Darkwitt held up his hands in a disarming manner and gave an understanding nod

“You caught me. | felt it was better to approach you in person You are a very talented person Daisuke-san”
The turtle did not relax.

“Idlike totalk Bt the nature of my conversation is nat for here”

“Text me" He chirped meekly, he held his gaze and kept the USBBStick close to the port..



“ understand you would prefer that, but | can't dothat.” Darkwitt furrbled into his pockets and produced a rall of nates; about
300,000 yen

“Look All | askis for a conversation If you step into my car, | will pay for the next two nonths of your rent here. It should care
for a stay at a hatel if youwant it. At the very leat, it'll handle your living condition for a while”

Daisuke went very quiet. Darkwitt hadn't realized that would easily pay far the better half of a year far living in this place.

“If you don't like what | have to say, youwon't see me again” Darkwitt reassured The turtle's eyes glanced over at the husky
loorming behind Darkwitt.

“WIL... she come?’ The turtle nodded slightly to Roci.
Darkwitt nodded back, and Daisuke hesitantly lowered his Usb stick

D 4

Darkwitt had decided nat to keep the conversationin the car. Partly because he didnt want to present a
condescending inpression, and partly because renting an 8,000 yen-per-hour limpusine in a pedestrian positive city
infrastructure was absurd. So he gpted for a lunch at a private partition of a rooftop garden Rodi leaned against the archway
behind Darkwitt's seat scanning nearby skyscrapers for rifles and parabalic microphones. Aplatter of sushi and gyoza divided
himand M-, Saito, along with a polished walnut table. Fltered windows kept the outside world frompeering in, but the sight of
stucco balcony partitions overgrown with ivy, and the centerpiece of a large zen garden were free to chserve. Daisuke did not
drink in the sights. He sinply stared into his sashimi and furbled with his chopsticks nervously. Darkwitt was hunched farward,
fingers steepled as he looked straight at M. Saito. Nothing was said for a few minutes befare Darkwitt mercifully brake the ice.

“Are you going to eat that?” He asked, calimly gesturing to the chilled salmon on M. Saitds plate. The turtle's eyes darted
between the plate and Darkwitt's cyan eyes. He took nate and nodded understandingly. Taking a pair of chopsticks and gripping
a dlice of salmon off of M. Saitds plate.

“This food is too good to poison Besides;, | already said we would be having a conversation” Darkwitt rested the salmon on his
tongue and savored the taste slowly. Daisuke paused a moment to watch before greedily shoveling the food into his nouth
Darkwitt wasn’t expecting to get much food fromthis anyway.

“Howlong have you been living Café Yondeya?”
“..long”

“Does long have a number?”

“.twoyears” He didn't seemtoo proud of that.

“Have you been working?”

“Sorretimre. It not much.” Daisuke took a deep exhale after inhaling a ball of conrpacted white rice. Darkwitt plucked a dlice of
ginger for himeelf to cleanse his palate

“limagine it's been difficult. Are you cracking servers far a company?” Daisuke tensed up. But Darkwitt raised a hand while
keeping his wrist on the table.



“Relax, Thisisn't aninterrogation, you dor’t have totell me” Saito took a moment to answer,, popping a dunrpling in his nouth.

“Your-... shadow encryption. Not good”

“The halogram Its Buetoath... can be pinged.” It was Darkwitt’s tum to tense. He hadn't expected Daisuke would have figured out
about his hdlogramso quickly. But he couldnit let himknowthat. So Darkwitt rolled his fingers and leaned back in his seat,
looking entirely at ease. Maybe M. Saitoisn’t as cbservant in body language cues.

“_If that's true how come you didn't see me coning?”

“You.nat using it now. Yes?” Daisuke asked slowly, his second language wasnit quite as refined in speech. Darkwitt hunmed a
little in recognition. It was always a paradox to him Hackers seermingly had the world at their fingertips. Askilled one could
probably get whatever they wanted He was starting to think this might have been a mistake. He willingly exposed the
facilitators to someone who could easily extract all the data fromhis servers and pull the organization apart like unraveling a
cardigan Daisuke could easily nristake the Facilitator's goals to be hostile and take themapart. The majority of themare dld;
probably have decades of spamin their emails. He wouldn't even have todoit out of some righteous need far revenge; merely
morbid curiosity.

But what of it? They used him were using him Maybe this was the exit he needed Bumit all to the ground for daring
to manipulate himinto field work: It would have been a setback, sure. But he's bumed bridges before. Starting over so soon
would be discouraging, but not inpossible. It would be so easy tolet goand watchit all bum down He thought of the derisive
sheers anong the ather facilitators. He thought of their condescending tones and blatant disrespect. Treating himlike some
upstart child swinging above his station. But then he thought about the Qualm Who genuinely respected himenough to offer
hima job, let alone bring himinto existence. He looked at the Turtle's pale green skin and the face mask he wore like a
necklace. The anly reason he had it down was to eat, but he wasn't sick Soit wes likely that he was so convinced of the toxicity
of the outdoors that he sinply no longer trusted it. The Qualnis lessons on altruismsobered his paranaid thought cycle.

Hnack it off Hackers aren't magic Darkwitt chastised hinself. Daisuke wasnit some destructive force of nature. Hewas a
scared manin a world that never valued him

“'mnat using it now: Think of it as a show of respect. Daisuke-san” He gave a slow subtle bow of his head before Daisuke took
anather dunpling.

Rodi glanced over her shoulder, briefly wondering why Darkwitt was beating around the bush so much, but her boss seemed to
be interested in giving the turtle a little time to breathe befare talking shop. Darkwitt seemed to pick this up when they
matched eyes and got tothe point.

“M. Saito. | represent a coalition of people that are working to help manage a better status quo than the one youve been
dealing with”

“Coa..lition?”

“Agroup of people”

“Like business?’

“Alittle” Darkwitt wiped his nase nonchalantly but Baisuke never broke eye contact as he ate.

“I noneed new joh.” Daisuke sounded alnost resigned
“With respect, Daisuke-san, you live in a hole no larger than a closet. And it’s not because you're not applying yourself.”

“It isnat that.” He began The tortaise shuffled in his seat unconfortably.

“What | da. It is not something that is suitable for sararinan. You work for athers You handle quota. But what | doiis not
measured in fortune or wealth They do nat value”



Darkwitt gave a quiet nod and considered his words thoughtfully. Daisuke's culture had a pretty clear idea of what was
expected of a man Hobbies had a time and place, and if there was no productivity or good service to their superiars; it was not
considered to have value. But so many professions fall through the cracks. And a fewfurther are far too understated in their
inportance. Though that gave Darkwitt anidea.

“The first time | was made aware of your existence, it was after what you did at Patently Pending”
“how did you-*

“l admmit, | wasit sure about howyou managed to cut through their firewalls, seep into their data files and bum everything from
the inside out, but | was inpressed” Darkwitt flashed a cay grin “You did my job for me. So why did you doit? What was it about
themthat nativated you to rip themout fromthe roat? It certainly wasn't money. Backmail perhaps? Revenge? Oid they steal
one of your ideas in the past?”’

“They deserve it!” Daisuke barked back Darkwitt allowed the interruption
“So many people try to do good Suppart some with disable. But these ehhhh.. Hagetaka. They dermand money for doing nothing
but halding code. Informetion nust be free. It not right what they do”

“You rright not think what you do has prdfit, but it has value, Daisuke-san They aren't the only ones whaprey on people wanting
to make the intermet a nore interesting place. Sore are just here to make money in the quickest way they can But people like
you and |. we're nat interested in making nmoney. Were interested in meking a difference. But the difference between youand |
isthat | dont think | need to be in poverty to doiit. Neither should you”

Darkwitt looked down at the plate of sushi and gave a sivall hum He picked up a pair of chopsticks and plucked a roll of eel for
hineelf.

“l will nat dismantle hagetaka far my prosperity.” Daisuke slid back into his chair, but Darkwitt could see there was bitterness
in his body language fromthe way his neck was sinking a little into his shell.

“Let e clarify, Daisuke-san. The nature of this job is nat one of prosperity, it's of sacrifice. The work you do here is nable, but
limited. With your resources and your current conditions, youre only gaing to scratch the surface. With real support, a living
space that doesit have you questioning if you're gaing to be fed tomorrow;, and access to the best equiprrent, you canmeke a
difference”

Darkwitt stood up and slid the payment for dinner, as well as a small card with a Japanese address, to the table. With a sl
adjustrrent to his tie, he bowed respectfully.

“Take afewdaystothink it over. There is an address on the card Be there within three days, or | will assume the offer is
declined” Darkwitt started to walk out before Rodi took a step in to block his path; eying himwith a critical glance. Darkwitt
closed his eyes and mentally cursed at himself before tuming around to face the bewildered Tortaise.

“..M:. Saita Would you like a ride back?”

“"_YSI”
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“Why didn't you get an answer fromhimthen?” Rodi watched the alleyways surrounding the agreed address in the center of the
downtown with a pair of binoculars. She perceived Darkwitt behind her, but she knewhe wasin her head

“The same reason that | didn't sign up with the Qualmright away. What Fmoffering is too good to be true. But | also might be
just another carporate stooge trying to get a leash on him” Darkwitt's voice stimulated the small bones in Rodi's ear while she
kept her eye on the street. The vibration provided to the sound was designed to nat only conmrunicate with the husky, but have
her associate his vaice with light levels of eupharia and dopanine. To most athers, it would be easy to zone out and listen all
day. To Rodi, she was far too well trained to be distracted by that.

“ till think it would have been better to just take himif you were planning to expose yourself like that.” Rodi adjusted herself
unconfortably. The idea of Darkwitt getting exposed so early in his facilitator position was something that always put her on
edge. Though, the idea of any kind of social exposure put her on edge.

“Sometimes you have to work with an open hand . If | played my usual games, he would have set fire to his harddrives and
noved out of the city. Here he sees | respect him and I'mgiving himthe option to decide what would be best far him Whether
he wants to make a difference or if he's content with being just anather hacldivist is up to M. Saito now”

“What's stopping himfromdaing that anyway and just deerring us a threat?”
There was silence for a moment.

“gr?

“.well | did pay for his lunch”

Rodi pinched the bridge of her nase. Their conversation was disrupted by the squealing brakes of a bus. Rodi looked down to see
the passengers dffloading, and was pleasantly surprised to see the shell of a tortaise covered by a jacket stepping off the bus.
He looked around. Sl his mouth had a face mask; and the glare of the sun hid his eyes behind his thick glasses He had a
shopping back with two strings taped together multiple tines, and a few stretches of duct tape along the battomto repair some
hdles. Hs entire life could fit in a shopping bag Rodi tapped her ear twice.

“Confirmed. He's here”

The automated vehicle rounded the comner,, the smooth black frame with polished rins was unnristakably inpressive. but what
really caught Daisuke's attention was the GR cade far the license plate, he didn't have time to whip out his phone and take a
scan, as the windowwas already lowering

The blonde canine siriled to himand opened the door.. Daisuke hesitantly clinbed in and sat at the ather end of the lind's
seating The door to the other side of the car opened, and radi slid inside to sit along the lengthwise seat of the lino. It never
ceased toinpress Darkwitt how quickly that husky nmoved when she wanted to. Daisuke settled in his seat, but said nothing.
Darkwitt looked down at his shoes and naticed there was a hale formed in the sole, the grip treads wormn away.

“I'mglad you decided to come.” Darkwitt broke the ice. He gave a polite bow of his muzzle fromhis seated position. Daisuke
shuffled forward in his seat, his body language betraying the confidence in his chaice to be here. The tortaise locked gazes with



the blonde canine and pulled a portable hard drive fromhis back, hdding it tight like a security blanket. “Before I... work for
you, | must see something.” Daisuke tried to sound as firmas he could be, despite English being his second language.

“OF course. F'mhere tofacilitate an easy transition for you Daisuke-san” Darkwitt waited for Daisuke to answer. But he couldn't
tell if it was because of his difficulty with the language, o the gravity of the request.

“|...wishtoseeface” He gestured around his face with a stunrpy hand Rodi looked at Darkwitt a little confused “I'mafraid |
don't understand Thisis my face.” Darkwitt hesitated Daisuke shook his head “Nb. This face you wear is for me. We all wear
mask. For work, for homeg, far shame ar formality. This... face. Is nat you” He rested his elbows on his knees;, interlocking his
fingers. “Showne real face” Rodi's browraised, this was a little beyond her. Darkwitt on the ather hand, knew exactly where
he was coming from

“| see. Very well.” He reached far his watch, and a hdlographic conputer formmed along his wrist. He deftly struck a fewkeys, the
halogramflickered to life and he was swallowed up by an absence of light. The vaid formed a crisp silhouette where he once
sat. When the blackness consumed every inch of him wire frames drewinto existence, tracing the outline, farming cyan details
toredrawthe tie, the sLit, even his eyes. Uhtil Darkwitt's silhouetted appearance sat before the two of them The Fadilitator
purposely let the transformation go slowly, nostly for formrather than function. “Greetings. My nane is Darkwitt. | ama
Fadilitator.”

Daisuke gave a slow, understanding nod “This | trust nore”

“'mglad you feel that way.” Darkwitt nodded back Daisuke took a moment to look around the car.

“Where are we going?”’

“Thisis a rental auto driver. Were en route to the airport. Aprivate plane will be relocating you to the states, your inmigration
papers wWill be processed hut it will take some time. Sotry not to start any fires until we settle your identification Youll be
given a place for gperation, and a few contacts to get you started Conpile a list of supplies you need to be able to process 7
pedabytes of data, and store at least 2 exabytes | expect a ledger by the time you arrive in the states”

“Babytes?!” 13 A, T C - 1=.” Daisuke rubbed his head, gripping the hard drive in his ather hand just a little tighter. “What
we daing that needs somuch?” Darkwitt gave a small smirk “What are you talking about? This is just to get you started”
Darkwitt flickered out of existence, the hologramdisengaging, leaving Daisuke and Rodi in the car alone together.

“Souh.” Daisuke started Rodi glanced at himover her red shades “Sup?” She teased a little. Daisuke's posture snapped
straight and he started sweating a little.

“Doyou uhh... Do youlike uh. Anime?”

“Lo 7" Rodi Wewfed out.

D 4

Darkwitt relocated Daisuke to the eastern seaboard, near Ashbum, Virgina. It wasn't a well-known place, nor as populous as
silcon valley. But it was hame to some of the largest data centersin the country. It was an easy place for Baisuke to connect
into without much fuss The tortaise spent the next several weeks undergaing a transformmation to be presentable tothe
facilitators: Anewattire, some language courses, and of course, readily available cleaning supplies to bathe with. Darkwitt
spent a small fortune fulfilling the exhaustive list of equipment Daisuke would need to handle his work: froma panic room



undemeath a storage fadility. He was initially scheduled to live in a high rise apartrent in Balitnore and conmute to the dffice,
but Daisuke expressed a distaste for the open concept windows and preferred to sleep where he worked. Provided the tortoise
wasn't livingin a poal of his awn filth by the end of the month, Darkwitt had no objections. Though, that didn't stop Darkwitt from
installing holographic projectars, for direct conversations.

Daisuke sat in the center of an array of nonitars, two nation capture gloves with several buttons along the wrists and fingers
on each hand. The seat itself was an Inperator ‘Scorpion, Aseat that provided zero gravity back relief and had monitars
mounted along a neon green tail. Conplete with massager, cup halders, and a ninifridge stocked with inported battles of
lipovitan The monstrasity was nore expensive than Darkwitt's first car.

The panic roomwas also fitted with a server farm with a tank of recycling liquid nitrogen that kept the room and the
processors, near freezing.

“| take it this has been to your liking?” Darkwitt asked as he walked around the monitor room actually observing this place for
the first time. Daisuke decided to wear a junp stit with a pale green cloth cover for his shell. Hs glasses fit himbetter, and he
wore a pair of bedroomslippers. Darkwitt quietly acknowledged the bookease full of Anime bax sets, and suspiciously one copy
of the ‘clint eastwood western callection and a docurrentary for the Smith and Wesson Model 3 revalver. Guess Rodi and
Daisuke possibly traded nmovie reconmendations.

“Yes sirl It is amazing. | never imagined | would have this..much!” Daisuke scranbled out of his seat, a procedure that actually
required the hydraulics to lack in place before he slipped out to gesture gratitude with his hands profusely.

“Youll be spending the next few nonths trawling data anong the big three and their subsidiaries. When | think youre ready,
well be reintroducing you to manage data across nillions of paints of entry. Don't make this place gotowaste.

“N-nosirl uh However..”
“You don't have to call me sir, were supposed to be colleagues But what is it?”
“WIUL | be able to use equipment for... fun?”

“Like what?” Darkwitt folded his arms, suspicious. Drisuke tapped his fingers together sheepishly. “Lh.. Final Fantasy?” Darkwitt
almost couldn't stifle a brief laugh

“With this equipment, you could be running the new Doomat 1000 frames per second. | only knowthat because Rodi kept telling
me Yes It would be cruel of me to give you all of this and nat let you have a little fun Just don't Let it distract you, okay?”

Daisuke gave a respectful nod, eying the monitors, eager toindulge nowthat he had permmission

“Ch, one nore thing. You'll need a noniker”

“l... not familiar. Moniker?” Daisuke tilted his head “Ah An Alias, a nickname. Something to go with” Darkwitt clarified Daisuke



nodded and pulled his newface mask fromhis bag. ABlack mask with a neon green etching of the turtle's symmbol on the front:

(|

“I'mafraid | don't knowwhat this means. Isit Kanji for transformration or..” Darkwitt asked

“Is smell joke for my name. The meaning is ¥ /7 1&.” Daisuke excitedly explained, the first time he sounded truly confortable
since they met. Darkwitt folded his arms a little and gestured for Daisuke to dlarify.

“An B F7 £ Danpen-ka. It means Fragmentation”

Apt Darkwitt thougtt.



