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It's More Than a Wager..

It's Darkness Incarnate.
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It's yet another grey and a stormy morning at the Xanthic Cross game studio office that serves as one Nefarioun Crisis' place of employment. A domain where coders trade away precious hours in exchange for a basic living wage under the heart-warming terms and conditions of their contracts.

As bleak as that may sound to some, it's not all bad, in truth.

Sometimes folks get breaks. Or rather, they're allowed breaks as mandated by said contracts. Which is why Nefarioun isn't specifically working at this moment in time.

Right now she is currently standing several feet away from her desk looking at the office notice board. And even though it's said that the wall-mounted bulletin repository is known for dealing with pricks to an exceptional degree, the board actually has some rather informative reading material pinned to it today.

Namely it has a crap ton of stock market and weather report predictions for the next week or so that could help one make any number of effective and efficient life decisions when considering their financial judgments and laundry schedules.

Of course, Nefarioun isn't thinking about either, as she's got her eyes glued on a newspaper clipping that has series of new movie theatre listings displayed, with a new anime motion picture's release date providing a microscopic moment of joy for her that she has to beat down within her soul and keep from spilling out into a smile...lest her co-workers hear about it and mock her for her tastes (which has happened on more than one occasion).

And to be frank, Nefarioun is thick-skinned enough to take mockery and wouldn't rightly give a crap under normal circumstances...but fearing what a mere "slip of the tongue" could do when she's left with an ever vigilant wish-granting stalker of a genie lurking in the wings where she cannot see leads her to opt for a more cautious approach in order to preserve the sanctity of her workplace from such decadence.

In spite of her best efforts to remain unnoticed in her private, muted celebration of the film's release, Darwin soon sees right through it as he moves to stand beside her. Being of a like-minded fan base affiliation whilst simultaneously operating without the fear of Disco's gaze, he can read Nefarioun like an open book once he too sees the newspaper article.

But understanding that Nefarioun probably doesn't want to talk about it, he looks elsewhere on the notice board and steers the conversation to the wayside before it can even begin by saying.

Darwin: So, are you checking out the annual betting pool?

Nefarioun: The what?

Darwin: Last year everyone in the office was essentially ordered to place laughably small bets on a random horse for the boss' favourite race as a way to force competition amongst peers, and by default build office camaraderie.

Nefarioun: Oh yeah...I remember thinking that most of it didn't seem legal at the time. I'm surprised that there was even a second instance of it to speak of.

Darwin: Well, you've not been working here as long as I have, so it only makes sense you don't know. But it's actually something that dates back to when the company was founded, and they used to deal in nothing but bootlegged cassette games for home computers.

Nefarioun: Wow, crazy. Wait, how the hell do you know so much about this company's history? You've not worked here THAT much longer than I have.

Darwin: I used to buy their games out of the habits instilled by my parents who bought from them before that. It's a real story of consumer turned cog-in-the-machine who continued buying more products in my case.

Nefarioun: And when they say "bet", you say "which horse" to complete the full circle of assuming control?

Darwin: Even though I know you're joking, I think it's worth mentioning that we're not betting on horses this year.

Nefarioun: Oh yeah, and why not?

Darwin: Do you even remember last year's race results?

Nefarioun: No, which I'm guessing means my horse lost, or something. Since I'm pretty sure I would've remember getting free money. But then again, I've had a pretty busy year since then, all things considered, so even winning a small bet doesn't seem like something that would stand out too much.

Darwin: That's all understandable, given that everyone else at the office is currently genie-less by comparison. Since you're having trouble, I'll save you some time and remind you that you most certainly didn't win.

Nefarioun: Alright, makes sense. Then who did? Do I even know them?

Darwin: No one did. That was the year of the rogue combine harvester incident where an underpaid, insane farmer drove on to the track and moved toward the horses charging for the finishing line in a warpath in which he ground them all to death.

Nefarioun: Holy crap, that seriously happened!?

Darwin: Yeah, the worst part was supposedly the jockeys got caught up in the combine harvester too, and it ended up grinding both creatures into a paste before spraying their blood everywhere. It would've been bad if it was only the live audience who saw it. But it was a widely broadcast sporting event, so the whole world saw it. And it didn't even stop there...

Nefarioun: How the hell does a horse race get any worse than ending result-less with dead horses and jockeys everywhere?

Darwin: Well, opportunistic meat packing companies were waiting in the bleachers to storm out and scoop up the horse meat of any horses that had to be put down during the race, and since they got their fill of content they decided to fill out a bulk order and sell to a local school.

Nefarioun: You mean school students were forced to eat horse meat!?

Darwin: And jockey meat...and some helmets, whips and goggles...and maybe a shoe lace.

Nefarioun: Oh crap, you don't think it was Pico's school that bought the meat, do you?

Darwin: Oh no, don't worry about it. Not only did the whole thing happen before she was enrolled in a school, it wasn't her middle school or the high school you told me she's going to soon. It was some public grade school as far as a I can recall.

Nefarioun: Oh, thank God. I was worried for a second....No, wait! That's still terrible, whether I happen to know the kids are not.

Darwin: I don't exactly disagree. But I'm just some random, unaffiliated working-class adult who heard about the whole thing from the news. I can't really think of what I could've done to change anything.

Nefarioun: The fact that our wages bet on horses, controlled by men, that were both latter consumed by children makes me feel like... in some far reaching way we're partially responsible. I'm just too damn exhausted right now to do the mental calculations required to estimate what degree that accountability should weigh on our souls.

Darwin: If it helps, the whole thing was a big enough PR mess to make our bosses decide to issue a boycott for betting on horse races.

Nefarioun: Permanently?

Darwin: No, just until the rogue combine harvester is executed, or at the very least is put behind bars long enough for people to forget the tragedy.

Nefarioun: So what are we betting on now, car racing?

Darwin: I think in the interest of ethicality they want to bet on something that CAN'T wind up in school lunches through black market trading.

Nefarioun: What part of a race car could fall in that category?

Darwin: The tyres, the leather seats, air fresheners, all the fuel in the tank, and in some cases the car's user manual can by shredded and made into mock couscous.

Nefarioun: All of that information was just sitting on the top of your head waiting to take the plunge into an actual conversation, huh?

Darwin: No, it's been renting space there since I sat in on the meeting to decide how we were going to deal with the controversy.

Nefarioun: Why didn't you just suggest scrapping the barely legal gambling event altogether?

Darwin: Because they had a whole host of family outings they wanted to shove into the calendar on our days off to also "boost camaraderie", and I just figured company picnics scare the hell out of me with how dangerous some of our parks are. The real bet here is me sticking with the devil I know by letting them have their way.

Nefarioun: Good call... I think I may have actually made the same play if I was in your shoes.

Darwin: Luckily for me they were all eager to jump on the next sport that tickled their fancy.

Nefarioun: Yeah, which is?

Darwin: A major Xanthic Cross track and field event.

Nefarioun: Well....now that I think about it, that's actually kind of the same sport, minus the horses and whipping.

Darwin: Also it comes with the added bonus of making it near-on impossible to replicate the events of the combine harvester disaster... since humans have the common sense to run away from things that will likely kill them.

Nefarioun: In stark contrast to the horses that are fed cocaine as a performance enhancing drug in Xanthic Cross, meaning they would sooner run towards an actively burning stable if they thought it'd give them a nice tan.

Darwin: Such ethical question marks are likely why the combine harvester rogue's trial is still yet to take place. The corruption is... a hell of an obstacle to step around.

Nefarioun: I don't don't care. Betting odds go way over my head in any sport. So I'll likely lose again, not matter who my pick is.

Darwin: So you'll be betting on the biggest loser you can find?

Nefarioun: Yeah, since I'm betting practically nothing but 2 dollars? It only makes sense that I should persevere and do my best to find some way of making it fun for me. I just wish something would happen this time around that would force the higher ups to question the validity of this whole “Betting = Camaraderie” spiel.

Darwin: We can only hope.

The two here share a momentary jolly chuckle as they both decide on someone to bet on before returning to work, not rightly understanding that Nefarioun just tripped over a proverbial hurdle in "wishing" for a perspective-altering event to take place for the gaming studio's upper management.

This, of course, has Disco leaning against the wall of the laundry room in Nefarioun's apartment, staring blankly at the active tumble dryer as she feels the urge of Nefarioun's wish making strike her heart, at which point the genie smirks and remarks to herself.

Disco: Oh, Miss Nefarioun. You should know I'm ALWAYS keeping an ear out for your loving requests.

Following this, as one would expect, Disco snaps her fingers and sets a series of events in motion that don't change the world in any apparent fashion as of this precise moment...but will have dire ramifications in the coming hours.

Namely, by the time Nefarioun gets off work and returns home, she slowly makes her way out of the rain and through the front door. Dropping her umbrella in the nearby stand before taking off her coat and shoes.

Still oblivious, Nefarioun haphazardly collapses on the sofa as she stares at the ceiling, longing for a body that feels less tense.

Nefarioun: Ugh...I sometimes lament my life choices, I really do...

And just as she utters these pointlessly depressing words, Disco jumps over the back of the sofa and lands on a position to sit next to Nefarioun and hug her, much to the poor master's dismay.

Nefarioun: Disco, enough with the hugging, I've had a very un-ergonomic day at the office today.

Disco: Undiagnosed cervicalgia may be one thing, but have you ever thought that you might be lucky?

Nefarioun: Well, give me a moment on that, I'm worried that I might not be
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