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On yet another cold winter day in the Arctic Square, as a light shines down on a trash can at the back of the HQ to illuminate an icy layer that has encrusted the top of the can's lid, a young field mouse ice skates majestically in tune to some music.

What kind of music may you ask?

Music that is as harmonious as three violins, one cello, and eight bars repeated 28 times, over and over.

As the mouse slides over a smooth ice surface on steel-bladed skates. He begins holding hands with a female mouse as they both start gliding along the ice as well as they can with a beautiful song in their hearts.

To put it bluntly, it is very romantic for the rodents in question. Dancing like star-crossed lovers sharing a fleeting moment of laughter in an otherwise chaotic world, but looking to one another with loving eyes seeing the other as the soul thing they can depend on...the thing that completes them.

This is the sight Bou is treated to in his early rise today, as he is just about to take the trash out when he sees the mice having this romantic pirouette that is fit for newly-weds, and it's almost so interesting to see that he simply doesn't want to disturb them.

Bou: I wonder where they got the ice skates from?

As Bou asks himself this understandable question, both mice are suddenly blasted off of the lid of the trash can when Larry the security guard fires his riot shotgun at the rodents.

With mice guts spraying across the back wall of the HQ, Larry snorts once angrily in their direction as he nods to Bou respectfully and says.

Larry: I hate rats. But don't you worry, I've got your back when it comes to those fuckers.

Larry then goes on to stroll away, whistling to himself happily, as if abstract rodent slaughter has done more than enough to make his day.

After exchanging "good mornings" and "good nights" with Love's-To-Chainsaw-Sculptures-Of-Dying-Lambs Gary the night shift security guard, Larry assumes his usual post by the main gates, leaving Bou to look on at the dead rodents in wonder (and a little disgust).

Bou is not left to wonder on this for long as he soon hears the sounds of a loud beep coming from one of the windows on the HQ, a familiar sound which tells him that the washing machine has just finished its cycle.

Planting the trash in the can quickly and then heading inside to go check on it, Bou looks as though he is about to empty it to get started on his next batch of washing...however...as he looks to the dryer at the opposite side of the HQ laundry room he can see that it is still a while off of finishing, which presents something of a conundrum as he thinks to himself...
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..."Back in my homeland, I would have just hung the washing outside. But here in the Arctic Square? Things are not so simple"...

––––––––
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This problem, of course, is entirely sourced from the native weather here.

It is possible to dry laundry on a washing line in cold weather, but... said cold temperatures flat-out make the process much slower to the point that there is no point in doing it at all.

Particularly in the Arctic.

It is literally snowing outside right now. So it is understandable why he would not want to risk putting the staff's clothing out there.

As Bou deliberates internally about how he should handle this situation, Dr Kakusei happens to pass by the laundry room door, moving slowly enough for Bou to call out to her and grab her attention.

Bou: Dr Kakusei!

Dr Kakusei stops upon hearing his voice, and hears him out the moment he arrives at the door to speak with her face-to-face.

Dr Kakusei: Yes, Bou dear? Whatever do you need?

Bou: I was just wondering about hanging laundry outside to dry. It was common practice where I came from, but given that there hasn't been a day without snowfall since I arrived here? I kind of feel like I would be giving myself more work by leaving everybody's clothing out to get soaked in what is comparative to slow rain.

Dr Kakusei: Yes, I see what you mean. That is quite the problem. It's not like we get much sun here, nor do we have flamethrowers for anything other than clearing out old bunkers that students use to house keg parties during spring break.

Bou: They actually use flamethrowers to burn college students alive?

Dr Kakusei: No no, don't be ridiculous. None of them ever survive.

Bou: Oh....OK?

Dr Kakusei: To ease your fears in respect to falling behind with the laundry, might I suggest you use the room I specifically designed for clothesline drying on the second floor.

Bou: Wait, are you seriously telling me you made a specific room just for that?

Dr Kakusei: Not as a passion project, if that is what you were thinking. It was strictly a union demand back in the days when I had actual staff to do these jobs. But they were far less grateful than you are, so I trust you will do well to appreciate it.

Bou: Which room is it, exactly?

Dr Kakusei: Room 7, up on the second floor. It is normally locked, but you should have the key on the set that I gave you back on the day when you first started.

Bou: Wow, so that's what that key was for? I kind of wish I had known about it sooner, honestly. I could have made things way more efficient for all of you.

Dr Kakusei: Well, let us not dwell on these things. And be glad the option is available to you.

Bou: I am grateful, but... it's still kind of shocking that you'd cave to a union on something as simple as providing a room specifically for drying clothes.

Dr Kakusei: Remembering it is on a completely different floor from the laundry room? I'd hardly say I got the short end of that stick. I'm not the one having to carry heavy baskets of laundry up and down flights of stairs.

Bou: Still, to ask one of the world's most renowned scientists to drop everything and manufacture something so basic in her free time...I can't help but feel like they may have been a little-...

Dr Kakusei: Over-entitled?

Bou: My phrasing probably wouldn't have been as heavy-handed, but I suppose that is one way of wording it.

Dr Kakusei: The only reason I welcomed the idea was because my fame and infamy spreads so far and wide. I'm a person with a global reputation. Laundry closets or vintage laundry rooms with retractable clotheslines are just a basic necessity for people who live on my level of social standing. However, the room itself is anything but basic.

Bou: What do you mean?

Dr Kakusei: It's equipped with underlying wall-to-wall heating systems to ensure that the room targets the clothing and dries it faster than the sun would in any favourably warmer climate... without making it an arduous task for the person responsible for unpinning the clothes to stand within the room. For them? The room itself just happens to be pleasantly warm.

Bou: That doesn't sound scientifically possible?

Dr Kakusei: Yes, but even as you say that, you know deep down you're not the one who's the scientist. So it would be a fruitless endeavour to question my inventions. You would be much better off just making use of them and being happy doing so.

Bou: Of course, I wouldn't have it any other way. I wasn't so much judging as much as I was claiming I don't understand. I think everything you make is truly impressive.

Dr Kakusei: Well, aren't you just being the sweetest thing again today? A shame those militant guerillas overseas can't think the same way about my low observable, air launched strategic nuclear missiles.

Bou: You make nuclear missiles?

Dr Kakusei: No, I make the BEST nuclear missiles. They just can't stop blowing themselves up with them. Stupid bastards that they are. But I digress, use the floor 2 seventh room as much as you desire, Bou. If anything has happened to cease functionality in there, do not hesitate to tell me.

Bou: OK, Dr Kakusei. You got it.

Dr Kakusei leaves Bou to his own devices here, heading back up to her own lab to make things the world didn't ask for but are still going to get anyway, whilst Bou returns to the much more interesting laundry.

By the time he gets to room 7 on the second floor, he is immediately hit with the warmth the interior has to offer from the fitted heating system that Dr Kakusei mentioned before.

Weirdly enough, the temperature is just as comfortable as she claimed it would be, something which Bou takes notice of right away as he sets the basket of freshly washed clothing down on the floor and says.

Bou: This is really refreshing in some ways, compared to the rest of the Arctic. Not that I hate the snow, but this is the first time the temperature has felt normal since I arrived.

After taking a deep breath and almost feeling a little faint, Bou is quick to lightly slap himself on the face to keep his focus as he says to himself.

Bou: Let's not get too comfortable. There's still a lot of work that needs to be done today, Bou.

This pep talk swiftly sends him into action as he moves across each washing line, and meticulously and carefully hangs up each article of clothing right up until he gets to Niko's underwear.

And he knows it's Niko, because she threw them at him the other day when they were having sex, which sends him into something of a brief yet uncomfortable flashback that turns him red-faced and ripe for the attack when a deeply hot and sweaty Tsukasa leaps out from behind one of the heaters gasping for air as she points at Bou and makes a feeble attempt at blowing a coach's whistle at him.

Bou just stares in great concern as she drips sweat all over the floor and barely gets half a sound out of the thing before she collapses on the floor and clutches it tightly in her hand, muttering.

Tsukasa: You were having lewd thoughts, weren't you...Report to the central office for sensitivity training...

Bou looks on at Tsukasa as she continually struggles to breathe, and he eventually tries his hand at exhibiting some level of concern.

Bou: First of all, I can't report for sensitivity training, because I am a slave, not an employee. Second of all, are you alright? You look as though you would have melted if you spent two more minutes hiding behind that radiator.

Tsukasa: (Coughs)... You must think you're pretty fucking smart, looking down at me the way you are right now... Well, you just keep it up, soldier! Come this time next week you'll be so reformed you'll never want to see another pair of women's panties ever again!...

Tsukasa's face instantly collides with the floor after she speaks these words, leaving Bou no other choice but to regretfully inform her of how much she must be misinterpreting his intentions here.

Bou: I don't need any sensitivity training for that. I'm already at the stage where doing everyone's laundry is just about all I can stomach in terms of looking at people's underwear. I think a few unstimulating weeks of seeing nothing but clothed people will do me the world of good.

Tsukasa: So now you're being a sexist who is telling women how to dress?!...

Bou: No, I'm a slave. I don't have the power to tell anyone to do anything. I can make suggestions, sure. But no one needs to listen to me.

Tsukasa
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