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Chapter 1




The Funniest of Days.
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When people think spring in Ecru Valley, they're immediately reminded that it's when life begins anew. Making it the perfect time to start new things.

They say kids especially get excited and are full of expectations when the new school year approaches, which is why, like many places, Ecru Valley starts the first term in April.

But of course we all know things in life can't always follow protocol, now matter how much spirituality and symbolism there is put behind it.

Which is why, on this cold, harsh snow-masked day, many residents of Ecru Valley are gathered in the most of fun of all places, the local cathedral, under the eyes of God to pay their respect to the recently deceased Don Rise of the Rise Family Consortium, in other words, the former head of a large crime family within the local area.

Why is the death of a local mob boss a fun place to be for those who cared about him, and depended on his guidance in the family business you ask? The short answer is, it's not, not for anyone who actually came here to pay their respects that is.

Who this is fun for, is a veiled high-school girl who is slowly making her way down the centre aisle, long after the service has ended, with her sights locked on the girl seated on one of the pews at the front row, the seemingly mourning daughter of Don Rise, known as Noire.

This cloaked girl sits down on the row behind Noire, just in time to catch the tail end of the conversation she is having with her late father's attorney, Lincoln Fargo. Absorbing every word like a manipulative sponge desperate for information to use as her proverbial artillery.

Lincoln: ...So you'll have some big shoes to fill, but...you don't need to worry about it right away, of course.

Noire: Because he wanted me to finish my education first?

Lincoln: He did pay big to put you in the school system here.

Noire: A fancy school doesn't change my average grades, I'll be nothing more than a burden on the family if any of them really expect anything out of me.

Lincoln: Well, out of everyone Mr Rise hated in terms of blood relatives, you ranked the lowest, so I'm making it my business to ensure you finish your education and inherit the family power seat.

Noire: Don't you think my father's enemies will smoke me before I have a chance to even attend my first day at this new school he's thrown me into in his will?

Lincoln: They can try, but I've taken the measures assigned to me in the very same will to make sure you'll be protected. And as for the family business itself? His mistress Lady Qiao will be overseeing all operational matters, running all final decisions past me in terms of finances... until you say otherwise.

Noire: Is there a reason I should be comforted by the assistance of this one "Lady" over his endless line of other whores he's jumped in and out of bed with like some kind of erotic game of musical statues?

Lincoln: (Sighs)...The fact that he was with this one for longer, and that she's already been doing a number of the finances for the Rise Family? I think it's safe to say she's a bit more invested than some gold-digging hooker.

Noire: Point made, since she's not dancing on his casket in line with what one would also expect from a sexually promiscuous prospector who struck oil, I guess I can leave her playing with the larger accounts. Since I'm more than fine with what I was left in terms of personal funds.

Lincoln: Just because he left you a separate trust fund doesn't mean you can take it and run away from this...I've got people watching you ya know.

Noire: Any reason you're openly admitting that like some kind of stalking plad-clad creeper?

Lincoln: It's just so you don't get jumpy and end up killing your own people.

Noire: Come on...it's a religious school I'm going to for Christ's sake, all girls to boot. What could possibly happen to me there?

Lincoln: Do not tempt fate like that! It's hard enough for me to sleep as it is without having to handle the legal proceedings for your murder investigation trial. I'm already seeing the "made to look like an accident" debates getting overruled more times than your emblematic botched baseball results.

Noire: I don't follow sports, so you'll have to spell it out a little differently for me, Slick Linc.

Lincoln: I've seen to it that you won't be staying in the dorms. For your own protection, I hate to sound like I'm being paranoid, but I don't want you socialising with too many of the students here, any one of them could try to blackmail, hurt, or even kill you in a moments notice. They're all teenagers sure, but they also have families of their own, associates that could be rivals of your late father.

Noire: OK, OK, I get it, keep interactions to a minimum, I'm not here to make friends, yadda yadda yadda...Don't worry, I'm a simple girl in needs, I don't depend on the company of others, so I don't need their validation to make me feel fulfilled. An apartment, something to play my music, and something to fill my time is all I need. I'll take school for the latter of those three because it'll cut down on people pressuring me.

Lincoln: Alright, so long as you understand how precarious your current position is. Now I've got a few more people I need to speak with regards to who "is" and "is not" getting a cut of the dearly departed's funding...so...I'm likely gonna be surrounded by some scene makers. But if you need help or advice with anything, I'm just a phone call away.

Noire: Thanks for the offer, we'll just see how desperate I get living a life of avoiding both, social interactions, and bullets before I finally get desperate and start dialling.

Lincoln: Well at least you can see the funny side in all of this...(Sighs)...Just take care Noire, I'll see you when I see you.

Standing up here, the lawyer Lincoln departs, leaving Noire to lean back and look at the ceiling of the cathedral as she jokingly says to herself.

Noire: Murderers blackmailing high schoolers, huh? It's hard to think of a modus operandi that would kick start that kind of nightmare.

Hearing her cue getting called, the cloaked girl behind Noire leans forward and holds an unnecessary electrolarynx medical device to her throat to mask her voice as she locks her hand on Noire's shoulder and whispers to her.

???: Hello there my dear class mate, I simply cannot wait to see you on your first day.

Looking ready to sit up right and away and face this overly forward girl head on, Noire is pulled back down by a strength greater than her own and held in place as the girl's artificially altered voice turns into a more sadistic tone and adds.

???: See you in pieces!!!

Noire tries, but she cannot move, somehow from this grip on her shoulder alone, this well trained individual has a lock on all the nerves on her body, temporarily paralysing her in a position that looks to everyone in passing as though she is merely comforting her.

It's undeniably terrifying, as this girl seems to have every intent of killing Noire here and now, the only thing stopping her is the amount of armed mob stereotypes with forearm tattoos marking every entrance and exit, whom are loyal to the Rise family, and would sooner castrate themselves before allowing the family's future leader to die in vain.

Which is why this cloaked girl is merely here to state her intentions in this subjectively subtle manner. Noire WILL die by her hand. Just not on a day that could be considered inopportune, and preferably in a location where the subsequent escape would be seamless.

With her message delivered, the girl takes her leave, not before neutralising Noire for the time being, by stunning her with an electrical taser that makes her body fall limp off of the pew, and on to the hard wood floors of God's house.

This leaves all who are actually concerned with the Noire's safety to run over and check on her, which is only 50% of the supposed mourners who are here for more than just a cash payout from the will.

With these selfish parties remaining where they are, and turning their noses up at Noire's current fall, no one even bats an eye as the cloaked girl leaves, as she is just lumped in amongst the selfish grievers who fail to see it as ..."their problem"...

As the families long time doctor looks over Noire's stunned body, Lincoln notices a card literally stuck to Noires shoulder with a thumb tack, pulling it out and reading it over, he can see the short but to the point message written on the card...

..."You've been Jackfished"...

It's not a clear message, but tragically, it tells Lincoln, and the Rise family the truth of the matter. Ecru Valley's most famous assassin has been hired to take down Noire Rise, and what's most disturbing about the involvement of the dreaded Jackfish is that no one has ever seen their face before, as they only kill when the time is right, and they never make any mistakes.

––––––––
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Meaning Noire's fate is sealed, she will die at the hands of the Jackfish, but only when the time is right.
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Chapter 2




Not as Normal as You Think.
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After receiving the all clear from the troubling incident at her father's funeral two days before, Noire Rise was merely pressed to answer a few questions and was subsequently let go to continue preparing for her first day at Saint Laquet's Academy. Allowing the police, and to a lesser extent the Rise family themselves, to investigate the ongoing Jackfish case.

With her attention left undivided on her studies, Noire now sits in the back of limo owned by Lady Qiao (the current interim operator for the Rise family), whilst her secretary Miss Habesha sits on the seat opposite them, taking seemingly arbitrary notes on what they're saying as they speak, with Lady Qiao opening in something of a rather frivolous offer.

Lady Qiao: So, what times will you need a driver to take you to and from school exactly?

Noire: Actually...I was thinking about walking...I mean the distance to and from the school isn't that bad, and the fresh air would probably do me some good, since I'm going to be spending most of my days either in class, or in an apartment.

Lady Qiao: Do you not remember nearly being killed two days ago!?

Noire: It's kinda hard to forget when I'm still getting nervous twitches from the shock, and have a pin sized cut on my shoulder. I just want to walk to and from school like a normal fucking kid, is that too much to ask?

Lady Qiao: I see...so you're suicidal now I take it?

Noire: Can you at least try to pretend to listen when I'm talking? I mean get real, it's not like some stupid as fish-faced killer is going to stumble out in the middle of broad day light, during business hours, just to put a hatchet in my back and slink off into the sunset to collect their fucking pay check.

Lady Qiao: I know you're talking, but all I'm hearing right now is ..."shoot me, shoot me, shoot me"...This killer is not to be taken lightly, does not stoop to using hatchets as trade tools, and most certainly is not fish-faced!

Noire: I hate to split hairs with the chick who likely did the same in my father's nether regions, but how the hell would you know what this girl looks like? She's never been identified by anyone before?

Lady Qiao: It's an assumption made by the profilers working on the case. They assume part of the "perfect timing" that comes with the killing is built upon an already existing foundation of trust.

Noire: Meaning she gets to know them first, and then she kills them when their guard is down?

Lady Qiao: Precisely, we never even knew this killer was a girl until they slipped up and admitted that fact to you the other day.

Noire: What's all this "we" business anyway, you make it sound like you've been involved in this for a while?

Lady Qiao: Perhaps I have, there was suspicions that the same killer was involved in your father's death. If she's been put to work on all the major players of the Rise family, then it's in our interests to find out who she is, and force feed what we find to the local law enforcement.

Noire: I hate to sound like my father when I say this, but wouldn't a more appropriate means of dealing with this bitch be slapping a concrete foot spa around her heels and tossing her into the Ecru Valley river?

Lady Qiao: It's unbecoming of a lady to speak of murder so openly.

Noire: Well maybe I had the last of my manners shocked out of me before I did some hardcore nuzzling with the church hardwood floors. With the recent attempt on my life? You can forgive me if I'm seeing things in the world to be a little gloomier than they are, and perhaps find my no-good corpse of a parental figure's extreme methods to be sounding a little more applicable to my current life problems.

Lady Qiao: Your father was a good man, Noire. He didn't use violence to escape his problems.

Noire: We're talking about the same guy who killed his way out of 143 parking tickets and 7 failed marriages, because, and I quote..."alimony is a fucking drag"...as it was spoken to me on my fourth birthday when one of the other kids asked why my "mommy" wasn't there.

Lady Qiao: OK..so he liked to kill a lot of people, is that such a crime?

Noire: Eh, let me think about that for a second...Yeah, it is you hypocritical harlot!

Lady Qiao: (Sighs)...If I didn't love the very same man you're currently lambasting right now, I do believe your face would be red raw with welts after how many slaps your words would have earned you alone.

Noire: Why are you so interested in me all of a sudden, over the last three days I've seen you more clothed, and frequently than I ever have done beyond the days my old man was bringing you home for those extended weekend breaks he was occasionally taking.

Lady Qiao: Aside from making sure the things he cared about are still prospering beyond his death? I can't really say much, since it's all business as usual really. I'd have been sent to deliver you to this apartment personally regardless of whether he was alive or dead at this stage.

Noire: Well if "a job's a job" is the only thing you have for me in terms of an answer, then I won't lay into you too heavily, but I'm still not taking a freaking car like some stereotyped rich kid. I'm not judging them, but if I've got to keep a low profile, flaunting my families wealth isn't going to make that easy, and you know it.

Lady Qiao: Oh fine, Lincoln already warned me that you'd be against the idea, and as much as I enjoy being right, I allowed him to come up with his own plans. Given that you've always gotten on better with him than any other member of the families staff, I'll assume you'll be fine with whatever option he devises?

Noire: We'll cross that bridge when we come to it.

Lady Qiao: Indeed we will...

It as this moment where the secretary Miss Habesha speaks up to the both of them with an announcement from the cars GPS system.

Miss Habesha: Lady Qiao, we are nearly at our destination, I assume that all of Miss Rise's personal belongings will likely already be inside the apartment.

Lady Qiao: Good. Then once she's settled in we can get back to work. I assume you'll be more than well equipped to attend school under your own power tomorrow?

Noire: Don't worry about me, I'm sure I can handle the basic task of walking in a straight line.

A slight exaggeration of course, as the following morning, after getting ready and heading out the door in a good enough time, Noire Rise finds herself standing in the middle of the streets looking in every direction of the snow covered streets of Ecru Valley, and she is eventually forced to scratch her head and then flop her hands down at her waist as she says to herself.

Noire: Oh great...I'm lost.

The route itself, seemingly a little more complex for first time visitors, as the only rule of finding your way in this city is...

..."Head for the pier, and follow the street signs"...

Which is sound advice for people who can read the street signs and understand where they lead, but for someone unfamiliar with even the address of their current school, this could be classed as a top tier conundrum for certain.

Though things seem bleak at first, Noire is offered something of a golden opportunity as she hears the screams of a troubled fellow high-schooler across the street, a sixteen-year-old girl who is being held up just outside of a bakery by two young thugs with steel pipes who clearly recognise the girl's uniform, and know she's wealthy enough to be worth robbing.

Noire herself realising that this is a perfect opportunity to resolve her own problems, takes this situation in her stride, and saunters across the road to the thugs, pulls out a unique type of rosary beads that are a symbol of the Rise Family Consortium, awarded to each member for offering stern and unquestionably brutal protection of church parishioners and property, and she shouts at them.

Noire: Hey assholes, beat it! Unless you want a Rise suit to come out of nowhere and cap your fucking knees!!!

Upon looking at the rare gem stones that the rosary is made out of, they have the sudden realisation, leading tears to build in one man's eyes whilst the other is literally sick on the pavement in fear, before they both toss their pipes in the air and run off, arms flailing, in fear of what is likely going to come and hunt them down for hurting a pure-hearted religious school girl (most probably still presuming Noire's father is still alive and at large).

After the pipes finally hit back off of the ground, and the echoing sound of the steel banging off the concrete rings out for a few moments through the awkward silence, the petrified young girl sets the box she is holding down on the wall and instantly hugs Noire as she explodes in an emphatic mess of admiration for her heroism.

???: OMG! You are so brave! I can't believe those guys ran away from you like that! You must be like the the toughest girl I know!

Having had more affection that she can muster at this stage, Noire gently shoves the girl back and tries to get her to calm down as she explains.

Noire: It's not really me they're afraid of, more like the consequences of breaking something their soon-to-be ruptured testicles can't afford to pay for. It's the benefit of this.

Flashing the rosary one more time, the girl looks it up and down and asks.

???: Are they afraid of the cross? OH NO! That must mean they're vampires!

Getting dealt a swift but fair flick to the forehead from Noire here, she ends up asking a question of her own that (shockingly) the girl has no qualms with answering, as she still seems happy enough with Noire for being saved alone to accept the punishment.

Noire: Do you have any idea who I am?

???: You must be like one of those super hero guys on TV, and they're always called something man. And since you're holding a cross, you must be Cross Man!

Noire: (Mutters) Your stupidity terrifies me.

???: What was that?

Noire: Nothing, let's just get straight to the point of what you owe me.

???: Right! Wait, what?...

Noire: Relax, I'm not running a extortion racket...at least not yet anyway. I'm just needing a little help. So first of all, please tell me you have a name, and you're not some escaped lab subject from an institution studying the long term effects of glue sniffing?

Aihara: No, I have a name, it's Aihara. Aihara Citrus.

Noire: OK, Aihara. My name's Noire, and I'm in something of a bind here, you see I need to get to school on time, since it's my first day and all, but...I'm kind of lost. And I don't want to call any of my family's associates for guidance because then I'll look like a walking toolbox.

Aihara: Oh, and we're going to the same place?

Noire: Well we are wearing the same uniform.

Aihara: So we are, wow! You're pretty observant. I'd have never guess something like that in a million years.

Noire: No offence, but that clearly makes you sound about as curious as dust riddled biscuit tin.

Aihara: Is that bad?

Noire: No, it's actually beneficial, it means I know you won't turn a knife on me when my back is turned, so socialising with you should be fine.

Aihara: I wouldn't be allowed to hold a sharp knife, I'm still only allowed the round edged scissors in classes because I always cut my fingers open.

Noire: All the more reason you're alright to talk to in my books, if you're only dangerous to yourself, you can lead on...and maybe keep an eye out for moving cars.

Aihara: You got it! Let's go!!!

The simple, yet pleasantly excitable young girl attempts to run off on this note, but is immediately raked back as Noire grabs a lock on her collar and holds her still as she points back to the waist high wall outside of the bakery and says.

Noire: Hey brain donor, you forgot your pastry.

Aihara: Oh yeah! Thanks, you're the best.

Noire: If you say so, everyone else thinks I'm average, so hanging with you probably is the closest thing I'll get to cracking the art of seeking one's higher purpose. So let's move before more thugs see you buying cake and think you're loaded to the rafters with sultan-esque gold deposits.

Practically shoving Aihara until she moves at this stage, Noire walks reluctantly, willing to drag her heels through the day and nothing more, whilst Aihara gleefully strolls alongside her, ironically just pleased that someone has bothered to take the time to speak with her, as some people find it a challenge to say the least, and usually avoid her as a result.

Which technically makes this her lucky day, because Noire is naturally person who, despite not being interested in other human beings, always finds herself asking questions she'll regret, and in respect to her life long habit, she eventually gives into her curiosity as she looks at the box Aihara is holding, whilst she lights a cigarette for herself. And after taking one draw of the cigarette Noire asks.

Noire: So what's with the cake, is it somebodies birthday or something?

Aihara: Oh this?...Eh...No, not exactly.

Noire: (Sighs)...Did you buy a whole cake just for yourself?

Aihara: No, don't be silly, that'd be ridiculous, it's a whole box of muffins that I bought for myself.

Noire: That's...not exactly much better. What the hell is your reasoning, did you skip eating for five days, and now find yourself lacking in sugar so badly that you need to over compensate with a dietitians worst nightmare?

Aihara: Nope, I always eat muffins every day.

Noire: Why, are you planning on hibernating during the winter or something?

Aihara: No...it's because they remind me of my mother.

Noire: I didn't just step on some kind of conversational land mine about a dead parent, did I?

Aihara: Oh no, she died years ago, but she was always full of sound advice. But the one that rang truest of all, was when she said to me, "Life is like a box of muffins, it's full of additives that'll kill you when you're young". Ever since she told me that, I just couldn't get enough of the things.

Noire: Did you...miss the point of that poorly worded saying, or...?

Aihara: I don't know, it just made me feel so daring, that by eating the world's most dangerous food, I was living on the fast lane, you can't beat the adrenaline rush.

Noire: Yeah, right, because eating that many pastries will give you a heart attack from "shock"... not anything else.

Aihara: I can let you try one if you want?

Noire: No thanks, I'll stick to my own vices thank you. But I still don't get this, you're skinny as all hell, and have a perfect figure, how do you pull that off with such a fucking piss poor diet?

Aihara: It's probably just my natural ostracism, my mother had a good ostracism too, so she was always really skinny.

Noire: You mean metabolism?

Aihara: Yeah! That's totally what I meant, I always get hose two mixed up. But wait, what does ostrabolic steroids mean then?

Noire: If you don't know,then  there's probably a good reason for that.

Aihara: I put it down on my last chemistry exam as an answer, they said it was right though.

Noire actually getting mildly curious at this has to ask.

Noire: What was the question?

Aihara: What includes natural androgens like testosterone as well as synthetic androgens?

Noire: Sounds like a pretty broad question to me, are you sure you're remembering it right?

Aihara: Maybe, it's hard because I was really distracted. It was a make up test I was called back to do on my own, and the weird stipulation was that the teacher...he said I had to wear a leather bikini while I was doing it. It's apparently school policy.

Noire: Oh...now I get it, you could've wrote shit about cows jumping over moons and that slime ball pervert would've given you a passing mark. Thanks for the heads up on the lecherous members of the chemistry department, I'll be sure to remind them that they'll be eating through a tube if they ever try to make me wear a leather anything.

Aihara: I dunno, it sounds hard though...

Noire: What does?

Aihara: Eating through a tube, I tried eating ice cream through a straw once and that was hard enough, I can't imagine having to do it with something harder, like steak, chicken, or bricks...

Noire: Why would you eat bricks?

Aihara: I dunno, our English teacher is always saying “you can't make bricks without straw”...I figured he was taking about a brick restaurant dish, and that it should be eaten with the proper utensils accepted by the meal's creator when...

Noire: Stop! Just stop right there, I've had my fill for now, we're going to make the rest of our way to school in silence, just for the betterment of my ongoing sanity. If you don't mind..

Aihara: Sure, you got it! Silent I can be! I'll be more quiet than a shrew with slippers on, I'll be all hush-hush, like a mostly depleted fire extinguisher. When the word quiet was invented, people on the southern hemisphere's board of kite makers weren't ready for...!!!

And despite wanting quiet, all Noire really gets from here on out, is Aihara impressively coming up with 368 different things she'll be as quiet as, without ever getting the chance to measure up to any of them, as they arrive before she can get to number 369.

Once inside the school grounds of Saint Laquet's glorious academy grounds, Noire is sent instantly up to the faculty room, where a young woman with yellow glowing eyes (known as Gabriel Savannah) sits at one of the desks claiming to be her home-room teacher, who does most of the talking whilst Noire simply stares at her eyes, wondering "what's the deal with those?", but not getting the chance to ask as this woman appears to be all business. Speaking in an upbeat manner, but also trying to get things squared away before classes begin.

Sensei Gabriel: So Noire Rise was it? It's a pleasure to meet you, from here on out I'll be your home-room teacher, if you have any problems or issues about learning the ropes in this strict academy then do not hesitate to discuss them with me, OK?

Standing after she speaks these words, the second issue that clotheslines Noire here is the fact that her teacher is short...like really short. It's not something she would normally judge a person for, since she's not tall herself, but she could almost swear this woman was a middle schooler or younger from her appearance alone, leaving her to get slightly hesitant about the legitimacy of her position here.

Noire: Are you....sure you're a teacher here?

Sensei Gabriel: Well they don't give me pay cheques every month laughs, that's for sure. They may get cute with the dates of payment sometimes, but I can assure you that's just their bonehead accountants messing up, I REALLY work here.

Noire: Are you positive though?

Sensei Gabriel: YES DAMMIT! Why does everyone ask me that when they transfer, or start working here? Do I really look that unprofessional?

Taking longer to process this question than a modern AI running on a 1970's boulder-ware computer, Noire eventually decides to kill two birds with one stone and takes this plea for reassurance to satisfy her own vain spirit of inquiry.

Noire: Oh no, it's nothing to do with that, you just looks so young is all.

Sensei Gabriel: Young?

Noire: Yeah, you've got those mysteriously glowing eyes that are kind of difficult to read. It makes you an enigma in a good way I assume. I'm actually wondering how you got them to do that?

Sensei Gabriel: Oh, it was a cosmetic procedure.

Noire: Say what?

Sensei Gabriel: Yeah, I got my eye balls replaced with cybernetic ones because my boyfriend at the time said my eyes were hideous.

Noire: I'd
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