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The King's Message.





[image: ]


In the early morning of yet another day in autumn, church bells ringing in from the distant cathedral can be heard across the rooftops of the city know as Cameo Orchards.

For some this is their wake up call, a prime example of the fact that...

..."If God is at work, then you should be too."...

This is not a scientific fact of course, just words that are often cited from the overly religious men and women who dwell within Cameo Orchards, who like to use their weekly visits to the house of God as their exemption from punishment after spreading ill words of their fellow man under the guise of gossip.

Something that one young student of Cameo Orchards High School, named Arles Rose knows all too well. He's more than adjusted himself to the nonsense of the community that surrounds him in his current place of residence, and has found his way of coping.

Already awake before anyone of note within the city, young Arles always lies in bed alone in his late Grandfather's apartment, constantly hoping upon hope, that he'll have that long awaited message on his phone, or perhaps a letter through the mail, from his often disinterested mother.

One could wonder why, if indeed said mother was "disinterested", would Arles be expecting a message from her? Well that's simple, she did at least say she'd do that much when the time for autumn break drew close enough.

With said seasonal vacation drawing ever closer, namely being two and a half weeks away, Arles is fully expecting a simple “hello”, minimum, from his preoccupied mother, who has currently been on her honeymoon with her new husband for 4 and a half months...needless to say, rumours are starting to spread about whether this young man will ever see her again.

With the morning sun shining through the window on his left side as he continues to lie in his bed, he repeats his daily routine to the letter, of getting up extra early to fit in enough time to stare at the ceiling for roughly 4 hours, wondering what he's doing (and going to do) with his life.

After taking the time to do this, he reaches underneath his pillow to check his phone, which astoundingly has "1 new message" from his mother. Though it's not exactly what he wanted to see coming his way, as it is merely a message telling him that...

..."The snow storms in Las Vegas are going to continue for another 5 months, so there'll be no outbound flights, don't wait up for me to come back"...

Of course, this is bullshit. But one could say the fact that she tried to lie was at least decent of her. But in truth, she didn't try very hard, since Arles is smart enough to know that even though it can technically snow in Las Vegas...it's not exactly like a 9 month wave would keep civilians from leaving without the news covering it. So in his short temper, Arles screams out in anger...

Arles: Lying whore!!!

..Proceeding then to toss his phone against the wall, breaking it into a million pieces on the floor, whilst locking his hands around his face in frustration as he says to himself.

Arles: I may as well fake it for one more day...

Standing to his feet seconds after saying this, Arles drags his heels through morning preparations for another day of school. A chore he wrongfully assumes he can take care of in peace, as he hears sounds of a young man screaming outside his apartment window.

Shockingly not alarmed by this, Arles heads to the window fully deducing what the situation will be from a series of logical assumptions, since consistency is rife when it comes to the bitterly irrelevant antics of the Cameo Orchards residents, who will always strike those closest to Arles while he is unaware (or at the very least, when they assume he is oblivious to their behaviour).

The reason for this is simple, Arles and his tight-knit group of friends have what one could describe as a "questionable reputation", one that would leave the masses overjoyed if they as a group were relentlessly stamped out in a barbaric manner so they'd never be heard of again.

What better way to achieve that goal than by picking on the weakest of the four young men, one of Arles best friends, Gail Lynx. An objectively kind-hearted young man at face value, who is really only tied to the negative air due to the fact that he's always present when Arles makes a scene himself, and thus is not a fighter in the traditional sense of the word.

So naturally, in Gail's morning stroll to Arles' apartment building, he has been jumped in the back alley, and is currently on the ground getting kicked senseless by what at first glance appears to be 13 fellow male students from their high school.

Upon watching the beat down for only a few seconds, Arles rolls his eyes and opens the window to ensure he'll be heard, as he lets out and audible sound of warning to all 13 men below.

Arles: AHEM!!!

Arles, to his credit, isn't the toughest looking of men, in fact, when he first arrived in this city after getting dropped off here by his mother, most people lazily nicknamed him "Pretty Boy" in his first 37 seconds within his school...until he bust open the skull of the man who first uttered the words to get his point across.

With this in mind, he has since made examples out of countless men, both students and members of the general public alike for testing him in a similar manner, which had his nickname quickly changed to "Pretty Demon", a title he welcomes more, because it is often spoken in spite.

After getting one look at the Pretty Demon standing by the window, glaring down at all 13 of them, there is an awkward silence that isn't broken until Arles demands an explanation in an outspoken manner.

Arles: Listen here you shower of randy bastards! This man is my friend, as in a friend of MINE!!! And when something belongs to me, I do not revel in the idea of what it's market value will be once it gets trounced under the mucky heels of animals! So with my current frustration in mind, am I going to get an apology, or am I going to have to come down there and manually retrieve payback for the damages you have caused from your butchered torsos!?

There is another protracted silence, as the thirteen young men don't know what to make out of this forthright speech, and in the time they waste maintaining their silence, one of Arles more friendlier neighbours leaves his trash out the back of the building across from their confrontation and deals them all a polite...

Neighbour: Morning all...

Before heading back inside, seemingly not hearing the remarks about the unruly shower's “mucky shoes” to realise this situation is personal.

But despite the fact that Arles considers this to be personal, the violent mob aren't shy of taking their own actions lightly, as they simply abuse the neighbour's brief distraction as a chance to run, knowing fine, from word of mouth alone, Arles isn't the same kind of pushover that his friend Gail is (if you could call being a pushover, taking a beating from 13 guys for over 5 minutes and still remaining conscious).

Once the group disperses, almost as quickly as it formed, Gail stands with a saddened expression as he tries to dust his school uniform off from all of the boot marks left behind from his attackers, a task which isn't exactly easy as they literally walked all over the poor young man's back. Just as he looks ready to call it quits for the day he hears a familiar voice speaking out to him.

???: Fuck the uniform, it's gonna get dirty whether people beat you or not, why not take pride in your folly.

Gail looking straight to the source of the voice, he can see the third man of their reviled group of friends, Mitsuya Wise, leaning against the nearby street light, whilst stroking the head of a passing cat that is walking along the fence to his left.

Gail: Mitsuya?

Mitsuya: Come on, dry your eyes at once, Arles will be with us shortly no doubt.

Gail: What about Re-...?

Seemingly ready to ask about their fourth and final member, Arles drops down from rear fire escape of his apartment building, fully dressed with messenger bag in hand, as he waves to them both and then points forward, essentially stating that their fourth man will catch up on his own time.

Arles: Come on, let's do this before someone else tries to cash in on whatever price is on your head as of late.

Gail: Are we really leaving without him?

Arles sarcastically drags his heel as he theatrically spins and looks up at the window of his apartment once more, resting his hands on his hips as Mitsuya moves to stand by his side with a mock inquisitive pose to wait on the same thing happening like clockwork to the elusive fourth man.

After hearing a scream, some fumbling, banging, a cat screeching, and finally something expensive shattering, their fourth man, Red Kappei, pops his head out of the window and calls out to his friends in a plea for them to halt.

Red: Guys! Like, guys! I'm totally serious, I'll be down there in like....two, maybe, seven seconds, just you wait, this is gonna be a lightning fast change.

Mitsuya: It'll need to be with how much time you're wasting babbling to us right now.

Red: I'm not wasting time! I happened to have a really late night last night doing homework!

Mitsuya: And watching that late night movie?

Red: It was a fucking horror movie, and I dare you to sleep after watching something so damn terrifying!

Arles: It was a film about a talking car and a CGI detective monkey, and it was a children's movie, the only thing scary about it was the fact that it was a conceptual nightmare of a plot...

Red: You watched it too!

Arles: After I did my homework...

Gail: So...eh..for clarification, is Red still staying in your guest bedroom, Arles?

Arles: Just until they clear the asbestos out of the resident dorm buildings. There was talk of him going back to his mother's for the upcoming autumn break, but she's a no-good hooker/drug addict/on-the-lam organ harvester.

Mitsuya: Now, now, it's not fair to judge someone who is putting themselves into the sex industry so casually, Arles. She could desperately need the money for all we know.

Arles: If you looked at her social media, you'd say she does it recreationally, as evident when she performs her live streams. And as for her financial situation, she makes 50 grand per organ.

Gail: Christ! Is demand really that high?

Arles: Maybe, or maybe in her sex addicted status she just prefers to literally haggle the pants off of people who are in the market for human body parts.

Mitsuya: There's plenty of worse ways to make money I suppose...

Just as Mitsuya utters these words, the impressively quick preparations that were forecasted by Red have finally come to pass, as the young man now drops down from he fire escape to land by Mitsuya's side and jokingly jabs him in the shoulder as he finds fault with his wording.

Red: And what would you know about haggling the pants off of anybody? I've never even seen you talk to any of the girls at school?

Mitsuya: I talk to plenty of them, you're just blind....or rather, your perception of what "talking" to a girl is, could be considered that of a deviants.

Red: Why else would you talk to a woman, if not for romantic conquest I ask?

Mitsuya: To
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