
It wasn’t an especially large room, but large enough for its purpose: a high ceiling and wide berth provided space enough for numerous circles and boundary lines littering the floor. Twenty or thirty pairs of feet trod about the tiled floor, each attempting to find their assigned placements. 

It was a small class, compared to some of SOLDIER’s combat training groups, and it was, oddly, the only class that was to train inside, in the corner room on the forty seventh floor of the towering Shin-ra spire set in the heart of Midgar. This seemed a demeaning environment for the highest achieving new entries into third class SOLDIER. Most of them grumbled, “We should be out in the open, on the field. That’s where it all really happens.” “That’s closer to reality. We’re supposed to be trained realistically, right?” “This is a fucking bird-bin. I can hardly breathe in here.” 

Indeed, most of the young SOLDIERs, most of them in their late teens, were beginning to wonder about the sanity of their own teacher—for it was the trainers themselves that chose what type of environment they wished to work in. He was supposedly the most powerful SOLDIER alive, though this was only heated rumor. Not much was truly heard about the workings of first class, save for their fantastical deeds, which were constantly pasted on the latest newspapers. Half of that was hype, though, and everyone knew it. The real thing was often much less than it was made out to be. 

So the class as a whole wasn’t particularly afraid of its trainer. After all, one man could only do so much. 

They were safe in their numbers, knowing it took a flock to kill a flock. 

Of course, that perspective changed somewhat when Commander Sephiroth called for silence. 

The room silenced and all attention swayed to the fore. Looks of surprise ran rampant about the room. No one had seen him walk in. He hadn’t spoken loudly, but his deep, yet young and smooth voice reverberated in their very minds. 

The fact Commander Sephiroth was not any older than the majority of them (he was even a bit younger than a few of the recruits), only seventeen, was also a wonder. He was the youngest first class SOLDIER to date, and word had it that he’d made the position in a record year-and-two-months. Most of this jabber was assumed exaggerated in some fashion, but given the sudden event, that doubt began to falter in most of the student’s minds. 

Another surprise was the fact that, indeed, as it had been told, he did not wear even a trace of the generally accepted SOLDIER uniform. Almost everything about him was black. A long, but light and flexible trench coat of thin black leather, a high neck, and knitted in-lining covered most of his body, and black pants of synthetic leather had been made to match. Both these articles were belted together at the waist. The coat covered all but his upper torso, which was bare save the straps that were buckled cross the center of his chest, circling around his waist and shoulders, supporting the light metal armor—white metal guards on his shoulders and a bracing of steel grate that protected his stomach. He wore black gloves and boots, made from a stiffer version of synthetic black. He was tall, over six feet. Hooked in a vaguely horizontal fashion at his waist was a bare-bladed hedatchi—which must have been at least as long as he was tall— that gleamed in the strangely dim light of the room, giving the intense impression of sharpness beyond compare.

 Contrasting greatly with his dark attire was his cascading wave of hair, silver-white from eyebrows to ends, which reached a little over a foot past his waist. His side-parted bangs were chest length themselves, but jutting upward and then down again in a scythe-like fashion so that they only reached a little past his chin. Somehow, the two “antennae,” as they’d been jokingly referred to in the past, didn’t seem to get in his way, nor did the rest of his incredibly long hair. And, despite its length, it all appeared in perfect condition, not thinning or tangled (Because of this fact, it was debatable as to whether or not the commander was in any way narcissistic, but of course no such discussion ever went on in Sephiroth’s presence). He was pale and lacked the hardened features of most SOLDIER commanders, his complexion un-scarred and calculating. But despite all these oddities, there was one specific feature that caused most people loath in disputing him. 

It was common knowledge that first class SOLDIERs were surgically infused with mako power, and because of the effects of this procedure, had a pronounced glassy, blue or neon-green tint along the lining of the irises. That outline would cause their eyes to glow softly under certain conditions, usually when the individual was tense or excited. But Sephiroth’s eyes were of no such trade. They were veritable green orbs, the exact color of mako itself, and just as deep. They were narrow, and would have been almost oriental, had they been a bit more slanted. If they glowed, it was when he was angry—Sephiroth didn’t get tense, excited, or aroused, at least not to any point that he showed it physically. He didn’t stare at any one thing, often, but if he did have a reason to lock his gaze on something, that something would know it. His pupils were always small, in such a way it gave his stare a hawk-ish, very predatorial edge, and if one caught him staring at them, he’d get the distinct impression he was being analyzed, even targeted. No one could look him in the eyes and declare superiority. 

No one. 

In a single, fluid movement that, while simple, was difficult to follow, the commander loosed his sword and rested it against the wall by the door. He turned, acting as though there was no silent class watching him do so, pulled a thin electronic notepad from a pocket inside his coat and tossed it unceremoniously onto the desk that was centered in the room seven feet away from the door. It was the only piece of furniture in the room to speak of. Following this, he turned slowly and faced his “students.” He folded his arms calmly. No one moved as his eyes swept over each and every one of them. There were muttered comments here and there, but he ignored them. It was to be expected. He let a twitch of surprise pull at his right eyebrow when he caught sight of one of the people in his class. Zachary. How in blazes did he wheedle his way into this class? I have to hand it to the kid, though—he’s resourceful. 
At length, when all whispering had ceased, he addressed the gathered third class SOLDIERs. His voice was clear and strong, while not overly loud, and he somehow pronounced each word absolutely correctly while at the same time speaking in a flowing, solid manner. His tone allowed no dispute. 

“Before I go into the semantics of this class, I want all of you to keep in mind that you are here because you are the best of your section. Therefore, I shall expect and tolerate nothing less.” He blinked once, slowly. Not one person in the room escaped his stare. “You all know who I am.” The statement was straightforward and short. “I am not here to be your supervisor, nor will I mother any of you as you were in Prerequisite. Whether you’re new to SOLDIER, or have been here for a time, I will treat no one of you differently from anyone else. As your trainer, I’m obligated to give you every respect your position deserves, and I will do just that. But I will expect the same courtesy from you. I am always open to questions, but I will not tolerate dispute. I do have rules, the likes of which I will state later. Anyone who feels a need to be rebellious gets a free all-expenses paid flight to the bottom of the stairwell. Baggage included. Do I make myself clear?”

There were numerous muttered affirmations, most of them ending in “sir.” 

But there were a few who did not answer his question. 

“Is there any person in here who thinks I’m joking?”

For a moment there was silence.

A voice rose from near the back of the group. “Man, this is bullshit. How the hell you gonna carry someone down the hall and toss ‘em down the steps?” 

Sephiroth’s stare slowly fixed in the voice’s direction. “Whose voice is that?”

A small curtain of people pulled away to reveal a tall, lean, muscular, dark-skinned young man, likely eighteen or older. He was scowling at the commander, not quite making eye contact with him. “It’s mine, sir.” His tone was calm. 

Sephiroth nodded and looked a little to the side. “I see. What is your name, then?”

There was no hesitance. “Eli. Eli Simmons, established third class, sir.” 

There was arrogance in that identification. There was no such term as “established” in a formal self-introduction. Sephiroth stared at him again and beckoned with one hand. “Eli, would you come stand over here a moment?” 

Eli looked a little nervous for a moment. “What…you not gonna paste me against a wall or somethin’?

“No, I won’t begin any such incident. You needn’t be overly worried. I won’t kill you.”

This seemed to encourage Eli, and he pushed through his classmates to get to the front, where he stood in front of Sephiroth, who was decidedly an inch or two shorter. The commander looked up a little to meet Eli’s stare and stepped to the side, motioning for him to face the class. Eli did so, a distrustful scowl on his features. The commander continued to stare him in the eyes. “You, Eli, are eighteen, nineteen?” His student nodded grimly. “Hm. I suppose you’re considered impressive among your friends?” Distrustfully, not at all sure what his trainer was getting at, Eli nodded again, slowly. “I can see why. Now, it’s quite obvious you are the larger of the two of us. Likely, you’re a great deal heavier than I am. Do you think you’re capable of picking me up off the ground?”

Eli smiled. “Hell, yeah. I’ve picked up shit twice my weight.”

Sephiroth sighed, seeming almost a little sorrowful and stared Eli hard in the eyes. “I don’t think you can.” With that, he turned away and stepped back over to the desk, picking up the thin notepad in one hand. 

There were a few snickers from the class. Eli was infuriated. “What’s that suppose to mean? I could pick you up with my pinky, man.” He’d obviously lost his sense of formality at this point. 

The commander turned smoothly on his heel, and squinted thoughtfully at Eli. “If you think you can accomplish such a task, then you’re more than welcome to try.” He shrugged and looked down and to the side, closing his eyes pensively. “Meanwhile, I have to be sure everyone is here.” He pressed a couple of buttons on the pad, bringing up the appropriate file. He silently skimmed through the names, then looked up with his eyes as he sharply began to call role. “Jackson.” 

“Present.” Came the response. 

“Sédun.”

“Present.”

“Darius…Trist…Ander…Rainer…Derek …” He continued on. Eli was left standing awkwardly as Sephiroth’s side, not sure what to do. A number of people were silently urging him to attempt to pick Sephiroth up. He nervously shifted his weight from one foot to another, stuck between bravado and suspicion. If he didn’t try, he’d look like a fool…

Sephiroth conveniently moved his heel a few inches to haul an advancing Eli off his feet and onto his back with a heavy thud. Otherwise, he took little notice and kept reading off names. 

Eli tried again, standing up quickly and coming at the commander from an angle, carefully watching to avoid retaliation from the trainer’s knee. 

Sephiroth stepped backward and with his free hand shoved the larger SOLDIER to the floor again before he was even halfway standing. “Young…” Another thud as Eli again hit the floor, this time quite forcibly. The third class SOLDIER skidded a to a halt on the hard floor, thrown aside in one fluid movement. There were grunts and chokes, the class losing against a battle with laughter. 

“’Zack,’” Sephiroth spoke the shortened name pointedly and cast a stare in the black haired youth’s direction. Zack gave a brief grin.

“Um, he—uh…present,” the boy stumbled over the response. Sephiroth shook his head and elbowed Eli in the face, who was in the process of leaping to his feet from his position on his back, again sending him to the floor, this time with a bloodied nose. He planted a booted foot on Eli’s chest, never once even glancing at his student, and knelt halfway, letting the young SOLDIER support most of his weight. He absently dug the heel of the boot down on Eli’s diaphragm, constricting the older boy’s breath. 

“Gareth…and Marcus.” The commander finally finished, checked off that all were accounted for, and twisted a little to toss the notepad back onto the desk. He turned his attention, finally, back to Eli, who was choking for breath under his heel. Sephiroth eyed him coolly. “Now,” he said, “do you wish to continue this fruitless endeavor, or are you quite finished?” 

Eli tried to speak, but choked and sputtered over his own tongue. Sephiroth let up a little of is weight. “…I…done, sir. Totally.”

Sephiroth took his foot off his student and turned back to the class as Eli, red-faced from both humiliation and lack of air, slunk back to his assigned position, with one hand over his bleeding nose.

“Now, as I stated earlier,” the commander fastidiously straightened his collar, which had gotten a bit unfolded in the recent incident. “I do have a few rules in my classes. You know the general protocol, of course, so I won’t bother reading that out to you, though I am supposed to. I’ll assume for the moment that the majority of you are not idiots.”

There was a shuffling of feet from some of the back rows.

Sephiroth paced in slow, even strides, his hands clasped behind his back as he spoke. “I will expect you to pay attention to me at all times unless I say otherwise. Learning to follow exact instructions is part of this course, so I will be lenient, but ignorance due to inattention will not be condoned. If you do have questions, you may ask them, but do not interrupt me. Or anyone else, for that matter. You will show proper respect for each other. I will not have put-downs or bullies in this room; only I’m allowed to do that.”

Quiet laughs.

“I will deal with any problems that should arise with any particular person or group of people. If there is an incident, do not attempt to remedy it yourself. 

“As a warning, this is a rigorous class. I will not guarantee that each and every one of you will not get hurt in the next ten weeks. If you have a problem with pain, go whine about it to Saranii next door. I assure you, he’ll get you used to it quickly enough.

“If there is a need for bodily functions, I suggest you do them outside, not in here. You are no longer in Prerequisite; this is not Belching Class.”

“What if we have to go to the bathroom or something?” a voice called from the far side of the room. Sephiroth sighed, quietly treading his patience. Why did he always have to answer questions like this? And what had he just said about interrupting?

“Then you ask me if you can leave the room.” There was a hint of growl in his voice. 

“And if you say no?”

The commander paused for a moment, then smiled just a little, if rather wickedly, at the young man who had asked the question. Slowly, solidly, he answered in a honeyed tone, “Then you hold it.” 

He didn’t wait for any further discussion on the subject, but continued on. “I don’t want any discussions about me or anyone else behind my back; it really is quite irritating and impolite, which are the last things a SOLDIER should be. And don’t think you can get away with it quietly. You’d be surprised what I can overhear. The same rule goes for overzealous swearing; I dislike trashmouths. 

Finally, he stopped pacing in the center of the room and swung again on his heel to face his pupils. His dark, but not unkind smile filtered across his face. “Now that that’s all settled, let’s get to work, shall we? 

“Oh, and by all means,“ His smile became a smirk.” feel free to enjoy yourselves.” 

The class as a whole mentally decided that the next ten weeks would prove nothing closer to hell-on-earth. 

