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Chapter 1




The Witnesses.
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In the most northern section of a European island that no one has ever heard of, there is an urban metropolis that exists behind the fog that is unknown to many as Hexagram city.

Hexagram City itself being a controversial name, as people wanted to call it "Sexagram City" but the more uncultured demographics complained and said it'd be rude. We say they're uncultured because a sexagram is a six-pointed geometric star figure...and has nothing to do with sex, tragically.

But keeping that irrelevant fact in mind, within this city, there is a singular high school where all residents who are within the age range must attend. It is a huge school, and therefore can accommodate the bountiful amounts of human life that floods through its doors each and every year.

Accommodating, and giving a crap about who the students are and what they're doing are two completely different things however, and as a result of this conundrum Hexagram City High School is one of the very few academic intuitions that can proudly boast that they have an Escorts Club.

For those of you who need an example of what an Escort is, most people say it's a prostitute....and they'd be wrong. Since you're not paying an escort to have sex with you, you're merely paying for their time.

Now some may also say that there are escorts who'll include sex in their package, but in a high school club of a prestigious nature? Things must be kept above the board.

Meaning no pelvic pulses and oral shenanigans, just good old fashioned “fake dating” to impress peers and suspicious parents who are desperate for grandchildren and are likely going to be more alarmed that people are dating high-schoolers.....

...This makes the club something of a moral grey area, and if the school's management was actually aware of it (or cared) they'd probably shut it down.

But given that it makes money on occasion, they don't really mind the additional revenue, and therefore don't even bother to ask where it is coming from. They just let the teacher who is supervising the club bring them their cut of the cheques, meaning it can continue to operate blindly.

All the while, the female students involved in the club, two not-so-bright sparks known as Onyx and Bianca, continue to literally think they're pretty hardcore all things considered. I mean let's be real, they have their own club room, they're working a risky occupation, and they sometimes get to skip classes if they have a high profile client.

It's not only viciously disgusting that they're being exploited on so many levels, it's also kind of exciting in their humble opinion. So whenever they're told to do a job, they welcome it with open arms.

A healthy work ethic that never steered them wrong...until last night, where something very much did go wrong on one of their jobs, which has both girls walking down the corridors of the school's main building right now, following the lead of the disciplinary committee chairman Renee, and a group of sixteen hall monitors.

The location that they're currently heading toward is one of the school's biology labs, where the staff is waiting for their confirmation on the identity of a murder victim.

This alone does indeed sound rather serious, and the further they walk, the more ominous their echoing footsteps appear to sound.

It's just a crying shame that the two girls can't appreciate this atmosphere as they are too busy with a form of paddle and ball toy, a contraption that is a literal paddle with small rubber ball attached at the centre via an elastic string, which Onyx is playing with as she attempts to go for her record of 5 successful hits in a row (the supposed world record she claims to hold when speaking to the awe struck Bianca).

This is something Onyx is giving a running commentary of as she succeeds and fails.

Onyx: You see it's not just a mere pass time, Bianca, and do you know why?

Bianca: Because...if anyone, in the history of time EVER wants to get laid, they have to be able to keep a ball in the air with a paddle for more than four hits alone?

Onyx: That's exactly right, and how much is your current record?

Bianca: (Sighs)...One...

Onyx: Not to sound rude, by why do you suck so bad again?

Bianca: It's not my fault, I'm fine when I hit the ball once, but after getting so much success?..It all kinda goes to my head and I get scared...remember last week when I threw the paddle at that one kid and he had a seizure?

Onyx: Em...no?

Bianca: How could you not? He died!

Onyx: Oh, you mean Deady McDead Pants who was brought up at this week's assembly?

Bianca: Yes...Well that wasn't his name, but since I don't remember what he was called either, we'll just refer to him as that from now on...the moral of the story was, I threw a paddle at his head because I got scared. And I don't regret it, and do you know why?

Onyx: Eh....again, no.

Bianca: Because I don't like the thought of anyone finding out I can't hit a ball in the air more than once, let alone the five times necessary to have sex...This could really impact club business if people catch wind of how unsexy my paddle skills are.

Onyx: I know what you mean, and you seriously need to get good, otherwise the worst could happen.

Bianca: The worst? What do you mean the worst? I'm not going to get eaten by paddle monsters am I?

Onyx: No, but if the bible has taught us ANYTHING, it's that sex appeal is the MOST important thing.

Bianca: Really, where does it say that in the bible?

Onyx: Just think of the paraphrasing moral undertones of the chick who gave birth to some important dude in a barn.

Bianca: Jesus?

Onyx: That's the guy, here's where the nightmare fuel comes in, that woman was a total cold-blooded virgin when she fell pregnant with him, God just pointed at her and said "Fuckity Upity Boo!" or whatever the spell was, and she had a freaking baby inside her!

Bianca: OK...so are saying God picked her because she was a virgin?

Onyx: My bet is yeah...he totally did, he was probably thinking "I don't want some sexy party mama raising the messiah" so he was like "BINGO! I'll pick some blog obsessed virgin to raise him instead"..

Bianca: I dunno, did they have blogs back then? And would he really pick some one who was super busy making one, you know those things sound hard....when our computer studies teacher talks about it, I always stop listening and think about kittens and chocolate.

Onyx: Which means you're only 50% likely to get baby-shot by God.

Bianca: I am?

Onyx: Of course, God picks virgins, innocent ones! The one's who'd be best suited to raising a child. So the best way to avoid getting pregnant? Is to jack up your sex appeal and get laid! God's not gonna dump the messiah on two cherry popped escorts, that's for damn sure.

Renee growing weary of listening to blasphemy/poor morals in general, snaps Onyx back down to Earth as she snatches the paddle, tosses it out the window, and throws her two cents into the matter.

Renee: Are you two quite done?

Onyx: No, I still had to break my record, you bitch!

Renee: I mean are you done besmirching our lord's name and littering the halls with your endless swill of foul words?

Bianca: Whoa...she like, isn't afraid at all of being virgin pregnant at all, is she?

Onyx: That's because she's obsessed with her good girl points on her V-card.

Renee: Have either one of you ever had sexual relations with another person before?

Onyx and Bianca: Of course...

Renee: In real life, and not some dream or erotic virtual fantasy?

Onyx and Bianca: Oh...right, well in that case yeah, we're total virgins.

Renee: Then don't talk down to me, and stop fretting over God selecting either of YOU to birth a messiah, you're both too irrelevant and stupid to ever be chosen for such an important task.

Onyx: If we're so stupid, why are you bringing us with you to meet with this important dude?

Renee: (Sighs)...Because you're the only two we know who can identify him for certain.

Onyx: Now that's what I'd call being relevant and awesome.

Renee: It's more just existing and occupying space around a fellow lowly scum bag due to the fact that you're both members of the hooker's club.

Onyx: Back the fuck up, we're not hookers, we're escorts.

Bianca: Yeah, that's like the caviar of people you pay to do things.

Onyx: Yeah! We totally go right up there on the scales, just above electricians, and...those people who decorate cakes for a living.

Renee: Do I even want to know why you measure those two professions as the most important in your eyes?

Onyx: You'd die lonely and sad if you didn't. The truth is, electricians keep your lights on, so you can always find your clothes, and don't have to leave the house in nothing but your underwear.

Renee: ...

Onyx: AND! Cake decorators are the epitome of everything you could want in man, they obsess over aesthetics, and they have their mind on the sweet side of things in life.

Renee: You need better standards in men.

Onyx: Sha! Whatever...like I have standards. Who can waste time on that in the hectic schedule we have.

Renee: Hold on just a second, why do you think escorts compare with the people you listed as the alleged most responsible and endearing members of society?

Onyx and Bianca: Escorts are fucking sexy, baby!

Renee having had enough, thanks the (bleeding eared) good lord upstairs that they are finally arriving within the school's labs to get this arduous procedure squared away.

Upon entering the room, in contrast with what one would expect to find within a typical school lab, there are countless students working at dissecting multiple bodies, compiling their own crime scene data in a manner that one would presume to be illegal.

And one would probably be right for assuming this, because the police have never once given their approval of this operation. Regardless the body hacking has been something of a regular school pass time for a few months now, so every one can merrily gouge away at former Hexagram City residents with joy here.

Onyx and Bianca, being image conscious shallow folks who don't like to see "icky things" at the best of times, aren't thrilled to be here. However they do cast their grievances to the side as one of the lab's doctors/lecturers, a man named Dr French approaches them and offers to shake hands.

Said hands are ones the are attached to severed arms which he has just removed from a dead janitor, but Onyx and Bianca still politely shake them anyway in a show of respect for the polite gesture.

After two light shakes however, Dr French lets go of the arms and leaves them in the clutches of Onyx and Bianca, who immediately start mock sword fighting with them as Renee speaks with the doctor

Renee: Sorry for the trouble Dr French, but would you mind showing us the body?

Dr French: Is this the 9 o'clock appointment you called about?

Renee: Yes, and if you don't mind I'd like to make this quick, these two are skipping classes for this and I feel like it'll be to their detriment if they don't return...I mean look at those retards...

Spinning to point at Onyx and Bianca giggling like crazy as they beat each other senseless, the head of the disciplinary committee is quick to quell
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