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The Futomaki Incident.
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In the middle of the night following the inspection of Fikira's tomb, and the recovery of the birthstone belonging to Miss Ohira Kala's father, everyone is having their own respective troubles sleeping, and is attempting to relax in their own way.

Taeko Sairek is looking over her wall mural of Kiyoshi in the basement of the secondary school building with a devilish smile plastered across her face, proving that she is more excited about the evenings developments more than anything else. Running her finger across the face of Kiyoshi in the picture, she speaks out as though he can hear her now.

Taeko: Soon my king, you will have it all, and I will stop at nothing to make it so...

Taeko then walks off as she bursts out in fit of diabolical laughter, somehow feeling contented that Kiyoshi is the first one to discover her meddling in the scenes, as even she herself never expected him to be so casual about her assisting him.

Paris, alone in her room, is shockingly inactive given how she normally copes with such troubles, one would expect her to be exercising to help herself get to sleep. However, tonight she feels like she is genuinely trapped between a rock and a hard place.

Holding her assassin's order membership medallion in one hand, and holding a school newspaper covering one of her brawls with Kiyoshi in the other, she is currently tying her brain in knots trying to draw lines of meaning connecting the two elements of her life.

The order is everything to her, it's the code she lives by. It's all she has ever had, even if they act as though they do not need her, they still treat her as though she is needed in some respects.

But then there is this Kiyoshi, a stranger who has just fallen into her life and somehow unintentionally earned a higher level of respect that essentially beats that of her comrades, and she didn't even feel it happening.

She is obligated to always stay true to the order who saved her when she lost everything, which is why she is terrified to ask what Kiyoshi's real plans are. It's easy to see that he is likely the dreaded Obelisk Reaper, given everything what she has learned so far. But so long as she doesn't ask him about it directly, she can go on living selfishly, without having to act on a church order to kill him.

Realising this however, she cannot help but let the guilt weigh on her, as she asks herself.

Paris: Is it wrong to be this selfish?...

As she tightens her grip on the newspaper, she essentially knows that there is no correct reason to be objectively selfish. She's just never wanted anything before in her life, she's always been the selfless one. It's part of how the order raised her, and a core element of who she is regardless of those teachings.

Which is why she can't make sense of her feelings, because there's not a single person, nor a individual line of text in her order's library relating to how one should handle falling in love.

Not that she can deduce such variables within her heart, as she is not only an emotionally unnurtured human being, but she is also too driven by her own ideals to doubt herself affirmatively, so for now, she is just going to keep lying to herself. Hoping that there is some divine method to Kiyoshi's suspicious movements, and that he is merely searching for some kind of higher just purpose of his own.

As Paris is left internally praying to a God who'll give no quarter, elsewhere on the campus, after finally regaining consciousness, Agent Torus is sitting by a computer in her room replaying her report through an audio call to an individual who is not only masking their face, but also their voice, as the responses are projected in a heavily digitised tone.

???: So did you compile the report?

Agent Torus: I forwarded some relevant data...but...

???: Something went wrong?

Agent Torus: I didn't lay my hands on Kiyoshi Mortis in any sort of aggressive matter, as per your instructions. I did try to seduce him however, hoping I could grease the wheels slightly by fucking the information I wanted out of him.

???: And that didn't work?

Agent Torus: Aside from the fact that the guy doesn't seem to have a sex drive to speak of, I couldn't really put my best moves on him, I didn't even have the time to remove any clothing before that bitch showed up.

???: The automaton?

Agent Torus: No, Paris Saber, that uncontrolled ingredient that we can't do jack shit about. The bitch came out of nowhere and felt her womanhood getting trampled by the sight of my paws working over the object of her affection...and needless to say, she reacted poorly by knocking seven shades of shit out of me.

???: You think this is because of her feelings for Kiyoshi, and not because of the bombings that mutated her cells all those years ago?

Agent Torus: I think she'd have killed more of our agents in the past if she held that much of a grudge, the assassin's order would've told her to keep her feelings locked up until there was a real war...However, none of them would give a shit about telling her how to react when the boy she's crushing on hard gets passionate treatment from another girl...So to know I pissed her off in that department gives me chills... in a good way.

???: So is she the only woman in his life?

Agent Torus: No, he's got himself a full deck of generals now, I'd be fucking bricking it if I was guarding the Obelisk myself.

???: All female?

Agent Torus: Yeah...

???: And are they all interested in him in a romantic sense?

Agent Torus: Barring the kid with the bandaged eyes, it's pretty obvious they're feeling more than a soldiers loyalty for him.

???: Then will Paris likely dispose of them for us through her jealousy?

Agent Torus: No, unfortunately.

???: Why not?

Agent Torus: As much as I said it was jealousy that prompted her attack, the difference between me and the other ladies, is that I'm clearly not a friend. In her mind, if I took Kiyoshi? It'd be equal to my father bombing her homeland, I figured it all out then and there and was trying to play the situation in my favour...but I didn't expect Kiyoshi to play it so cool. Even though he's the one I'm supposed to be observing, I can't figure him out to save myself.

???: It's fine, do you at least know who these associates are?

Agent Torus: Yeah, I forwarded a list in my report...but...I can't get you anything solid on the base he started up tonight.

???: Any reason why?

Agent Torus: I've been hit with some kind of memory altering spell, I'm assuming by that regal, self-entitled bitch Taeko Sairek. After testing my blood, it seems some of the magical energy is yet to leave my system, so the information I've given you now was all I could be sure of as fact.

???: That is indeed fine, we have enough to stop them now. Just maintain your observation, insert yourself wherever you can to find out more, and report back with anything useful, understood?

Agent Torus: Sure thing...I'll talk to you later.

Leaving this man's identity a mystery, she ends her call here and falls back in her chair as she stares at the ceiling and says to herself.

Agent Torus: Jeez...what a fucked up day....

Eventually taking a long deep breath, she moves over to her bed to get some rest, which she most definitely will need after suffering back-to-back beatings from the hands of Kiyoshi and Paris, one night after another.

As Agent Torus turns her back on the evenings troubling events, over in the other dorm building, Kiyoshi is currently making it three for three with the ceiling staring, as he struggles to sleep. His mind left running wild in it's attempt to categorise what exactly is building around him right now.

Are they army? A small militia? Or are they just a collection of over talented high-school freaks that are somehow finding their goals aligned. The latter is only unlikely because none of their goals are their own, they all claim to be following his will, and given that he can't claim to know it is the right one, he understandably doesn't feel like much of a leader right now.

Turning to face, what could be described as, his most loyal comrade of all, Ion is still wide awake herself looking at him with a perpetually emotionless gaze. Knowing fine well what her response will be, he selfishly indulges in asking the following question, merely to sooth his troubled mind.

Kiyoshi: Hey Ion, I am a good person, right?

Ion: Of course you are.

Kiyoshi: And I did do the right thing with the tomb job, didn't I?

Ion: As always.

Kiyoshi: And you're saying that because you believe it?

Ion: Of course.

Kiyoshi: And not because you're programmed to?

Ion: A difficult question to answer, for my programming is the equivalent of your tragic beginnings in life, we both had molds that shaped our perceptions, and that is what has driven us to differentiate right from wrong. I assumed you asked my opinion, for verification from a source you perhaps trusted mutually in this respect.

Kiyoshi: (Sighs) ..Yeah...that's why I asked...totally.

Before another word can be said on the matter, Kiyoshi and Ion both have their attention shifted to the sight of Cerise teleporting into the room next to them, landing on the bed, sitting up right with her eyes closed as she yawns and then swings her hands back and forth clawing the air in the direction of her distant arcade machine, that she has no hope of reaching, before letting out a exhausted sigh and collapsing next to Kiyoshi.

Putting her arm around him, she sounds as though she is all set to go to sleep, which prompts Kiyoshi to push for some explanation.

Kiyoshi: Cerise, what the hell are you doing here?

Cerise, though sounding worn-out, does give a half-lucid response.

Cerise: I'm here to sleep now, Kotori had me working for far too long.

Kiyoshi: OK, more on that later, but why can't you sleep in your own dorm room?

Cerise: My room-mate is having sexy-time with her lecturer boy friend, they never stop on my account... so I can't sleep there.

Kiyoshi: Ew...OK, I guess I can't deny your intrusion if that's the reason...but what did Kotori have you out doing so late?

Cerise: (Yawns) War stuff...

Kiyoshi: Care to elaborate?

Cerise: Lots of war stuff...

Kiyoshi: OK...?

Suddenly a rather gentle knock on the dorm room door is heard, prompting Ion to move and answer, opening the door up to reveal Kotori standing before them. She is quickly invited in to speak, as she and Kiyoshi sit on the floor facing one another at opposite sides, with Ion kneeling down on the floor to their left where she is now ironing clothes for reasons that escape everyone present.

Ignoring the smart phone tending to both her own, and Kiyoshi's clothing, accompanied by the faint sounds of Cerise's occasional sleep mumbling in the distance, they both get straight down to business by discussing why she came over here.

Kiyoshi: It's not like you to show up to my place, especially outside of curfew, this must be important.

Kotori: Just a quick update on everything after I had a discussion with Fikira.

Kiyoshi: You spoke with that thing, yet you're not feeling remotely nervous about the fact that we have a war Goddess sphinx living under our school's campus?

Kotori: I've seen plenty of weird things in my life, even weirder since I started helping you, it seemed appropriate to just accept this one as par for the course.

Kiyoshi: OK, I know she agreed to help me in some capacity when taking down my final target, but what the hell would you two need to talk about?

Kotori: The updated security on the Grand Obelisk. I know I've been quiet about it up until now, but tragically I had doubts in speaking so openly about such things in front of Paris and Agent Torus, the former because her reactions are unpredictable, and the latter...because I simply don't trust her.

Kiyoshi: Why would Fikira need to know about that though?

Kotori: She wants to fight with you on the front lines of this thing, so I figured I best explain what the Obelisk Church have now in terms of their technological advancements. It's been quite some time since she's fought them after all.

Kiyoshi: Who said anything about any “front lines” here? Isn't the Grand Obelisk in the centre of the city?

Kotori: No.

Kiyoshi: What do you mean no!? I saw it the moment I got off the freaking train here.

Kotori: And that's to be expected, it's a literal Obelisk that gives you access to heaven. It's pretty big, and extends out of our planets atmosphere...But it's not in the centre of the city.

Kiyoshi: Records state that it falls within Magenta Falls...Are you telling me I'm wasting my time setting up shop in here for my cover?

Kotori: No, when you're spiritual companion told you it was here, he wasn't lying...the problem is, with the amount of wars that have been fought and won by the Obelisk church since then, they've cannibalized so many sovereign nations to extend their capital's borders, that the Magenta Falls he knew from his time would likely bare no resemblance to the city he remembered.

Kiyoshi: So what about the church housing with all the hospitals and civilian facilities surrounding the Obelisk?

Kotori: It was cleared of all essential personnel and hit with a wide spread napalm strike to remove all witnesses of it's existence.

Kiyoshi: They killed all of those innocent people living there for routine information suppression!?

Kotori: And so they could enact swift renovations on the area, without conforming to their own humanitarian law, to clear out what is now a massive open field of scorched earth to the north, and place a fortress at the centre of it to protect the Obelisk.

Kiyoshi: How big is this fortress?

Kotori: It's pretty huge in terms of mere size, but it's more what it's guarded with that's the problem. It's probably the most secure church fortress I've ever seen in my life, and...I hack a lot of church databases, so that's kind of surprising in some respects, but when you think about what it's defending...it also makes sense. No unprivileged civilian eyes should really be allowed to see what they're hiding in their mind.

Kiyoshi: OK, so what are we talking about here, watch towers and snipers, or...?

Kotori: A full list would take too long, but they've got everything from ground support planes covering the area, to a line of gun gunboats to protect the shoreline.

Kiyoshi: The shoreline? Is their a body of there water now?

Kotori: As a defensive measure, yeah. I was thinking we could use the upcoming school trip as a excuse to pull reconnaissance at the beach to map out viable attack points.

Kiyoshi: I can't say I'm against the idea...but how hard can that be if it's only gonna be me going across, right? If Fikira is in, surely she can fly me over the water and leave me to it after that.

Kotori: And you're going to attack that fortress on your own?

Kiyoshi: You make it sound like a bad Idea?

Kotori: Barring your correct guess on the watch towers and snipers, along with my mention of the guard boats and attack planes, the place is also guarded by converted truck based corpse harvesters to repurpose intruders they kill for their organic materials.

Kiyoshi: You really think a truck with some pincers and an organ filtration system is going to stop me?

Kotori: They also have a full assembly of helipads with armed heavily helicopters.

Kiyoshi: I've taken down my fair share of aircraft in my time.

Kotori: More than 600?

Kiyoshi: OK, I can't say for definite, but I'm not likely to let a few noisy birds stop me either.

Kotori: What about their patrolling gun mounted humvees? Their medium to large sized fully equipped battle tanks? Their limitless supply of armed mini-gunners, rocket soldiers, basic infantry, suicide bombers, and key field generals?....When you talk about wearing too many hats, this ultimate fortress is unbelievably well guarded. It's to the point of over kill, and every time we take a single action that brings us closer to launching an attack, they multiply their security budget by 10 and bring in all sorts of munitions they probably shouldn't need to put a stop to one man.

Kiyoshi: Do you think they're getting wise to my presence here?

Kotori: It's not impossible, it's actually more likely than you still being an unknown element, but looking their defensive measures? I think they're still missing a few key details of our plans to simply hire someone to kill you. Given that the rumours of the Obelisk Reaper destroying things around the globe have all but stopped, they must be making guesses as to who among them in the capital is the man in question. Since you've halted their world domination plans recently in a big way by totalling their landmarks and pushing them back to this point. Which impressive when you think about the fact that no military force in the planet could do so until now.

Kiyoshi: Yeah, but with the way you're making it sound...it's almost like they've always had the resources to take me down.

Kotori: They have, they've just never been able to guess your location up until now, you were always moving hard and fast, and even you yourself probably noticed the last few targets were suspiciously under protected.

Kiyoshi: Me and Darius did discuss the matter, but we assumed we were just making good time.

Kotori: As much as I'd like to believe such a thing if I were in your shoes? The statistics I've seen through the data collected from the super computer Cerise forged states that the Obelisk Church wants you to attack...the sooner, the better. The fortress itself is designed to force anyone, even a being of your power, to fight through check points. Any solid attempt to break through the entirety of the fortifications would kill you eventually, it's just a matter of understanding your powers and running simulations to find out just how many men it would take, and how many shots they'd need to fire.

Kiyoshi: So you weren't kidding when you said you were trying to account for everything.

Kotori: I'm sorry it's taken so long...it's just...it's not easy, even for me. But the fact that I had Ion planned as a contingency option in a future where you failed, means I must've made similar efforts....the trick is trying to think of a way to outdo yourself in a time line that has already been changed irreparably.

Kiyoshi: In all fairness, this isn't your responsibility, it's mine alone...you don't need to give yourself a headache over this shit.

Kotori: Unfortunately as much as I hate to disagree with you, I do, I'm personally too invested in all of this to just ignore you now. especially after what I've done to your palace.

Kiyoshi: Excuse me, my what?

Ion: I believe she is referring to the tomb that the sphinx entrusted to you after you gave it a stern beating and bent it to your will.

Kiyoshi: Oh right, well what the hell did you do to it in the short time since I left it?

Kotori: I roped Cerise into mutating the very magical fibres within the tombs construct, following the exact diagrams I drew up, we've turned the place into a weapons lab where my robots are currently mass producing a complete list of war assets that I believe is necessary to assist you.

Kiyoshi: You didn't think to run any of these potential weapons you're manufacturing past me first?

Kotori: It was considered, but it took hours to print the list out, I somehow doubt you'd have the time to read it.

Kiyoshi: And where the hell did you get the money for the materials...or just the freaking materials themselves in general?

Kotori: We've been over this before, Cerise and I found a way of minimising costs.

Kiyoshi: Wait..are you seriously telling me, you're still using toys to make weapons?

Kotori: After I found out how affective it could be, I took a second trip to the nearest toy store after classes let out on the night you fought with Agent Torus. I cleared out the stock of what I needed and I had 10 of my basic chore robots carry it back to my room for storage until we secured a decent location for weapons development.

Kiyoshi: No one got suspicious of you buying that many freaking toys?

Kotori: Most of the staff at the store were more particular about the fact that I wasn't buying girls toys...but they couldn't exactly come up with a reason as to why you can't sell male targetted products to girls, so I got away with it.

Kiyoshi: And then you were home free?

Kotori: Well not exactly...When I arrived on campus one of the teachers got curious, but a passing school psychologist reminded him of my age, and said I was likely suffering from transitional feelings of anxiety and disappointment due to skipping out in middle school, and tagged me as having an existential crisis, allowing me to pass on by, with my coping mechanisms unhindered.

Kiyoshi: OK, did you blow your entire budget on these things?

Kotori: No, tragically I was only able to buy what the store had in stock, they told the day they'd have everything ready and I was planning on heading back then...just to make sure we have more than enough materials for Cerise and I to work with after we get back from the school trip.

Kiyoshi: And you're telling me that the weapons you're making with these toys will be the real deal?

Kotori: At the very least, they'll create more things for the Obelisk forces to shoot at. Providing Cerise's miracle-work holds up, and she sticks to my schematics, then it'll pay for itself.

Kiyoshi: (Sighs)...Then tell me how much you'll need on the day, and either myself or Ion will pay for it with my money. The crooked lord knows I've amassed more than enough in my path of destruction so far, and all I use it for is minimal supplies to survive.

Kotori: It really won't cost that much for you to worry about it.

Kiyoshi: I'd still feel better about it if you took the money all the same. I don't want you to take this the wrong way, but I still have some hang ups about letting a 10-year-old solve all my problems.

Kotori: If that's they way you want to do it, I won't argue. But the timing of your offer couldn't be better.

Kiyoshi: What do you mean?

Kotori: I was planning on heading into the main city tomorrow after classes let out.

Kiyoshi: Alright fine, you've made your case. Ion and I will come with you.

Kotori: You will!? I mean...not that I have a problem with it, it'll probably be more fun going with a human and a smart-device/human-hybrid than it will be with a convoy of robots...

Kiyoshi: I'm glad your all set to have fun, but I'm mainly going to fend off those conceited child beating assholes who see a minor walking the streets with shopping bags, and think you're an easy target for a mugging job.

Kotori: I'll admit, I have been mugged more times than I'd like since I've came to this school, by students, civilians, and church staff.

Ion: It is indeed shameless that they'd opt for violence against hard work to make progress in their lives.

Kotori: I'd normally say you're not one to talk, but with how well you're doing with that ironing job, it kind of makes me think I've misjudged your talents.

Kiyoshi: Don't let her fool you, this is the first time she's ever done anything like this, we're normally too short in time to iron anything.

Kotori: Then why is she doing it now?

Kiyoshi: I dunno, putting on a show because we have a guest I assume?

Ion: Correct, it is a housewives job to look her busiest when visited by her husband's enterprise associates.

Kiyoshi: But you're not my wife?

Ion: Indeed, I am a deeply attractive young woman whom you happen to share a roof and bed with, outside of wedlock...we are indeed progressive.

Kiyoshi: Alright...whatever, I'm guessing since things are likely going to continue down this train of thought, you best just go back to your dorm room and make a list of everything you need, Kotori.

Kotori: If that's what you want, then we can leave straight after classes tomorrow.

Kiyoshi: Sounds good, just avoid making contact with any of the people who can't seem to keep their hands to themselves around you between now and then and we'll be golden.

With their shopping plans seemingly etched in stone for the coming afternoon, by the time classes let out on the following evening, the three of them now walk towards the campus gates, where Kotori makes mention of something that is currently an alien concept to one Kiyoshi Mortis.

Kotori: You two did bring your excusal passes to get off of campus right?

Kiyoshi: Our what?

Kotori: Your excusal passes, the Magenta Falls high school academy takes a great deal of precautions in tracking their students to crack down on truancy, so they use everything from surveillance to basic paperwork to keep tabs on everybody.

Kiyoshi: For the sake of argument, how long does it take to get one of these passes?

Kotori: Five days, but you have to apply for them in the morning.

Kiyoshi: Yeah, polly doesn't like that cracker, fuck this.

Kiyoshi not willing to play any sort of Clearance Games with the visibly power mad student gate keeper, he essentially walks up to the gate keeper without looking at him and hears only half of the basic protocol...

..."May I have a look at y-...!?!"...

...Before Kiyoshi punches all of the young man's teeth out with one right hook that knocks the gate keeper unconscious, leaving him to hang over booth window he is manning, leaving his gums bleeding on the floor.

All the while, Ion looks over the display, and decides to reassure Kiyoshi once more.

Ion: You are indeed a good person Kiyoshi.

Kiyoshi: Yeah, yeah...

Speaking these words as he punches open the secure gate, he is quickly followed by Ion, and Kotori, with the latter stopping briefly to show her own pass to the unconscious man, as if it makes any difference whether she did or not.

As the three of them head to the train station to board the first outbound train to the city centre, back within the campus dorms, Paris Saber, seemingly back to her usual self, is in the middle of doing a series of press ups in the centre of her room.

She eventually finds her self losing count of how many she has actually done thus far however, as her mind starts to wander...

Paris: 651? Or was it 654?...Damn that stupid jerk!

Standing to her feet at this time, she continues to think about said jerk (Kiyoshi) as she paces back and forth. This isn't because she is necessarily mad with him, more that she has had a million in one things that she has wanted to discuss with him for a few days now, and the issues just keep stacking the longer she's left to sit on it.

So without wasting any more time, she quickly gets changed and heads out the door, intending to replicate her efforts of demanding his attention, only this time she expects to do so successfully. It's admirable in it's own right, but since nobody told her that Kiyoshi is out shopping, those in the know would likely say she is already wasting her time.

With no kind soul present to provide her with such information however, Paris Saber is left to advance through the campus dorm corridors in ignorance.

Another girl of similar dedication to her work who is in the same boat, Miss Ophira Kala, is also currently making her way through the corridors of dorm building A, on route Kiyoshi's room. Speaking to herself in an attempt to try to hammer out a decent excuse of visiting him out of the blue, whilst the occasional student dives out of her way in respectful fear of her position on the school disciplinary committee.

Miss Kala: ..."Oh, Kiyoshi, you're home, how are you this evening?"....No, that won't work, it lacks any practical reason, he's too smart for such stock pleasantries.

After clearing her throat, and fixing her coat,she takes a second stab at it, ignoring the ongoing panicking around her.

Miss Kala: What about..."Kiyoshi, as head of the disciplinary committee I order you to take me out on a romantic date this instant"...(Sighs)...No, he'd probably just knock me out and put me back in my office...I need to find a way that commands his presence in a manner that pleases us both romantically and....!?

Stopped in the middle of her tactical planning, she and Paris Saber draw close to Kiyoshi's door from opposite sides of the corridor and end up staring at one another for a solid minute before Paris breaks the silence.

Paris: You...

Miss Kala: Me?...

Paris: You're the head of the disciplinary committee, right?

Miss Kala: Yes, may I help you with something?

Paris: No.

Miss Kala: Then...would you mind going away please?

Paris: Why?

Miss Kala: I have important matters I need to discuss with one of the students here.

Paris: Official school business I assume?

Miss Kala: Even it weren't, it'd still be none of yours, so I'd watch where I stick my nose if I were you, assassin.

Paris: Did I do something to earn the wrath of the school disciplinary committee?

Miss Kala: Not yet, but you're not exactly setting the world on fire in term of pleasing me right now.

Paris: (Sighs)...Look, I know you're an important cog in this school's political machine, Miss Kala. But I really do not have the time to waste flexing with you right now. If I say you've won this little debate, will you just leave and talk to whoever it is you're planning to talk to? I really don't care if you are doing something underhanded or unseemly, I'm just here to see Kiyoshi Mortis.

Miss Kala: You too?

Paris: Wait...are you here to see him!?

Miss Kala: I guess I can't lie about it now, but yes, that is who I am here to speak with.

Paris: What about?

Miss Kala: I can't necessarily know for certain if I can trust you with such information if I'm being honest with you, why are you here to speak with him?

Paris: I could pretty much say word for word what you said to me right now, I don't know why you'd seriously be searching him out after you put a fucking bounty on his head?

Miss Kala: I didn't hear you complaining when you joined the mob to try to take him down on the day I did...

Paris: Look!...Eh...Just, can you come back another time and let me talk to him right now?

Miss Kala: I cannot, I think you must be misinterpreting just how valuable my time is Miss Saber, I had to work pretty hard indeed to buy myself this opportunity, I can't exactly pencil him in for another appointment later.

Paris: Fine...how about we both just knock on the door and allow the man himself to make the choice on who can and cannot be trusted, along with who's line of conversation takes priority, is that good with you? Since we, at the very least, both trust him.

Miss Kala: Fine, if that's how you want to resolve this childish stand off, then be my guest, knock away on the man of the hour's door.

As Paris and Miss Kala both draw close to the door, Paris instantly knocks seven times in a unhinged manner that leads Miss Kala to cringe briefly as the assassin shouts through the woodwork.

Paris: Kiyoshi, open up NOW! We need to talk!

Miss Kala showing something of an arrogant smirk at this moment, lifts and taps her elegant wrist watch as she whisper to Paris.

Miss Kala: I do believe he isn't responding to your brutish summons for an audience, is this odd, or is it how you two always do business?

Paris: No, we just have a unique way of communicating that others don't understand.

Miss Kala: Yeah, destroying mountains and such to settle squabbles, it's a little difficult for us normies to find relatable.

Clearly feeling the sarcastic undertones of Miss Kala's words, Paris merely deals her a squinted eyed glare for a moment, before she opts to once again punch Kiyoshi's door open, this time knocking it completely out of the wooden frame as she storms in.

Paris is followed soon after by Miss Kala, who walks with a hands-behind-the-back gleeful stroll, who takes her first viewing of Kiyoshi's room in a leisurely manner, whilst Paris immediately makes her way over to Kiyoshi's bed to grab hold of Cerise by the unzipped collar of her leather catsuit to speak with her.

Cerise clearly having not moved since last night when she teleported in unannounced, has been sleeping non-stop, and is mildly shocked now as Paris is shaking her by her collar whilst she shouts at her.

Paris: Alright Lady Leather Boobenstein, where the hell is Kiyoshi this time!? Huh!?

Eventually ceasing her endless rattling of Cerise's barely conscious brains, Miss Kala rests her hand on Paris' left shoulder to rake back her rage levels a pinch as she says.

Miss Kala: Maybe killing this dimwitted girl and mocking her corpse for it's breast size isn't the cleanest way of attaining your goals, Miss Saber. At the very least I say give her some room to breathe and actually answer your questions before you go overboard.

Paris nodding reluctantly in agreement, opts for holding Cerise in place as she refrains from shaking, but still maintains her aggressive tone.

Paris: Alright, answer my questions already.

Cerise: I'm confused, am I Lady Leather Something-Boobs?...

Paris: Yes!...And I'm sorry if you're offended by that name, I'm just really worked up right now.

Cerise: I am offended, what have you got against leather catsuits?

Paris: Say what?...

Cerise: They're tight, prevent blood clots, and they leave very little to the imagination, which makes them sexy!

Paris: You don't even zip your's up, you colossal fucking tramp!

Miss Kala: Hence the remarks she made about your breasts...

Cerise: I can't help it, I bought the suit before I mutated my body to Kiyoshi's tastes, meaning my breasts are too big to zip it up properly...I had a red one that I forced the issue with, but the zipper ended up giving with the pressure and burst off, it shot across the school grounds and got embedded in the throat of a janitor who choked to death...So ever since then, I've stuck with the black ones, and never zipped them up. It's just basic Breast Volume Safety 101.

Paris: I hate that I'm going to have to ask this right now, but Miss Kala, why are we here again, this girl's babbling has taken me far off course, and now all I can think about is breasts.

Miss Kala: You were going to ask about Kiyoshi, his presence, and when we can expect to have a more mature conversation with a semi-sane individual within the confines of this room.

Paris: Right, where the hell is Kiyoshi?

Cerise: Oh...he's not here?

Paris: I'm getting sickeningly bad deja-vu right now.

Miss Kala: For the sake of argument Cerise, how about you just tell us when the last time you saw him was exactly?

Cerise: He said something to me in the morning when he was planning on going to classes with Ion.

Miss Kala: You didn't think that going with him was a plausible idea at all?

Cerise: Na, school is yucky, I'd rather spend all day in Kiyoshi's bed, taking in his scent...(yawns)...whilst catching up on all the sleep I've missed from over gaming.

Paris: Fucking focus, I know he went to class, I was there. Where did he go after classes let out?

Cerise: Oh....yeah, he said something about going out shopping today when he had his super secret meeting last night.

Miss Kala: What was this meeting about?

Cerise: You know, I honestly have no idea? I only know about the shopping part because I was asked if I wanted to go, but I said no, because...well...I was sleepy.

Paris: And why the fuck wasn't I asked to go!?

Cerise: Maybe it's because you weren't here...I dunno, like I said, I didn't pay attention to what they were talking about the whole time.

Miss Kala: In her defence, she spends more time in here than anywhere else in the school, I hear word of it from her own dorm room-mate a lot, complaining about how Cerise never does any of her chores and such.

Cerise: And if she really wants to make an issue out of it, you can tell that bitch that if she keeps letting a geography teacher splooge all up inside her? That she can keep washing her own damn crusty sheets.

Paris turns briefly due to several key points in Cerise's wording not agreeing with her, and she is almost driven to be violently sick, until Miss Kala once again taps her on the shoulder and tries to keep the conversational ball rolling.

Miss Kala: Well, she says some pretty damning things about you, none so graphic, but that's besides the point. The majority of the complaints I receive about Cerise are due to her poor attendance, not just to classes, but to also her basic needs as a human being. If she didn't use the campus spa and wash facilities, then I doubt anyone would ever realistically see her.

Cerise: Hey, yeah! That's a great idea! A bath will help us think.

Paris & Miss Kala: What!?

Caught off guard by Cerise's inspirational brainwave, Paris and Miss Kala don't have the time to react as she places each of her hands on one of their shoulders, and she then teleports them to the campus outdoor hot spring (which is a closed off building that also covers the bathing facilities).

As Paris and Miss Kala look around the screened changing area, trying to gather where it is they've been teleported to, Cerise has already stripped naked, and looks ready to dash straight out to the out door bathing area as she shouts.

Cerise: Hot spring here I co-ugh...!?!

Locked in a head lock before she can take another step by Paris, the ever-tested assassin bonks Cerise once on the head with a closed fist as she scolds her for her poor onsen etiquette.

Paris: Hey knuckle head! You're suppose to use the showers before diving in to the water like an overly flamboyant untrained seal! And that's before we get into you leaving your clothes on the floor, put them in one of the storage baskets you lazy pudding-head!!!

Cerise: But I don't wanna!

Paris: What the fuck are you!? Some kind of over grown child!?

Cerise: Does....this answer your question!

Cerise diving out of (what Paris assumed was) the unbreakable headlock, she dives across the room and grabs one of the shower heads, turning it on both Paris and Miss Kala, drenching them from head to toe.

Once Cerise deems it fine to turn the water back on herself to use it for what it's for "cleaning", Miss Kala is left shaking drops of water off of her hands for a moment, whilst Paris summons a two swords and looks ready to kill Cerise.

Thankfully for the sake of future peace and harmony on the Magenta Falls High School campus, Miss Kala once again helps Paris see reason.

Miss Kala: Let it go Paris, it's only water. Luckily you're in the right place to clean yourself anyway, as they have clothes dryers here also.

Paris: And give me one reason why I shouldn't detach her head from shoulders this instant!?

Miss Kala: Maybe because it'd be something of a backwards step in your ceasefire negotiations with Kiyoshi, given that this woman spends more time in his dorm room than his furniture does, I'd hate to think how he'd react if she came to harm...if such a thing is even possible for her to register.

Paris: Well what would you have me do!? Not beat the snot out of her for soaking me!?!

Miss Kala: If it's not too much trouble.

Paris: ...Well...what if I called it a mercy killing? I mean the girl clearly isn't functioning on a level that society would deem necessary. If I don't kill her, somebody will.

Miss Kala: I'm not denying that fact, but I'm sure once you cool off, you'll realise we can pick this girl's brain for details on Kiyoshi. She does know him better than anyone else after all.

Paris: Why is that?

Miss Kala: Have you not heard her babbling on and on incessantly about how she's been friends with him since they were kids?

Paris: Oh yeah...I do remember that being mentioned a few times...but why doesn't he act all chummy with her then?

Miss Kala: You're asking me a question that would be better directed at her, the one who knows, but would also die with said information if you killed her.

Paris: OK, OK, OK, you've made your point. We'll play along with her sociable bath nonsense then...but first I need to pick up the idiot's leather apparel before someone slips on it.

Miss Kala: Excellent idea.

As Paris and Miss Kala get out of their drenched clothing, and place them in separate storage baskets (along with Cerise's), they indulge her reckless behaviour for now, hoping to find some way of extracting information on Kiyoshi's schedule from the presumably absent mind of Cerise.

Though it probably won't help them much tonight, as the ever-popular reaper Kiyoshi himself is currently still on board the train heading to one of Magenta Falls department stores. Sitting in an interior portion of a sleeping car made up of two double seats, Kiyoshi and Ion are seated at one side, and Kotori is sitting opposite them, with Kiyoshi and Kotori near the window on their respective sides.

As they watch the lit up streets of Magenta Falls pass them by, Ion concludes what seems to be a series of on going Kiyoshi-gazing and curious head tilting as she attempts to resolve the perplexing internal dispute she is having with herself by openly asking.

Ion: Is everything alright Kiyoshi?

Kiyoshi: Hmm? Why, do I look troubled?

Ion: You haven't said anything since we left the school campus.

Kiyoshi: It's nothing, I'm just slightly tense, that's all. Normally whenever I deviate from the norm like this on any job, things usually go haywire pretty fast.

Kotori: Are you worried about punching that oblivious gatekeeper?

Kiyoshi: No, if anyone bugs me about that I'll just tell'em it was self defence...or kill them. I dunno.

Kotori: Then what else could go wrong?

Kiyoshi: Though those words alone are a special magic spell any being can utter to land themselves in trouble, I'd say I was more set on a visit from Agent Tours today. Since she's bound to have regained consciousness by now.

Ion: But since we do not share a home-room class, there is no way of gauging her state of mind without actively seeking her out.

Kiyoshi: Something which I'm ironically not willing to do just yet, given that it would only be an instigator. So I'm hoping I'm just being paranoid about the feeling I've been getting that we've been followed here.

Suddenly, Kiyoshi's fallen guardian angel who is bound to his soul speaks out to him, to ease his uncertain mind.

Darius: Well followed, yes. Were you followed by Agent Torus? No. I don't know where that bitch is.

Kiyoshi: Wait, if what you're saying is true then who the hell were we followed by?

Darius: It's you typical stowaway act, try checking the overhead baggage area and you'll see what I'm talking about.

Kiyoshi following Darius' advice, stands up and reaches into the overhead storage, where he feels the unquestionable figure of a glamours woman, whom he wrenches out by the collar of her jacket and tosses on to the seat next to Kotori. Looking ready to attack at first, but instantly lets his guard down once he realises it's Taeko Sairek.

As Kiyoshi falls back into his own seat, he gives Taeko a moment to fix her rustled collar and sleeves, before he demands an explanation.

Kiyoshi: Well hello there, to what do I owe the pleasure of a visit from my own personal stalker.

Taeko: A visit is an upgrade on how I was planning to spend this night, Kiyoshi my dear, for I still haven't been able to fully set my watch to the idea of approaching you head-on regularly. After all, our relation ship has been based solely on me doing all of the following for a good number of years.

Kotori: Not to mention that you did give her the cold shoulder in the corridor when she first approached you in person during school hours.

Ion: But such events led to Kotori receiving her disfiguring eye injury, along with the death's of countless aimless youths, and almost resulted in a basement fight between Paris and Kiyoshi, all of which was due to Taeko's manipulation.

Taeko: Oh...yes...I kind of forgot to explain myself in regards to that. How silly of me.

Kiyoshi: Not that I really care any more, but why did you rig that meeting that night?

Taeko: Well, I honestly though it'd help you to kill Paris at the time, and I'd be lying if I said I didn't get my personal stimulation from watching you go full blown organ harvester on feeble human scum. The epic bout between you and Paris was going to be the icing on my proverbial cake. But alas, the glutinous puss-filled nincompoops I conscripted for the job took your little tech-wonder against my orders and roughed her up. Frankly I'd say you took the right course of action in killing them.

Kiyoshi: Well, I'm glad it wasn't you intention at least..But, you're not going to try to take Paris out now, are you?

Taeko: Only if she becomes a problem again. I like to account for all the worst case scenarios in the event something goes wrong. I mean we both know how volatile and undependable this world of ours can be. It's literally an irresolute cesspool of despair without diabolical saints such as I to predict the demise for all but our one true saviour Kiyoshi.

Kiyoshi: Did you...practise that answer knowing I was going to ask that question?

Taeko: No, but I assume you're referring to my vocabulary being a cut above the putrid masses we surround ourselves with in that farce of an academic institution? It's nothing special really, I just tend to talk to myself often, and utilising the same words frequently makes for an unenriching discussion to say the least.

Kotori: Still though, bouncing ideas off of yourself, it makes you sound kind of crazy.

Taeko: Oh come now, we live in an age where people will ask internet browsers more questions than they will their social betters. We're all talking to ourselves more than others these days really, I'm just one of the sane few who is using it to build to something, and not to merely thieve pumpkin pie recipes from some elderly woman 3 nations over to claim as my own.

Kiyoshi: Not that I finds your staggering bleak perspective on our admittedly shit world fascinating Taeko, but I still haven't gotten a straight answer from you yet. Why are you here?

Taeko: I was simply following you, as I usually do. I only opted to do so in person this time because I noticed the three of you passing me by in the corridor and I wanted to know where we were with the whole Obelisk smashing business.

Ion: Did you pay to board the train?

Taeko: Did I pay!? I am Taeko Sairek, I do not pay to travel on the commoners rail technology, I merely let the Booking Clerk know who I was, and he let me board the train after the three of you without incident.

Kiyoshi: After you used a charm spell on him I assume?

Taeko: Well I had to do something to pry away his attention from that raunchy manga the poor fellow had his retina's glued to. I swear to God, I don't how 2-dimensional women could be more imperative than the blight of real world goddess standing before him.

Kiyoshi: Ignoring the particulars about that, if he wasn't attracted to you and preferred drawings of women, then how did your charm spells work on him?

Taeko: I don't blame you for thinking like that, but that isn't how my charm magic works. I am objectively beautiful, probably the most beautiful woman alive, on that we all can agree, but that doesn't mean everyone finds me attractive normally. They all have their preferences, fetishes, and run-of-the-mill fantasies, but my spells literally target their sex drive and force them in to a status of sensory overload, that poisons their mind, and makes them want to appease me by any means as though they were an animal in heat.

Kotori: Is that why your magic worked on some of the U.S.Armada's drones?

Taeko: Yes, because they opted for resorting to the dumbfoundingly bonkers manoeuvrer of giving them every aspect of a human body, right down
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