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Worst Of All
“Decaf...” Corporal Garron Slivson muttered to himself, staring despondently into the disappointing depths of his mug of caf. Who the heck brewed decaf in the morning, he asked himself rhetorically, because it would have been weird if he'd gone around answering his own questions, especially ones he'd ask within his own head. So it came as a bit of a shock to Corporal Garron when a warm, liquid voice whispered in his ear, damp breath caressing the back of his neck.

“I... did...” the voice said, the gender androgynous and unspecific. Corporal Garron could sense a presence behind him, not a physical one, but one which pressed all the buttons in the monkey center of his brain; his animal fight-or-flight mechanic. His first reaction was to bolt, to sprint head long down the passage in a vain attempt to escape. Instead, he turned quickly, throwing his pipping hot caf in a fan of steaming liquid towards the presence he felt, his mouth opening in a howl which might have been generously described as feeble.

The dark amber liquid spread wide, flung urgently and haphazardly. The sound of the liquid splashing across the flagstones ended the whining howl Garron had been emitting, dying with a creak in his throat. He stared blankly as the caf ran in rivulets across the stone, drying in a sticky slick. His jaw dropped in misapprehension and a sudden jolt of fear ran down his spine. He tightened his grip on his caf mug, and glanced around furtively.

“What the...” he started, moving a slow turn, his gaze moving back and forth in a scanning motion, trying to take in his surroundings without moving his head. His spine had become rigid and unable to move, until he looked at the picture. The face seemed to leer at him, a fearsome grin, black eyes staring into his soul, almost as if trying to read his very being. He backed away as quickly as his feet could skitter, pressing his back against the far wall.

It was at this point that he realized it was just a portrait of the Emperor, Xen'Mordin Vismorsus. Corporal Garron let out a timid little chuckle, a welt of relief bursting from him in hisses and wheezes. His heart still pounded vigorously, adrenaline coursed unnecessarily around his body. He swept the back of his hand across his forehead, which pulled away damp with perspiration. He had to get a hold of himself, he thought, pushing away from the wall in an attempt to quell the rising embarrassment in himself.

He gathered himself, both mentally and physically, and with a thought to the fact that he was glad no one had been around to witness his absurdness, he made his way back to the break room and the waiting caf machine. He tried his best to quell the sense of uneasy he felt, believing himself to far too tired and in need of a serious infusion of caffeine and powdered confectioneries.

He slipped into the break room, and was mildly relieved to find it uninhabited. He made his way over to the caf machine, and dumped out the accursed decaf abomination. He absently wondered if the decaf had been sitting on the burner for too long, and maybe it had contributed to his momentary lapse into hallucinations.  He held the carafe under the tap for a few moments, washing it out, cleansing it of the befouling presence. He slapped it back onto the machine and inserted a fresh canister of caf, making sure to select the correct variety.

He leaned back against the counter for a few moments, his eyes watching the door as if expecting someone or something to come around the corner at any moment. His heart leaped up to his throat as the caf machine dinged with the completion of his taste. He chuckled to himself, shaking his head, and extracted his mug from the machine. He moved over to the sugar and milk station, and picked up the sugar canister. It seemed very light. He lifted the lid, and peered inside.

The note read, “I used all the sugar too”
