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Ember 1




Prologue.
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There was no rhyme or reason for it, what he was seeing didn't even seem real. The moment Mark heard the voice of Dr Vostok and saw her standing in the doorway before his home-room class.

It shouldn't have been real, but against all logical reasoning the fictional reconstruction of Dr Vostok somehow has survived the collapse of the train-shaped universe that was made by Context Ash, and as an asset from said world she now lives among us...and has enough credibility to hold down a job too.

Naturally, when she survived initially she was missing an arm. However, this no longer seems to be the case, as she is looking much more healthier than she was before.

No one having seen her in her troubled condition however, makes this seem like nothing more than a miracle on her part in the eyes of everyone who is aware of where she came from.

Mark, of course, can't just shout across the classroom...

––––––––
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..."Hey, you! You should be dead! What gives!?"...

––––––––
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Because that would not only be rude, but it'd also confuse everyone else in the seats around him.

So understanding his predicament, Mark just rolls with the punches for the day, letting the lessons continue on as normal, knowing fine well that Dr Vostok isn't truly putting her heart into this "teaching job" as she clearly has her ulterior motives for being here.

He can even feel her looking at him through the corner of her eye, but with both of them being pros at putting up fronts, they manage to get through the day with everyone else still assuming that she's just a teacher with an inappropriate crush on Mark, and Mark is just too nervous to reciprocate those feelings.

By the time the final bell rings for the day though, this act is given some negative connotations in the mind of the student body as Dr Vostok finishes off writing something on the blackboard and then turns to Mark and says.

Dr Vostok: Mr Taper, could you please wait behind for a couple of moments....There is something I wish to discuss with you....privately.

Speaking these words in the most suggestive manner possible, it makes all of the departing male students once again draw dagger eyes at Mark.

Hell, it'd probably have driven Doremi into trying to kill Dr Vostok if she was still here, but the famous Closet Serial Killer had to leave abruptly to attend to a meeting with her agent during the lunchtime break and never came back.

So with Mark and Glim being the only ones left to speak with Dr Vostok by the time everyone else exits, the young P.I. moves to the front of the class, and sits at the empty student's desk in front of Dr Vostok's table, with Glim also taking one of the closest seats as the three have a brief moment of uncomfortable silence in which they try to figure out where they all stand here.

That is to say, Mark and Glim are uncertain of the situation. Dr Vostok took this job intentionally knowing that she had something to say to Mark, and that she was going to say it. She's just, much like her deceased real-life counter part, known for keeping her cards close to her chest.

So with that being said, she takes great pleasure in letting Mark be the one to make guesses as to why she is here.

Mark: So...are you still written to kill me?

Dr Vostok: HA! My heavens, no. I'm past that closed-circle scenario that we were all trapped in. The moment I escaped, I felt all of the imposed behaviours imparted on to me just slip away, like I'd taken a shower to cleanse my conscious mind.

Mark: Uh-huh...I guess that brings me to my second heavy-duty question that I'm struggling with at this time.

Dr Vostok: What's that? I am your teacher now after all, so it is my job to help you understand things better.

Mark: OK...if you don't my mind my being blunt here, why the hell are you still alive?

Dr Vostok: I have...too much I need to take care of, so death simply isn't an option.

Mark: ...

Glim: From his expression, I'm assuming your response was unsatisfactory for Mark...

Mark: It was actually. In fact, it almost seemed a little evasive. I want to know precisely how you're still ticking, when everything else on board that train turned to dust when I killed Context Ash?

Dr Vostok: Clearly some things have survived from that train.

Mark: Yeah, but how?

Dr Vostok: Well I couldn't account for anything else without doing my own studies, but as for my personal well-being? That was ensured when I was almost subjected to the poisonous toxins that were released into the 2nd class passenger cart of the train.

Mark: You didn't get poisoned?

Dr Vostok: No, I held my breath and-.

Mark: Wait! For how long? You were locked into that place and there was no escape. I'd assume you were bound to need oxygen at some point.

Dr Vostok: No, you see Context Ash wrote my character so that I could hold my breath indefinitely..it was...a flaw she had in her lack of understanding when it came to select sciences.

Mark: What do you mean, select sciences?

Dr Vostok: The girl plum never got told some things, like why the sky is blue, rain is wet, and the difference between the sun and the moon. I realise my real life counterpart gave her lectures here and there on some things, along with explanations on how some of the projects around the store worked within the whale....but she really was at a loss when it came understanding the basics...Namely...she thought the real Dr Vostok built the whale with his bare hands, and did so whilst underwater for several months solidly. This, in short, translated into my construction including such an ability, which I used to survive the toxins.

Mark: Did Context Ash "write" you so that you could survive her own universe collapsing?

Dr Vostok: No, but she did give me the real Dr Vostok's natural ability to adapt, survive and hypothesise. I reached some conclusions about how my genetic makeup worked before and after you and I spoke, and the moment I realised everyone around me who was indeed a "real" human was going to die? I took it upon myself to recycle their blood into my own body so that I could survive.

Mark: How does taking their blood keep you alive?

Dr Vostok: The more of it that is compatible with my character's assigned blood-type and left circulating around my system, means that it cannot be erased from the real world. Once it's merged with my body's tissue, it adapts to the foreign environment and stabilises that which would crumble with a lack of a magic God holding the ash fibres together. It's not realistic science, but...working within the confines of what I had? I knew it was my best shot at survival. It was a bit of a gamble, sure. But the people around me were as good as dead anyway, so...their blood donations served as a good means of keeping me alive long enough to find a more stable solution.

Mark: It seems a little too easy though, just pumping someone else's blood into your body and it serving as a magical serum that defies a temporary God of a universe.

Dr Vostok: It wasn't easy actually. I lost an arm, and several other crucial internal body parts. But after I made my way to a local morgue, I managed to get everything I needed to fill in the blanks.

Mark: You stitched a corpse's arm on your body?

Dr Vostok: No, don't be ridiculous. I merely borrowed a few organs here and there, the arm grew back later after I found another steady stream of mortal blood to take in so that my body would accept the new foreign elements.

Mark: Borrowed?

Dr Vostok: OK, I STOLE some organs. Good lord, you make it sound like a crime. Who was going to use those things anyway, I ask you? I was better off taking them before the doctors there decided to feed them to their savage dogs out the back of the establishment.

Mark: Ignoring the fact that you could've set a few investigations back slightly by prowling in a morgue, I'm starting to become more concerned with this stable supply of blood you spoke of?

Dr Vostok: No need to worry, the short version of my story was that I robbed a blood bank. But it wasn't like a traditional bank robbery, it was very cloak and dagger, no one saw me come nor go. It'll just be a blotch in the records and nothing more.

Mark: How have you been surviving, though? It doesn't make sense that a sick, malnourished woman who managed to grow her arm back could be walking around this city, but have no one even taking a picture or recording it. I mean, in this day and age, people capture everything with their phones, with or without permission.

Dr Vostok: I haven't had much contact with anyone, really. I did turn some tricks to get myself an ID, some money and a place to live, but I don't need to eat anything to survive, strangely that's something Context Ash left as a plot hole within my construct. I do need to drink fluids still, though....but it's nor more than the average individual.

Glim: So have you just been indulging in wine this entire time?

Dr Vostok: Oh no, I wouldn't touch the stuff at the best of times, but that's before you consider that it'd be detrimental to the dubious status I'm in at the time being. A blood/alcohol level isn't something you want to play with when your blood is somehow even more precious to you than the average human.

Mark: Glim has a point though, what have you been doing since you got stabilised. You make it sound like it only took a day or two?

Dr Vostok: It was a short and brief process. By the Monday you were heading to school last week? I was already observing you from a safe distance.

Mark: Why were you observing me of all people?

Dr Vostok: I had information for you, but...it's not the kind of thing I could easily talk about when you're in the middle of the street, working, sleeping, ignoring the gooey-eyed questions of your maid, or even when you're shooting the breeze in that Bolts of Haven place with 27 or your Russian co-worker. I needed a communicating environment that could just be a straight one-to-one with the two of us.

Mark: And...Glim?

Dr Vostok: I understand that 90% of the time she'll be here whether I like it or not, I'd be foolish to barter for a moment of your time where she's not present.

Mark: Are you still possessing feelings of prejudice against Glim?

Dr Vostok: I don't rightly care, honestly. Those negative feelings belonged to the original Dr Vostok, and in case you haven't already figured it out, I'm doing as much as I can to diversify from that man. Not because of any particular aggression to what he was, but rather, I'm trying to find my own identity now.

Mark: And you assume I'll let you keep on doing that?

Dr Vostok: Well I assumed my open deceleration to mature, and stop hating Glim's kind would've been reason enough to earn your favour. After all, I haven't broken any major laws...yet.

Mark: (Sighs)...I guess you haven't, not anything I can likely prove anyway, since I'm sure you covered your tracks well enough at the morgue and blood bank, having visited the former myself recently, I didn't seem to get the
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