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In a dark and soulless space on campus, Marionette Academy instructor Robin Feather lies in a medical bed, her arms and legs securely chained to a set of rails as she stares up at a partially visible white ceiling.

Tears stream down her face on account of how frankly helpless she feels, as in spite of the loss of her long departed partner, on top of her poor social skills Robin's never been good at handling the feeling of being left alone.

In something of a mixed blessing, she isn't forced to wait long as light is soon returned to the room when suddenly the door at the far right is opened and a doctor walks in.

A nurse and an orderly follow behind the doctor, carrying a machine that has a few wires and dials attached to it.

Robin immediately freezes at the mere sight of this, fear gripping her heart as she's worked long enough for S.T.R.I.N.G. to know what's coming next.

Standing by her bedside, the doctor speaks in a calm, yet authoritative voice...

..."Please remain still, Agent....Robin Feather. We are going to start the electro shock therapy now. You must remain still and subdue the urge to resist. Understand!?"...

And, of course, even after asking this question the doctor doesn't wait for an answer.

Instead the medical practitioner motions for the nurse and orderly to help him as they quickly secure the electrodes to Robin's temples.

Understanding that this is a necessary part of her job here, Robin hesitantly closes her eyes, feeling the conflicting terror rising within her.

With her vision masked, Robin hears the doctor turn on the machine and feels the first jolt of electricity course through her body.

She screams, of course. Why wouldn't she?

Crying in agony as the pain fills her mind and body. The doctor, in contrast, shows little to no emotion as he nods to continually administer the shocks, one after the other, all the while Lady Conniver and Iron Dame watch from a hidden room above that overlooks the therapy chamber.

There is no way Robin can see the two of them, naturally, as the window they are observing through is not only soundproofed it is also a two-way mirror.

In spite of Robin's lack of awareness they still continue to observe all the same.

It's not because they are deriving any kind of sick pleasure from it. No, they are merely curious to see the woman's health improve through their controversial means of therapy.

After all, it was only due to the fact that a S.E.A.S. agent managed to covertly infiltrate the school campus that Robin was subjected to the level of trauma that set her back to the regressive stage she's in now.

Robin at one point in the past was pretty much an emotional train wreck that wasn't in the right frame of mind to be trusted with anything too taxing in any regard.

The fact that she teaches a class these days is both remarkable and problematic now that the late Ozcar's meddling has scarred her yet again.

This time they have a frame of reference on how long it'll take to shock her back into a capable state, though. So they don't need to worry about class 1-C going without a teacher for a while.

That said, the respective expressions of both Lady Conniver and Iron Dame now would lead many to believe that this issue is far from the type of irregularity that one should sweep under the rug.

Sure, Iron Dame killed every problem child Ozcar's bullshit propaganda generated, but that was hardly the ideal solution, nor is it something they'd be celebrating if the mental virus spread any further.

In short, the two of them are both concerned to differing levels of severity, and since it's obvious that Iron Dame is more worried about this than Lady Conniver, it's only natural that she would ask the following question.

Dame: So...are we in trouble?

Lady Conniver: Broadly speaking? No.

Dame: But if we were to read between the lines?

Lady Conniver: Then I would say we might be in for a routine power struggle in the near future.

Dame: As in we'll be challenged?

Lady Conniver: Maybe not convincingly. But that doesn't mean those responsible couldn't do some damage if left unattended.

Dame: What are we going to do about it?

Lady Conniver: Nothing. That's what.

Dame: Nothing?

Lady Conniver: Nothing until they make their move, I mean. If they truly think they can make me abandon my plans? Then they'll need to give me a convincing reason to do so. I don't just bow to idle threats you know.

Dame: This is true. It wouldn't be beneficial to overreact. That much I understand. But still-...

Lady Conniver: It's bothering you that you weren't quick enough to stop them from getting to her, isn't it?

Dame: Robin wasn't even involved in that shitstorm. What was that asshole, Bark thinking?

Lady Conniver: After running a series of tests on the remains of what we found in the warehouse our young Uchida chased the man down to? We can safely say for definite that the individual involved in orchestrating all of this was not the real Bark 19.

Dame: Well who the fuck was he then?

Lady Conniver: From the blood work alone it's suggested that he was a S.E.A.S. agent.

Dame: And just what in the name of Christ are their people doing here?

Lady Conniver: Your guess is as good as mine on that.

Dame: Really?

Lady Conniver: OK, not really. I do have a collection of theories I can lead in on for now. But nothing concrete that I want to stake my name on also.

Dame: Do me a favour and tell me if you locate the bastard pulling the strings behind all of this. If at all possible I'd like a chance at shredding them in the same way that Bark imposter was in his brutal death.

Lady Conniver: That would indeed be a precision attack, but at the same time I know you'd be capable of it.

Dame: Speaking of that "precision attack", the only thing I saw from the reports was that there's claims of a vampire being responsible for causing a large amount of damage.

Lady Conniver: There is a lot of vampire DNA left on the body. But who was exactly responsible for the final death is a mystery.

Dame: Uchida's testimony?

Lady Conniver: He claims it was dark and the murder was difficult to identify.

Dame: Sounds suspicious...

Lady Conniver: I agree. But I like that he didn't try to specifically hide anything from me with such an explanation.

Dame: What part about bare-faced lying counts as "not hiding" something?

Lady Conniver: He could've gave no report at all, but instead made a point of getting Captain Acidos Blood to mark the exact coordinates of the warehouse down so we could deploy our forensic teams to comb the place ourselves. If he was truly trying to deceive me?...He'd likely have went a different way about handling it all.

Dame: Honestly, now that I think about it? I'd have probably handled the situation pretty much the exact same way in his shoes. For no other reason than I would prefer not to deal with all the paperwork that comes from reporting directly on the scene.

Lady Conniver: Denying accountability, yet still achieving glory through your results. That does sound like you. Maybe the boy is learning more from you than you realise?

Dame: I can only hope. It would suggest that the students are more keen to learn than I am to teach...Because I still don't really have too much of a passion for this job.

Lady Conniver: You dislike it?

Dame: No, it's better than doing nothing, I suppose. And it goes without saying my presence is still needed here if things like THIS can still happen to Robin.

Lady Conniver: It does go to show that even though this is the most secure place in the world by all logical definitions... we cannot let our guards down. If it were just the incident at the battle royal exam, or this fiasco with Bark 19 on their own? I'd be confident in writing the whole thing off as nothing more than a coincidence. But if 3 of our instructors can go rogue in such a short time for any reason then it proves that we might need to re-evaluate certain aspects of our security.

Dame: So how many teachers should I kill to that end?

Lady Conniver: ...

Dame: What?

Lady Conniver: Not what I meant. But it's nice to know I can seemingly count on you regardless of what ludicrous measures I propose.

Dame: Just say they name, and they're dead. You can count on me.

Lady Conniver: Yes, indeed. In the meantime while I contemplate more practical and beneficial solutions, I do believe I'll head to my office now to thank the boy for his efforts. Are you coming with?

Dame: Nah, I'll see Uchida any time, thanks to the stacked curriculum. I'm gonna stay here and make sure Robin becomes sane again with my own two eyes.

Lady Conniver: Alright then. See you later.

Dame: Looking forward to it.

Iron Dame waves at Lady Conniver without pulling her eyes away from the visually stimulating scene of Robin being cooked alive with electroshock therapy, and the S.T.R.I.N.G. superior takes that as a fine enough goodbye for now as she walks off on route to her own office within the campus.

Meanwhile, just outside of said office, Spiris is currently sitting on the floor, her back against the wall as she absent-mindedly plays with the same shiny 25-cent coin she found on the gym floor not long after enrolling in this school.

Spiris flips the coin back-and-forth between her fingers, watching in absolute awe as it catches the light from the surrounding wall lanterns in the process.

In truth, Spiris has actually been waiting here for what feels like hours, but has probably only been a few minutes.

She was told to wait here whilst Uchida was guided in by security personnel for a scheduled meeting with Lady Conniver.

Not only was Spiris told to wait here, but it was made abundantly clear that she has to wait until the whole meeting is finished.

Meaning...she is not to come crashing in through the doors because she misses him or suspects something impractical might be trying to kill him that doesn't likely exist.

At this stage one may think that Uchida knows Spiris all too well with such specific instructions, but that doesn't make the act of following those instructions any fun for Spiris herself.

There's only so much coin-tinkering that can be done as the minutes drag on, and on, and on...

For a girl who never once needed anything or anyone to occupy her time, she can't help but find herself growing more and more bored.

Spiris: I wonder if I should eat a candle?

Spiris asks herself this, knowing that it usually garners some kind of response in some fashion.

However, she instantly forgets about this rather questionable suggestion the moment she glances up at the door, hoping to catch a glimpse of someone inside as she presses her ear against the wooden barrier to listen in.

Spiris: ...?

Sadly, there is no sound heard.

Something which means a meeting might not even be happening, and they're just monopolising Uchida's time for no reason.

It's a crime punishable by death in Spiris' mind...but since she promised she would be on her best behaviour, Spiris just sighs and flipped the coin again, trying to think of something else to do to pass the time.

As Spiris sits here, a group of students walk past her, chatting and laughing.

They barely spare her a glance in passing, but she doesn't even register their existence, even when one of them points and audibly whispers.

..."What a fucking freak, am I right? Like...get a life..."...

If only they knew how easy it would be for her to end their supposedly full life, they perhaps wouldn't be so quick to poke the proverbial bear here.

But thankfully they get to continue living in their isolated bubble of narcissistic/innocent bliss while Spiris simply flips the coin again, watching it spin in the air.

For something that is no more complex than a flat disc-shaped piece of metal that feels so small and insignificant in her hand, it's still the most awesome thing she has to occupy her time.

It's all that can be done in between wondering what Uchida is doing in Lady Conniver's office, as thinking about him is actually her second most favourite thing to do outside of literally spending time with Uchida these days (some may call her one dimensional, but that's how it is).

It's ironic, really. Because out of everything she can do to pass these empty hours by, this is the one thing that seems to make things speed up.

So much so, in fact that as Spiris sits here, lost in thoughts of Uchida, sometimes naked, sometimes not. Lady Conniver arrives outside her office door, stopping only once to look down at Spiris as she asks.

Lady Conniver: Dear child, what is it you're doing exactly?

Spiris: Me? I am waiting for my superior to be finished speaking with Lady Conniver. The meeting seems to be taking a while, however. So I must remain patient and think of my memories of seeing him in the shower naked to pass the time.

Lady Conniver: You...do realise I am Lady Conniver, yes?

Spiris leans forward and squints her eyes a she looks at Lady Conniver for what feels like a solid 2 minutes before she pulls back and ultimately admits a degree of mutual understanding on this front.

Spiris: Yes, I see what you mean. You do seem to be Lady Conniver.

Lady Conniver: Yes. And you know what that means, don't you?

Spiris: That you have access to the surveillance footage for the boys' shower, so therefore can relate to my appreciation of Uchida's naked form?

Lady Conniver: Not exactly. I just meant that the meeting your partner is in right now has yet to actually start. You perhaps might be better off spending your time else where.

Spiris: With all due respect, I simply cannot do as you suggest.

Lady Conniver: What do you mean? It's going to get pretty boring for you if you don't.

Spiris: This much I can understand, yet it does nothing to deter me. Even if Uchida were to willingly spend the rest of his life attending to this meeting, I, as his loyal partner, would spend all of eternity waiting for him as instructed. Willingly allowing myself to starve to death once I
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