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On another run of the mill Friday night, after finishing work, Nefarioun Crisis is in the middle of making her way back to her apartment, having just got off of the train she exits the subway station and makes her way down the pavement in the centre of the market district.

As she walks she notices something of a disturbingly familiar face looking back at her from the row of televisions stacked in the display window of an electronics store. With a daunting news headline that reads.

"Pharaoh Alucard Crisis and His Forces Quell Rebels in the East"

Leading Nefarioun to let out an exhausted sigh as she looks at the death toll numbers, and ends up unconsciously saying.

Nefarioun: I wish...

Stopping herself from speaking another word, however, she maintains her stance of not wanting to abuse Disco's power on world politics, as she knows, once you walk down that path, there is no end.

Attempting to put her father's ongoing tyranny in the south to the back of her mind, she resumes her journey home. Returning to her apartment building, painstakingly walking up the tall staircase and practically tumbles through her front door, entering to a dark, and silent atmosphere.

Nefarioun: Everyone must be asleep.

She says to herself as she carefully takes her shoes off, walks lightly on her feet to her bedroom, and then collapses on her bed. Taking a deep breath as she whispers to herself.

Nefarioun: Thank God that week is over...

Just as she closes her eyes however, Disco gradually raises her head out from underneath the covers and looks at Nefarioun intently for a solid minute, clearly holding on to something she wants to say.

Nefarioun feeling the genie's eyes cutting through her skull like a rusty set of drills, eventually reopens her own eyes, turns to face her, and asks.

Nefarioun: What is it?

Disco: You've had a busy day, I don't want to bother you.

Nefarioun: Your predatory gaze during my slumber is what'll bother me more. Just tell me what the hell you've got rattling around in that skull of yours and be done with it.

Disco: Well...you remember my sister, right?

Nefarioun sitting up sharply with cat-like readiness at this moment, has her eyes shifting back and forth like she's watching a tennis match on a perpetual state of fast forward, in search of the supposedly dangerous genie known as Pixel whilst she asks.

Nefarioun: She's not here is she!? I don't think I've actually got the insurance to cover a visit from her! Tell me you trapped her in some kind of magic-proof biscuit tin, or some other breed of trap you're known for!?

Disco: Would you chill, she's not here...and you and I talked about insurance before, we agreed it'd be better if I just fixed everything rather than trusting those filthy humans.

Nefarioun instantly flopping back down on to a lying position upon hearing both variant points, "dirty mortals", and "Pixel ain't here", mentioned in the one breath, she continues the conversation onward in a more calm state.

Nefarioun: OK then, if she isn't here, then why did you bring her up? Is she in trouble?

Disco: That's what I'd like to know...

Nefarioun: You haven't lost track of her, have you?

Disco: No, no, she's always on my radar. I put a magical tracking beacon on her the moment she visited during our house warming party a while back.

Nefarioun: You don't think she got wise to the device and removed it, do you?

Disco: No. As I said, I've still got tabs on her.

Nefarioun: But it's not impossible, right?

Disco: (Sighs)...Not to be cruel to Pixel, or anything, but she isn't the brightest spark. So I doubt she would remove it intentionally. I'd say if she did manage to shake it, it'd most likely be an accident.

Nefarioun: Is she really not that smart...I mean she can use magic, right?

Disco: Not well, to put her IQ into perspective, she can literally fly into space if she wanted to, much like me and Stallion, and she even has done so multiple times...but after seeing one outdated documentary on a television set here, she seems to believe the Earth is flat as opposed to round.

Nefarioun: Why does she need to believe anything? If she wanted to, she could magic the Earth flat, couldn't she?

Disco: Providing she could fathom that it's not flat....try to remember that performing magic requires the user to be able to perceive the outcome of their spell. Something Pixel cannot do without a lot of assisted imagery.

Nefarioun: Which she must've got, if she watched a documentary about the subject.

Disco: Which makes this discussion pointless, she bought into what the program was selling, therefore didn't need to use her powers to change anything...Regardless, her magic isn't a toy to be used frivolously, especially since she's not very skilled. Her current lack experience dictates that she should reserve using her powers for her masters will, as it's the best case for a genie to practice, since they have pact bound orders guiding them.

Nefarioun: So all she needs is a master to help her out?

Disco: I wouldn't have recommended it, but I also said I wanted her to be free...so I couldn't stop her.

Nefarioun: Wait, back up a minute, do you mean she already has a master?

Disco: Oh yeah, with all the bells and whistles attached.

Nefarioun: You don't sound too happy, I take it from this tidbit, and the fact that she told you she doesn't understand the shape of the world with a passion, that she spoke with you recently?

Disco: She's called a few times, though her chaotic magic usually leads to an explosion of some manner on the other end of the line, so our communications are always cut short. However, today, she did bring word of her pact with her first ever master.

Nefarioun: And that's...a problem?

Disco: I just don't like the thought that mere months after earning her freedom, she could be under the thumb of another power-mad control freak.

Nefarioun: Did she sound as though she was in any distress?

Disco: (Sighs)...No, but that's not the point. Pixel barely knew she was getting treated like dirt by my father until he started getting ridiculously freaking heavy with the physical abuse...Verbal insults tend to woosh over the poor girls head unless you're extremely clear in your wording. This person could be having a field day at her expense, treating her like a slave, abusing her powers, and depending on how much they know about the pain genie's feel when they lose a master...they could be extorting Pixel's better nature with threats of suicide.

Nefarioun: Are these even things that are likely to happen?

Disco: I've come across them several times in the past...usually with a master who cared less about me and more about my power.

Nefarioun: How did you resolve those issues?

Disco: With violence mostly, the kind of humans who'd pick a fight with a being of almost infinite power, can seldom be negotiated with. But things are different for Pixel, she isn't known for hurting people...intentionally at least.

Nefarioun: Not that I'm judging her, but why isn't she, you came from the same household, and from the word of both you and Stallion, you're technically a decorated war hero, why is she different?

Disco: She's not only stricken by the same flaw as me in our father's eyes, being a female, but she also was the second born child. Making her less important than any of my father's past male business associates that he could've claimed as an heir.

Nefarioun: So your sister was left out of the picture, simply because of stock sexism and primogeniture?

Disco: That's it in a nutshell, honestly. I wasn't exactly favoured, but I was at least assigned the materials to refine my magic and academic skills to a respectable level. Pixel was confined to the one room for most of her life. I was allowed to go in and see her, but she was never really allowed to leave to return the favour.

Nefarioun: Yeah, that wasn't a great hand she was dealt, but let's be serious. Now there isn't really a person alive who could detain her easily, I mean she may lack the skills, but I'm guessing if she's been outside of a planet's atmosphere before...without any kind of man-made craft to assist her, then she probably can at least run away from something dangerous, right?

Disco: Not if the person she is running from is her master.

Nefarioun: OK, I get that this is a problem, Disco. But what can you really do about it, you said it yourself, she's free now?

Disco: It still doesn't mean I'm not worried.

Nefarioun: Do you want to go check on her, and make sure for yourself? It might put your mind at ease.

Disco: Would you be willing to help me?

Nefarioun: Other than literally showing my face and dealing out the half baked pleasantries, I doubt there's much I can do for you.

Disco: I'd still prefer to have you there regardless...

Nefarioun: Alright then, I'll go. Where is this new master anyway? Are you going to need to snap us to the other side of the globe?

Disco: No, the person lives on the other side of the market district.

Nefarioun: What!? Are you kidding me?

Disco: What?... Why is that so shocking?

Nefarioun: It's just hard to think that someone in this city could've had a genie for this long, and not made the news with anything weird.

Disco: Well, you've had one for months and kept everything pretty quiet.

Nefarioun: I know...but that's me, when you're thinking about the situation in a third person's perspective...it's still kind of mysterious. Especially when you consider Pixel's bad reputation with her magic...This person can't be wishing for a lot.

Disco: Are you having second thoughts?

Nefarioun: No, I'll still come with you...I'm just saying I'm kind of curious myself...so there's actually more than one reason to go.

Disco: Thank you Miss Nefarioun, you're the best!

Getting a reaffirmed level of confidence from Nefarioun's response, Disco latches her arms around Nefarioun and squeezes her with enough passion that she feels as though her head is about to burst. Though Nefarioun gives the genie a buy on her display of tough love for now, as she knows it'll help take her mind off her sister's problems for tonight at least...

This soon changes first thing on the Saturday morning, as Nefarioun and Pico sit at the dining table having breakfast, and Disco looks in a mirror practising her dance form, trying to nail one move specifically that she saw on TV the day before...

What does all of this has to do with Pixel you ask? Nothing, until she crashes through the ceiling of the living room area and lands through the coffee table drawing everyone's attention to her.

As the dust settles from the blast for roughly a whole minute, Nefarioun slowly turns her head to Disco with a squinted eyed glare, prompting the genie to hold one hand to say "I know" without words, as she raises the other to repair all the damage with one finger snap.

After everything is restored, Pixel takes a few moments to sob as she hangs draped over the repaired coffee table, until Disco storms over to her and lifts Pixel to a standing position by her collar, which promptly puts her in a better mood as she sees Disco's currently stern but well-known face.

Pixel: Oh howdy-doodles sister, how are you?

Disco: Mildly annoyed, slightly concerned about how many of our neighbours you killed whilst breaking through the floors and ceilings above, but all and all relieved to see you're not being chained down by your new master.

Pixel: Oh thanks...and don't worry about the humans, I think I only killed like 5 of them or something.

Disco: Ugh...take a seat at the dining table and you can join everyone for breakfast.

Pixel: Oh! Can I have candy!?

Disco: No, but you can have something stable, with rice.

Pixel: No fair...

Disco not taking a second moment to listen to any words to the contrary, magically summons one of the dining chairs to move on it's own, to tackle Pixel to sit on it, and then carry her all the way to the dining table, leaving Pixel to sit and speak with Nefarioun and Pico whilst Disco continues working by a rice cooker in the kitchen beside them.

Nefarioun: So...you're actually living in the city now?

Pixel: Yep, moved in the night Disco invited me to your party.

Nefarioun: Really, so that casual and dull event actually had that much of an impact on you?

Pixel: Nope, I barely remember it to be honest with you.

Nefarioun: Then...why did you stay?

Disco speaking over her shoulder at this moment tries to warn Nefarioun in advance.

Disco: Miss Nefarioun, Pixel's stories tend to lack focus, and though they're not precisely lies, they do miss out key truths, on occasion, that can cause misunderstandings. You'd be better off not knowing.

Nefarioun: I think I'd still like to know all the same.

Disco: It's your funeral.

Nefarioun: What does that
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