
 Rotting Chrome 

Fell into my hands in 2036, with delightful results.

Sir, I it’s happened again. No record of the database being altered. Our best say that 

there’s no sign of external intrusion, but it’s sitting as a top lev....  Oh, be quiet, you simpering 

fools. I’m just here to settle a score. Acolytes, pay attention. A certain musty old blood bag decided to distribute a 

database of “forbidden” technology, in a transparent and pathetic attempt to stroke his ego and build some sort 

of mystique. 

And anything he can do, I can do better.  

I give you 

Useful when the urge to experiment overtakes 

you in the field.

One of mine. It was a commission for a 

contestant in a bodybuilding competition. I did warn him not to push it too far. Oh, the mess was terrible.

A few of these and you’ll 

see even veterans run at the sound of claws scraping at doors.



Personally, I think the ability to walk across a wasteland with no 

supplies outweighs looking like you crawled out of a crypt, but the public are always a disappointment.

I’ve lost an 

assistant or two to these before, but I’m sure that you’ll be more sensible, Acolyte.

When all you have is a meat hook, everyone looks like they belong in a larder.

You’d be surprised how often the distinction between 

“Low Light” and “No Light” matters in my line of work.

 

Cold as a 

corpse, and quiet as the grave.



Don’t believe the reports, they know why it hungers for data, and it terrifies them.

Thirty-two years, and still just as amusing as the first time. 

It’s a 

charming little weapon, really gets me into the spirit of things.

Everyone has forgotten why they stopped using this one, I look forward to them finding out once more.

….el entry in the Architecture. We don’t know what is causing these files to appear, but I 
think we need to consider involving the higher ups. 

 

….Sir? Sir! 

And with that, Acolyte, I’ll take my leave. I hope I’ve made my point about who really has power to share. 


