Warning: Before reading further, refer to warning/notes at the beginning of Part 1.

Obedience School - Part 5

by Haruka


Haruka gave Michiru’s hand a squeeze as they followed Regina into the Meeting Room.  Instead of sitting at a table, their instructors were seated in comfortable lounge chairs.  There was one left over for Regina, but none for the girls.


“Line up,” Regina told them, closing the door.  “Facing your instructors.”



Maria, Kanna, Sumire, and Rapier didn’t hesitate, which suggested to Haruka that they’d had some kind of military training.  Solude strolled over and stopped beside Rapier, folding her arms and smirking.  Fujin seemed to debate for a few moments before catching Quistis’ eye and stalking into line with a bored sigh.  Haruka and Michiru stepped forward to take their place, holding tightly to each other’s hand.  Regina lowered herself into the last of the lounge chairs.
“Welcome, all of you,” Ayame said to them.  “My name, as some of you already know, is Ayame.  I’m the Headmistress of this institution.”


“Man, this whole time you had some other job, and a big one, too!” Kanna said, shaking her head.  “The things you don’t know about people!”


“First of all, Kanna, I didn’t really do that much with the Hanagumi after I recruited all of you and brought you together,” Ayame said.  “I put you on the right path and that’s all.  Secondly,” her voice took on a warning tone, “that is the last interruption I’ll tolerate at this meeting.  Is that clear?”


Kanna swallowed.  “I’m sorry,” she said in a small voice.


“All right, allow me to introduce your other instructors,” Ayame continued.  “You’ve met Regina.  Over here from my right to left are Apricot, Quistis, Souma, and Kendappa.”  She faced the students once more.  “Do all of you know why you’re here?”


“Yes, Ma’am,” Rapier answered.


“Not really,” Sumire yawned.


“I think so,” Maria said uncertainly.  “Sort of.”


“Kinda,” Kanna admitted.  “But not exactly.”


“NEGATIVE,” Fujin answered.


“We were framed,” Haruka replied and Michiru nodded.


Solude chuckled.  “I wasn’t fast enough to get away.”


Ayame looked down the row of them.  “Regardless of the immediate reason why you are here, the deeper reason is the same for every new student.  You are lacking something in discipline.”  She stood and walked slowly in front of them.  “I’m not saying that all of you are completely without discipline.  That isn’t true.  I know that you, Maria, were in the Russian army at an early age – you didn’t survive by being foolhardy, no matter what you might think of your latter days.  Kanna, you’re the twenty-eighth successor of your family’s style of karate – your father raised you strictly in that regard, I know.  Sumire, you’re an excellent fighter and actress.  You’re always ready on opening night and in the field.  Rapier, you’ve been a knight, in charge of the royal battalion although both young and female.  Your situation isn’t that different from Maria’s.  Haruka and Michiru, you’re sailor senshi.  That takes a certain discipline of its own.  Solude, you were a peak fighter in the same country that Rapier is from – you spent years as a student of a master who taught you to be the best, much as Kanna’s father did for her.  And Fujin,” Ayame stopped in front of the little blonde, “you’ve been a commander of troops yourself, I understand, at a time when you were on the wrong side of the law, shall we say?  And when you were on the right side, you still held a position of authority in the Disciplinary Committee.  However, something is still not up to par.”  She stopped and eyed them all seriously.  “In _all_ of you.”


“So,” Ayame went on, “we are going to change all that, and here’s how it’s going to happen.  We’re going to teach you to give yourselves over completely to authority, so that it’s second nature.  Some of you may think that’s already the case, but trust me, it isn’t.  I’m talking about complete and total obedience, girls.  The kind where you don’t question or complain.  If you do, punishment is swift and merciless.”


“Oh really?” Solude said, looking amused.  “And just what do you think you can do to me?”


Ayame grabbed Solude’s arm and turned it behind her back then forced her to her knees.  Solude felt a sharp, painful swat land on her backside.


“OUCH!” she cried, and tried to sweep Ayame’s feet out from under her.  Ayame quickly knelt on Solude’s outstretched leg before it could connect and gave her another firm swat, then another harder one that cause her to yelp.


“This is just the beginning, Solude, and all of you.”  Ayame stood up, leaving Solude on the ground.  “No disobedience will be tolerated or you will be punished.  You cannot leave the school grounds – a magic barrier makes it impossible.”  She faced them.  “While you are here, you belong to us in _all_ ways.  We are not just your instructors, we are your masters and you are our property.”  She returned to her chair and settled comfortably into it, then saw that Rapier was helping Solude to her feet.  “Rapier!” she said sharply.  “She can get up by herself or she’ll stay on the floor.”


Rapier hesitated, but Solude pushed her back into line.  “Don’t be an idiot,” she hissed to her.  “I’m okay.”  She stood up, wincing, and turned to glare at Ayame.


“Sensei,” Rapier said, “I agree Solude spoke out of turn, but wasn’t that a little harsh?”


Ayame raised an eyebrow.  “Would you like some of the same?”


“N-No, Ma’am,” Rapier said.


“Then don’t ever question me or any other staff member,” Ayame warned.  “I went easy on Solude this time.  Next time I won’t, and neither will any of your instructors.”  She looked over the students one by one.  “You’d better understand this right now – there is no way out for you _except_ to learn what we have to teach you.  It may not make sense to you at first, but I promise, it will, and you’ll be the ones to reap the benefits when it’s time for you to leave.”  She turned to the redhead on her left.  “Regina, would you go over the curriculum with them, please?”


“Certainly.”  Regina stood up.  “While you’re here, you’ll of course not only be learning discipline, but regular school subjects as well.  We don’t want any of you to fall behind.  No matter what kind of student you’ve been up until now, let me assure you that you’ll all be honour students by the time you leave.  You’ll learn Math, English, History, Geography, and Modern Japanese.”


Haruka groaned and Regina looked her way.  “Did you have something to say, Haruka?”


“I hate Modern Japanese,” she remarked.


Regina smiled.  “Then we’ll be sure to give you extra instruction in that subject so that you’ll improve.”  Her smile faded when she noticed that Haruka was still holding Michiru’s hand.  She stepped forward and promptly broke their grasp.


“Hey!” Haruka protested.


Regina walked over to the coffee table nearby and picked up a ruler that lay there.  She went back to Haruka, grabbed her hand and smacked the ruler smartly against her palm.


“OW!” Haruka yanked her hand away.  Michiru took it gently and blew on it, her blue eyes shooting daggers at Regina.


“Next time it’ll be your backside, Haruka,” Regina told her.  “And don’t get any ideas about trying to punch me out, although I can see you’d love to.  I know you’re both strong and fast, but I’m willing to bet that I’m both stronger and faster.  If by chance that isn’t the case, someone else here will be.  If _that_ isn’t the case, those who can use magic, will.  If it comes to that, my dear, you’ll suffer more than you would have if you’d given in at the outset, understand?”


Haruka said nothing, but the fire in her green eyes didn’t lessen.  She gave only a nod in acknowledgement.


“Thank you, Regina,” Ayame said, and Regina sat back down.  “Now the last thing we’ll discuss for now are our school mottos.  They’re actually indicative of what you can expect, and what we expect of you.”


“The first is ‘Obey Without Question’,” Apricot said.  “That’s self-explanatory.”


“The second is ‘Pain is Knowledge’,” Quistis told them.  “If you’re made to suffer, you can believe that you did something to deserve it and thus have something to learn from it.”


“The last is ‘Clothes Are a Privilege’,” Kendappa said with a mischievous grin, enjoying the wide-eyed looks of shock she got in response.


“I hope she’s kidding,” Sumire said.


“No, she is not,” Ayame answered.  “Now, are there any questions?”


“Yes, Sensei, I have one,” Rapier said.  “As you know, I signed myself in to this school – “


“NUTS,” Fujin muttered emphatically.


Rapier blushed a little.  “Anyway, I was wondering if, since I _did_ enroll myself, if I couldn’t change my mind and – “


“No,” Ayame said firmly.  “Once you’re signed in, you’re ours.  I made that clear, I believe.”


Rapier sighed and lowered her head.  “Yes, Ma’am.  Forgive me.”



“Don’t be too hard on yourself, Rapier,” Ayame told her.  “It’s natural that you would be shocked to realize how seriously we take our job here.  That will pass quickly once you – and all of you – get used to the way we do things.”  She gave them a warm smile.  “You may return to your dorm room now.”
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