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Thread 1




End of the World.
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With track and field meets, the traditional competitions between two or more schools in which applicable students compete in running, jumping, and other athletic contests to determine which team will be declared the winner, there is always a lot of tension in the air.

But with that tension comes hope and disappointment, for it's obvious that there has to be winners and losers.

In amongst the stresses this provides for the athletes and coaches, the indescribable level of excitement does wonders for covering up the anxiety that comes with worrying about the often cited black and white problems with such an event.

Meaning it can almost serve as a driving force, students in the position of carrying this weight on their shoulder can somehow find ways of unlocking the limitations within their mortal bodies.

Some of them run faster than they've ever ran before.

Others jump higher that the heights one could imagine, and longer lengths too.

With everyone hitting every note better than they've done before, and rival school's trying to best one another in ways that would lead someone to think they were competing on a national stage, the fastest runner within the female division of Reseda Vale High School, Emiyo, perhaps should the biggest talk of the event.

Running with her unholy pace, she appeared as though she was going to break all kinds of records for shattering through the finishing line at the end of the running track without a single person capable of challenging her.

However...

She collapsed before she could actually cross the line.

After racing ahead of every other student and filling them with venomous envy of her God given talents, they got to sportingly jog past her in glee as something gave in within her right leg and left her hitting the deck without mercy.

Thankfully for the young Emiyo, there was plenty of people in attendance to see her fall here today, so the moment her leg got injured, they all did the appropriate thing.

They drew their phones...and took as many pictures and recorded even more videos of her downfall to spread it like wild fire amongst their peers to really rub salt in her wounds.

...Eventually....someone called to see if her mother would take her to the hospital, but she couldn't be bothered answering her phone.

So with no one else to help her, Emiyo struggled back up on to her feet, and limped over to her coach (a Mr Joel Anchor) and she asked for lift.

But he had a date with one of the other faculty members from school, and he didn't want to run late, so stressed that since she was...
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..."back on her feet"...
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that she should
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..."Walk there herself"...
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In the instructor's defence, the teacher he wishes to date is boasted to be rather attractive, and the hospital isn't that far away.

But other than those two irrelevant excuses, it's a pretty sucky thing to do, letting one injured student under your care walk to the hospital whilst injured....on her birthday.

Needless to say, however, Emiyo forever trying to put on a brave face, remembers the wise words her fellow track club member Deverick occasionally speaks to her when she is dealt a set back.
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..."No pain, no gain. Keep moving"...
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So in respect to the "gain" part, she limps several miles with tears in her eyes, getting strange "WTF" stares from everyone who passes her by, most of whom assume she is just some stupid drugged-out high schooler who injured herself wasting time foolishly.

Naturally not putting much thought into their judgment, and just passing it with a scathing glare.

Not being able to even notice these people herself though, Emiyo is still just focused on getting to the hospital, and fighting the urge to be sick with how much pain she is in.

With enough perseverance, and some brief stops to lean on some walls to keep herself from fainting, she eventually makes her way to the hospital, and after trying to boldly claim that her mother's boy friend has the health insurance to cover what she's asking of them, Emiyo finally gets to have an appointment with Dr Umar.

An expert physician in his own right, who can easily spot what the problem is right away himself, but still goes through procedure like clockwork. This eventually has Emiyo sitting on the edge of a medical bed looking at an x-ray of her leg with a distraught expression, as the doctor gives the weird silver lining for her in response to the damage she is seeing here.

Dr Umar: So as much as you can see the evident problem areas before you, I've popped your joints back into place, so there's no reason you shouldn't be able to walk home.

Emiyo: ...

Dr Umar: Did you hear me? You can leave now if you want.

Emiyo: J-just for clarification here...will I ever run professionally again? I'm a member of the track team and-...?

Before she can finish what she's saying, Dr Umar slaps her on the back and bursts out laughing, almost as if this was the perfect icing on the cake he needed to make this awful long shift of his worth it.

Laughing and laughing some more, Emiyo is left looking between the Dr Umar and the wall clock wondering when (if ever) he is going to stop.

Eventually however, the man coughs twice to clear his throat, wipes a joyful tear away from his eyes, and then deals what is likely the worst news to ever befall Emiyo in her short life as he bluntly states.

Dr Umar: My word no.

Emiyo: Just...no?

Dr Umar: Never. Not unless you want to keep coming back here every time you try...but even then, that would have lasting negative effects eventually. You should just pack it in now, and cut your loses.

Emiyo: Cut my loses!? You don't understand, I suck at everything else I do! I was depending on my skills at track alone to get a scholarship! How the hell am I supposed to do that if I can't run!?

Dr Umar: ...Eh...I dunno?

Emiyo: Are you even a real doctor?

Dr Umar: I can assure you I am. And I got my degrees from working a hell of a lot harder than you seem to with that spill you just gave me.

Emiyo: I can't help that I'm not great in all of my classes, that's why I put everything I had into running...I thought I was pretty good at it too...I figured I was making friends, but nobody would even bother helping me make it here to the hospital....God, what the hell am I gonna do?

Dr Umar, clearly not listening, is currently checking his watch, waiting on Emiyo's little "pity party" being over before tries to rush her along out of his medical room.

Dr Umar: I honestly don't care, I mean, you said today was your birthday, yes?

Emiyo: Uh-huh?

Dr Umar: Well that means you're 16 now, you're an adult, go deal with your own problems. I'm not gonna stop you from running, but you should know that the tissue and joint damage to your legs won't be helped with any further aggravation to them.

Emiyo: You mean I could at least try to run?

Dr Umar: Not if you want to avoid using a cane in your later years.

Emiyo: ...

Dr Umar: Bye bye now...

Despite his hasty antics of kicking Emiyo to the curb, she can still walk now thanks to wearing a temporary supporting strap around her leg.

Given the nature of what she has been told, Emiyo should be grateful that she is walking right now, and doesn't need surgery.

Hell, she might actually need some kind of surgery that could benefit her in some fashion, but the fact that she was getting suspicious glares the entire time she was inside the hospital leads her to believe they didn't trust that she could even afford what she got in terms of treatment today.

This is probably why they handed her a medical bill on her way out, and made her leave several of her own personal details. Because they just plainly didn't think her family was good for the money.

So on a tournament day where she should've been going home with a medal to celebrate her birthday, Emiyo is now walking home with nothing more than a medical bill and burdensome mound of shattered dreams to boot.

She has nothing good to tell anyone who knows her when she next sees them, and this is the only time she is thanking God she isn't exactly the prime definition of popular, a social butterfly, or loved in any sense of the word...because it means she doesn't have to share her blight with anybody.

Spared of this shame, she knows her naturally demanding mother, and said mother's boyfriend are going to be livid once they find out what happened, as they were banking on her being out of the door as soon as humanly possible through the academic launching pad that was going to be her spots scholar ship.

It's the perfect way to get rid of unsightly kids that you don't want if they have one talent of note. Because then they practically raise themselves and don't burden you with their problems.

That's the perspective of Emiyo's guardians at least, which is why she's dreading speaking to them now. Wondering what in the hell their reaction will be.
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..."Will they punish me?"...

..."Will they ground me?"...

..."What good will grounding me do when I don't have any real friends outside of club practice?"

..."Good God, they might actually go ahead an evict me now that I'm 16?"...
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With this final thought being the one that weighs on her the longest, she has to use every ounce of strength she has to fight the ill feelings in the pit of her stomach in fear.

Soldiering on to the point that, as she turns the corner on to the street where her apartment building is, she is shocked to see a circus of emergency services swarming the entrance of the building, as the police try to contain what is being dubbed as a "domestic dispute".

However this might be a cut above a simple “dispute” in some respects, as Emiyo can literally see her mother's boyfriend impaled on a weathervane on the roof of the house that lies just across the street from their apartment's balcony.

Staring in jaw dropping shock, it takes Emiyo a few seconds to believe what she is seeing, let alone formulate any theories on what is actually going on here.

Eventually, in her ongoing confusion, she sees the building's landlord watching the mess from afar, smoking his pipe like he's going to win a prize for it, Emiyo approaches the land lord in a search for answers.

Emiyo: Excuse me, Mr Oak?

Landlord Oak: Hmph..the daughter of that bitch...Well, I guess I expected you to show up sooner or later, what is it you want?

Emiyo: Well..I was just wondering, what's going on here?

Landlord Oak: You mean you don't know?

Emiyo: No, I was at school today, to then attend a track tournament, where I kind of got-...

Landlord Oak: OK! I get it, you think your life is interesting to other people, just shut up for a few seconds and understand that it's not so I can finish talking.

Emiyo: Em...OK...I'm sorry...

Landlord Oak: There it is again "I'm sorry", God...it's always about how you feel.

Emiyo: You make it sound like I bother you every day. Isn't this the first time you and I have ever spoken face-to-face?

Landlord Oak: (Sighs)...Break that down for a moment..."Isn't this the first time you and I-ME-MYSELF have ever spoken face-to-face?"...self-centred types such as you make great people like me sick, you know that?

Emiyo: OK...? What do I have to say to stop offending you and find out what happened here?

Landlord Oak: It's not my job to make people like you more adept at communicating, if you can't understand what you're doing wrong then I can't help you.

Emiyo: God fucking dammit! Just tell me why my mother's boyfriend is lying dead and impaled on a weathervane before I fucking scream!!!

Shouting these in a manner that could be described as screaming in its own right, the Landlord is forced to look at some of the nervous stares of passing pedestrians for a moment, as they wonder....
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..."What in Christ's name did he say to that poor girl to get her to scream so much?"...
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Knowing when and when not to push things to make himself look good, the Landlord ultimately caves to the girl's requests for answers and he flat out tells her what's happening finally.

Landlord Oak: (Sighs)...It's nothing too spectacular, really. Your mother just up and killed her boyfriend after the two of them got drunk stupid in the middle of the afternoon.

Emiyo: Are you fucking serious?

Landlord Oak: It's not the first time they've gotten wasted whilst you were at school, what's the big deal?

Emiyo: I guess..in retrospect...that's not, but I'm actually still pretty hung up on the part about the killing...what drove her to do that?

Landlord Oak: I don't really know, and I don't actually care to be honest with you. I'm just happy that the late Matthew Irons didn't land on me when he was thrown out of his balcony window.

Matthew Irons is, of course, the mother's boyfriend, a man which Emiyo looks back to see impaled in the distance briefly once more before turning back and nervously asking.

Emiyo: So is my mother going to jail then I take it?

Landlord Oak: Can't jail what's already dead, can you? Or are you one of those idiots who doesn't know what a dead person is?

Emiyo: Is my mother dead too!? Is that your assholish way of telling me that fucking fact!?

Landlord Oak: Look, get off my case, I'm the one with the real problems here. Do you know how hard it is to resell one of these apartments after some jerk gets murdered, and some other bitch blows her brains out with a shotgun in her living-room within the walls? People can find that shit out easily online these days, so I'm really up the creek here. But you know what? If you seriously think it's more appropriate to cry about losing your dumb parents then you can go ahead and do that...just...do it somewhere else that'll draw less attention to me.

Emiyo: ...Wait...you mean to tell me..I'm getting evicted?

Landlord Oak: Well, duh!..Your mother's boyfriend owned the place, and you and your mother were just guests, as far as I know.

Emiyo: But, is that even legal, I mean I just turned 16 today, doesn't that mean I was technically an adult living there? Shouldn't I have rights before getting kicked out?

Landlord Oak: Well that depends, do you have any money?

Emiyo: Eh...no, not really.

Landlord Oak: Well then you can pay this outstanding bill as and whenever you get the money to do so..I'll keep all of the things in your old apartment as collateral...or I'll probably sell them. Regardless, this conversation is over. Get out of my sight and don't come back to this building unless you have my money.

Getting handed a bill originally intend for the late Matthew Irons and his outstanding debt, Emiyo is then forcefully turned and nudged on her way several times by Landlord Oak before she caves to the pressure and just leaves, not rightly sure how to handle the situation.

So with every bad hand imaginable dealt to her in the matter of hours, completely destroying her life in many respects, Emiyo now sits at a bench by a bus stop.

Staring at the bills in her hands, the only two possessions she has left, along with taking a moment to gaze at the support strap fitted around her leg, she suffers from a bout of helpless self-doubt as she mutters to herself.

Emiyo: Holy shit...what the hell do I do now?...

Almost speaking blindly to God, in hopes that he might have an answer.

Unfortunately the only sign given to her in response to asking this question is a sudden rainstorm bursting out around her, just to remind her of the first in many problems that she's likely to face without having the comfort of a roof over her head.

In this moment of unrelenting despair, Emiyo is briefly distracted when she sees a person's feet almost walking past her, only to suddenly stop as they take note of Emiyo sitting on the bench.

Emiyo expecting something terrible to occur from a random passing stranger taking an interest in her on a day like today, she slowly raises her head to see a girl from her school (as evident from the uniform she is wearing) looking back at her.

This girl is holding an umbrella in one hand, and has a grocery bag resting in her other arm. But upon looking at Emiyo with a downright awe-struck expression, this girl quickly shifts the grocery bag to the other arm to free her hand so that she may forcibly drag Emiyo into a standing position to say to her face.

???: Oh my God, you're the one...

Emiyo: The girl who fucked up on the track today? I see word spreads faster than wildfire around here. Maybe you could leave me alone and make fun of me tomorrow, or the next day, or fuck, whenever the hell I get all of this financial bullshit straightened out and can come back to school.

The girl, seemingly only listening to 20% of what Emiyo just said, pushes harder about this issue, as there has clearly been some message that's been miscommunicated here.

???: No, no, you don't get it. I don't know what you're deal is before, but I know what it's going to be from here on out, because you are the ONE.

Emiyo: Just so we're clear, you're not talking about my fuck up at the track field today? I just assumed everyone worth their weight in social points would be chattering like old nannies about that.

???: I don't have any friends, so it'd be hard for me to find out about these things.

Emiyo: You...really don't sound all too bent out of shape about admitting that to me right now?

???: That's because it's not my fault. People are just afraid of who and what I am.

Emiyo: OK, so just who the hell, and what the hell are you?

Lira: My name's Lira V, I work at the V-Boutique in town, it's run by my aunt, and everyone is scared shitless of her, but I love her to pieces, you two will get on great!

Emiyo: Excuse me...why am I going to be meeting your aunt all of a sudden? I don't have the money to even feed myself, or even own my own shelter, and I've just been evicted from my home, had my guardians die, and my career ended all on my birthday...so I hate to break it to you and your aunt, but I'm not gonna be buying too many clothes in the near future.

Lira: Oh shush, it's not that bad.

Emiyo: In case I sounded insincere a few fucking seconds ago, let me reiterate, nothing I just said was a word of a lie! My whole world has just been destroyed today!!!

Lira: Or...is it just beginning?

Emiyo: Are you...being paid to fuck with me right now?

Lira: Nope, I'm an assistant at the Boutique because I don't have my maiden genes as strong as past members of my family have.

Emiyo: Is that supposed to make any sense to a person you've just met?

Lira: No, I guess not. OK, shut up and let me start over. How about you come with me, k?

Emiyo: I just told you I'm not exactly in the market for shopping right now. I'm homeless, ruined, and likely going to get the shit kicked out of me by repo men in the few weeks.

Lira: No, it's cool, you can stay with me. I'm sure it'll work out better, actually. When you consider the-...

Emiyo: Let me stop you right there, before you go too far down that line of thought. Do you...in any way, shape or form, realise how crazy you sound right now? You've just met me, and you're saying I need to meet your family and live with you!?

Lira: Well you just told me you have no place to live, shouldn't you be happy?

Emiyo: I'm more confused as to what the good lord's fucking scheme is for me, unless he's having a good old laugh to himself at my expense whilst getting high with history's greatest minds at a fucking cloud-centred pool party!

Lira: That's blasphemy...

Emiyo: Does that mean you're pissed off enough to leave me alone?

Lira: Nope, I need you to come with me, because if I happened to run into the ONE and then went back to my Aunt without bringing you to see her? Well she'd be one hot cross bunny after that, I could tell you that much.

Emiyo: Listen to me, you cuckoo gaga whack job! If you think I'm gonna be roped into some rag peddling scheme at your aunt's place just because I'm having a bad day, then you've got another fucking thing coming, because I-...!?

Emiyo is suddenly dragged out of the way of a switch blade coming near her head by Lira, as Landlord Oak, in a move that is ultimately confusing, has come to attack Emiyo for reasons that he is quick to state as both Emiyo and Lira slowly back away from him down the road, and he continues to advance on them step-by-step.

Landlord Oak: Well, well, look who decided to try to screw me on the money you owed me...

Emiyo: (Coughs)...OK, what the fuck, are you serious right now!? I thought you said I had a couple of weeks!? And even then, if you suddenly changed your mind, why the hell is stabbing someone considered acceptable practise in your books!?

Landlord Oak: It's acceptable, because I'm pissed off, and nobody worthwhile is ever going to miss your presence. So stabbing you to death is a good way to vent my frustrations. I did the same last January to the folks who lived in number 4 when they got that yappy Scottish terrier that would make all sorts of noise at 4AM. Stabbing them all to death solved all of my problems. Now it's just a bunch of drugged out Satanists that live in there...much better if you ask me.

Emiyo: Please tell me that you are joking?...

Landlord Oak: Oh, but I'm not. I also changed my mind, because when I turned back to head to the convenience store I happened to notice you were talking to the niece of Lady V. That bitch is all kinds of "rolling in it" when it comes to revenue, so she should be able to pay your debt...once your dead of course.

Emiyo: Are you fucking nuts!? This girl just stopped to talk to me randomly, I have no ties to her family, so you can't saddle them with anything!

Landlord Oak: You can't fool me, I can tell from the girl's expression alone that she'd be willing to walk over broken glass for you.

Emiyo: Then I guess you're a really poor fucking judge of character, this girl knows nothing about me, and I wouldn't judge her for ditching me now and heading for the hills to save herself.

Lira: Yeah, you hear that, you either stab us both, or Lady V won't pay you a dime!

Emiyo: That's...not even close to what I said, are you even listening to what's being said here, or are you just making up the words you want to hear in that demented melon of yours!?

Lira: Emiyo is right, I'm not gonna stand here and let you hurt her, you'd have to catch us first if you want to hurt us!

Emiyo: (Sighs)...Well I guess that answers that question.

Lira: What?

Emiyo: Nothing, look, it's cute that you want to save me from this homicidal guy who used to be my landlord, but here's the thing. If you want me to run anywhere right now? Then I'm afraid that's not gonna happen. The doctor told me to avoid running for the next while, and preferably give up on doing it in general, so...I'm afraid I'm going to have to settle for depending on one of the passing pedestrians who are ignoring this shit to grow a set and help me.

Lira: You can't run?

Emiyo: Not unless I wanna land myself in hospital again, and I don't have the money for treatment, so they'd likely just toss me in a ditch out back and still charge me the delivery costs.

Lira: Well then that's not a problem, we can escape this stupid crazy knifey guy easily.

Landlord Oak: Does any one want to ask the stupid crazy knifey guy his opinion on this!?

Lira: Oh, shut your stupid face, you.

Reaching into her grocery bag and pulling out a tube of salt, Lira opens it and throws the contents into the eyes of Landlord Oak to blind him temporarily. Lira then hands the grocery back to Emiyo to hold whilst she provides a remedy for the injured leg situation.

Lira lifts Emiyo in a way that allows her to carry her on back and shoulders whilst she runs, essentially dealing the one final blow to Emiyo's pride as she is forced to ride piggyback all the way whilst the Lira impressively runs with Emiyo, at a pace that keeps the two of them from getting cut by the enraged Landlord.

The same Landlord who does in fact chase them down several blocks, swinging his knife back and forth, cutting down wall posters, flags, and even a few innocent peoples' shoulders/arms as he runs. Not stopping as he continues to scream.

Landlord Oak: Get back here and pay your rent dammit!!!

Naturally...this is illegal in some respects, but no one seems eager to make a solid attempt at neutralising the situation, so it falls upon the shoulders of Emiyo and Lira to solve their own problems, even though realistically speaking it's just Emiyo's problems, and Lira is making them hers by sticking her nose into them for the vague reason that "Emiyo is the ONE"...

With how far they actually run away from this enraged man, it's shocking that the police don't take notice, but what's even more shocking is that it's not just an abstract path formulated randomly within the mind of Lira, for she knows where she is going, and it is going to resolve this situation once and for all.

Upon turning a corner on the Reseda Vale shopping district and running down a row of back alleys behind the businesses, Landlord Oak sees the two girls vanishing into an open parking garage for the V-Boutique in the far off distance.

As he makes a run towards it, inside said parking garage Lira runs towards a woman in her mid twenties who is working on the engine of a parked car with its hood popped open. Grabbing this woman's attention right away as she calls out to her, she drops what she is doing and looks to Lira confused by the spare body she has brought home on her shoulders.

Lira: Vert! Vert! I need your help!

The woman's name, clearly is Vert, her full name being Vert Tua. Not being as flustered by anything to the same level Lira is, she responds in a much calmer tone.

Vert: This better be important, Lira. I'm fucking busy here.

Lira: OMG! You have no idea how flipping important it is! I found the one, you know the one? The one that Aunt V said was the one we needed to be the one?

Vert: Stop saying one and get to the fucking point already...

Lira: OK, OK, just don't lose me here, because I do totally need your help. You see this girl on my shoulders? She's really important, she needs to meet my Aunt, and the only thing that's gonna keep that from happening is some nutcase who started chasing us with a knife down the road when I was on my way back from the store.

Vert: Is that why the girl your carrying is holding the bag with my cigarettes in it?

Lira: Yeah, totally.

Vert snatches the paper bag from Emiyo's hand and grabs the cigarettes out of it on the move.

Lighting one of said cigarettes and dumping the bag down on her work bench she reaches into the driver's seat window of the car she is working on and she presses a button on the dash board that pops opens the trunk and she then points to it with her thumb saying.

Vert: V is in the middle of doing a show room even for an engaged couple right now, so you can't hide in the store, chill out in the trunk back there and I'll get rid of this guy.

Lira: Thank you so much! You're the best.

Vert: I won't be anything close if you don't hide, move it...

With Emiyo getting to say nothing in this exchange, she is carried over to the trunk of the car and tossed in before Lira climbs in with her and pulls the trunk closed to seal them both inside.

In this position, they only get to listen to what's going on by the time Landlord Oak finally arrives at the garage door with his knife screaming.

Landlord Oak: Where the hell are you girls!?!

Unfortunately for him though, he is treated to the bland sight of Vert casually smoking away whilst screwing around with the engine of the idle car.

Not easily fooled however, Landlord Oak storms into the garage in search of Emiyo and Lira, knowing for certain that he saw them come in here as he speaks to Vert directly.

Landlord Oak: You there! Tinkering woman!

Vert: Huh?...

Landlord Oak: You saw those two girls come in here, correct?

Vert: Excuse me?

Landlord Oak: The girls! I was after two girls and they came in here!

Vert: This is a place of business, pal. If anyone came in here, it would've been through the front door. Only deliveries come in through this way.

Landlord Oak: I know that this is the V-Boutique, you harlot! I recognised the girl who I was chasing! So I know she would've been allowed through these doors!

Vert: Even if that were true, it doesn't mean you are, so I'd fuck off if I were you, unless you want someone to call the police.

Landlord Oak: I'm well within my rights to be here, this is a free country.

Vert: Though it's getting less free every day with assholes like you abusing the freedom...

Landlord Oak: What was that!?

Vert: I was just asking you to leave again, hoping you'd have seen your way to unfucking yourself for five seconds and maybe thinking with a level head.

Landlord Oak: I'm not leaving until I find and butcher those two girls, so you best do your womanly duty and stand to the side.

Vert: I done more than my fair share of service for this country in my army days, now as a thank you I get to spend my time fixing cars, doing deliveries, and hearing backchat from cunts like you day in and day out without being able to respond to the situation in a way that my overbearing P.T.S.D wants me to, by beating you to fucking death where you stand.

Landlord Oak: Is that a threat!?

Vert: My instincts are telling me to say “no” to you, but I'll just come out and say yeah, it's a threat, if it'll make you leave faster.

Landlord Oak: Excuse me!? Do have any idea who I am!?

Vert: Nope.

Landlord Oak: Don't you care!?

Vert: Again, nope. Other than some insecure little dweeb who stabs high-school girls, I don't think I need to learn much else about you.

Landlord Oak: How dare you!!! I've had enough! I'm going to start searching this place from top to bottom! If you don't like it!? Then I suggest you go cry into a pile of tissues until I finish!!!

Inadvertently spitting over Vert's face several times in this venomous rant, Landlord Oak closes by indeed storming off, and upturning tool boxes, and laundry baskets in search of the two girls, opening up storage lockers without permission and over all....just being a jerk.

Vert, in a surprising display of patience watches the whole thing, knowing fine well that his behaviour is being recorded by the surveillance camera in this garage, so the police can have all the evidence they want of the man's actions after he leaves.

That is however, until he gets a little too close to the hood of the car, and he hears Lira sneeze within.

Dawning a look of insane glee once he realises he has found them, Landlord Oak presses the tips of his fingers on the trunk's edges and almost looks set to open it, but is stopped dead in the middle of doing so as Vert shatters his skull, ruptures his brains and takes him off of his feet with one mighty strike of a sledgehammer to the face.

And even though his brains have been splattered as his body hits the floor, Vert doesn't rest too easily on the idea that this has finished him off, and in one final move that ensures this, she raises the sledgehammer over head and brings it down onto what's left of his skulls, scattering it like a splattered watermelon, before tossing the sledge hammer to the side.

She then takes another draw of her cigarette, exhaling with an exhausted deep breath as she then says to herself.

Vert: Damn I hate Mondays...

But she is then caught off guard by Lira jumping and flipping out of trunk seconds later shouting out just as she lands.

Lira: Wowee! That was intense, I thought we were gonna get stabbed for sure, but you definitely showed him, huh!?

Vert: Just...go get me some trash bags so I can clean this mess, you fucking nitwit..

Lira: You got it!

Vert shaking her head slowly in response to Lira's excitement, cannot wrap her had around girl's boundless optimism and energy in all situations, even one as grim as this.

With Lira disappearing into the store to get the trash bags (whilst carefully avoiding the previously mentioned wedding planning event), Vert herself is left alone to look as the mess made by both Landlord Oak and herself at the expense of his corpse.

Before she can move to start picking up the scattered items across the floor, Vert is stopped as a distraught Emiyo, having finally climbed out of the trunk herself, wraps her arms around Vert and hugs her.

At a total loss, with everything she's went through today finally hitting her like a sack of bricks, she clings to this one dependable person who just saved her life and she mutters under her breath.

Emiyo: Thank you...

Not being used to the general act of friendly human contact, or even communicating informally in general with others, Vert looks both ways uncomfortably for a few seconds, before finally resting her one free hand on her head and saying.

Vert: Eh...sure, kid...Don't mention it.

A position they end up staying in for quite some time, as Emiyo, trapped in doubts of what she is suppose to do, where she is supposed to go, or even who she can depend on at this stage, just freezes here, leaving Lira to clean up around them for a few hours whilst they wait on Lady V finishing up with her clients for the day.
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Thread 2




The Doctor is In.
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There are a great many things which are said in passing about the V-Boutique in Reseda Vale, but out the many that are both positive and negative, the one thing that most people cannot deny is that Lady V is always a professional, no matter what situation she is faced with.

That is to say, she never takes her eye off the prize.

So when she could evidently see her niece Lira walking back and forth with black trash bags that were dripping with blood in the open storeroom door behind the counter, she pulled out all of the stops in her play book of business etiquette and charm to get the engaged couple she was speaking with to buy an extortionate wedding dress, and a matching set of dresses for all of the bride's maids out of the store's catalogue.

With scheduled fittings marked down for another day however, and the store finally closed for the evening, Lady V can finally ask what the hell is going on that necessitated such violence to be undertaken within her fine Boutique.

Lady V herself is the same age as Vert Tua, but she is much shorter, so short in fact that she often gets mistaken for a child by people who are not aware of her famous name around town, but when they do make such mistakes? Her sharp tongue with its relentlessly cruel vocabulary is always a decent enough remedy to let them know they aren't dealing with a little
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