(Continuation)

Miss Sasha: Alright, pencils down everyone. It looks like you're all finished. Let me come
around and see what beautiful, three-dimensional worlds you've all created.

Riley: (Leans back in his chair, holding up his paper with a dramatic flourish) Behold. The
happy, yet vaguely sinister, hat box. It is a masterpiece of conflicting emotion,
muwahahaha.

Miss Sasha: (She smiles as she gently takes his paper) It certainly tells a complex story,
Riley. Thank you.

Skell: Do not look too deeply into the shadows of mine, Miss Sasha. It is a portrait of
geometric despair. It may... haunt your dreams.

Miss Sasha: | will take my chances, Skell. It's very expressive. | can feel the... ennui.

Bubbles: (Whispering to Engel) Did you finish your floating cube? Does it look like it's
flying?

Engel: (He nods, showing her his paper) | think so. The shadow on the ground is supposed
to make it look like it's really high up.

Bubbles: Whoal! It totally does! That's so cool, Engel!

Kevin: Miss Sasha, | have included a secondary diagram on the back of my paper
illustrating the precise angles of the hypothetical light source and the corresponding
value gradient of the cast shadow. For academic clarity.

Miss Sasha: (She takes his paper, her eyes twinkling) Of course you did, Kevin. That's very
thorough of you. Thank you.

Robby: Is my superhero cube heroic enough? | tried to make the shading look like
muscles.

Miss Sasha: It has a very powerful stance, Robby. Very heroic indeed.
Petunia: Mine still just looks like it's melting a little bit.

Miss Sasha: And that's okay! A melting box can be a very creative interpretation of the
assignment.



Riley: (Mutters to Ruby across the aisle) | can't believe we're getting graded on our ability
to draw boxes.

Ruby: It's better than getting graded on whatever Miss Bloomie is cooking up in the
science lab this week.

Riley: Hehe, You have a very good point there.
Miss Sasha: Okay, just a few more... Engel, Bubbles, may | see yours, please?
Engel: (He hands her his paper shyly) Okay.

Bubbles: (Presents hers with a proud flourish) Here you go! The amazing, one-of-a-kind
cheese cube!

(Miss Sasha gathers the last of the papers and walks back to her large desk at the front of the
room, looking over the stack of drawings with a genuinely pleased expression.)

Miss Sasha: These are all so wonderful, everyone. You all have such unique and
creative ways of seeing the world. Now, go ahead and do your free time for the last few
minutes of class. You can talk quietly with your friends or work on your own sketches.
I'm just going to take a quick look at these.

Bubbles: (Instantly turns to Engel, her eyes wide with excitement) Yes! Okay, let's start
planning the castle! It needs a moat!

Skell: Finally. My muse has been shackled by the tyranny of boring, three-dimensional
boxes for far too long.

Riley: You're gonna go draw more of your sad little circles, aren't you?
Skell: They're not sad circles! They are orbs of existential ennui! There's a difference!

Kevin: | will utilize this unstructured time to calculate the optimal vanishing point for a
two-block cityscape.

Robby: (Starts sketching a bold 'S' on a new piece of paper) Time to design my superhero
cube's official emblem.

Ruby: Come on, Petunia, let's try and draw some of the flowers from Miss Bloomie's
textbook. The pretty ones.

Petunia: Okay!



Engel: (Leans over to Bubbles, his earlier sadness completely forgotten for a moment)
Okay... so the castle needs a really tall tower... and a secret escape tunnel!

07:26 - The Artist's Eye

(Miss Sasha makes her way to the back of the room, her warm smile not quite reaching her
eyes as she approaches the bullies' table. She extends her hand.)

Miss Sasha: Oliver, Zip, Edward. Your drawings, please. The rest of the class is finished.

Oliver: (He slides his perfect, shaded cube across the table to her without looking up, his
expression one of bored superiority) Here. It's a box.

Zip: (Shoves her wobbly, much-erased drawing towards Sasha) Mine's a box too. Just a...
less straight one.

Edward: (Doesn't even hand her his paper, just gestures to the angry, scribbled mess on his
desk) Whatever. Take it.

Miss Sasha: (She gathers the three papers, her gaze lingering on them for a moment before
she turns away without another word. She walks back to her desk at the front of the room
and places the stack of drawings down.)

(The rest of the students, who had been quietly watching the exchange, immediately break
into a low, relieved chatter as Miss Sasha addresses them.)

Miss Sasha: Okay, everyone. These are all so creative. You have about three minutes of
free time before the final bell. You can talk quietly or work on your own sketches.

Bubbles: (Instantly turns to Engel, her eyes wide with excitement) Yes! Okay, let's start
planning the castle! It needs a moat! And a tower for a paper princess!

Skell: Finally.
Riley: Hehehe, you're gonna go draw more of your sad little circles, aren't you?
Skell: Riley, you know, drawing circle is hard.

Robby: (Starts sketching a bold 'S' on a new piece of paper) Time to design my superhero
cube's official emblem. It needs to be bold, yet mysterious.

Ruby: Come on, Petunia, let's try and draw some of the flowers from Miss Bloomie's
textbook. The pretty ones, not the creepy ones with all the weird roots.



Petunia: Okay! | need to think.

Engel: (Leans over to Bubbles, his earlier sadness completely forgotten for a moment)
Okay... so the castle needs a really tall tower... and a secret escape tunnell In case a
dragon attacks.

Bubbles: Definitely a tunnel! And the dragon can be friendly! Maybe he just wants a
spoonful

Riley: | can't believe we just spent a whole class learning how to draw a box.

Robby: It wasn't just a box! It was a lesson in form, shadow, and the dramatic potential
of heroism!

Ruby: It was a box, Robby.

Petunia: | liked it. It was... calming.

Kevin: Just need to follow the principle, or references.
Skell: (He sketches while thinking) Hmm...

Riley: It was a box.

(The art room is filled with a low, creative hum. Pencils scratch against paper, and students
murmur to each other in quiet, focused conversations. Miss Sasha sits at her desk, a small,
sad smile on her face as she looks over the drawings, her heart aching for the children who
should be there.)

Bubbles: Okay, so the castle has to have a super tall tower, right? But what if... what if
it's a twisty tower things? Like a corkscrew!

Engel: A twisty tower... yeah! And the stairs could be a slide!

Ruby: Petunia, are you sure that's how a daisy's petals look? They're a little... pointy. It
looks like a sun with a bad attitude.

Petunia: | think it's pretty. It's an artistic choice.

Riley: (Leans over to look at Robby's paper) Is your superhero box fighting my sinister hat
box? Because | think my box would win. He's got a shifty look in his eye.

Robby: No way. My cube was too detailed and made it perfect. Your box just... wears a
hat.



Kevin: People can create anything, thats how people make art differently from other,
y'know (wink, wink)

Riley: See? Kevin gets it. It's a box.
Kevin: | was agreeing with Robby.

Skell: (Sighs dramatically from his corner) You are all desecrating the pure, emotional
landscape of art with your talk of... pugilistic cubes. My orb of sorrow weeps for this
generation.

Bubbles: Engel, what if the secret escape tunnel was filled with jelly?
Engel: (He giggles, a soft, happy sound) You'd just get all sticky.

Ruby: I'm going to add some of those complementary colors Miss Sasha was talking
about. A little bit of blue in the background to make my yellow daisy.

Petunia: Ooh, that's a good idea... (thinking her mind) Hmm... | wanna be a makeup
artist one day...

Riley: I'm making my box's hat purple. Because purple is a very mysterious color.

Robby: (Focused)

Skell: Ok, my orb is almost done, just need refining.

Bubbles: We should add a flag to the top of our twisty tower! A big one! With a duck on
it!

Engel: Yeah! Quackers can be the king of the castle!

(As Engel and Bubbles happily planned their clay kingdom, a different, darker conversation
was unfolding in a quiet, forgotten corner of the schoolyard near the empty bleachers. Oliver,
Zip, and Edward were loitering, their earlier energy from the art room having dissolved into a
sullen, restless boredom.)

Edward: I'm so bored. This is the worst part of the day. All the teachers are watching
you, but there's nothing to actually do.

Zip: We could go see what they're serving for lunch. Maybe it's not the gray stuff today.

Oliver: It's Tuesday. It's always the gray stuff on Tuesday. Don't be an idiot.



Zip: Bloomie gives me the creeps. She just... stares. And that razor on her arm... it's not
normal. Hmph, She only likes Claire.

Oliver: She's gone now, she can't do anything about it, (low laugh) hehe.

Edward: It's not fun when you've got those janitors watching your every move. It's like...
now we have two more boring adults to worry about.

Oliver: They're not a problem. They're a temporary inconvenience. Stop whining about
them.

Zip: Speaking of problems, look who it is.

(They all turn their heads slightly, watching Kevin walk by, his nose buried in a thick textbook,
completely oblivious to their presence.)

Edward: Kevin always being nerdy boi.

Zip: Remember that time you tried to trip him and he just sidestepped without even
looking up from his book?

Edward: | remember. It was embarrassing.

Oliver: Engel is better. He's got... potential. He's so weak without Claire. My beef with
him is still not finished. | have a work to do

Zip: He looked pretty happy a minute ago. With his new janitor bodyguards.

Edward: It makes me sick. He gets to be all happy and safe while we're stuck back here,
being bored.

Oliver: He's not happy. He's just forgotten to be scared for a minute. We'll have to
remind him.

Zip: So the quiz plan is still on? For Miss Thavel's class?

Oliver: Of course it's on. It's the perfect plan. Simple. Elegant. And she'll do all the work
for us.

Edward: | can't wait to see his face when she starts yelling. He's probably going to
actually melt.

Zip: Is that possible? Can paper people actually melt from crying?

Oliver: We're about to find out, aren't we? It'll be a scientific experiment.



Edward: | just wish it was time for her class already. This waiting is killing me.

Oliver: Patience, Edward. A good performance requires a good setup. The audience
needs to be settled. The stage needs to be set.

Zip: He's calling us an audience now.
Oliver: We all are. This whole school is. They just don't know it yet.
Edward: So, the quiz in Thavel's class. That's the moment, then?

Oliver: It's the perfect stage. No janitors. No friendly art teachers. Just him, a test he's
terrified of, and Miss Thavel's... high standards.

Zip: (She snickers, a dry, rustling sound) Her "high standards." Is that what we're calling
her temper tantrums now?

Oliver: She's predictable. That's what makes her the perfect tool. She sees a failed,
messy paper, and she will react. Loudly.

Edward: And Engel will be right in the line of fire. He's gonna be so scared. His little
paper face is gonna get all wrinkly from crying.

Zip: Do you think he'll actually melt? | heard someone say that can happen if you cry too
much.

Oliver: We're about to conduct a very interesting experiment to find out.

Edward: So, the plan is still the same? You distract Thavel, Zip knocks over his book, and
you make the swap?

Oliver: Yeah. He has, no one to blame but himself.
Zip: I'm still a little nervous. What if she sees me?
Oliver: She won't. She'll be too busy being angry at me for questioning herself. Trust

Edward: And I'll be there to watch the whole thing. I'm going to get a front-row seat to
the meltdown.

Zip: It's gonna be so good. After yesterday... he deserves it.
Oliver: He deserves a reminder of the proper order of things in this school.

Edward: Yeah. And we're the ones who are gonna give it to him.



Zip: So, what's on the fake paper you made? Just a bunch of wrong answers?

Oliver: Wrong answers, doodles of sad-looking flowers, a very poorly drawn horse... and
a little note at the bottom that says, "I'm sorry, | didn't study."

Edward: (He bursts out laughing) No, you didn't! Oh, that's brutal. She's gonna lose her
mind.

Zip: That's the meanest thing I've ever heard. It's perfect.

Oliver: | know. (smirking)

07:50 - The Final Approach

(The massive MTF convoy, a river of black steel, rolled through the final stretch of the journey.
The landscape had transformed; the high, snowy hills were now behind them, and they
descended into the low, misty valley of Maple County. The air that whipped past the vehicles
was no longer just cold, but damp, carrying the scent of wet earth and pine, a grassy
spring-like breeze that was at odds with the lingering chill. Up ahead, through the mist, the
first signs of the designated staging area began to appear. The long, dark ride was almost
over.)

Task Force Leader David Scepter (Comms): Scepter Actual to all command posts. We
are one klick out from the Camp Hope staging area. | repeat, one klick out. Prepare for
arrival. All convoy elements, begin deceleration protocol. We roll in quiet from here on
out.

Task Force Leader David Scepter (Comms): Command, confirm you are ready to
receive us.

(At Command Post 1, the announcement sends a ripple of focused energy through the room.)

Commander Echo: They're here. Baker, begin the final power-up sequence for the
on-site server integration.

Logistics Officer Baker: Already on it, Commander. We'll be ready to slave their vehicle
comms to our network the second they park.

Security Chief Hector: My perimeter teams are already in position around the staging
area. The camp is secure.



(At Command Post 2, Agent Thorne, still standing by the fence with Principal Grace, subtly
touches his earpiece as the comms crackle to life. Grace watches him, sensing the shift in his
attention.)

Agent Thorne: (His voice is a low murmur, for the comms only) Acknowledged, Scepter.
CP2 is ready to receive your asset.

Officer Miller (from inside CP2): It's about time. The waiting was killing me.

Agent Sarah: All our systems are green. We're ready to start processing the intel from
the vehicles' data logs as soon as they're here.

(At the Medical Command Post, Dr. Lee looks up from his console.)

Dr. Lee: Alright, everyone, Let's be ready to receive any potential casualties from the
convoy, and prepare for the full extraction later.

Dr. Julian Croft: Our psychological teams are on standby.

MTF Division Director Gamma-7 (Comms): Vanguard Actual copies. My men are ready
to disembark and form the primary security detail for the camp.

Commander Liam "Spectre"” O'Connell (Comms): Spectre Actual copies. We are
prepared to deploy the anchors on your command.

Lieutenant Commander Eva "Valkyrie" Rostova (Comms): Valkyrie Actual copies.
Nu-7 is ready to establish the heavy armor perimeter.

Commander Marcus "Marshal” Horn (Comms): Marshal Actual copies. lota-10 is
ready for their on-foot assignments.

Captain Chloe "Skyhook" Peterson (Comms): Skyhook Actual is ready to provide
on-site structural building investigation.

Task Force Leader David Scepter (Comms): Solid copy, all units. It's been a long night.
But the real work is about to begin. Welcome to the show, people.

Commander Echo (Comms): We'll be ready for you, David. Bring them in.

(The main convoy was now a distant, rumbling promise on the dark horizon. At MTF
Headquarters, all holographic eyes were now on the air assets.)

Director Anya Petrova (Comms): Archangel Actual, this is Olympian Command.
Scepter's convoy is proceeding on the ground. It is time to position your teams.



Squadron Leader Aria "Archangel” Vossen (Comms): Copy that, Olympian. Awaiting
your coordinates for the LZ.

Director Anya Petrova (Comms): Also Advise Archangels, you are not to approach the
primary staging area directly. The acoustic signature of your Cargo Chinooks and
Ospreys will be a dead giveaway to anyone within a five-klick radius, including our
targets.

Squadron Leader Aria "Archangel” Vossen (Comms): Understood, ma'am. So you
want us to set up a remote landing zone?

Director Anya Petrova (Comms): Correct. I'm transmitting coordinates to you now for
a large, open field approximately three kilometers north of the Camp Hope staging area.
It is secluded and should provide adequate cover. You will land there and hold your
position.

Squadron Leader Aria "Archangel” Vossen (Comms): Three kilometers is a long walk
for the ground teams, ma'am.

Director Anya Petrova (Comms): It is a necessary precaution. Now, that field is private
property. There is a small farmhouse on the eastern edge. If you encounter any civilians,
you are to implement Protocol Chimera-3.

Captain Chloe "Skyhook" Peterson (Commes): This is Skyhook 1-1, Psi-7. Protocol
Chimera-3, understood.

Director Anya Petrova (Commes): Your cover story is an emergency geological survey
and surveillance drill for a potential sinkhole. You are to be polite, professional, and
completely convincing.

Captain Leo "Specter” Kim (Comms): This is Valkyrie 1-3, Nu-7. What if they don't buy
it?

Director Anya Petrova (Comms): Then you are authorized to offer them a generous
financial compensation for the 'inconvenience' of using their field for the 'temporary’
drill. Persuade them to leave the area for the day.

Squadron Leader Aria "Archangel” Vossen (Comms): And if they refuse, ma'am?

Director Anya Petrova (Comms): They will not refuse. Make them an offer they
cannot. The budget for this operation has accounted for civilian compliance
expenditures. If that's the case, well... Knock 'em out and we will give them some
amnestics.



Captain Chloe "Skyhook™" Peterson (Comms): Understood, Olympian. We'll handle the
locals.

Captain Leo "Specter” Kim (Comms): And once we're on the ground?

Director Anya Petrova (Commes): You will wait for the convoy to reach Camp Hope.
Once the main force is in position, you will move your teams to the staging area on foot,
under the cover of the forest.

Squadron Leader Aria "Archangel” Vossen (Comms): Acknowledged. Archangel wing
is proceeding to the designated LZ now, Over.

Captain Chloe "Skyhook" Peterson (Commes): Alright, skyhook team is ready to meet
the neighbors.

Captain Leo "Specter” Kim (Commes): Valkyries will be ready to move on your
command.

Director Anya Petrova (Comms): Good. Maintain radio silence until you are on the
ground. Olympian out.

(The last of the MTF convoy disappears down the dark, snowy highway, leaving the world in a
profound, ringing silence. At the MTF camp, the brief flurry of activity surrounding the
convoy's departure subsides, returning the area to a state of quiet, vigilant waiting.)

Principal Grace: (She looks at Agent Thorne, a flicker of confusion in her eyes) | heard you...
on your earpiece. You were talking to someone. Scepter... Vanguard... What was all that
about?

Agent Thorne: (He gives her a small, enigmatic smile) That, Eleanor, was the sound of the
cavalry.

Principal Grace: The cavalry? | don't understand.

Agent Thorne: | have a surprise for you. Something... big.

Principal Grace: A surprise? What kind of surprise?

Agent Thorne: The best kind. The kind that proves you are not alone in this fight.
Principal Grace: What is it? Please, just tell me.

Agent Thorne: Patience, Eleanor. You will see for yourself soon enough. But | promise
you, it is a sight you will not soon forget.



Principal Grace: I... | don't know what to say.
Agent Thorne: (nods) You don't have to say anything. Just watch.

(A sense of profound, nervous excitement began to build in Principal Grace's chest. She was
confused, her mind racing with possibilities, but for the first time in twenty years, it was not a
feeling of dread, but one of genuine, heart-pounding anticipation. She could not wait to see
what this strange, kind, and powerful man had in store for her.)

07:51 - The Remote LZ

(The two massive Sigma-9 Cargo Chinooks descended from the pale, pre-dawn sky, their
rotors beating the misty air into a swirling vortex. They touched down with a gentle, practiced
precision in the center of a vast, empty field, the damp earth soft under their heavy landing
gear. The location was perfect—secluded, surrounded by dense forest, with only a single,
distant farmhouse visible on a nearby hill.)

Sigma-9 Pilot 1 (Comms): Olympian, Scepter, this is Archangel-1. We are down at the
designated LZ. The field is secure.

Director Anya Petrova (Comms): Copy that, Archangel-1. Deploy your assets. Maintain
your position and await further orders.

Task Force Leader David Scepter (Comms): Solid copy. Skyhook, you are on the
ground. Get your team out and secure that perimeter.

Captain Chloe "Skyhook" Peterson (Comms): Acknowledged, Scepter. Skyhook 1-1 is
on the move.

(The rear ramp of the lead Cargo Chinook lowered with a heavy, hydraulic groan. A green
light flickered on inside the cargo bay. Ten operatives from MTF Psi-7 disembarked with a
swift, silent efficiency. They were not kitted out for a frontal assault, but for a different kind of
war; their gear was a mixture of tactical armor and advanced structural and environmental
sensors. They fanned out, forming a wide, circular perimeter around the two landed
helicopters, their weapons held at a low ready, their eyes scanning the misty tree line.)

Psi-7 Operative 1: Alright, perimeter is set. All sectors are green for now.

Psi-7 Operative 2: Anyone else getting weird readings from the soil composition here?
My geiger counter is... fluttering. Just a little.

Psi-7 Operative 3: It's probably just background radiation from the granite in the hills.
This area is known for it.



Captain Chameleon "Aegis" Flynn: Don't assume anything. Log the reading. We'll
analyze it later.

Psi-7 Operative 4: That farmhouse on the hill... it looks old. Pre-Foundation standard
construction.

Psi-7 Operative 5: You think it's part of the anomaly?

Captain Chloe "Skyhook™" Peterson: Command said to expect one civilian structure.
The plan is to make contact and secure their compliance. Let's not start seeing ghosts in
every shadow until we have to.

Psi-7 Operative 2: Still... the architecture is... inconsistent. Look at the chimney. The
brickwork is too modern for the rest of the structure.

Psi-7 Operative 4: He's right. It looks like it's been repaired. Or reinforced.
Psi-7 Operative 6: Maybe the owner is just really into home improvement.

Psi-7 Operative 5: Or maybe something tried to knock it down once, and they had to
build it back up stronger...

Captain Chameleon "Aegis" Flynn: Hmm... seems about it, but that's enough
speculation. We have our orders. Two of you will come with me to make contact with
the residents. The rest of you, hold this perimeter.

Captain Chloe "Skyhook" Peterson: I'll lead the contact team. Flynn, you maintain
command of the perimeter here. | want eyes on every tree, every rock, and every blade
of grass.

Captain Chameleon "Aegis" Flynn: You got it, Skyhook. We'll keep things quiet down
here.

Psi-7 Operative 2: Just... be polite. And try not to mention the anomalous soil
composition. It tends to make civilians nervous.

(Captain Chloe "Skyhook" Peterson gives a final nod to Captain Chameleon "Aegis" Flynn and
her chosen contact team before they melt into the misty tree line, heading towards the
distant, silent farmhouse. Flynn turns his attention back to the remaining operatives, who
hold their positions in a wide, vigilant circle around the two dark, silent Cargo Chinooks. The
only sound is the gentle whisper of the wind through the pines and the quiet crackle of their
internal comms.)



Captain Chameleon "Aegis" Flynn: Hold this position. Eyes open. | don't want a
squirrel so much as sneezing without me knowing about it.

Psi-7 Operative 4: (Talking to operatives) You think that farmhouse has anything to do
with it? The chimney's definitely been rebuilt. The mortar is too new.

Psi-7 Operative 5: Or maybe they just had a chimney fire last winter. Let's not turn
every brick into a conspiracy.

Psi-7 Operative 6: I'd rather be breaching and clearing like Gamma-7. At least with
them, you know what you're shooting at. Most of the time...

Psi-7 Operative 1: And I'd rather be doing this. A structural anomaly can be just as
deadly as a hostile entity if you don't know how to read the signs.

Captain Chameleon "Aegis" Flynn: One's right. Our job is to understand the battlefield
before the shooting even starts.

Psi-7 Operative 2: Copy that, Aegis. Just... this place gives me the creeps. The quiet is...
wrong.

Psi-7 Operative 4: It's a school full of monsters that eats kids. The whole thing is wrong.

Psi-7 Operative 5: | just hope Skyhook's contact team handles those civilians right. Last
thing we need is a local panic before the main event.

Psi-7 Operative 3: She'll be fine. Peterson is the best there is at the 'calm, official, and
slightly intimidating' routine.

Psi-7 Operative 6: And if that doesn't work, there's always the briefcase full of cash.
Psi-7 Operative 1: Civilian compliance expenditures. It's a beautiful thing...

Captain Chameleon "Aegis" Flynn: (Comms to Psi-7 Operatives) Alright... Check your
sensor sweeps every five minutes. Report any changes, no matter how small.

Psi-7 Operative 2: Yes, sir.
Psi-7 Operative 4: Copy, Captain.
Psi-7 Operative 5: Understood.

Psi-7 Operative 3: We're on it.



Psi-7 Operative 6: Holding position.

Psi-7 Operative 1: Perimeter is secure.

Captain Chameleon "Aegis" Flynn: Good. Let's just hope it stays that way.

Psi-7 Operative 2: You think we'll actually have to... you know... 'improve' the school?

Psi-7 Operative 4: After what | read in the intel packet? | think we'll be lucky if there's
anything left to improve by the time Nu-7 is done with it.

(A heavy, expectant silence falls over the team, the operatives settling into their watch. They
are a ring of silent, vigilant guardians, waiting in the cold, misty field, their focus absolute,
their purpose clear. They are the ones who check the foundations, and they have a very bad
feeling about the structural integrity of Maple High.)

(The sun was beginning to climb, a weak but promising warmth pushing back the last of the
pre-dawn chill. At the edge of the camp, Eleanor Grace and Damian Thorne stood in a
comfortable, shared silence, watching the mist burn off the vast, green valley below. It was a
moment of profound, simple peace, a world away from the horrors they had discussed.)

07:51 - The Arriving Storm

(Thirty seconds passed. The only sound was the wind in the pines. Then, a new sound began
to intrude, a low, distant rumble that seemed to vibrate up from the very ground itself. Grace
frowned, her head tilting slightly.)

Principal Grace: Do you... do you hear that? That noise.
Agent Thorne: (He doesn't turn, a small, knowing smile on his face) | do.
Principal Grace: What is it? It sounds like... like thunder, but the sky is clear.

(The rumbling grew steadily louder, deeper, resolving into the unmistakable roar of dozens of
powerful engines.)

Principal Grace: Damian, what is that sound?
Agent Thorne: (Smiles to Grace)
Principal Grace: Uhhmm... What's with that expression?.

Agent Thorne: ... Behind you.



(Grace stares at him, her expression a mixture of confusion and dawning apprehension. He
just nods towards the large, empty parking area that served as their staging ground. She
turns slowly, her gaze following his.)

(The first vehicle crested the hill on the far access road, a black, heavily armored Humvee, its
powerful engine a deafening roar in the quiet morning. It was followed immediately by
another, and then another, a seemingly endless stream of them, sixteen in total, fanning out
with disciplined precision as they entered the staging area. They were followed by four even
larger, more robust 6x6 Cougar armored vehicles, their thick armor and heavy tires churning
the damp earth. Then came the four heavy Stryker APCs, their angular forms looking utterly
alien in the rustic landscape. Following them were the five futuristic 8-wheel Bearcats of
Lambda-5, their sleek, advanced designs a stark contrast to the brute force of the other
vehicles. Finally, the ten massive transport trucks of the logistics train rolled into view, a
formidable backbone to the steel serpent that was now coiling into place before her very
eyes.)

(Grace gasped, her hand flying to her mouth, her eyes wide with a shock so profound it stole
her breath. She couldn't comprehend the scale of it, the sheer, overwhelming power on
display. This wasn't just a team; it was an army. A secret, silent army that had just arrived at
her doorstep. She took a half-step back, her mind reeling, trying to process the impossible
sight.)

Principal Grace: I... |... Wh-what is... what is all this?

Agent Thorne: (His voice is calm, steady, a reassuring anchor in the midst of the shocking
display) This, Eleanor, is the surprise | was telling you about.

Principal Grace: This... this is for the school? All of this?

Agent Thorne: All of this, and more. When the Foundation identifies a threat of this
magnitude, we do not take half-measures.

Principal Grace: I... I've never seen anything like it. The power... the organization...

Agent Thorne: You are no longer alone in this fight. This is what it looks like when we
decide to hold the line.

Principal Grace: I... | don't know... what to say.
Agent Thorne: You don't have to say anything. Just watch.
Principal Grace: |... I'm starting to believe you.

Agent Thorne: Good. Because the real work is about to begin.



Principal Grace: Will... will they really be able to stop her? Stop Alice?
Agent Thorne: We will do everything in our power to contain her.

(Agent Thorne and Principal Grace stood side-by-side at the perimeter fence, two silent
figures watching the last of the massive convoy roll into the sprawling parking area. Grace
watched, her expression a mixture of awe and disbelief, as the heavily armored vehicles
parked with a disciplined, geometric precision, transforming the empty lot into a formidable
military encampment in a matter of minutes.)

07:58 - Camp Hope

(The moment the last vehicle's engine cut out, the scene exploded into a flurry of controlled,
purposeful activity. Heavy ramps dropped, doors hissed open, and dozens upon dozens of
MTF operatives poured out onto the tarmac. They moved not with chaos, but with the
synchronized, efficient grace of a well-oiled machine. Teams immediately began unloading
the massive transport trucks, their shouts a chorus of technical jargon and commands.
Large, canvas-sided tents were unfurled and erected with practiced speed: a medical tent, its
sides emblazoned with a red cross; a field armory; a technical bay for gadgets and
equipment. At the center of it all, a larger command tent went up, a complex web of satellite
dishes and antennae already being raised from its roof, a silent promise of the vast
communication network now being established.)

Principal Grace: (Her voice is a soft, awestruck whisper) It's... it's like watching a city being
built in a single morning. I've never... I've never seen so many people all working
together towards a single goal. Not like this. Not with this... this level of focus.

Agent Thorne: It's what we do. Every person down there has a specific role, a specific
set of skills. The medics, the soldiers, the technicians... they are all the best at what they
do.

Principal Grace: (She points a slightly trembling finger towards a team setting up a long
table of complex-looking rifles) That's... that's the armory tent?

Agent Thorne: It is. They're preparing the... Something special things.
Principal Grace: |... | see.

Agent Thorne: Look over there. (He gestures to the large command tent) That's the nerve
center of the entire operation. From that tent, the commanders will see and hear
everything that happens inside your school. Basically a principal that monitors the
students, like you.



Principal Grace: (nods) ... It's... it's all so much. | spent twenty years feeling so
completely, utterly alone in this fight. And now... now there's an army in my backyard.

Agent Thorne: You were never truly alone. We just... we didn't know you were there.
Now we do.

Principal Grace: I... | feel a strange mixture of hope and... and terror.

Agent Thorne: That is a perfectly logical response to this situation. It means you
understand the stakes.

Principal Grace: | do. Better than anyone.
Agent Thorne: | know. And that's why you are so important to this.

Principal Grace: I'm just a tired old principal, Damian. What can | possibly do to help all
of... this?

Agent Thorne: Later.

(Agent Thorne gives her a small, reassuring smile and gently places a hand on her elbow,
guiding her away from the fence and towards the bustling, organized chaos of the newly
established Camp Hope. As they walk, Grace watches the MTF operatives moving with a
purpose she had only ever dreamed of, her expression a mixture of profound awe and
nervous apprehension.)

(A tall, imposing figure in a tactical uniform detaches from a group of operatives near the
central command tent and walks towards them. His posture radiates an aura of absolute
command. This is Task Force Leader David Scepter. Thorne sees him approaching and gives a
subtle, professional nod.)

Agent Thorne: Eleanor, stay close. That's the man in charge of this entire field
operation.

Task Force Leader David Scepter: (He stops in front of them, his gaze sharp and
analytical, but not unkind. He addresses Thorne first.) Thorne. A successful extraction. I've
already reviewed the preliminary report on the asset. Good work.

Agent Thorne: Thank you, sir. It was a... dynamic situation. Sir, this is Principal Eleanor
Grace. Eleanor, this is Task Force Leader David Scepter.

Task Force Leader David Scepter: I'm the one who gives the orders around here, yes.

Agent Thorne: He's the field commander for this operation.



Task Force Leader David Scepter: You've done a brave thing, Thorne. And you,
Principal. We appreciate your cooperation.

Agent Thorne: She's been an invaluable asset, sir. Her intel has already reshaped our
entire tactical approach.

Task Force Leader David Scepter: I've read your debriefing notes. It's good to finally
have a clear picture of the enemy.

(David Scepter then turns his full attention to Grace. He offers his hand, his expression
softening almost imperceptibly. Grace flinches slightly at the sudden focus of such an intense
individual, but she takes his hand, her own trembling slightly.)

Task Force Leader David Scepter: Principal Grace. It is an honor to finally meet you. |
have read what you've endured.

Principal Grace: (Her voice is a small, nervous whisper) Sir. I... 1 don't know what to say.

Task Force Leader David Scepter: You don't have to say anything. | just wanted to look
you in the eye and tell you this myself.

Principal Grace: Tell me what?

Task Force Leader David Scepter: That the waiting is over. You are safe now. And we
are going to get the students to us.

(He releases her hand, his gaze unwavering. His sheer confidence and power are a palpable
force, and Grace finds herself standing a little straighter under his gaze, the fear in her eyes
replaced by a flicker of something she hasn't felt in years: hope.)

Principal Grace: I... I've never seen anything like this.

Task Force Leader David Scepter: You never should have had to. What happened at
your school was a catastrophic failure on multiple levels. (Looking at the school) ... It
seems that Alice was living there for a long while now. Well get her out of there.

Principal Grace: Thank you.

Task Force Leader David Scepter: Don't thank me yet. Thank me when your students
are safe and the monsters are in a box.

Principal Grace: | will.

Task Force Leader David Scepter: Good. Prepare yourself Miss Grace for later briefing.
We have a lot of work to do.



(The distant, idle rumble of the massive convoy engines and the low, indecipherable murmur
of radio chatter from the command posts created a strange, tense backdrop. Task Force
Leader David Scepter turned from Principal Grace, his focus snapping back to the mission,
his gaze locking with Agent Thorne's.)

Task Force Leader David Scepter: Thorne, your agents in there, lota-10. Their intel on
the faculty's psychological triggers is the cornerstone of this entire operation.

Agent Thorne: Agent Anya and Agent Kofia are two of our best deep-cover operatives,
sir. Their ability to build rapport, even under extreme duress, is exceptional. The data
they've provided is solid.

Task Force Leader David Scepter: (He nods, his expression grim) It has to be. We're
basing a multi-team, simultaneous assault on their assessment that these teachers will
react predictably to specific stimuli. There's no room for error.

Agent Thorne: Their assessment of Miss Circle's obsessive need for order, and Miss
Bloomie's fixation on purity... it's a sound psychological profile. It gives our
apprehension teams a significant advantage.

Task Force Leader David Scepter: And this new entity they spotted? The one with the
antlers? That's a new intel we didn't account for.

Agent Thorne: lota-10 did the right thing by breaking contact and concealing their
position. We still have no hard data on its capabilities. For now, it's a ghost.

Task Force Leader David Scepter: They have a habit of showing up at the worst
possible times.

Agent Thorne: All teams have been briefed on the new potential threat. They'll be
watching for it.

Task Force Leader David Scepter: Good. And the student, Oliver? The one with the...
the pencil.

Agent Thorne: Gamma-7's primary CQC team has him as their number one priority the
second the fire drill begins. The plan to use containment foam is still the most viable
option.

Task Force Leader David Scepter: It's a messy solution, but a necessary one. We can't
risk him manifesting something in the middle of a crowded hallway.

Agent Thorne: | agree, sir.



Task Force Leader David Scepter: And the other two? Zip and Edward?

Agent Thorne: The misdirection plan is in place. They'll be sent on a wild goose chase to
the gymnasium, where another lota-10 team will be waiting to take them into quiet
custody.

Task Force Leader David Scepter: Clean. | like it. No unnecessary force.
Agent Thorne: They're just followers, sir. Misguided and cruel, but still just kids.

Task Force Leader David Scepter: What about the primary asset inside? The boy,
Engel. Anya and Kofia are still his designated escort?

Agent Thorne: Yes, sir. They'll get him and his friend, Bubbles, out through a secure
rear exit. His safety is a top-tier priority.

Task Force Leader David Scepter: It has to be. He's our only friendly witness from
inside.

Agent Thorne: He's more than that, sir. He's the heart of this whole mess.

Task Force Leader David Scepter: (He lets out a long, slow breath, the weight of
command heavy on his shoulders) Alright. The plan is sound. The teams are ready. We've
done everything we can from out here.

Agent Thorne: Now we just have to trust our people on the inside.
Task Force Leader David Scepter: | do. It's the monsters | don't trust.

(The distant rumble of the convoy and the low hum of the camp's generators provided a
constant, tense backdrop to the conversation. Principal Grace stood nearby, a silent
observer, taking in the discussion between the two men who now held the fate of her school
in their hands. The sheer professionalism and grim acceptance of the horrifying details were
both terrifying and profoundly reassuring.)

Agent Thorne: The primary unknown is still Alice's reaction to the breach. Her
telepathic capabilities are a wild card. If she senses our true intent before the students
are clear...

Task Force Leader David Scepter: That's Lambda-5's problem to solve. Their anchors
are our only defense against that. If they can establish a stable reality zone, it should, in
theory, blind her to our intentions.

Agent Thorne: That's a lot of weight to put on 'in theory,’ sir.



Task Force Leader David Scepter: It's the only play we've got against a reality-bender
of her caliber. We have to trust the hardware. And we have to trust the agents deploying
it.

Agent Thorne: And what about Grace's intel? The other staff members...

Task Force Leader David Scepter: They're a secondary priority. Once the primary
hostiles are contained and the students are evacuated, Psi-7 will move in to secure and
debrief them. For now, they are a non-combatant hostages we have to work around.

Agent Thorne: They could also be potential allies, if we could get a message to them.

Task Force Leader David Scepter: Too risky. We can't guarantee a secure line of
communication without tipping off Circle or the others. For now, we treat all staff who
aren't confirmed hostile as civilians to be evacuated. No exceptions.

Agent Thorne: Understood, sir. It's a clean, if brutal, approach.

Task Force Leader David Scepter: It's the only way to minimize the variables. This
operation is already a house of cards. We can't afford to add any more.

Agent Thorne: What are your orders for lota-10 after the evacuation begins?

Task Force Leader David Scepter: Anya and Kofia's primary role is the extraction of
the Engel asset. Once he is secure, they are to fall back to the command post and
provide intel support. They are not to engage any of the primary hostiles.

Agent Thorne: They're our most valuable intelligence assets. They need to be
protected.

Task Force Leader David Scepter: Agreed. We can't afford to lose them.
Agent Thorne: | have faith in them.
Task Force Leader David Scepter: (Stretching his back) So do .

(David Scepter gives a final, decisive nod, his gaze sweeping over the now fully-established
and humming camp. The time for discussion was over. He turns to leave, clapping Thorne
firmly on the shoulder.)

Task Force Leader David Scepter: Alright, Thorne. I'm heading to the main command
tent to oversee the final countdown. You have your own mission, prepare yourself, you
know what to do... Oh, and also, | want you and your team ready to receive Principal



Grace for a full, formal debriefing the second the MTFs preparation are complete. We're
going to need every piece of intel she has to plan our next move.

Agent Thorne: Understood, sir. We'll be ready for her.

(Task Force Leader David Scepter gives Thorne a final, decisive nod and strides towards the
main command tent, his presence a magnet for the attention of the various squad leaders.
Thorne watches him go for a moment, then turns back to Grace. The raw, unfiltered tactical
discussion has clearly shaken her.)

Principal Grace: (Her voice is a low, trembling whisper, her eyes wide with a new kind of
fear) Containment foam... explosive breaches... so many teams... just for three students?

Agent Thorne: Eleanor, it's... it's more complicated than that. Oliver isn't just a simple
bully.

Principal Grace: | know he's cruel. | know he's been a problem for years, a source of so
much pain for the other students. But he's still just... a normal teenager. Isn't that... isn't
that too much force?

Agent Thorne: (He looks at her, his expression serious but not unkind) Under normal
circumstances, yes. It would be an unacceptable overreaction. But these are not normal
circumstances.

Principal Grace: What do you mean? What is he?

Agent Thorne: My agents, Anya and Kofia, they witnessed something yesterday. Just
before dismissal. Oliver... he has an ability. He can manifest things. Create them out of
nothing, with just a pencil.

Principal Grace: (She stares at him, her mind struggling to comprehend) Manifest things?
Like... like Alice?

Agent Thorne: On a much smaller scale, we believe. But the potential is there. He was
about to create something in the middle of a crowd of students. It could have been
catastrophic.

Principal Grace: Oh, my God... I... | knew he was devoted to her. | knew he was cruel.
But I never... | never imagined he could...

Agent Thorne: Even Oliver and Alice have their backstory, that we don't know where
they came from, a potential source of the same chaos that Alice represents. That is why
the response has to be so swift and so overwhelming. We cannot give him a single
second to react, to create a weapon or a shield.



Principal Grace: So you're going to... to attack him in the middle of a classroom?

Agent Thorne: We are going to contain him before he can hurt anyone else. The other
students in that room will be disoriented by the breach, and it will be over before they
even know what has happened. It is the cleanest, safest option we have.

Principal Grace: It just seems so... violent.

Agent Thorne: Remember, he is a University student, maybe 19-ish years old, he's
considered an adult. So, we have to disarm that weapon with as little collateral damage
as possible.

Principal Grace: And the other two? Zip and Edward? You're just... luring them away?

Agent Thorne: We see them as followers. Without Oliver, their leader, they pose a
negligible threat. We will take them into custody quietly, for their own safety and for the
safety of others. They need help, Eleanor. Not containment foam, i need to be clear for
that.

Principal Grace: (She looks out at the bustling camp, at the soldiers preparing for war, a
profound sadness in her eyes) ... | think I'm starting to understand the terrible choices
you have to make.

Agent Thorne: Don't worry, we know what we were doing. We plan this for days with
these professional people right here.

Principal Grace: You're doing your thing. It's just... hard to watch. (She lets out a long,
weary sigh, the kind that speaks of years of frustration) It's a... a constant, low-grade war of
attrition, Damian listen, they're just bullies. T- They target the other students, not with
fists, usually, but with... cruelty.

Agent Thorne: Psychological torment.

Principal Grace: Exactly. They find a child's insecurity, a fear, a weakness... and they
poke at it. Relentlessly. They've been doing it for two years now, ever since they came to
this school. They find the special one, i- i dont know how to describe it like the ones, the
gentle ones... like Engel... and they try to break him even more after the.. the-

Agent Thorne: Last incident, we know that. And you've tried to intervene?

Principal Grace: Of course. Detentions, suspensions, parent-teacher conferences... I've
tried everything. But, they just keep doing it in secret.

Agent Thorne: So you were left to manage it on your own.



Principal Grace: Yes. It was just another fire | had to constantly be putting out. Another
source of chaos in a school | was desperately trying to keep under control.

Agent Thorne: Sounds exhausting.

Principal Grace: It is. But... | always saw it as just... a severe disciplinary issue. A
common problem, sadly, in any school. Boys who are cruel for the sake of it.

Agent Thorne: You never suspected it was connected to... the other things? To Alice?

Principal Grace: (She shakes her head, a look of genuine confusion on her face) No. Never.
How could I? It was just... bullying. Vicious, yes, but... normal. A terrible, common kind of
normal.

Agent Thorne: Sometimes, the most dangerous things hide behind a mask of normalcy.
Principal Grace: What... what are you saying? Is there more to it?

Agent Thorne: There is. But you don't need to carry that weight right now, Eleanor.
You've carried more than enough.

Principal Grace: | need to know.

Agent Thorne: No need, its too much. But for now, just know that your assessment of
them was correct. They are a source of chaos. And we are going to put a stop to it.

Principal Grace: | hope so. For the sake of the other children, | truly hope so.

Agent Thorne: We will. That's a promise... (long sigh of relief) The sun is getting a little
stronger, but the air is still cool. You can stay here for another minute. Enjoy the quiet.

Principal Grace: Okay.

Agent Thorne: We'll talk more when you're ready.
Principal Grace: Thank you, Damian.

Agent Thorne: You're welcome, Eleanor.

(Agent Thorne gives Principal Grace a final, reassuring nod, the unspoken promise of
protection hanging in the cool morning air. A new voice, sharp and full of energy, suddenly
crackles over Thorne's earpiece and throughout the speakers of the various command posts.)

07:59 - The Eagles Have Landed



(Inside Command Post 1, the atmosphere is electric. The entire night shift team, now joined
by Commander Echo, is focused on the main holographic display, which shows the massive
convoy parking with disciplined precision in the staging area.)

Task Force Leader David Scepter (Comms): Scepter Actual to all command posts. We
are here. The convoy has arrived at Camp Hope and is securing parking formation.

Commander Echo: Copy that, Scepter. We have a visual. Welcome to the party.

Intelligence Lead Tori Aliva: All vehicle transponders are accounted for. The column is
fully integrated into the camp's secure network.

Security Chief Hector: My perimeter teams are guiding the final vehicles into place.
The camp is on full lockdown.

Task Force Leader David Scepter (Comms): Good. My team leaders are already
preparing to disembark. We're on a compressed timeline. What are your orders, Echo?

Commander Echo: We stick to the plan. The 10:00 AM fire drill is a go. That gives us just
under two hours to get every team briefed, geared up, and in their final positions.

Logistics Officer Baker: It's a tight window, Commander. Very tight.

Commander Echo: | know. But it's the only one we've got. Scepter, | want your team
leaders—Vanguard, Spectre, Valkyrie—at the main command tent for a final, in-person
briefing in fifteen mikes.

Task Force Leader David Scepter (Comms): We'll be there in ten.

Intelligence Lead Tori Aliva: I'll have the final, synthesized intel packet ready for them.
It will include all of lota-10's nocturnal observations and Grace's preliminary testimony.

Security Chief Hector: My security teams will establish a hard perimeter around the
command tent during the briefing. No interruptions.

Commander Echo: Good. The rest of the operatives are to begin their final gear and
comms checks immediately.

Task Force Leader David Scepter (Comms): You heard him. Let's get it done. Scepter
out.

Commander Echo: The clock is ticking, people. Let's make every second count.

(The art room was a low hum of creative energy. Students were quietly focused on their
drawings, the previous lesson on shading and perspective having captured their attention.



Suddenly, a loud, definitive bell rings, the sound echoing through the hallways, signaling the
end of the period and the start of the next.)

08:01 - The Bell's Command

Miss Sasha: (She claps her hands together softly, a warm smile on her face) Alright,
everyone, that's the bell. Class is dismissed for today.

Miss Sasha: Please clean up your spaces and put your sketchbooks on the drying rack
by the door. You all did wonderful work today.

Riley: (Stretching his arms over his head) Finally. My brain was starting to hurt from all
that... three-dimensional thinking.

Bubbles: Oh no! We're gonna be late for Miss Thavel's class!
Lizzy: Come on, Petunia, let's get our stuff together.

Skell: Hurry guys!

Robby: Time to go!

(As the students start to pack their bags, the sounds of rustling paper and zipping backpacks
filling the room, Miss Sasha walks to the door, pausing to look back at her class.)

Miss Sasha: You all have a good rest of your day. Be good for your other teachers.
Miss Sasha: And Engel, sweetie? That was a beautiful drawing.

Engel: (He looks up, a little surprised) Thank you, Miss Sasha.

Miss Sasha: I'll see you all tomorrow. Try to stay out of trouble.

Miss Sasha: (She gives them one last, warm smile before turning and leaving the classroom,
her footsteps fading down the now-bustling hallway.)

(Engel and Bubbles are quickly putting their sketchbooks and pencils into their backpacks at
their shared table.)

Bubbles: Did you remember to bring the reviewer for the language quiz? | think | left
mine in my locker yesterday.

Engel: (He pulls a folded, slightly crumpled piece of paper from his backpack) Yeah, | have it
right here.



Bubbles: Oh, good! We can look at it on the way. I'm so nervous about this one. Miss
Thavel gets so... loud.

Engel: | know. I... | really don't want to fail. Not her class.

Bubbles: We're not going to faill We studied all weekend, remember? We're a team.
We've got this.

Engel: Okay. We've got this.

(Engel and Bubbles exit the art room, their minds full of plans for their clay castle. They join
the river of students flowing down the hallway, their conversation a quiet, happy murmur.)

Bubbles: Okay, so we definitely need a drawbridge. And maybe a little flag with
Quackers' face on it!

Engel: Yeah! And the secret escape tunnel can lead to a...

(Suddenly, a tightly wadded paper ball sails through the air and bounces off the back of
Engel's head. He flinches, startled, and turns around. Another one hits Bubbles on the
shoulder, and three more land at their feet. Leaning against the lockers a few feet away are
Oliver, Zip, and Edward, all smirking.)

Oliver: Well, well, well. Look who it is. If it isn't the janitors' little pets.

Bubbles: (She glares at them, stepping protectively in front of Engel) Leave him alone,
Oliver! We didn't do anything to you!

Edward: You exist. That's enough.
Zip: Yeah, and you look all happy. It's really annoying. Only us.

Engel: (His voice is small, but he doesn't hide behind Bubbles) Just... just leave us alone. We
have to get to class.

Oliver: Oh, but we just wanted to say hi. And to give you your... uh... fan mail.
Edward: (Snickers) Yeah. Big fans.
Bubbles: You're just a bunch of bullies! You're not tough, you're just mean!

(Engel flinches at Bubbles' outburst, tugging gently on her arm. He doesn't want to make a
scene; he just wants to disappear.)

Engel: Bubbles, don't. Just... let's just go.



Bubbles: But they started it! They're always starting it!
Engel: | know. It's okay. Please, let's just go to class.

Oliver: (He puts a hand over his heart in mock sympathy) Aww, listen to that. The little
crybaby wants to run and hide.

Edward: Yeah, run along to class. You wouldn't want to be late for Miss Thavel's quiz.
You might fail.

Zip: And we all know what happens to failures in this school, don't we?
Oliver: Go on, get out of here. We're bored of you anyway.

Edward: Yeah. Your sad little face is ruining my morning.

Zip: Go find your janitor friends. Maybe they'll mop up your tears for you.

(Oliver, Edward, and Zip burst into a cruel, cackling laughter that echoes in the hallway. They
turn and swagger away, their mocking jeers a final, parting shot, leaving Engel and Bubbles
standing alone in the sudden, heavy silence.)

(The main command tent at Camp Hope was now the humming, operational heart of the
entire mission. The air was thick with the smell of strong coffee and the low, constant thrum
of high-tech equipment. The holographic map of Maple High glowed in the center of the
room, a silent, ominous presence. The various commanders and directors, having finalized
the primary plan, had moved into a state of focused, vigilant waiting. It was the calm before
the storm.)

08:03 - The Eye of the Hurricane

Lead Agent Rosie Weber (Comms): (Her holographic image materializes at the head of
the command table, patching in from Site-77i. Her voice is calm, her eyes taking in the entire
on-site team) You know, for a place that's about to become a major anomalous warzone,
it looks remarkably peaceful from this angle.

Task Force Leader David Scepter: (He's pacing back and forth like a caged tiger, too full
of kinetic energy to sit still) That's the part that gets me. The sheer, audacious normalcy of
it all. They're in there right now, the kids, probably learning about... | don't know, long
division. And they have no idea what's waiting for them in the hallways. Looks like our
Operatives needs therapy after this.

Director Ash (Comms): (She's at a secondary console, reviewing the personnel files lota-10
retrieved) What do you think, It's the perfect camouflage. Grace's testimony confirms it.



She maintained a rigid, almost perfect semblance of a normal school, and in doing so,
she created the perfect hiding place for the monsters.

Supervisor Vance: It's a masterful piece of psychological containment, in a twisted sort
of way. She used the rules to protect the children, but also to protect the anomaly. A
perfect, self-sustaining system of fear.

MTF Division Director Gamma-7: My men are getting antsy, Scepter. They've been
running final gear checks for the last hour. They're ready to go. They want to get in
there. Period.

Task Force Leader David Scepter: | know. So do |. But we wait for the 10:00 AM bell.
We stick to the plan. The fire drill is our only clean shot at getting the civilians out
without a panic.

Director Anya Petrova: (Her holographic form is seated at the main table, her expression
thoughtful) The psychological reports on Oliver are... disturbing. His long term
relationship to Alice is absolute.

Lead Agent Rosie Weber (Comms): Which makes him dangerously unpredictable. The
containment foam is a good plan, Captain, but make sure your team is ready for
anything.

MTF Division Director Gamma-7: They will be, ma'am. They know he's the primary
student threat.

Supervisor Vance: It's a shame. Under different circumstances, a boy with that kind
of... creative power... he could have been a major asset to the Foundation. Instead, he's
a weapon pointed at his own classmates. A tragic waste.

Task Force Leader David Scepter: We'll deal with him soon and will interrogate if he's
willing to assist us. And the teachers, then Alice. We'll deal with all of them. | need to
know what they are up to.

Lead Agent Rosie Weber (Comms): What's the latest from lota-10? Have they resumed
their interior recon?

Commander Echo: (He's now back on duty, having taken over from the night shift) They
have. They're currently doing a slow sweep of the main hallways, maintaining their
janitorial cover. Their presence is a calculated risk, but a necessary one. They're our only
real-time eyes on the inside.



Director Anya Petrova: Let's just hope they can stay clear of the primary hostiles until
it's time to move.

Task Force Leader David Scepter: They're good. The best, even. They'll be fine.

MTF Division Director Gamma-7: | just hope this fire drill works. A lot of lives are riding
on a school bell.

Lead Agent Rosie Weber (Comms): It will work. It has to.

MTF Division Director Gamma-7: It's a solid plan, but the timeline is what worries me.
Two hours to get every team on this base briefed, geared, and into their final, concealed
positions... It's not just tight, it's a razor's edge.

Task Force Leader David Scepter: We'll make it work. We have to. The fire drill is a
fixed point. We can't push it back without arousing suspicion.

Director Ash (Commes): David's right. The school's routine is our camouflage. We bend
to its schedule, not the other way around.

Supervisor Vance: The primary risk is the psy-ops teams. A rushed preparation for such
a delicate, psychologically-driven maneuver could lead to a miscalculation.

Lead Agent Rosie Weber (Comms): What's your primary concern, Vance? A premature
trigger?

Supervisor Vance: A mistimed word, a wrong gesture... anything that deviates from the
expected student behavior could tip Thavel off. Her profile suggests she's highly attuned
to defiance.

Director Anya Petrova: And Circle is very hostile when it comes to imperfection.
Bloomie, then Thavel. Our undercover agents have to be flawless in their performances.

Task Force Leader David Scepter: They're lota-10. Flawless is indeed, we train them
very, very closely. | have absolute faith in their ability to play the part of terrified
students.

MTF Division Director Gamma-7: The apprehension teams will be in position. The
second the targets are engaged, we move. The window will be less than five seconds.

Director Ash (Comms): What about lota-10's primary assets? Anya and Kofia. Their role
in escorting Engel is critical.



Commander Echo: They understand their directive. The moment the alarm sounds,
their sole priority is locating Engel and Bubbles and moving them to the secure rear exit.

Lead Agent Rosie Weber (Comms): They're the best shepherds we have for him. His
trust in them is our greatest asset for a calm evacuation.

Supervisor Vance: And if they can't find him in the chaos?

Task Force Leader David Scepter: Then Gamma-7 has his picture and his description.
Every operative on that field will know that boy is a protected individual. No one gets left
behind.

MTF Division Director Gamma-7: You have my word on that, sir.

Director Anya Petrova: This all hinges on the fire drill proceeding as a normal, if
chaotic, event. What's the status on Alice's domain? Any activity?

Commander Echo: The camera feed is still stable. No energy fluctuations. She's
dormant.

Lead Agent Rosie Weber (Commes): Let's hope the sudden chaos of a school-wide
alarm doesn't wake her up with a bad attitude.

Task Force Leader David Scepter: Bet on Lambda-5's problem to solve. Their anchors
are our only real defense.

Supervisor Vance: It's a lot of 'what ifs'. Can we just be confident ourselves, even our
operatives die, they... die. We die in that dark, soo...

Director Ash (Comms): They can live in the light... Every operation is a collection of
'what ifs'. Our job is to have a contingency for every single one of them.

MTF Division Director Gamma-7: The 'Hammer Down' protocol is our final
contingency. Let's hope that we don't have to use it.

Task Force Leader David Scepter: Hope is not a strategy. Preparation is. And we are
well prepared.

Director Anya Petrova: Agreed. The plan is sound. The risks are calculated.

Lead Agent Rosie Weber (Comms): Then there's nothing left to do but wait for the
clock to run down.

08:26 - The Final Review



(The language classroom was a stark contrast to the colorful, creative chaos of the art room.
Here, the desks were arranged in perfect, unforgiving rows. The air was still and heavy with
the scent of old paper and chalk dust. The students sat at their desks, a low, anxious murmur
filling the room as they did their last-minute cramming for Miss Thavel's dreaded quiz. Engel
and Bubbles had their heads bent over a single, crumpled review sheet.)

Bubbles: (Her voice is a frantic whisper as she points to a word on the page) Okay, okay,
what's a... a synonym for 'ephemeral? Is it 'short-lived' or 'everlasting'? My brain is
turning into scrambled eggs.

Engel: It's... it's 'short-lived'. Ephemeral means it doesn't last for a long time. Like... like a
bubble.

Bubbles: Oh, right! Like me! Wait, that's not a good thing!

Riley: (Leaning back in his chair from the desk behind them, not even bothering to look at
his own notes) Relax. It doesn't matter if you get it right or wrong. We're all doomed
anyway.

Skell: He speaks the truth. This quiz is not a measure of our knowledge. It is a crucible,
designed to test the very tensile strength of our paper souls against the searing heat of
judgment.

Robby: It is a challenge! A quest! We must face the dragon of grammar with the sword
of knowledge and the shield of... of good spelling!

Kevin: Statistically, a final, frantic review session in the five minutes preceding an
examination has a negligible impact on overall performance. Optimal knowledge
retention is achieved through spaced repetition over a period of several days.

Riley: Thanks, Kevin. That makes us all feel a whole lot better.
Kevin: Yep.

Petunia: (To Ruby, her voice trembling slightly) | don't remember any of the vocabulary
words. They've all just... flown out of my head.

Ruby: Me neither. | just keep staring at the page and the letters are doing a little dance.
It's not a very helpful dance.

Bubbles: Okay, okay, focus! Next one! What's an onomatopoeia?

Engel: It's a... a word that sounds like the thing it's describing. Like... 'buzz' or 'thump'.



Robby: Or 'BAM'l And 'POW'! Like a superhero punching a villain!
Skell: Or 'sigh'. The eternal, weary sound of existence itself.
Riley: Or 'snore', which is what I'm going to be doing in about five minutes.

Kevin: Here, Uhh.. The phonetic imitation of a real-world auditory event is a common
linguistic tool used to create a more immersive sensory experience for the reader.

Bubbles: So... 'thump' is right?
Engel: Yeah. Thump is right. We know this stuff, Bubbles. We studied.

Riley: It doesn't matter if you studied. It's not about what you know. It's about not
messing up. And with her... everyone messes up eventually.

Ruby: My hands are getting all wrinkly. I'm so nervous.
Petunia: Me too. | think I'm gonna be sick.

Ruby: Just try to take deep breaths, Petunia. In and out. In and out. Freaking out isn't
gonna help us remember what a participle is.

Lizzy: (Frantically flipping through her textbook) | can't find the section on dangling
participles! Where is it? It's like the book knows I'm looking for it and is hiding it from
me!

Riley: Just write down 'a participle that dangles'. It's not rocket science. Thavel will
probably appreciate the directness. Or she'll turn your paper into confetti. It's a fifty-fifty
shot.

Skell: We are all dangling participles, adrift in the incomplete sentence of existence. This
quiz is merely the final, brutal punctuation mark.

Robby: It is a trial! A test of our courage! We must be brave, like the mighty verbs in a
heroic sentence!

Cubbie: (Talking to the group) Guys, are you worried about her quiz?

Bubbles: Uhh... Y-yeah, Cubbie. Don't worry, we're all in this together! We're a team!
Kevin: You're very smart, Cubbie, you got this.

Cubbie: Yeah, | can do that. (Fistbumps Kevin and Cubbie)

Riley: Thanks again, Kevin. You're a real ray of sunshine.



Kevin: (scratching his head) Hehe, no problem.

Lizzy: Is an adjective a describing word or an action word? | can't remember! My brain is
leaking out of my ears!

Robby: An adjective is a word of power! It gives the noun its strength and character. Like
'Super-Cubbie' or 'Mighty-Riley".

Riley: Don't call me Mighty-Riley.
Ruby: It's a describing word, Lizzy. Like 'terrified' or 'doomed".
Petunia: I'm both of those things.

Engel: (Leaning over to Bubbles, his voice a low, steady whisper amidst the chaos) It's okay.
Just remember what we studied. We know this stuff.

Bubbles: | know, | know. It's just... the room feels like it's getting smaller. And her desk
looks... angrier than usual.

Skell: It is a throne of judgment, from which she will pass sentence upon our literary
sins.

Lizzy: | think I'm just going to write 'I'm sorry' on every line of my paper. Maybe she'll
take pity on me.

Riley: Pity isn't in her vocabulary. | checked. It's right next to 'mercy' in the section of
words she doesn't know.

Engel: Okay. We can be brave.

Bubbles: (Tapping the review sheet with her finger) Okay, next one. Metaphor versus
simile. What's the difference again? | always get them mixed up.

Kevin: Ok Guys, so, simile is a figure of speech that directly compares two things using a
connective word such as 'like' or 'as'. A metaphor is a figure of speech in which a word
or phrase is applied to an object or action to which it is not literally applicable, implying
a direct comparison without using 'like' or 'as’.

Riley: So... 'the test is like a monster' is a simile, and 'the test js a monster' is a
metaphor. Got it. Both are true, by the way.

Ruby: What about... personification? Is that when you give a thing... person feelings?

Engel: Yeah. Like... 'the angry clouds'. Clouds can't really be angry.



Robby: Or 'the courageous pencil'l Standing ready to write the answers!
Lizzy: My pencil isn't feeling very courageous right now. It's shaking.

Skell: My pencil is a lonely splinter of graphite, weeping its gray tears onto the barren
plains of the page. That is a metaphor.

Cubbie: | don't remember any of this. My brain is just... fuzzy, | want to sleep more.
Petunia: Me too. (yawns) All the words are just mixing around.
Bubbles: It's okay! We just need to remember the main ones. What about... alliteration?

Kevin: The occurrence of the same letter or sound at the beginning of adjacent or
closely connected words. For example: 'Terrifying Teacher Tests Timid Teenagers'.

Riley: Wow, that one was a little too real, Kevin.
Ruby: Just focus. What's another one? Hyperbole.

Engel: That's when you exaggerate to make a point. Like... 'I'm so hungry | could eat a
horse'.

Robby: Or 'My knowledge is so vast, it fills a thousand libraries'!
Riley: Or 'l've told you a million times not to call me Mighty-Riley'.
Bubbles: We've got this! We're doing pretty good!

Skell: We're doing group study, so we can do this.

Engel: We just have to try our best. That's all we can do.

Bubbles: (Tapping the review sheet again) Okay, next topic. Types of sentences.
Declarative, interrogative, exclamatory, and imperative. This one's easy, right?

Kevin: Correct. A declarative sentence makes a statement and ends with a period. An
interrogative sentence asks a question and ends with a question mark. An exclamatory
sentence expresses strong feeling and ends with an exclamation point. An imperative
sentence gives a command or makes a request and ends with a period or an
exclamation point, blah blah blah.

Riley: So, 'This class is boring." is declarative. 'Is this class boring?' is interrogative. 'This
class is so boring!' is exclamatory. And 'Stop being so boring." is imperative. | think | got
it.



Kevin: Basically for interrogative, you're asking a question.
Ruby: What about compound sentences? Is that the one with the... the fanboys?

Engel: Yeah. For, And, Nor, But, Or, Yet, So. It's when you join two complete sentences
together with a comma and one of those words.

Lizzy: | can never remember all of them. My brain just scrambles them up.

Robby: Just remember 'FANBOYS'! It's like a superhero team for sentences! They bring
ideas together!

Cubbie: | like 'and'. It's a nice word. “And” ing my life for this Thavel's quiz.
Bubbles: Cubbie!
Petunia: Guys, focus, What's this?, What's the other one? The complex sentence?

Kevin: A complex sentence has an independent clause and at least one dependent
clause. The clauses are linked by a subordinating conjunction, such as 'because,' 'since,’
'after,' or 'although.'

Riley: My brain just shut off. You said 'dependent clause' and it was like... nope. We're
done for the day.

Skell: It's not that hard. 'l am filled with dread because we have this quiz." See? Complex
sentence.

Lizzy: That's a little too relatable, Skell.

Bubbles: What about... 'Even though this quiz is scary, we're going to try our best'?
Engel: Yeah! That's a good one! That's a complex sentence!

Robby: A heroic complex sentence, full of determination!

Cubbie: | think... | think I'm starting to get it.

Ruby: It's just a lot of rules to remember.

Petunia: Too many rules.

Riley: That's school for you. Just a bunch of rules you're supposed to memorize so you
can forget them the second summer starts.

Engel: We're running out of time. We should keep going.



(The anxious energy in the classroom remains high as the students frantically try to absorb
the last bits of information from their review sheets and textbooks. Engel is focused, a line of
concentration on his face.)

Engel: We're running out of time. We should keep going.

Bubbles: No rush, Engel. We still have a few minutes. Getting all panicked isn't going to
help us remember anything.

Ruby: (Looking at the review sheet) Okay, what's next? Uh... parts of speech. Nouns,
verbs, adjectives... My brain is already starting to hurt from this rush hour.

Kevin: It is a systematic classification of words based on their function. A noun is a
person, place, thing, or idea. A verb is a word that expresses action or a state of being.
An adjective modifies a noun, and an adverb modifies a verb, an adjective, or another
adverb.

Riley: So... 'Kevin is a boring robot'. 'Robot' is the noun, 'is' is the verb, and 'boring' is the
adjective, right?

Kevin: Mhm Yes. Noun an item, objects or things. Verbs express an action, then an
adjective modifier as a noun like how we describe the object or a thing.

Lizzy: What about adverbs? | always forget those. They're the ones that end in 'ly’, right?

Robby: Not always! But many do! They describe how the action is done! Like, 'The hero
fought bravely'!

Skell: Or, 'The student waited gloomily for the test'.

Petunia: Oh, so 'quickly' is an adverb? Like, 'The class ended quickly'? | wish.
Cubbie: | like nouns. A... a cat. Adog. A... a pencil. They're easy.

Engel: What about a pronoun? Is that on the list?

Bubbles: Yeah! It takes the place of a noun! Like 'he' or 'she' or 'it'!

Ruby: So you don't have to keep saying 'Riley is annoying' over and over again. You can
just say 'He is annoying'. It's more efficient.

Riley: I'm feeling very attacked in this study session, just so you all know.

Robby: It is a heroic sacrifice for the sake of education!



Lizzy: So, 'Miss Thavel walked angrily'. 'Angrily' is the adverb?

Kevin: Correct. It modifies the verb 'walked', describing the manner in which the action
was performed.

Petunia: I'm going to try and use a lot of adjectives on my quiz. Maybe she'll like the
descriptive language.

Skell: Or she'll say it's superfluous and mark it all in red. It's a gamble.
Bubbles: What about a conjunction?

Engel: That's the 'fanboys' thing again. The words that connect other words or
sentences.

Cubbie: 'And'! | remembered 'and'!
Riley: We're all very proud of you, Cubbie.

(The quiet, frantic study session continues in the language classroom. The air is thick with the
rustle of paper and the low murmur of whispered grammar rules.)

Bubbles: (Tapping the review sheet with her finger) Okay, next one on the list... point of
view. First person, second person, third person. | think | get this one.

Ruby: Is that the one with the narrator?

Kevin: Correct. Point of view is determined by the narrator's perspective relative to the
story. First person utilizes pronouns like 'I' and 'we', meaning the narrator is a character
within the story. Second person uses 'you', directly addressing the reader. Third person
uses 'he’, 'she’, and 'they'; the narrator is an outside observer.

Riley: So, 'l think this quiz is stupid’, 'You think this quiz is stupid’, and 'He thinks this
quiz is stupid'. Got it. All of them are true.

Lizzy: What about the... the one where the narrator knows everything?

Engel: Third-person omniscient. The narrator knows all the characters' thoughts and
feelings.

Robby: Like a narrator with superpowers! They can see into everyone's mind!
Skell: It just sounds like the narrator is nosy, honestly.

Cubbie: | don't like that. | wouldn't want a narrator in my head.



Petunia: Me neither. That's a scary thought-

(Suddenly, the classroom door swings open with a loud BANG, hitting the wall stopper and
making everyone flinch. Oliver stands in the doorway, flanked by Zip and Edward, a cruel,
confident smirk on his face. He looks around the room with an air of theatrical disdain, like a
king surveying his pathetic subjects.)

Oliver: Well, well, well. Look at this.

Edward: It's a regular study party. How cute.

Zip: All the little nerds, cramming their little reviewer heads full of useless facts.
Riley: (Waves at him) Hey Oliver!

Oliver: (Not interested) Not right now.

Riley: (sad disappointment) Aww...

Oliver: Hmph, you should all be very, very worried. | heard Miss Thavel is in a
particularly bad mood today.

Edward: Yeah. | heard she failed three kids in the first-period class already. Just for fun.

Zip: She's probably extra hungry for failure. You'd better hope you get every single
answer right.

Oliver: Especially you, Engel. You look a little nervous. Don't want to get another F, do
you? It would be so... disappointing.

(The other students in the room shrink in their seats, their last-minute studying forgotten.
They stare at their desks, at the walls, at anything other than the scene unfolding at the front
of the classroom. Engel and Bubbles stand frozen, the focus of the bullies' cruel attention,
their faces pale.)

Oliver: What's the matter, Engel? Cat got your tongue? Or did you just forget all those
big, fancy words you were studying?

Edward: (He snickers, taking a step closer) He looks like he's about to cry already, and the
quiz hasn't even started.

Zip: Aww, is the little baby scared? You gonna run to your janitor friends to save you?
Oh, wait. They're not in here.



Bubbles: (She takes a half-step in front of Engel, her own fear warring with her protective
instincts, but she remains silent, just glaring at them.)

Oliver: Look at that. The little duck girl thinks she can protect him. That's adorable.
Edward: What are you gonna do? Squeak at us?
Zip: They're both pathetic. Just a couple of scaredy-cats.

Oliver: Don't worry, Engel. I'm sure you'll do fine on the quiz. As long as you don't...
mess up.

Edward: Yeah. Miss Thavel really, really hates it when people mess up.

Oliver: (He leans in, his voice a low, menacing whisper) It would be a real shame if all that
studying was for nothing.

(The rest of the students in the language classroom shrink in on themselves, their heads bent
over their desks, pretending to be deeply absorbed in their last-minute studying. No one
makes eye contact with Oliver or his friends. No one wants to be the next target. Engel and
Bubbles stand frozen by their desk, a small, silent island in a sea of fear.)

Oliver: (He saunters over to their desk, leaning over it with a predatory grace, his voice a
low, mocking purr) What's the matter, Engel? Cat got your tongue? Or are you too busy
trying to remember what a verb is?

Edward: (He snickers, leaning against the adjacent desk) He's probably trying not to cry.
Look at him. He's shaking.

Zip: Aww, is the little baby scared of a little quiz? It's just a few words on a piece of
paper.

Bubbles: (She stands rigidly beside Engel, her hands clenched into tight fists, her starry eyes
glaring at them, but she remains silent.)

Oliver: And look at your little bodyguard. The girl with the duck on her head. What are
you going to do, Bubbles? Throw a toothbrush at us?

Edward: Yeah, that's real scary.

Zip: They're both just a couple of pathetic losers. Always sticking together because no
one else will hang out with them.

Oliver: Don't worry, Engel. I'm sure your new janitor friends will be happy to clean up
the mess after Miss Thavel is done with you.



Edward: Yeah. Maybe you can use your tears to help them mop the floor.
Zip: That's a great idea! He'd be useful for something, for once.

Oliver: 'Leave us alone'? Oh, that's... that's adorable. Did you practice that little speech
in the mirror this morning, Engel?

Edward: He probably did! (He mimics Engel in a high, squeaky voice) 'Please, sir, leave us
alone! I'm a big boy now!'

Zip: He thinks he's a big shot now. Just because he has some janitor friends who feel
sorry for him.

Oliver: See, that's the problem, Engel. You think friendship is a shield. It's not. It's just a
bigger target.

Edward: Yeah! A big, fat, crying target with a duck on its head.

Oliver: You don't get to tell us what to do. Not now. Not ever. This is our school, not
yours.

Zip: He's getting all brave. It's kinda cute, in a really pathetic way.

Edward: | think we need to teach him another lesson. A real one this time.
Oliver: All in good time, Edward. There's no need to rush.

Zip: Yeah. We've got all day to play.

(Bubbles, seeing the situation escalating, tugs frantically on Engel's sleeve, her own face pale
with fear.)

Bubbles: (Her voice is a frantic whisper) Engel, stop. Please. Just... let's just ignore them.
Let's go to class. It's not worth it.

Engel: No. I'm tired of running away from them.

Oliver: (His attention snaps to Bubbles, his smirk returning with a vengeance) Oh, look. The
little duck girl is talking. | thought you were just a decoration he carried around.

Edward: Yeah, you should listen to your girlfriend, Engel. She's a lot smarter than you
are.



Bubbles: (She's visibly terrified, her paper form trembling slightly, but she forces herself to
speak, her voice shaking but clear) He's not my... just... just leave us be! We are not
bothering you!

Zip: But you are bothering us. Your stupid, happy little faces are bothering me.

Oliver: See, we were just about to leave. We were getting bored. But now... now you've
made it interesting again. You just had to open your mouth, didn't you, Bubbles?

Bubbles: ... I...
Edward: What's wrong? Cat got your tongue?

Oliver: No, she's just trying so hard to be brave. It's cute. But bravery is for people who
can actually back it up with something.

Zip: And all you've got is a rubber duck on your head.

Bubbles: It's better than having absolutely nothing in your head! (The words fly out of her
mouth before she can stop them.)

Edward: Ooooh! She's got a mouth on her!

Oliver: (His smile widens, a genuinely cruel expression now. He seems delighted.) She does.
That's a new development. | like it. This is getting much more entertaining.

Engel: Leave her out of this. Your problem is with me.

Oliver: Too late, Engel. She's part of the game now. Thanks to you.
Zip: Yeah! The more the merrier!

Edward: This is going to be a fun day.

Oliver: So much potential. So many new, fragile things to... test.

(Oliver’s cruel, confident smile never wavers. He sees the flicker of defiance in Engel's eyes not
as a threat, but as a new, interesting texture to play with. He continues his slow, predatory
circle around Engel and Bubbles' desk.)

Oliver: Oh, so you think you're not scared of me anymore. That's fine. But are you
scared of her? Are you scared of Miss Thavel?

Edward: Yeah, she's way scarier than we are. We'll just break your pencils. She'll break
your entire spirit.



Zip: One little F from her, and you'll be a crying, crumpled mess for a week. We've all
seen it happen.

Oliver: All that studying you did... it would be a shame if it was all for nothing. If you
just... forgot everything the second you saw the test paper.

Edward: Your brain is probably just a little, empty piece of paper anyway. Nothing
written on it.

Zip: Yeah, a big, fat zero. That's what you're gonna get.

Oliver: And we're going to be right there to watch you get it. It's going to be the best
part of our day.

Edward: Better than art class, that's for sure.

Zip: Way better.

Oliver: So go on. Be brave. It'll just make the fall that much more entertaining.

Engel: (He clenches his fists, his voice still quiet but refusing to break) It's not going to work.
Oliver: What's not going to work, Engel?

Engel: Whatever you're planning. I'm... I'm going to pass the test. And you're not going
to do anything.

Edward: (He scoffs, a loud, derisive sound) Listen to him! He thinks he can actually pass a
test.

Zip: That's the funniest thing I've heard all day!
Engel: Just leave us alone.

(Oliver stops circling. His amused smirk vanishes, replaced by a look of cold, predatory focus.
He begins to walk slowly, directly towards Engel, his movements deliberate and intimidating.
Zip and Edward instinctively fall silent, watching their leader. The few remaining students in
the hallway, sensing the shift in the atmosphere, immediately shrink back, melting away into
other classrooms or against the far lockers, leaving a wide, empty space around the
confrontation.)

(Oliver stops less than a foot away from Engel, their faces now level. He leans in, his voice
dropping to a low, intense whisper that is more threatening than any shout.)

Oliver: You don't get it, do you?



Oliver: This isn't about the test. This isn't about Miss Thavel.
Oliver: This is about you. And me.

Oliver: You think because you found a couple of new janitor friends, the rules have
changed.

Oliver: The rules don't change, Engel. Not for you.
Oliver: You are nothing in this school.

Oliver: | am the one who decides what happens here. | am the artist. And you... you are
just the paint.

Oliver: So go ahead. Take your little test. Try your best.

Oliver: But know this. When you fail... and you will fail... it won't be because you didn't
study.

Oliver: It will be because | decided it was time for you to fail. Remember that.

(Oliver's words hang in the air like a death sentence. For a long, silent moment, he and Engel
just stare at each other, face to face. Engel’s fragile, newfound determination is a tiny
flickering candle against the cold, hurricane-force of Oliver's cruelty. The other students in
the room are frozen, a silent, terrified audience to the quiet, brutal exchange.)

(From down the hall, a new sound begins to emerge—the sharp, rhythmic, and unmistakable
click-clack of Miss Thavel's hard-soled shoes on the linoleum floor. Oliver hears it first, and a
slow, triumphant smirk spreads across his face. He doesn't even look away from Engel.)

Oliver: Speak of the devil. Sounds like class is about to begin.
Oliver: You'd better have your pencils ready.

Edward: (snickering from the side) Yeah. Don't want to fail.
Zip: It's gonna be a tough one.

Oliver: Good luck, Engel. You're going to need it.

(Oliver gives Engel one last, dismissive look before turning his back on him. He, Zip, and
Edward saunter to their seats at the back of the classroom, their quiet, mocking laughter a
final, parting shot. The rest of the students, as if released from a spell, quickly and silently
scramble back to their own desks, their eyes cast down, the air in the room thick with the
dread of the approaching teacher and the quiz she was about to deliver.)



(Oliver gives Engel one last, dismissive look before turning his back on him. The moment is
broken by the sharp, rhythmic click-clack of hard-soled shoes approaching in the hallway.
The sound acts like a switch, and the entire classroom, which had been a frozen tableau of
fear, snaps into a semblance of order. Every student is in their seat, staring straight ahead at
their desks as Miss Thavel enters.)

(Miss Thavel walks into the room, her posture ramrod straight, her expression a mask of
stern neutrality. She moves with a slow, deliberate pace, her eyes scanning the perfectly
silent, perfectly still classroom. The silence is absolute, heavy, and unnatural. She pauses for
a moment, her gaze sweeping over the students.)

Miss Thavel: (Her thoughts are crisp and analytical, her internal voice a sharp, precise tool)
Hm. Unusual. The pre-bell chatter ceased the moment the door opened.

Miss Thavel: They are usually more... unruly. More prone to whispers and fidgeting.
Ugh, im soo tired.

Miss Thavel: (She places her papers on her desk with a soft, definitive click) Perhaps they
have finally learned the value of proper classroom discipline. Or... perhaps something
else has instilled it in them today. Interesting.

(Without another word, she turns and walks into her small, glass-walled office at the side of
the room, leaving the students in the tense, suffocating silence.)

Bubbles: (Whispering, not looking at Engel, her eyes fixed on her desk, her voice a tiny, fierce
hiss) Don't listen to him, Engel. Just breathe. He's just trying to get inside your head
before the test.

Engel: (His hands are trembling slightly under his desk, clutching a pencil) | know. It's... it's
hard. | feel like everyone in the room is staring at me.

Bubbles: They're not. They're all too scared of her to stare at anyone. We're a team.
We've got this. Just focus on the reviewer sheet.

Engel: Okay.

(At the back of the room, the three bullies are doing their best to stifle their laughter, their
shoulders shaking with silent, malicious glee.)

Edward: (A silent, shaking laugh, his head down) Look at him... The quiz hasn't even
started.

Zip: (Smirking, covering her mouth with her hand) Oliver, you totally broke him. He's not
even making eye contact with anyone.



Oliver: (He leans back in his chair, a look of calm, predatory satisfaction on his face) The
performance hasn't even started yet.

Edward: | can't wait for the main event. This is going to be epic.

Zip: This is going to be the best class ever.

Sinister Plan

(At the back of the class, the three bullies lean in close, their voices a low, conspiratorial
whisper, a stark contrast to the quiet, focused energy of the other students. Miss Thavel
remains in her office, unaware of the plot unfolding in her classroom.)

Zip: Okay, okay, wait. So what's the plan again? The one for Thavel's class. | wanna make
sure | get it right.

Oliver: It's simple. We all take the quiz like normal, boring students. We wait for
everyone to be almost finished. Especially Engel.

Edward: Then what?

Oliver: Then we create our masterpiece. Engel is going to fail this test. Not because he
doesn't know the answers, but because the only answers Miss Thavel is going to see are
the ones / wrote for him.

Zip: The fake paper! Right! But how are you going to switch them? She watches
everyone like a hawk.

Oliver: That's where you two come in. It's a three-part performance. Edward, you're
going to create a distraction for the students.

Edward: Me? What kind of distraction? Should |, like, fall out of my chair or something?

Oliver: Something loud. Something that makes every single student in this room turn
and look at you. Drop your entire textbook on the floor. Make a scene.

Edward: Okay. | can do that. I'm great at making scenes.

Oliver: While everyone is looking at Edward being a clumsy idiot, that's your cue, Zip.
You are going to create a distraction for the teacher.

Zip: For Thavel? How am | supposed to do that?



Oliver: You're going to walk up to her desk to 'ask a question' about the quiz. A really
stupid, annoying question. Something that makes her focus entirely on you and how
incompetent you are.

Zip: Okay... | can definitely do that. | have lots of stupid questions.

Oliver: And while every student is looking at Edward, and Miss Thavel is looking at Zip...
no one will be looking at me. And that's when, | mean- when | walk past Engel's desk,
and | make the switch. It'll be a simple, elegant, and completely invisible little piece of
magic.

Edward: Whoa. That's... that's a way better plan. It's got layers.
Zip: So we're all a part of it. It's like we're a team. Okay.

Oliver: And the best part is, Engel will have no idea what happened. He'll just be a sad
little failure, and we'll be the only ones who know why. It's the perfect prank.

Edward: | can't wait to see his face. It's going to be priceless. He's going to look at his
paper, and it's just going to be a big, fat 'F', and he won't even know why.

Zip: And Miss Thavel... she's going to be so mad. You know how she gets when people
'disrespect her subject'. She's going to make an example out of him.

Oliver: She will. She'll hold up his paper, with all the little doodles and wrong answers,
and she'll show the whole class what a 'failure' looks like.

Edward: This is so much better than just shoving him.
Zip: It's poetic justice. For him thinking he could stand up to us.

Oliver: It's a lesson. And one he won't forget. Now, just act normal. The bell's about to
ring.

Edward: Normal. Right. Just a normal day at this stupid, boring school.
Zip: It's not going to be boring for long.
Oliver: No. It's not.

Edward: I'm going to be watching him the whole time.

08:35 - The Final Briefing: Plan A



(The main briefing tent at Camp Hope was a hive of controlled, focused energy. The air was
cool and damp, smelling of wet canvas and ozone from the humming electronics. Every MTF
operative, from the grunts standing in disciplined rows outside to the commanders gathered
within, was patched into the same secure comms channel. They stood before a massive
holographic display showing a real-time, 3D schematic of Maple High. At the head of the
assembly stood Task Force Leader David Scepter, a physical embodiment of coiled, violent
potential. Flanking him were the holographic forms of Director Anya Petrova from MTF HQ
and Lead Agent Rosie Weber from Site-77i, their presence as real and commanding as
anyone physically present.)

Director Anya Petrova: Alright, everyone, listen up. The time for preparation is over.
We have a little over ninety minutes until the initiation of Operation: Maple Shade. This
briefing will be the final, definitive outline of Plan A. There will be no deviations. The
entire operation hinges on a single, critical event: the 10:00 AM fire drill. This is our
primary tool for separating the civilian assets—the students and non-hostile staff—from
the anomalous threats. The chaos and ingrained procedural response to a fire alarm is
the perfect camouflage for a mass evacuation.

Lead Agent Rosie Weber (Comms): This is our one clean shot at getting the survivors
out with minimal psychological trauma and zero casualties. Precision and speed are
paramount. We will not get a second chance at this.

Director Anya Petrova: Alright, Phase One will be the evacuation itself. The moment
the alarm sounds, lota-10 and Gamma-7 will take the lead. Marshal, your primary
undercover assets, Anya and Kofia, have one job and one job only: locate and secure
the high-value student assets, Engel Finschler and his associate, Bubbles. They will be
escorted to a pre-designated, secure rear exit. All other lota-10 elements will be
positioned to guide the main student body towards the front and side exits.

Task Force Leader David Scepter: At those exits, you will be met by Gamma-7's
perimeter teams. Your cover is emergency services. You will be firm, you will be
professional, and you will move those students to the designated safe zones at the edge
of the school grounds. That is where Psi-7 will take over. Paladin, your teams are
responsible for the human element. You will receive the evacuees, process them, and
begin immediate psycholorical triage. The children will be terrified and confused. Your
job is to be the calm in their storm.

Director Anya Petrova: While the evacuation is underway, Phase Two begins: the
simultaneous capture of the primary hostile faculty. Vanguard, your Alpha, Bravo, and
Charlie squads have their targets. The psy-ops are to be initiated the second the
hallways are clear of students.



Task Force Leader David Scepter: For what | see here, Use Non-Lethal response for
Miss Circle, Miss Bloomie, and for Miss Thavel. If ineffective, lethal force is necessary for
self-defense. Our undercover lota-10 agent will begin the confrontation. These are
surgical strikes, people. The goal is to distract and disorient, creating a window for your
apprehension teams to move in and neutralize them with non-lethal force. These three
operations must happen at the exact same time.

Lead Agent Rosie Weber (Comms): While this is happening, the student-level threats
will be dealt with. lota-10's secondary team will implement the misdirection protocol for
Zip and Edward, luring them to the gymnasium for separation. This is a non-violent
apprehension. They are to be secured for interrogation, not harm.

Task Force Leader David Scepter: The primary student threat, Oliver, is Gamma-7's
responsibility. The moment the evacuation is confirmed to be in full swing, your CQC
team will breach his classroom. The exterior wall charge is the diversion. Your goal is to
immobilize him with the containment foam before he has a single second to process
what is happening. He is not to be given an opportunity to use his abilities. Am I clear,
Vanguard?

MTF Division Director Gamma-7 (Comms): Mhm, clear.

Director Anya Petrova: Once the faculty and student hostiles are captured and the
civilian evacuation is complete, Phase Three begins. This is on you, Spectre. Lambda-5
will move in. Your sole objective is to establish a hard containment perimeter around
Alice's domain using the Scranton Reality Anchors. You are not, under any
circumstances, to engage her directly. You are there to build a cage around the
hurricane, not to fly into it. We will deal with her once the immediate threats are off the
board and the area is secure.

Lead Agent Rosie Weber (Comms): Throughout this entire operation, Sigma-9 will be
our eyes in the sky. Archangel, your air wing will provide constant ISR and a secure
comms relay for all ground teams. You are the invisible net that holds this entire
operation together.

Task Force Leader David Scepter: And if this all goes to hell... if the plan breaks, if Alice
wakes up early, if the faculty start targeting the students during the evacuation... then
and only then will we initiate the 'Hammer Down' protocol. Valkyrie, that's on you. Nu-7
will be our failsafe. The moment that call is made, you will breach the school with
overwhelming force and neutralize all hostile threats by any means necessary. It is the
last resort, and one | hope we do not have to use.



Director Anya Petrova: This is the plan. It is complex, it is dangerous, and it relies on
every single one of you executing your role flawlessly. The lives of a lot of survivors are
in your hands. Do not fail them.

(The holographic display in the briefing tent shifts, now showing a detailed, multi-layered
schematic of Maple High, with color-coded icons representing the different MTF teams and
their designated routes. The commanders are focused, the final, granular details of the plan
being laid bare.)

Task Force Leader David Scepter: Let's talk specifics. Team formations and entry
points. Vanguard, your three psy-ops and apprehension squads will be staged at
concealed positions around the school's perimeter. Alpha squad, you have the math
wing. Bravo, the science labs. Charlie, the language arts corridor. You will not breach
until the evacuation is confirmed to be in full swing and the hallways are clear. Your
entry will be dynamic and simultaneous on my command.

MTF Division Director Gamma-7: Understood, Scepter. My teams are prepped for CQC
in tight, classroom environments. Our primary countermeasure for the faculty hostiles
will be high-pressure tranquilizer darts delivered via suppressed carbines, followed by
physical restraint. We'll be using reinforced containment cuffs designed for
high-strength anomalies.

Director Anya Petrova: What are your survival protocols if one of your teams is directly
engaged by a hostile before the target is distracted?

MTF Division Director Gamma-7: The primary protocol is... 'Disengage and Divert'. If a
team is compromised, they are to fall back and create a loud, physical
diversion—breaching charges on an exterior wall, flashbangs—anything to draw the
hostile's attention away from the student evacuation routes. The survival of the civilian
assets is the absolute priority. My operatives will sacrifice their position to protect the
children.

Lead Agent Rosie Weber (Comms): What about Oliver's ability? A simple CQC team
might be outmatched if he manages to manifest something before he's immobilized.

MTF Division Director Gamma-7: My CQC team for Oliver is equipped with short-range
memetic jammers. It's an experimental countermeasure, but in theory, it should disrupt
the cognitive focus required for him to create his constructs. It should give them the
extra second they need to deploy the containment foam.

Task Force Leader David Scepter: And if the foam fails?



MTF Division Director Gamma-7: Then the team is authorized to use escalating
non-lethal force. High-voltage tasers, impact batons. Lethal force is a last resort, only if
he manifests a direct, lethal threat to the team or other students.

Director Anya Petrova: Defense protocols for all teams are clear: your primary defense
is stealth and adherence to the timeline. Do not engage unless you are a designated
apprehension team or you are directly fired upon. Your survival depends on you
remaining invisible until the moment of the strike.

Task Force Leader David Scepter: And if invisibility fails, you fall back. You do not get
into a protracted fight. You disengage, you report, and you let the other teams do their
jobs. No heroes. Just professionals.

Lead Agent Rosie Weber (Comms): One final point. Lambda-5, your teams will be
operating in close proximity to a Class-4 reality bender. Standard psychological
resilience training is insufficient. All personnel deploying the SRA units will be equipped
with specialized memetic-resistance implants. They should provide a defense against
any passive psychological or telepathic influence from Alice's domain.

Task Force Leader David Scepter: Trust your gear, trust your training, and trust the
operative next to you. That is how we survive this. We go in fast, we hit hard, and we get
our people out. Any questions?

(The command tent is silent for a long moment, the weight of the plan settling on every
operative. The holographic display of the school seems to loom larger, a silent, waiting
battlefield. Task Force Leader David Scepter scans the faces of the commanders, his
expression hard as stone. There are no questions. The plan is understood. The risks are
accepted.)

MTF Division Director Gamma-7 (Comms): No questions, sir.
Commander Liam "Spectre” O'Connell (Comms): Spectre is clear on the objectives.

Lieutenant Commander Eva "Valkyrie" Rostova (Comms): Valkyrie understands the
'Hammer Down' contingency.

Director Anya Petrova: Good. Then you have your orders. All command personnel,
break off into your respective task force groups. Squad and team leaders, you will now
conduct your final, detailed briefings with your individual teams. | want every single
operative, from the point man to the driver, to know their exact role, their specific
target, and their rules of engagement. | want no confusion, no hesitation. Get it done.



(With a chorus of "Yes, ma'am," the large, formal briefing dissolves. The holographic display
of the school is replaced by multiple, smaller tactical maps, and the commanders break
away, their voices now a low, focused murmur as they gather their specific teams. The entire
camp transforms from a state of listening to a state of intense, granular preparation. Squads
form tight circles around their leaders, datapads are passed around, and the air fills with the
quiet, urgent questions of soldiers preparing for war.)

08:42 - The Lecture

(Miss Thavel is already in the middle of her lesson. She paces slowly in front of the perfectly
ordered rows of desks, her expression severe, her voice a low, sharp monotone that allows
for no interruption. The students are frozen in their seats, their eyes fixed on her, a silent,
terrified audience.)

Miss Thavel: The author's tone is not a suggestion. It is a command. It is the framework
through which you are permitted to understand the text. To misinterpret the tone is to
fundamentally fail the author. And failure... has consequences.

Miss Thavel: Consider the simple phrase, 'Well done.' Kevin. What is the tone of that
phrase?

Kevin: (He sits up a little straighter, his own voice precise and careful) The tone is
dependent on context, Miss Thavel. It could be sincere, indicating genuine praise. Or it
could be sarcastic, indicating disapproval or mockery.

Miss Thavel: Correct. Context is everything. And in this classroom, / am your context.
When | say 'Well done,' you will understand precisely what | mean. There will be no
ambiguity.

Riley: (Mutters under his breath to Robby) Yeah, it'll mean someone's about to get their
paper ripped in half.

Miss Thavel: (Her head snaps in Riley's direction, her eyes like chips of ice, though she
couldn't possibly have heard his whisper) |Is there something you would like to share with
the class, Riley?

Riley: (He freezes, his paper form going pale) No, Miss Thavel. Nothing at all.

Miss Thavel: Good. Now. The difference between irony and sarcasm. Who can
articulate it for me? Petunia.

Petunia: (She jumps in her seat, startled) Uh... um... sarcasm is... meaner?



Miss Thavel: (She stares at her for a long, uncomfortable moment, the silence stretching)
Hmm, can you Elaborate again. 'Meaner' is a child's word, again please.

Petunia: It's... it's meant to hurt someone's feelings. Irony is just... when things are the
opposite of what you expect them to be.

Miss Thavel: (she nods to herself) ... Alright. Sit down

Bubbles: (Whispering to Engel, her voice a tiny, frightened hiss) My hands are sweating. |
can't hold my pencil right.

Engel: (Whispering back, not taking his eyes off Miss Thavel) Mine too. Just keep writing
notes. Pretend you're listening.

Oliver: (He leans back in his chair at the back of the room, an amused, relaxed smirk on his
face, enjoying the show.)

Miss Thavel: Words have power. They can build up, and they can tear down. The words
you write on your quiz, for example, will tell me everything | need to know about your
commitment to this subject.

Edward: (Whispering to Oliver) She's really laying it on thick today.
Zip: (Whispering) This is gonna be great.

Miss Thavel: They will be a testament to your success... or a monument to your failure.
And | assure you, failure will not be tolerated. Is that understood?

The Class: Yes, Miss Thavel.

(The students flinch at her sharp, final words. A wave of nervous energy washes over the
silent classroom. After a beat of focused silence, a quiet, determined, and unified chorus of
voices responds.)

Miss Thavel: (She gives a single, sharp nod of acknowledgment, a flicker of approval in her
eyes) Good. Before we begin the quiz, we will cover one final, critical topic. Pay close
attention. This will be on the exam, and a firm grasp of this concept is what separates a
proficient writer from a merely adequate one, | guess.

Miss Thavel: Alright, we will now discuss the difference between denotation and
connotation. The denotation of a word is its literal, dictionary definition. It is the
objective, undisputed fact of the word's meaning. It is simple. It is precise. It is the
skeleton of the language. For example, the word 'house' denotes a building in which
people live. Nothing more.



Miss Thavel: Connotation, however, is the cloud of associations and emotions that
surrounds that word. It is the cultural weight, the implied meaning that gives the word
its true power. The connotation of 'home', for example, can be one of warmth, safety,
and family. It is complex. It is subjective. And it is where the true art of language resides.
Understanding connotation is what allows you to choose not just the right word, but the
most effective word. It is the difference between building a functional sentence, and
creating a work of art.

Miss Thavel: Are there any questions on this concept before we proceed?

Cubbie: (He raises a hesitant hand, his voice quiet but clear) Miss Thavel? So... a word's
connotation... it can be a good feeling, too? Not just a... a complicated one?

Miss Thavel: (She turns to him, her expression focused and engaged, not angry) Ahh,
excellent question, Cubbie. Yes. Connotation is not inherently negative or positive. It is
simply the associated feeling. The word 'sunshine’, for example, has a very positive
connotation for most people. Connotation is a tool; it is the author's intent that
determines whether that tool is used to build a feeling of comfort or a feeling of unease.
A very good question.

Kevin: (He raises his hand, his posture perfectly straight) Is it not also true that the
connotative meaning of a word can shift dramatically over time and between different
cultures, making it a fundamentally unreliable metric for objective or scientific
communication?

Miss Thavel: Excellent point, Kevin. Yes, connotation is fluid. It is shaped by society and
history, which is precisely what makes language a living, breathing thing and not a static,
dead code. That fluidity is what makes its precise use so critical for a disciplined and
effective writer. You must understand the connotations of the words you use for the
audience you are addressing.

Miss Thavel: Any questions?
(The class is silent, a sea of focused, determined faces.)

Miss Thavel: Very well. You have ten minutes for a final review. You may work quietly
with the person next to you, but keep the volume to a respectful whisper. A productive
discussion is encouraged; a social gathering is not.

Miss Thavel: | am going to my office to retrieve the examination papers. | expect to see
focused, collaborative work upon my return.



(The moment the door to Miss Thavel's office clicks shut, a collective, silent sigh of relief
washes over the classroom. The oppressive, heavy silence is instantly replaced by the frantic,
hushed whispers of students making the most of their unexpected reprieve.)

Ruby: Oh, thank goodness.
Lizzy: Ten whole minutes! Yes!.
Riley: Yippee, (whispers) i wanna hug Oliver after this

Bubbles: (Immediately waves Cubbie over) Cubbie! Come study with us! Cause you're in
the smart class along with kevin. We can be a team!

Cubbie: (He quickly and quietly scurries over to Engel and Bubbles' desk, clutching his notes)
Okay.

Engel: It's okay. We can help each other. Let's go over the sentence types one more
time.

Robby: (Pumping his fist under his desk, whispering to himself) Yes! A final training
montage before the big battle! This is where heroes are made!

Ruby: (Leaning over to Petunia) Okay, quick! What's a hyperbole?

Petunia: An exaggeration! Like, 'I'm so nervous | could explode'l

Lizzy: | think | might actually explode, though. What's an imperative sentence?
Ruby: It's a command. Like, 'Please don't give me an F, Miss Thavel'.

Riley: (Leans back in his chair, staring at the ceiling, not even looking at his book) Ten more
minutes to contemplate my inevitable doom. Fantastic. It's like the universe wants me to
really savor the flavor of failure.

Kevin: (Staring intently at his notes, muttering to himself) Okay. Independent clause,
dependent clause. The logical relationship is the key. If | can diagram the sentence
structure, | can identify the function. It is a system. All systems have rules.

Skell: (Sighs, underlining a word in his textbook with a grim expression) Connotation. Right.
So, the word 'gray' can mean old, or sad, or boring. Great. A whole new vocabulary for
feeling miserable. At least I'll be good at that part.

Bubbles: Okay, Cubbie, give us an example of a simile. You can do it!

Cubbie: Um... the clock on the wall... is... like... a ticking bomb.



Engel: That's a really good one! It's true.
Riley: (Overhearing them) Kid's a natural poet of despair. | like his style.

(The anxious, quiet cram session continues in the language classroom. The air is thick with
the rustle of paper and the low murmur of whispered grammar rules.)

Riley: (Overhearing them) Kid's a natural poet of despair. | like his style.

Bubbles: He is not! He's just... being honest about how scary this quiz is.

Ruby: Riley's just being mean. Don't listen to him, Cubbie. That was a really good simile.
Engel: We should keep going. We're running out of time. What's next on the list?

Lizzy: Uh... mood and tone. | hate this one. | can never tell the difference.

Kevin: They are distinct literary elements. Tone is the author's attitude toward the
subject matter, conveyed through word choice and sentence structure. Mood is the
emotional atmosphere that the author creates for the reader.

Riley: So... the author's tone is 'l hate you and want you to be miserable', and the mood
is 'l am currently miserable because | have to read this'. Got it. Ahaha im ready to stab
someone

Skell: Not exactly. The tone is the writer's voice. The mood is the feeling you get from
the room they put you in.

Robby: So the tone is the hero's battle cry, and the mood is the exciting feeling you get
from watching the battle!

Petunia: That... that actually kind of makes sense.

Bubbles: Okay, so if a story says... 'The dark, spooky house creaked and groaned in the
lonely, cold wind'... what's the mood?

Engel: The mood is... scary. And lonely.
Ruby: And the tone? How the author feels?

Kevin: The author's tone would likely be described as ominous or suspenseful, as they
are deliberately choosing words like 'dark’, 'spooky', and 'lonely' to create that specific
emotional effect.

Lizzy: So mood is what / feel, and tone is what they feel?



Riley: | feel bored. Is 'bored' a tone or a mood?

Skell: It can be both, unfortunately.

Cubbie: | feel nervous for example, Is the mood.

Bub-bles: That's definitely the mood in this room right now.

Engel: It's okay. We just need to remember: tone is the author, mood is the reader.
Ruby: Okay. | think | get it.

Petunia: Me too. A little.

Lizzy: We have to remember this.

(The ten-minute reprieve continues, and the language classroom is a low buzz of focused,
anxious energy. The students are huddled in their self-appointed study groups, their heads
bent over textbooks and crumpled notes, trying to cram in the last few precious moments of
review.)

Bubbles: Okay, next one on the list... theme. What's the theme of a story?
Cubbie: Is it... is it the main idea. Like... the lesson.

Engel: Yeah, that's it! It's the message the author is trying to tell you. Like... 'friendship is
important' or 'don't be a bully'.

Bubbles: You got it, Cubbie! See? You know this stuff!

Ruby: (Flipping a page in her textbook) What about irony? There are, like, three different
kinds. | can never keep them straight.

Riley: Simple. It's when things are the opposite of what you expect. Like expecting this
quiz to be easy. That's irony.

Robby: It is a twist of fate! A surprise reveal! Like when the hero discovers the villain was
his long-lost brother all along!

Skell: Not quite. That's more of a plot twist. Situational irony is when the outcome of an
event is the opposite of what was intended. Dramatic irony is when the audience knows
something the characters don't. Verbal irony is just sarcasm.

Riley: So... I'm an expert in verbal irony. Good to know.



Lizzy: I'm never going to remember all this. My brain feels full. Nothing else is going in.
Petunia: Me too. Let's just go over one more thing. What's... foreshadowing?

Kevin: Foreshadowing is a literary device in which a writer gives an advance hint of what
is to come later in the story. It often appears at the beginning of a story, or a chapter,
and helps the reader develop expectations about the coming events.

Lizzy: So it's like... clues?

Kevin: Precisely. It is the logical and deliberate placement of narrative clues to build
suspense and thematic resonance.

Petunia: That just makes me more nervous. Like the whole book is a big test you don't
know you're taking.

Engel: Okay, so if the theme is the lesson... what's the plot?
Cubbie: The... the things that happen? In the story?

Bubbles: Yeah! It's the events! The beginning, the middle, and the end! The rising action,
the climax, the falling action... all that stuff!

Skell: It's just the sequence of events. A leads to B which leads to C. Theme is the 'why/’,
plot is the 'what'.

Robby: The plot is the hero's journey! The call to adventure! The final battle! The
triumphant return!

Ruby: So the plot of this class is that we all have to take a quiz. And the theme is...
suffering?

Riley: Now you're getting it. See? You're a natural at this.
Lizzy: | think my head is going to actually fall off. It's too much information.

Petunia: Just a few more minutes... we can do this.




Engel: Okay, one more. What's... what's an antagonist?
Cubbie: The... the bad guy?

Bubbles: Yep! The person or thing that gets in the hero's way! Like a big, grumpy dragon
or a super mean quiz!

Engel: You got it, Cubbie! See? We're doing great.

Ruby: Okay, what about conflict? Person versus person, person versus self... what are
the other ones?

Robby: Person versus monster! The greatest conflict of all!
Riley: Person versus society. Like, me versus this entire ridiculous school.

Skell: And person versus nature. The eternal, indifferent cruelty of the uncaring
wilderness. Like trying to walk in the wind.

Ruby: Right. So that's four. | think that's all of them.

In Petunia, Lizzy, and Kevin's group:
Lizzy: I'm never going to remember the difference between 'affect’ and 'effect’. Never.

Kevin: It is a common point of confusion. 'Affect' is typically a verb meaning 'to
influence'. 'Effect’ is typically a noun meaning 'a result'. For example: The impending
quiz affects my anxiety, the effect of which is a general sense of dread.

Petunia: So... the scary movie affected me, and the effect was that | couldn't sleep?
Kevin: A precise and accurate application of the rule. Correct.

Lizzy: Okay... | think | might remember that. Maybe.

In Oliver, Zip, and Edward's group:

Edward: (He's not studying, just idly doodling a skull on his paper) Are you sure this is
gonna work? Thavel is not as stupid as she looks.



Oliver: She's not stupid at all Ed, she's predictable. My fake quiz paper is the definition
of chaos. She won't be able to resist making an example out of it.

Zip: He's right. She's gonna be so focused on how messy and wrong Engel's paper is,
she won't even think to question how it happened.

Oliver: It's the perfect flow.

(While the bullies at the back of the room finalized their cruel, intricate plan, a different kind
of conversation was happening at the front. Engel, Bubbles, and Cubbie were huddled
together, their heads bent over their shared review sheet, a small, fragile island of mutual
support.)

Bubbles: Did you guys watch that cartoon last night? The one with the talking badger
who's also a pirate?

Cubbie: I... | think my mom said it was too silly.

Bubbles: It was so funny! He tried to bury his treasure, but he kept forgetting where he
put the map because he's a badger and has a bad memory.

Engel: (He offers a small, weak smile at her story, but then gently taps the review sheet) We
should... we should probably keep going. We don't have much time left.

Bubbles: Oh! You're right. Okay, okay, focus, Bubbles. Focus.
Cubbles: It's too much to remember. All the words are getting jumbled up in my head.

Engel: It's okay. Let's just try one more. What about... what about irony? The sheet says
there are three different kinds.

Bubbles: Oh, | know this one! Irony is when you say the opposite of what you mean,
right? Like when you say 'Great weather we're having' during a thunderstorm!

Cubbie: I... | thought irony was just... when something bad happens. Like... like losing
your pencil right before a big test. Right?

Engel: That's... that's close. You're both kind of right, but those are different types.
Bubbles: They are?

Engel: Yeah. What you said, Bubbles, that's verbal irony. When you say one thing, but
you mean the opposite. Sarcasm is a type of that.

Cubbie: Oh...



Engel: And what you said, Cubbie, that's situational irony. When the opposite of what
you expect to happen, happens. Like... like a fire station burning down.

Bubbles: A fire station burning down? That's really sad.
Engel: It is. But it's also ironic.
Bubbles: Okay... so what's the third one?

Engel: It's... dramatic irony. That's when the people watching the story know something
that the characters in the story don't.

Cubbie: Like in a scary movie? When we know the monster is in the closet, but the
person in the room doesn't?

Engel: Exactly! You got it! That's dramatic irony.

Bubbles: Whoa. Okay. So... verbal is what you say, situational is what happens, and
dramatic is what you know.

Engel: Yeah. | think so.

Cubbie: That... that actually makes sense when you say it like that.

Bubbles: You're really smart, Engel.

Engel: I'm not. | just... | read that chapter three times. | was scared I'd forget it.
Bubbles: Well, you didn't. You remembered it for all of us. We're a good team.
Engel: We have to be. Okay, what's next on the review sheet?

Cubbie: Hmm... it says 'protagonist' and 'antagonist'.

Bubbles: Oh! | know this! The protagonist is the main character, the good guy! And the
antagonist is the villain, the bad guy!

Engel: That's the basic idea, yeah. The protagonist is the central character the story
focuses on, and the antagonist is the character or force that opposes them.

Cubbie: So... a monster can be an antagonist?

Engel: Yes. Or a storm. Or just another person who wants something different than the
protagonist.

Bubbles: Okay, okay. Let's test each other. Cubbie, give me an example of a protagonist.



Cubbie: A brave hero knight. Easy

Bubbles: Perfect! Engel, my turn! Give me an antagonist!

Engel: A... a dragon that the knight has to fight.

Bubbles: Excellent! My turn! A protagonist is the hero! An antagonist is the villain!
Engel: You got it. See, Cubbie? We know this.

Cubbie: Okay... | think | remember that.

Bubbles: What's the last thing on the page?

Engel: It just says... 'mood' and 'tone’.

Cubbie: | don't like those words. They sound... complicated.

Bubbles: It's okay! We went over this! Tone is the author's feeling, and mood is our
feeling, right?

Engel: Right. The author's tone creates the story's mood for the reader.
Bubbles: So if the author's tone is 'scary’, the mood is 'I'm scared'!
Cubbie: Okay. I... | think | can remember that.

Engel: We just have to remember the basics. That's all.

(The low, frantic murmur of studying continued throughout the classroom. In their small
groups, students quizzed each other in hushed, urgent tones, the rustle of turning pages the
only other sound. They were a room united by a single, focused goal: to be prepared, to be
correct, and to survive the impending judgment of Miss Thavel's quiz.)

The West Wing Sweep

(The school was a labyrinth of impossible scale. Anya and Kofia now found themselves on the
first floor, in the far west wing, a location so distant from the second-floor language
classroom that it felt like an entirely different building. The campus was the size of a small
stadium, a vast, sprawling complex of identical, sterile hallways, and the journey from the
bustling main entrance to this quiet, forgotten corridor had been a long, silent patrol. Here,
the low, anxious hum of the student body was completely gone, replaced by a profound,
humming silence that was somehow more unsettling.)



(They continued their methodical work, pushing the cleaning cart at a slow, deliberate pace.
They checked every classroom door they passed—all closed, the small windows revealing
empty, perfectly ordered rooms. They saw no other students, no other staff. It was just the
two of them, alone in a vast, empty section of the school.)

Kofia: Well, this is a change of pace. It's a ghost town over here. | can actually hear the
squeak of my own cart wheels. It's a little unnerving.

Anya: This wing houses the administrative offices and the records rooms. According to
the school map, it sees very little student traffic during morning class periods.

Kofia: So... no hostiles, no friendlies, no kids. Just... us and a whole lot of empty
hallways. This is the definition of 'too quiet'.

Anya: It is. But our orders are to do a full sweep of the ground floor. We maintain our
routine. We observe everything.

Kofia: I'm observing a whole lot of nothing. Not even a single piece of litter to pick up.
This place is unnaturally clean.

Anya: That is consistent with what we know about the faculty's obsession with order
and perfection.

Kofia: Well, so far, so good. No cracks, no monsters, no crying children. Just a very long,
very boring walk.

Anya: A boring walk is a successful patrol in a place like this. Let's keep moving.

(Anya and Kofia continue their methodical sweep of the vast, empty west wing. For ten long
minutes, the only sounds are the soft squeak of their cart's wheels and the gentle hiss of
Anya's mop on the polished linoleum floor. It is a hypnotic, almost peaceful rhythm, a stark
contrast to the storm that they know is brewing on the other side of the school and on the
approaching horizon.)

08:55 - The Examination

(The door to Miss Thavel's office clicks open, and the sound acts like a switch, silencing the
last of the frantic, whispered studying. Every student snaps to attention, their backs straight,
their eyes fixed forward. Miss Thavel walks back into the classroom, a neat stack of quiz
papers in her hands. She moves to the front of the room, her expression a mask of stern
neutrality.)



Miss Thavel: The review period is over. Clear your desks of everything except for a
single, sharpened pencil. Any extraneous materials—books, notes, stray pieces of
paper—will be considered a violation of academic integrity. The consequences for such
a violation, | assure you, will be severe.

(The students are a sea of quiet, nervous energy. They quickly and silently clear their desks,
the soft rustle of paper the only sound in the tense room. They are nervous, but after the
last-minute cram session, a fragile sense of determination has settled over most of them.
They are ready.)

(As Miss Thavel begins to walk down the first aisle to distribute the papers, a loud, stage
whisper cuts through the silence from the back of the room.)

Oliver: (Whispering just loud enough for Engel to hear) Ready to fail, kiddo?
Edward: This is gonna be good.

Zip: Try not to cry all over your paper. The ink might run.

Oliver: Good luck. You're going to need every last drop of it.

Edward: This is gonna be the best class ever.

(Engel flinches at the whispers but doesn't turn around. He clenches his fists under his desk
and lets out a small, quiet grunt of frustration and resolve, forcing himself to focus on the
front of the room, on the approaching test, and on the promise he made to himself to be
brave.)

(Miss Thavel moves with a silent, practiced efficiency, walking down each perfectly straight
aisle. She places a single quiz paper, face down, on the corner of each student's desk. Her
movements are precise, without any wasted motion, a physical manifestation of the order
she demands. The only sound is the soft whisper of the paper sliding onto the desks.)

(After placing the final paper on Oliver's desk, she returns to the front of the room. She sits
down behind her large, imposing desk, glances at the clock on the wall, and then looks out at
her students, her expression unreadable.)

Miss Thavel: You may begin.

(The sound of two dozen papers flipping over at once is a sharp, unified CRACK in the silent
room. Engel takes a deep, shaky breath, his heart pounding in his chest. He flips his own
paper over and looks at the questions.)



Engel (in his mind): Okay. Okay, just... just breathe. It's just a test. It's just words on a
page. | studied for this. | know this stuff.

Engel (in his mind): First question... 'ldentify the figure of speech: The wind whispered
through the trees.' That's... that's personification. The wind can't whisper. Okay. | know
that one. That's an easy one.

Engel (in his mind): | can do this. Just... one question at a time. Don't think about Oliver.
Don't think about his stupid, mean face. Don't think about what he said.

Engel (in his mind): He wants me to fail. He wants me to be scared. I'm not going to let
him win. Not this time.

Engel (in his mind): For Bubbles. For Claire. For... for me... | can do this. (breathes) ...
Let's go.

The Calm Before

(The main staging area at Camp Hope was a symphony of controlled, focused chaos. MTF
operatives moved with a disciplined urgency, their low, professional chatter a constant hum
beneath the idle rumble of the parked armored vehicles. In the midst of it all, at the small,
foldable table where she had shared a simple meal, Principal Grace sat alone, a silent, still
point in the storm of preparation. She watched the soldiers, the technicians, and the medics,
all moving with a purpose she was only just beginning to comprehend.)

Principal Grace (in her mind): All of this... all these people... they're all here for my
school. For my children.

Principal Grace (in her mind): For twenty years, | thought | was the only one fighting
this war. | thought | was completely alone.

Principal Grace (in her mind): And now... now there's an army. A secret, impossible
army.

Principal Grace (in her mind): Maybe... just maybe... this is what hope feels like.
Principal Grace (in her mind): It's so... big. And | am so very, very small.
Nurse Kaito: (His voice is quiet, gentle, but it still makes her jump) A lot to take in, isn't it?

(Grace gasps, startled, turning to see Nurse Kaito standing beside the table, holding two
fresh, steaming mugs of coffee. He offers her one with a small, apologetic smile.)

Principal Grace: Oh! Kaito. You startled me. I... | didn't hear you approach.



Nurse Kaito: My apologies. It's an old habit from working in quiet medical bays. You
learn to move without making a sound. | brought you some more coffee. Thought you
might need it.

Principal Grace: (She takes the mug, her hands wrapping around its warmth) Thank you.
That's very thoughtful of you.

Nurse Kaito: (He sits down in the chair opposite her) Don't mention it. It's a big day.
Everyone needs to stay caffeinated.

Principal Grace: | was just... watching them. All of them. They move with such...
precision.

Nurse Kaito: It's what they're trained for. Every single person here is a specialist.
They're the best in the world at what they do.

Principal Grace: It's... it's a little intimidating.

Nurse Kaito: | can understand that. But they're the good guys, | promise. Even the big,
scary-looking ones in the heavy armor.

(Principal Grace's eyes continue to sweep across the bustling, high-tech encampment, a
profound sense of awe and dislocation on her face. She takes another sip of her coffee, the
simple, warm act a small anchor in a sea of the impossible.)

Principal Grace: I've... I've never seen anything like this. The... the clothes they're
wearing, the armor... it looks like something out of a science fiction movie.

Nurse Kaito: (He gives a small, understanding smile) It's just... standard-issue gear for us.
It's designed for durability and protection against threats that don't always follow the
normal rules of physics.

Principal Grace: And the vehicles... especially those strange, sleek armored cars... they
don't even sound like they have normal engines.

Nurse Kaito: They're a... a newer model. Electric drive. Very quiet, very fast. Good for
getting into and out of sensitive situations without drawing too much attention.

Principal Grace: It seems a little late for not drawing attention.

Nurse Kaito: (He chuckles softly) You have a point. But every piece of equipment here,
every uniform, every vehicle... it's all designed with one purpose in mind: to give our
people the best possible chance to solve the problem and come home safe.



Principal Grace: (Her expression shifts, a new, more specific worry creasing her brow)
Come home safe... The... the two janitors. Anya and Kofia. Are they... are they still in
there? In the school?

Nurse Kaito: (His own expression becomes a little more serious, his tone reassuring but
honest) Uhh... Yes, ma'am. They are.

Principal Grace: (*deep sigh*)

Nurse Kaito: H-hey, well, don't worry Principal. They have each other. And they are two
of the most capable and highly-trained individuals in our entire organization. Their job
right now is the most important one of all: to be our eyes and ears on the inside. Right?

Principal Grace: But it's so dangerous. If Circle or... or any of them... find out who they
really are...

Nurse Kaito: They won't. Anya and Kofia are masters of their cover. They've been
trained for years for exactly this kind of deep-cover infiltration. They know the risks
better than anyone.

Principal Grace: It just... it seems... Maybe | am burdened too much.

Nurse Kaito: Look, they're not bearing it alone, not really. Every single person in this
camp, every vehicle, every piece of gear... it's all here to back them up. They're the tip of
the spear, but we are the force behind it.

Principal Grace: I... | spoke to them. Yesterday. They were so kind to Engel.
Nurse Kaito: I'm not surprised to hear that. They're good people.
Principal Grace: | just... | want them to be safe.

Nurse Kaito: We all do. And we will do everything in our power to make sure that they,
and all the children, come home. That's the whole point of all this.

(Principal Grace looks down, the weight of her twenty-year vigil settling back onto her
shoulders. Nurse Kaito sees the shift in her expression, the way the fragile hope in her eyes is
being clouded over by the familiar, heavy burden of her memories. He decides to gently steer
the conversation back to safer, simpler shores.)

Nurse Kaito: You know, for a top-secret, high-tech command post, the coffee is
surprisingly decent.



Principal Grace: (She looks up, a little surprised by the sudden change in topic) Oh. Yes.
Yes, itis. It's much better than the... the sludge we have in the staff lounge at school.

Nurse Kaito: (He smiles) See? That's one small victory for the good guys already. We
have superior coffee. It's a critical tactical advantage.

Principal Grace: (A small, watery smile touches her lips) | suppose it is. | never thought of
coffee as being... tactical.

Nurse Kaito: Oh, it's the most important tool in our arsenal. You can't fight monsters if
you're falling asleep on your feet. It's the first rule of the Foundation handbook. | think. |
haven't actually read the whole thing, it's very long.

Principal Grace: (The smile becomes a little more genuine) | can imagine. Our school's
policy handbook is a nightmare. | can't imagine what yours must look like.

Nurse Kaito: It's mostly just a lot of very creative ways of saying 'don't touch that, you
have no idea what it does' something like that.

Principal Grace: That seems like a very sensible rule.

Nurse Kaito: You'd be surprised how often it gets broken y'’know. Scientists are a
curious bunch. They see a big, red, world-ending button, and their first instinct is to
poke it. With a stick.

Principal Grace: (She actually chuckles, a soft, rusty sound) And | thought dealing with
misbehaving teenagers was difficult.

Nurse Kaito: Teenagers, you can at least send to detention. It's a lot harder to give
detention to a sentient... well, you get the idea.

Principal Grace: | think I'm beginning to.
Nurse Kaito: See? There's that smile again. It's a good look on you, Eleanor.

Principal Grace: Thank you, Kaito. For... for this. For talking to me like I'm a person, not
just a... a problem to be solved.

Nurse Kaito: You were never the problem. You were just the one who was trapped with
it for too long.

Principal Grace: It's... it's just nice to have someone to talk to. About normal things.

Nurse Kaito: Then let's talk about normal things. What's your favorite kind of music?



Principal Grace: Oh, my. | haven't thought about that in years. I... | always loved
classical. The quiet, thoughtful pieces. Chopin. Debussy.

Nurse Kaito: Good choices. Very calming. I'm more of a... a classic rock guy, myself. Old,
loud guitars.

Principal Grace: | see. The opposite of quiet and thoughtful.
Nurse Kaito: Exactly. It's good for drowning out the... other noises.

Principal Grace: Hmm... | know all about drowning out other noises. For twenty years,
that was my entire life.

Nurse Kaito: Well, hopefully, from now on, you'll just have to worry about drowning out
my terrible taste. I'm too old for this.

Principal Grace: | think | can manage that.
(A voice, calm and authoritative, calls out from the doorway of the command post.)
Agent Thorne: Kaito.

(Kaito looks back, his relaxed, friendly demeanor instantly snapping into one of professional
respect, though he is still smiling. Agent Thorne walks towards their small table, a steaming
mug in his own hands.)

Nurse Kaito: Sirl Good morning.

Agent Thorne: (He approaches the table, a faint, rare smile on his face) The quiet never
lasts long. Good morning again, Eleanor. | hope Kaito here hasn't been boring you with
his stories about sentient vending machines.

Principal Grace: Not at all, Damian. It's been... very nice. A normal conversation.
Nurse Kaito: Just keeping the asset's morale high, sir. All part of the job description.

Agent Thorne: | can see that. You've done good work with her, Kaito. More than just the
medical side.

Nurse Kaito: Just happy to help, sir.

Principal Grace: He made me a ham and cheese sandwich. It was the best one I've had
in years.



Agent Thorne: |'ve heard about your sandwiches. Their fame is known throughout the
entire Site, apparently.

Nurse Kaito: Now you're just making fun of me, sir!

Agent Thorne: Ohh, | would never. Remember, a good medic who can also make a
good sandwich is a rare and valuable asset. We're lucky to have you, like... last time the
incident.

Nurse Kaito: Uhh... (soft chuckle) Well, i still remember the anomaly thing.
Agent Thorne: Oh, you want to take the amnestics?--

Nurse Kaito: (nervous chuckle) N-no thank you, im fine with my experience, especially in
this camp. Thank you, both of you... Oh and speaking of camp, did the convoy have
arrived, then?

Agent Thorne: They have. Scepter and the other commanders are in the main tent
now, conducting the final team-specific briefings. The entire camp is in the final stages
of preparation.

Principal Grace: So it's... it's really happening soon.

Agent Thorne: Yes. The long wait is almost over. | just wanted to come out and get
some fresh air before we go to the final lockdown. And to see how you were settling in.

Principal Grace: | am... | am doing much better. Thank you, Damian.
Nurse Kaito: She's a rock, sir. Been through hell and is still standing tall.

Agent Thorne: | know. And we're going to make sure she doesn't have to go through it
ever again.

(Principal Grace looks from Agent Thorne's steady, reassuring eyes to Nurse Kaito's kind,
open face. For the first time, she feels like she is not just a victim or a witness, but a part of a
team, however small.)

Principal Grace: I... I'm starting to believe that. It's... a lot to hope for, after so long.

Nurse Kaito: Hope is good. It's the best medicine we've got, honestly. Way better than
anything | can load into a syringe.

Agent Thorne: It's more than hope, Eleanor. It's a plan. A very detailed, very
well-funded, and very aggressive plan.



Principal Grace: What... what happens now? All the soldiers are here. The camp is set
up. What is the next step?

Agent Thorne: Now, we wait. The teams are in their final, team-specific briefings.
They're going over every detail, every contingency. We are on a very precise schedule.

Nurse Kaito: Ahh yes, the waiting is always the hardest part. It gives you way too much
time to think about all the things that could go wrong.

Principal Grace: Tell me about it. | feel as if | have done nothing but wait for twenty
years.

Agent Thorne: But your wait is over, Eleanor. Now... now it's our turn to wait. And your
turn to rest and recover.

Nurse Kaito: He's right, Principal. You need to conserve your energy. We're going to
need your expertise for the debriefing after the initial phase is complete.

Principal Grace: My expertise? I'm just a principal.

Agent Thorne: You are the world's foremost expert on Maple High and its... unique
faculty. That makes you one of the most important people in this entire operation.

Nurse Kaito: See? We told you you were an important asset.
Principal Grace: (A small, tired smile) | still don't feel like an asset.
Agent Thorne: You will. Once we bring your students home.

Nurse Kaito: Speaking of which, sir, is there any update from lota-10? From Agent Anya
and Agent Kofia inside the school?

Agent Thorne: They're continuing their interior reconnaissance, maintaining their
janitorial cover. They are our eyes and ears on the ground until the operation goes hot.

Principal Grace: They were so kind to the boy. Engel.

Agent Thorne: They are good people. They're the best we have at what they do.
Nurse Kaito: They'll keep him safe.

Agent Thorne: They will. Now, let's finish our coffee. The sun is almost fully up.

(The three of them stood in a quiet, shared moment of peace, the warm coffee mugs a small
comfort against the cold morning and the immense, tense reality of the military camp spread



out before them. They finished their drinks in a comfortable silence, watching the sun climb
higher in the sky, burning the last of the mist from the valley.)

Nurse Kaito: Well, that's the best cup of coffee I've had all week.
Principal Grace: It really was quite good. Thank you again, Kaito.

Agent Thorne: It's amazing what a difference a real coffee bean can make, isn't it? It's
the small things that remind you you're still human.

Principal Grace: I... | think I'm starting to remember that.
Nurse Kaito: Good. That's a very good sign.
Agent Thorne: It is.

(Thorne sets his empty mug down on the metal table, his expression shifting from one of
quiet camaraderie to a gentle, professional focus. He turns to Grace, his voice soft but clear.)

Agent Thorne: Eleanor, | know this is a lot to ask, and there is absolutely no pressure.
But the commanders... the men and women who will be leading the teams inside... they
are in their final briefing now.

Principal Grace: The... the ones in the big tent?

Agent Thorne: Yes. And the intel you've provided is the foundation of their entire plan.
But... it would be incredibly helpful for them to hear some of it directly from you. To see
the person they're fighting for.

Principal Grace: (She instinctively straightens up, but her hands tremble slightly) You... you
want me to speak to them? To all of those... soldiers?

Agent Thorne: Only if you feel you are ready. There is no pressure. Your written
testimony is already more than we could have hoped for. But to have you there, to
answer their final questions in person... it could give them a crucial edge.

Principal Grace: |... | don't know, Damian. They're so... intimidating. All that armor, all
those weapons... I'm just a school principal. What could | possibly say to them?

Agent Thorne: You just have to tell them your truth. The same truth you told me. You
are the expert here, Eleanor. You know that school, and you know the enemy, better
than anyone.

Nurse Kaito: Come on Ma'am, you can do this, you want to save the students right?



Principal Grace: I'm... I'm nervous. But... when | think of Engel... and Bubbles... and all
the other children who are in there right now, just... just trying to get through another
day...

Agent Thorne: You are the only one who can truly speak for them.

Principal Grace: (She takes a deep, steadying breath, her expression shifting from fear to a
quiet, powerful resolve) ... ... ... Fine... I'll do it.

Agent Thorne: Are you sure? You don't have to.

Principal Grace: No. | want to. If... if my story can help them save even one more child...
then | have to do it.

Nurse Kaito: (He gives her a proud, clap, encouraging smile) That's the spirit, Principal.

Principal Grace: They may look intimidating. But | have faced down much, much scarier
things than a room full of soldiers.

Agent Thorne: (A rare, genuine, and deeply respectful smile spreads across his face)
Alright.

Principal Grace: So, what do | need to do?

Agent Thorne: Just be yourself. And tell them what you know. That will be more than
enough.

Principal Grace: Okay. I'm ready.
Agent Thorne: I'll walk with you.
Principal Grace: Thank you, Damian.
Nurse Kaito: You've got this, Eleanor.

(Nurse Kaito gives Principal Grace a final, proud nod as she straightens her shoulders, her
resolve set. Agent Thorne places a gentle, steadying hand on her back, and together, the
three of them walk from the quiet, open-air platform into the heart of the bustling, organized
chaos of Camp Hope. They navigate through the maze of parked vehicles and busy
operatives, the sounds of preparation growing louder as they approach a large, canvas-sided
structure designated 'Briefing Tent 1')

Facing the Vanguards



(Agent Thorne pulls back the heavy canvas flap of the tent, and they step inside. The interior
is brightly lit and humming with a low, intense energy. Two entire MTF squads, Gamma-7 and
Lambda-5, are assembled, their operatives running final checks on advanced, unfamiliar
weaponry and gear. The air is thick with the smell of gun oil, ozone, and focused tension. A
low murmur of professional, technical chatter fills the tent.)

Gamma-7 Operative: Is the memetic jammer synced to your HUD? I'm showing a slight
latency on my end.

Lambda-5 Operative: Re-calibrating now. The anchor's energy signature is causing
some minor interference.

Gamma-7 CQC Specialist: Eh, Confirmed. All containment foam canisters are at optimal
pressure.

Lambda-5 Team Leader: | want a final diagnostic on all SRA deployment mechanisms.
We will have zero margin for error when we're on-site.

Gamma-7 Operative 2: Non-lethal tranquilizer darts are loaded. Suppressors are cold
and ready.

Lambda-5 Operative 3: All memetic-resistance implants are showing green. We're
ready for any psychic backlash.

(A tall, powerfully built man with a captain's insignia on his collar, Captain Alex "Vanguard"
Rhodes, sees them enter and breaks off from his conversation, a look of professional respect
on his face as he approaches Thorne.)

Captain Alex "Vanguard"” Rhodes: Well well well, look what we have here, Thorne.
Good to see you. | was just about to come find you. We're ready for the final intel push.

Agent Thorne: Good to see you too, Vanguard. We're ready as well.

Captain Alex "Vanguard" Rhodes: (His gaze falls on Grace, and his expression softens
almost imperceptibly) Hm, this must be her. The asset.

Agent Thorne: Captain Rhodes, this is Principal Eleanor Grace. Eleanor, this is Captain
Alex Rhodes, commanding officer of The Squad

Principal Grace: (She is visibly nervous, her hands clasped tightly in front of her, but she
meets the captain's gaze) Captain. It's... it's an... honor.

Captain Alex "Vanguard"” Rhodes: The honor is all ours, ma'am. We've read the
reports. What you've endured... it's unimaginable.



(Thorne gently guides her to the center of the room, raising his voice to be heard over the low
din of preparation.)

Agent Thorne: Alright, listen up, everyone! Your attention, please!

(The chatter in the tent immediately ceases. Every single operative, hardened soldiers and
brilliant technicians alike, turn to face them, their expressions a mixture of curiosity and
professional focus. Grace shrinks back slightly under the weight of so many intense gazes.)

Agent Thorne: This is Principal Eleanor Grace. She is the source of the primary
intelligence that forms the basis of our entire operation. She has survived inside that
school for twenty years, and she has agreed to assist us with our final briefing.

Principal Grace: (She takes a small, shaky breath, her voice quiet but clear) Hello. I... I'm
Eleanor. I... | just want to thank you all... for being here. For my students.

MTF Division Director Gamma-7: Ma'am. It's our duty. We're glad you're safe.
Lambda-5 Commander: We're here to help, Principal.
MTF Operative: Welcome to the team, ma'am.

Agent Thorne: Principal Grace will be here, supervised by myself and Nurse Kaito, to
answer any final, specific questions you may have about the school's layout, the
faculty's routines, or the students' patterns of behavior. She has a level of firsthand,
long-term observational data that we cannot replicate. Her knowledge is our greatest
weapon. Listen to what she has to say. It might just save your life. Lets get it not to
waste.

(The school was a labyrinth of impossible scale. Anya and Kofia now found themselves on the
first floor, in the far west wing, a location so distant from the second-floor language
classroom that it felt like an entirely different building. The campus was the size of a small
stadium, a vast, sprawling complex of identical, sterile hallways, and the journey from the
bustling main entrance to this quiet, forgotten corridor had been a long, silent patrol. Here,
the low, anxious hum of the student body was completely gone, replaced by a profound,
humming silence that was somehow more unsettling.)

08:55 - The Quiet Sweep

(They continued their methodical work, pushing the cleaning cart at a slow, deliberate pace.
They checked every classroom door they passed—all closed, the small windows revealing
empty, perfectly ordered rooms. They saw no other students, no other staff. It was just the
two of them, alone in a vast, empty section of the school.)



Kofia: (lets out a long, slow, exaggerated sigh) You know, there's 'quiet' and then there's
'are we the last two people left on Earth' quiet. This is definitely the second one. I'm so
bored I'm about to start naming the dust bunnies.

Anya: Tsk, don't be dumb, they are in the classroom right now, lecturing. A quiet patrol
is a successful patrol, Kofia. It means the hostiles are contained in their designated
areas and the operational environment is stable.

Kofia: | know, | know. 'Stable’ is just another word for 'boring'. I've checked my watch
seventeen times in the last five minutes. The clock is actually moving slower. I'm pretty
sure that's a localized time-space anomaly.

Anya: It is not. Time is proceeding at a normal rate.

Kofia: That's what you think. My internal clock is shit with boredom. How much longer
until the 10:00 AM bell?

Anya: Approximately one hour and five minutes.

Kofia: (groans softly) Ugh, what an eternity. | could build a ship in a bottle in that amount
of time. A really, really small, boring ship.

Anya: We maintain our patrol route. It is what is required.

Kofia: | know. It's just... | wish something would happen. A small, manageable
something.

Anya: Be careful what you wish for in a place like this.
Kofia: You're right. You're always right. I'll just go back to my whistling.

(Suddenly, a soft, electronic chime sounds in both of their earpieces, followed by the calm,
authoritative voice of Commander Echo.)

Commander Echo (Comms): lota-10, this is CP1 Actual. Report your status.

Anya: (Her hand instinctively goes to her earpiece, her voice a low, professional murmur)
CP1, this is Anya. We are currently sweeping the west wing, ground floor. The area is
secure. No contacts, hostile or civilian.

Kofia: Kofia here. All clear on our end, Commander. Just a whole lot of... quiet.

Commander Echo (Comms): Acknowledged. We have a new piece of intel for you. The
asset, Principal Grace, is awake and has been moved to the main briefing tent.



Anya: (She exchanges a surprised look with Kofia) Copy that. The asset is awake. That is...
good news.

Kofia: Awake? Wow. How is she? Is she... alright?

Commander Echo (Comms): She is more than alright, Kofia. She is actively participating
in the final briefing with the Gamma-7 and Lambda-5 commanders.

Kofia: You're kidding me. She's... she's helping them plan? After everything she's been
through?

Anya: That is... a remarkable display of resilience. She is a very strong woman.

Commander Echo (Comms): Indeed. Your assessment was correct. She is not a hostile
collaborator, but a long-term survivor. Your intel was critical in establishing that
baseline. Good job, both of you.

Kofia: Wow. I... I'm just glad she's safe. And that she's fighting back. In her own way.
Anya: It is a significant morale boost, Commander. Thank you for the update.

Commander Echo (Comms): (A rare note of surprise in his own voice at their genuine,
positive reaction) | thought you would want to know, so here i am. Your work with her
was... exemplary.

Kofia: We just talked to her, sir. She's the one who's brave.
Anya: We agree.

Commander Echo (Comms): Understood. Well... the commanders are finding her
firsthand testimony invaluable.

Kofia: | bet they are.

Commander Echo (Comms): Resume your duties. Continue your sweep and report any
and all findings. We are still monitoring your bodycam feeds. The operation proceeds as
scheduled.

Anya: Copy that, CP1. We are resuming our patrol now.
Kofia: Understood, Commander. lota-10 out.

(The comms channel clicks silent, leaving the two janitors alone in the hallway once more.
Kofia is no longer bored; a small, genuine smile is on his face.)



Kofia: Well what do you know, how about that? The old principal's got some real fight in
her after all.

Anya: She is a survivor. We knew that.

Kofia: Yeah, but it's one thing to know it, and another to hear that she's in there right
now, staring down a room full of our scariest soldiers and telling them how to win.
That's... that's really cool.

Anya: It is. It is a very positive development.
Kofia: It gives you hope, you know?
Anya: Yes. It does.

Kofia: Okay. | think I'm officially not bored anymore. Let's go sweep some more floors, |
guess.

Anya: A worthy cause. Let's go.

(Anya and Kofia continue their slow, methodical patrol down the eerily quiet west wing
corridor, the squeak of their cart's wheels a lonely sound in the vast, empty space. They are
the picture of bored, efficient janitors, their eyes scanning every corner, every shadow, their
minds racing with a thousand tactical possibilities.)

(As they pass the large, ornate double doors of the school library, one of the doors suddenly
swings open. An elderly, stooped man in a tweed jacket, Mister Hotchpot, stumbles out, his
arms laden with a teetering, impossibly high stack of heavy-looking books. He manages to
get the doors propped open with his foot and shuffles out, clearly struggling under the
weight. He sets the books down, takes a deep, exhausted breath, and then turns to go back
inside for another, equally large pile.)

(Anya and Kofia exchange a quick, silent glance. Anya immediately rushes forward to hold
the heavy library door open, while Kofia moves to the pile of books.)

Kofia: Whoa there, sir! That looks like a two-person job, at least. Let us give you a hand
with that.

Mister Hotchpot: (He turns, startled, a hand on his chest) Oh! Goodness me. You gave
me a fright. I... | didn't hear you coming.

Anya: We apologize, sir. We just saw you were struggling. Please, allow us to help.



Mister Hotchpot: Oh, that's... that's very kind of you. Thank you. I'm just... trying to
return these to the history classroom. Miss Emily needs them for her next lesson.

Kofia: (He effortlessly lifts one of the heavy stacks of books and places it carefully on the flat
top of their cleaning cart) Well, we've got the wheels. It's no trouble at all. Let's get the
other stack.

Mister Hotchpot: (He watches, a look of profound relief on his tired face) Oh, my. Thank
you. Thank you both so much. My back is not what it used to be.

Anya: It's our job to assist the staff.

Mister Hotchpot: You must be the new janitors I've heard about. It's a pleasure to
finally meet you. The school has been in desperate need of some... new energy.

Kofia: That's us! Full of energy. Most of the time. I'm Kofia Jackson.
Anya: And | am Anya Volkov. It's a pleasure to meet you as well, sir.
Mister Hotchpot: Oh, please, call me Mister Hotchpot. I'm the history assistant.

Anya: (Her eyes light up with a flicker of genuine, professional interest) The history
assistant? Engel mentioned you. He said you were very kind.

Kofia: (He gives a low whistle as he lifts the second stack of books) Wow. An actual
historian. We're in the presence of greatness, Anya.

Mister Hotchpot: (He chuckles) Oh | see. Just a man who prefers the company of the
past to the... complexities of the present.

Anya: The past can often hold the key to understanding the present.

Mister Hotchpot: Ooh, a very astute observation, Miss Volkov. You sound like a
historian yourself.

Kofia: She's just really, really smart.

Mister Hotchpot: Well, | am very grateful for your help. | was about to make three
more trips.

Anya: Oh really, well, It's no trouble at all, Mister Hotchpot. We would be happy to
escort you and your books to the history classroom.

Mister Hotchpot: Oh, would you? That's grateful. My back isn't what it used to be. The
history room is just down this hall and to the left.



