The halls of the Virginia boarding school teemed with life like a dark blue river as the students wore their uniforms. The uniform was simple, a short sleeve shirt of white polyester. A blazer that was dark blue with the state flag over the left breast pocket; worn buttoned during the winter season and off during the summer season of school. The shoes were standard black leather dress shoes and the pants were navy blue along with the navy blue dress skirts being knee length. 

It is in this river of uniformed students we meet the highest marked student in school and an acolyte of the rules and regulations of the school. Her name, Sarah Victoria Amarurika, The Step-Daughter of Senator Amarurika, a man known for getting his way in and out of the House. Her Mother, Serina Amarurika, An actress known for her roles as a supporting character rather then the star of the pictures. We will discuss more about them later.
Sarah, as stated, was Strict about the rules and Regulations of the school. She never let a single violation go with out fixing it and speaking with the violator. Repeat offenders were taken to the staff, which had no choice, but to deal with them quickly or risk losing their jobs.

Now, this is not something to hold against Sarah; she was raised to play by the rules to the letter and seek nothing in return. She was also raised to be a good wife that would support her husband through his career. Something she was not fond of but thanks to her up bringing, she did not challenge it.  As far as she knew form her father’s and mother’s teachings, women play the support role not the lead role. 

Victoria’s looks only verified her need to follow the regulations, her black hair lay just past her shoulders, rounded and shaped so that her parents were pleased, and her bangs were evenly cut and brushed to the left side.

Her uniform was perfectly shaped and hemmed to fit her slender body, showing what the school allowed for the most part. 

Sarah walked through the halls with her friends, if you could call them that, speaking of how interesting the last episode of some television show was. 

Their names were Hillary Sasha Slaughter and Gin Nakamura. 

Hillary was a southern born girl of seventeen. She was five foot six inches, weighing one hundred and twenty four pounds. Her hair was a bowl cut with platinum blond hair. Her family was known for their conservative ways, something Hillary did not care for.

Gin was only five foot two inches, weighing only one hundred pounds. Something He was lightly proud of as much as he was annoyed by. He was only fourteen years old, but thanks to the difference in what she was taught by his schools over seas and the schools in America, He jumped a few grades.

He had silk smooth raven hair that down to his knees; tied in a French braid. He always held a mocking grin on his face with eyes closed; none could explain how, but he always knew what he was doing and where he was going. His grades were perfect and he was the highest marked Fencer in the school. Something he cared little for, but the thought of dueling other’s, that he liked.

Two of the Trio spoke about of a show that was on Saturday night. Sarah, unable to watch television, let alone the show, simply thought of anything she might be missing for the day as her eyes scanned the area for infractions. Her books were held to her chest by both her arms.

“I’m telling you, KuroBara should not have charged the guy knowing he was just going to slice her arms off like he did her boyfriend’s head.” Gin stated, arms crossed tightly, his books already in the class room. 

“But She lost control of her rage. I’m pretty sure all of us would try and kill the man that killed our love.” Hillary replied holding her briefcase of books in her left hand, the other in her pocket. 

“What is love?” Gin asked playfully looking to the girls, his eyes still closed.  Both of the girls sighed heavily as they looked to each other then Gin. 

Sarah’s eyes returned forward. “That smile Gin, makes it hard to tell if you are joking, or being serious.” Sarah answered noticing a soft disturbance ahead. Her eyes try and hone in on the source.

Gin laughed whole heartedly. “What’s the fun in knowing?” He questioned looking to her, eyes closed. “Knowing leads one to order.” She replied pausing in the halls; the source of the disturbance moving towards them, people stepped out of the way, stopping the flow of the area. 

Hilary and Gin stopped next to her watching; Hilary wondering softly confused about what could be stopping the flow. Gin on the other hand, kept his smile waiting to see the clash that he knew would be occurring very soon.

Drumming on the walls, the sounds of a female voice carried through the halls. “Time to Rewind, Back to nineteen Ninety Nine when we were nothing….” the voice Sang. A rather rough, mess of a girl came into vision. She was dancing around students, banging on the walls and her chest. The girl had Violet hair with light blue highlights along the bangs. Her hair was short, messy with the right side of her hair longer then the left side, resting below her shoulder. Her uniform shirt was un-tucked and a mess. She wore no Blazer but a red flannel shirt open. She had the dark blue pants and dress shoes on. But she wore a pair of aviators that were beat up and older then she was. She had a pair of brand new ear phones in each ear. She had an over used bag, half-hazard slung over her shoulder; firmly held by her ever shifting shoulder. 

It was obvious that she was going to be the bane of Sarah’s existence unless order was granted quickly and swiftly.

The blue hair girl continued to sing and dance; lightly going in and out of people’s faces. “Walking through the streets of Boston, no one listening, No one caring the rooms in which we played!”

She drew looks of smiles and distain from her antics. Gin and Hilary looked to The Acolyte of order; Gin with his mocking smile and Hilary with worry that Sarah may do something that will spark a war.  

Keeping her head cool as she can, Sarah watched and listened, knowing the path that the girl was taking easily. The girl though, still not caring about what everyone thought, continued to have fun, singing in and out of people’s faces; drumming the walls and lockers. 

“Until they all showed up one day! Then we took the stage And Everything changed!”

The girl’s voice got even louder as she got even closer. After mere seconds, she was before Sarah. Standing before her, ready to sing the next verse until Sarah reached over, yanking the glasses off, ordering the girl now. “Stand straight; pull those things out of your ears. Fix your shirt, tuck it in.” The girl covered her eyes, keeping Sarah’s lips in sight; reading them easily. She jokingly hissed backing up. “T-the light! It burns!” She decreed. 

Sarah could not help but feel her rage start to build from the girl’s mocking. 

With a heavy sigh, Sarah kept her rage tame. “What is your name?” She demanded.

“Return the glasses and the darkness they provide.” She started. “And the Name of the Devil shall be yours.” She bartered reading Sarah’s lips. 

“Move your hand, and your glasses are not needed. We are inside.” Sarah barked almost.

“But I don’t do no sun light. I got a condition.” She watched Sarah and everyone around carefully for a second. Soon after she felt her ear buds be pulled out. Hilary had removed the ear buds and before the girl knew it, the sounds of the school and the whispers and laughs of the students were hitting her.  She jumped back flinging her hands around before her. “Woah! No touchie! No Touch!” She replied sliding and pulling her ear phones around her neck; her eyes closed like Gin’s.

Sarah’s patience, still strong, looked to the girl. “Stop this non-sense.” She demanded. “Conduct yourself like a woman.” She added. “Open your eyes, fix your cloths and self. These antics shall and will not be tolerated.” 

Save for her eyes, the girl did as told quickly and accurately before giving a mock salute. “Aye Ma’am!” She mocked even more. Gin quickly stepped between them, pushing them back softly. With a large smile he spoke to them. “Alright ladies, Duals and fights are best left to the ring.” 

The girls looked to each other, rather then Gin. With a swift movement of the hand, Gin took the girl’s glasses and returned them to their owner. The girl quickly put them back on. “Rachael Constantine.” Rachael opened her eyes behind her glasses. “But, you can call me Ray for short.” 

“Constantine?” Gin asked.

“Like from the show?” Hilary asked blinking softly.

With a quick point and thrust of the hand, Rachael nodded. “Correct.” She smiled. “Though, more of the comic the show was based on.” She added looking to the side before looking back to Sarah. 

Feeling rage build and build from this incident, Sarah backed up from Gin’s interference, closing her eyes. Her authority mocked and the rules and regulations made a joke; the black hair girl could only Retreat or press forward. Pressing forward she would do. Her eye twitched softly as she thought on what to do. Her hands trembled and she looked like she was ready to pounce.

 Rachael noticed Sarah’s facial movements and body language change, foretelling something that was not boding well. She leaned forward a bit, her head next to Sarah’s.

“What ever you are thinking, don’t…” Rachael started hushed enough that only Sarah could hear. Sarah kept her eyes closed listening. “As a Devil, I know trouble when it will occur, but this is trouble that will end hellish for us both. Move your lips like you are scolding me and warning me on what will happen.” She whispered watching everyone in the area.

Sarah’s eyes opened calmly. She looked to the ‘Devil’ and whispered. “Why?” She demanded. “I need not trick other’s to get what I want.”  She backed up a bit. Her voice raised and booming though the halls. “And What I want is for you to follow the rules of this school, or leave; never returning.” 

Rachael could not help but start to laugh softly for a moment. Soon after she took another step back, her hand returning to her face as her laughter continued to grow in scale, almost sadistic in tone. 

Sarah stood her ground as everyone else took a step back. Gin got a sudden burst of fear from the tone, recognizing it from some where that he could not place. Soon after, Rachael noticed what she was doing. Her head lowered quickly, her hand still on her face. 

“Excuse me.” She hushed as her feet moved past Sarah, her heart rate high and her left arm twitching softly. Sarah watched the girl leave; conflicted on whether she should be enraged that she may have lost that spat or happy that she might have won. 

Gin leaned into Sarah’s shoulder and ear, a large grin on his face. “I think War has been declared between you two.” He joked, the halls starting to move once more with talk of the dual of Sarah and Rachael. 

Sarah sighed softly, looking to Gin. “There is no war, there was no dual.” She said. “It was nothing more then a spat between students that ended safely.” 

She said grasping her things and leaving. “The bell shall be ringing soon, let us get to our classes before we are late.”

Gin looked to Hilary, whom looked like she had just survived an attack on her life.
Sarah walked towards her class quickly. She knew Gin was right, war was declared almost, and she had lost the first battle, miserably. Even worse, this girl, mocked and poked fun at her so blatantly that she, lost respect towards her self. 

Gin followed with Hilary, his closed eyes fixated on Sarah with a soft frown. Though he enjoyed seeing Sarah have a challenge like this; he was not pleased with the way she is handling it. He pointed Hilary towards her class of Science majoring and bowed out a bit warning. “Take care and prepare caution, our queen of order will have total war with a ‘Devil’ by days end.”
Hilary nodded softly. “I understand, I’ll warn the staff about this.” 
Gin laughed a bit. “There is no need, but we must be on our guard.” Hilary looked to him confused. 
“But why? It would…”

Gin cut her off with a wave of the hand. “Do as you wish, but never tell another your plans.” He had a serious tone behind his mocking smile. “It will save you.” He waved her off as she looked on thinking he was speaking of experience for a moment.
With in minutes, the trio was in their respective classes and suffering the assault of the mundane and monotonous creature known as High school.

Gin sat silently with his grin and eyes sealed as her listened to the History of his home nation of Japan. More specifically the Warring states Era in which The Three unifiers of Japan lived and Fell. To which, Gin would Laugh loudly when he heard something that was wrong and fixed it promptly. Something his class and Teacher detested.
Hilary was trapped in Math. Even worse, She was lost in the forest of equations that she never could understand or keep up with for more then mere moments. As such, she slept in her class until she was summoned to answer a question in which she spent a few seconds and pulled a few numbers out of the air, which was always right for some reason.
Sarah though, tapped her hand on the desk as she thought about Constantine from earlier. Lost in thought to the point nothing others did to bring her back worked. That was until her English Teacher slammed a book on her desk. Rather then jump from fear; Sarah’s eyes closed as she looked up to him. He was a relatively handsome short male with slipped back hair and sleek glasses. His face was bone and slender. 
“Ms. Amarurika, You may be the daughter of a senator, but that means little to me. Pay attention or you will suffer the consequences.” He stated.
Sarah closed her eyes as she stood up and bowed softly. “My apologies, It will not happen again” She replied. She took her seat and sighing a bit. 
“Now, tell us, what Verse of The Inferno, Dante Alighieri speaks of the wolf.”  Her teacher demanded a bit walking back to his desk. 

She opened her copy of the book, quickly reading and catching up to the rest of the class barely missing a beat and note. “Verse Eighteen; Line forty Nine by the accounts of my copy.” She replied.
“Very good. Now Ms. Constantine, what does the Wolf represent?” He asked tacking a seat. 

Sarah’s eyes quickly started to search for Constantine. She found her right next to her. Her heart raced and anger rose already. ‘When did she, how did she get there with out her notice?’ Sarah thought silently.
The girl had her head on her desk with her aviators on the side. She waved her hand at the teacher to pass the question to another; but he out ranked her and demanded she answer the question.

Rachael sat up with her eyes closed. She picked up her glasses and slid them on easily, her eyes now opened. “Teach, I specified that for the next fifteen minutes I would still be impaired from my medications.” 
He looked to her. “Answer the question or write a report on it, take your pick.”

She let out another sigh before standing up and stretching her arms a bit. Her eyes scanned the area, using the dimmed windows and other reflective surfaces for something that was off.  Nothing was, and nothing should be at a place like this. Or so she would like to think. She slid her hands into her pockets. “Ms. Amarurika, would you please read the two versus leading to and after the She-wolf’s entrance.” 

Sarah looked up to her along with the class rather annoyed and intrigued by the request. 

“Why?” She asked looking up to her, hand tapping the desk. 
“It is a friendly request, and I just need to verify something.” She replied pulling off her glasses, eyes closed. 

The teacher could not help but roll his eyes at the situation as Sarah sighed softly. “Alright, but please Keep your glasses off during school from now on.” She bargained. Rachael held out the glasses for Sarah to hold onto.

“Very well.”

Sarah accepted the glasses and stood up. She read all five of the verses quickly as Rachael listened to every word and line carefully. Rachael sighed heavily once it was done, taking her seat. “There are three meanings I gathered from the five versus, two of which are related my personal opinion and experience. The other is the blaintently obvious gluttonous nature of man.”

The class’s interest was piqued by her words on what the other two meanings could be and so was the teacher’s.
He asked what the meaning that was her personal opinion. She turned the question down quickly and forcefully, resulting in a detention and an Essay for after school. Once more, she refused stating she has business after school, but is more then willing to suffer it before school.

Shortly there after, a dual started between them until Sarah intervened.

“Mr. Vox, Ms. Constantine, please stop…” Mr. Vox cut her off. “Both of you have detention after school. Sarah took a step back before nodding softly and taking her seat.  Rachael was ready to tear into him for telling someone they were in trouble for trying to stop a fight. That was until her heart rate spiked and she grasped her right fore arm tightly. “Excuse me.” She said racing out the door to a place she could be alone and calm down. Mr. Vox could not help but laugh a bit before calling the office about the situation that had taken place. Soon after though, he takes a seat hanging up the phone. His hand tapped the desk in agitation as he was informed of Rachael’s ‘Special’ treatment about certain things. He growled a bit before standing up, fixing his glasses. “Ms. Amarurika, I shall see you after school, if anyone sees Ms. Constantine, inform her she does not have Detention.”
Sarah kept a look of composure on her face. Inside though, she was screaming in anger and rage; with in one day, Rachael had gotten her into trouble in and out of school. Her mother was not going to be pleased with this one bit, even more so her Father. 

She could not help but scream even louder in her head, knowing that he was most likely going to lash out at her, her mother, the servants and eviscerate something Sarah enjoyed from her life. Which was very little as is. 
She made a list of her enjoyments during the class, no longer focused on what they were learning; it was something she could review later and be fine. 

Counting with her left hand, she thought the list. “Reading, dinning alone at dinner, dinning with her ‘friends’ at lunch.” The acolyte could not help but sigh heavily and loudly, prompting a question by the teacher about the first circle of hell and its meaning. Sarah once more scanned over the verses and stood up.
“The Door to Hell speaks of those whom sought only safety and loyalty to them selves. Changing allegiances on a whim, these souls are forever doomed to chase a banner that is ever evasive. It is also the circle in which those of little to no achievements dwell. Neither pure of heart nor corrupt of soul; the souls dwell here seeking entrance in to hell, but never are they granted it. That is the punishment for their crime of doing little with their lives.”

Sarah thought that would be where she would be doomed to dwell along with most women as it was forbidden for them to due much with their lives. Then again, maybe they would be granted entrance to paradise by being loyal and supportive of their husbands.
With that thought, Sarah took her seat and started to read ahead of the class, interested in finding the answer. About twenty minutes later, the lunch bell rang out in the school, signaling it was time for the students to relax a bit, speak freely about who’s day was worse, who’s dating who and much more until the topic of discussion was about Acolyte Sarah getting detention after picking a fight with the teacher and the new girl from earlier in the day. Sarah was too engrossed in the Poem to notice the gathering crowd around the room door as her ‘friends’ sat by her dinning on their lunches and speaking softly about the rumors about the fight that happened. Okay, they were speaking of it at their normal volume.
“Sarah is not a fighter.” Gin said with his arms cross, his meal already eaten. He set in front of Sarah, his legs crossed. 

“Sarah is when needed.” Hilary shot, eating a small club sandwich and a salad. Gin laughed behind a hand. “I know fighters; She is nothing but a toy of politics.” He said reaching over and slamming the book shut. Sarah jumped in fear, closing her eyes. “Gin, please do not do that again.” She asked as Hilary hit him in the shoulder. “Gin!” Hilary yelled in agitation. “That was mean!”
Sarah sighed heavily bringing her left hand to her face and rubbing it softly. “Hilary, apologies for hitting him and do not do it again.” She said rubbing her head. “Nine circles of Hell and I’ve read four of them.” She rubbed her face a bit. Gin patted Sarah’s head. “Forgot not this land in which we dwell, for it is our Paradise or Hell. It is up to us, The Angelic Deamon’s of god to forgo sin and dwell in hell for Paradise, or risk dwelling in hell until the end of days by living in Paradise.” He preached to her with his teeth baring though his grin. 
Sarah and Hilary looked to him, a little shocked that something like that would come from him.
“That was…” Hilary started a little uneasy. “Very…” She took a moment to find the words, stopping in her tracks when the whispers of the outside halls made way to the singing of a familiar daemon, only the tune was less energetic and calmer. 

“Snow Falls down, It covers Fields and Blood. Snow Falls down, And Clears the View.” 

It was the voice of the Devil, as she called herself, Constantine. She lightly and softly pushed and moved through the crowd heading for the class where she left her things. The students moved out of her way quickly, some hearing a rumor that she had attacked a teacher.

“It is cold…” She continued to sing stepping into the class room. Her eyes scanned the area, noticing the trio from earlier in the morning.

It was obvious that she came in peace for the moment when her head phones were removed along with her glasses. Rachael took her seat at the desk from earlier with a soft smile. Her eyes closed. The trio looked to her interested in her actions as well as the students in the hall way. 
The girl laughed a bit before replacing her glasses. “Sorry, but I do not think I can pull of what your friend does.” She said turning to Sarah and Gin. Hilary was in the seat just before her.

Sarah closed her eyes and sighed heavily. “Please remove your glasses.” She asked the undertone of annoyance traceable to Gin and Rachael.

“I’m sorry, but I can’t really do that. Medical reasons and all.” Rachael replied with a soft laugh. Sarah went to say something else but Rachael cut her off with a swift movement of the hand. “Would you mind if the Devil asked a few questions?” She asked; her tone relaxed.
Sarah’s eyes closed as she sighed heavily. Gin and Hilary looked on in interest or worry; one ready to intervene if needed.

Sarah’s eyes opened as she looked to the ‘Devil’. “I thought you agreed not to wear glasses during school?”
“I know, but I need these to keep my eye up and running.”  Rachael said pulling her glasses off. Her eyes closed.  Offering them to Sarah, Racheal spoke. “Check em out, they are specially made to keep my eye from being stressed from all the lights and help me read.” The blue haired girl could not help but giggle at that word that she said lastly.

Gin noticed her words and took the glasses in Sarah’s stead. Sarah merely looked to Rachael, concerned by her words and already broken vow. There was a quick power outage, causing the lights to flicker. Gin laughed a bit handing the Glasses to Sarah, “She speaks the truth; these things are made to keep her left eye working on power with her right eye.”  Sarah looked to Gin, accepting the glasses. “Would you mind if I tried them on?” She asked inspecting them closely. 

“Hilary and Gin would be insulted if you didn’t” Rachael jested with a smile.
Trying them on and inspecting them; Sarah saw what Gin verified and Rachael said, the left eye was set to enable her to read and keep up with the right eye. The darkness too, was rather soothing. Something she found to be infuriating a bit. With a soft sigh, Sarah returned the glasses to their owner. “How is it you see in these things? They are black enough to make the room like night.” They were returned from whence they came with open eye behind them. But none other then Rachael could tell from how dark they were. 
Rachael looked to the left then the right. With a movement of the hand, she signaled the three of them to lean in and listen. 
”First off, you gotta kill a few people.” She started, much to Sarah’s interest and annoyance. Gin laughed to himself knowing full well the quote. Hilary was a bit interested on whom it was she killed but before she could ask; Gin questioned “Then what?”

Rachael smiled a bit. “Then you got to get sent to a slam, where they tell you you'll never see daylight again. You dig up a doctor, and you pay him 20 menthol Kools to do a surgical shine job on your eyeballs.”
“So you can see who’s sneaking up behind you in the dark?” 

“Exactly.” Rachael answered pulling back, sitting up with a grin.
Sarah laughed softly behind her hand. “A nice quote, from a decent story.” She said with a twitch of a smile.  Gin leaned in with Hilary, rather close. “What is this? A smile upon the lips of the Sheriff!?” Gin jested. He looked to Hilary whom agreed with his statement. “It is! The End of Days is upon us!” She jabbed. With in moments Sarah’s Neutral lips moved to a frown. She looked on in annoyance before Rachael intervened. “Anyways, I know I'm the one that caused your detention. Which I will suffer it along side you, but I was hoping you could grant me a ride to the not so safe streets that I am due to be at by four pm. With a few thousand dollars worth of music equipment."

Gin and Hilary looked on in surprise along Sarah for a moment. Soon after, Gin laughs, Hilary shook her head as Sarah sighed, her left hand resting on her lowered face.

"May I ask why?" Sarah requested looking to Rachael. 
“Hope.” Is all Rachael says with a smile as she leaned her head on her hand; Elbow on the desk.

“Hope?” The trio ask at the same time with wonder.

“Of course.” She used the reflections on the window to watch everyone behind them.  “As the Devil, I am to commit the greatest sin that one can commit; Granting hope to those who lack it.” She gave a rather devilish grin before placing her hands behind her head. “But that is a topic for philosophy Class.”
Sarah’s eyes closed as she tried to understand; how giving people hope was a sin and evil. Gin laughed, slightly understanding it, but knew the only one who might even be able to understand it was someone he rather not have to deal with, even if the both of them had passed to the next life when they meet. 

Hilary just smiled, not even remotely getting it, and was not even planning on trying to understand it. She even admitted it too with a grin that caused Gin and Rachael to laugh. Sarah though, Held her tongue. She knew not what to do about the words and merely stored them to think on later.  Opening her eyes though, she looked to Racheal. “I’m sorry, But I would have to call my father about it.” She unknowingly let out a sliver of disdain at her own words. Something Rachael quickly picked up on and nodded knowing the answer. “Alright; I’ll see about getting the Detention moved to tomorrow morning then.”

Sarah blinked in confusion. “Why?”

“Because it’ll tick your Father off.” She replied with a grin. Sarah felt a soft spark go through her spine at the idea of angering him, but it would still cost her books, ‘Friends’ And her ability to eat alone.

She closed her eyes knowing she would get in trouble ether way. She thought silently to herself, But Rachael saw the answer and stood up. “I’ll See you tomorrow morning then. Should be about seven AM for Detention and it should last until class starts.” Rachael started to leave. “Oh and bring something to read, most detention work is easily done in under fifteen minutes if you are quick and smart enough.”

Sarah blinked for a second, having been forced her choice. But if she could read for the entire period before school, it might be worth it to say the least, it would also be the one place she would be able to read even if her father revoked it from her privileges. 
