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The Power and Consequences of Delegation.
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It's a smidge after 1:29 AM, and as one might have suspected, Miss Nefarioun has spent another evening slaving away like a good proverbial worker bee. That's right, she's stuck in a daily loop of the dreaded world of overtime. Meaning while everyone else is snoring up a storm at night, she's battling the sandman just to make sure she doesn't fall asleep on the train on her way home from work every day

At present, the midnight bell has come and gone, leaving her in the eerie quiet of the small hours lying on her living room sofa, post-shift, staring at the ceiling.

Currently she is caught in that magical time when most sane humans are blissfully unconscious. But not Nefarioun, oh no, she's in the twilight zone of questioning the cosmic meaning of her work, knowing fine well she won't care about such philosophical questions after some sleep when she returns to her desk tomorrow.

In this state she remains motionless with the kind of fatigue that whispers sweet nothings of bedtime stories into one's ear, yet still goes ignored because Nefarioun's job is basically like a bossy older sibling that won't let go her to bed even after she's finished her “chores”.

In short, she feels fucked.

As is the norm when an overtime shift has stretched the limits of the evening, extending it into this far-fetched territory.

Which is why Nefarioun fades in and out of consciousness now, trying to think about where she is, and what she should be doing, all amidst getting bombarded with uncompleted code windows every time she closes her eyes.

Caught in the middle of this battle between conscious thought and unconscious worry, Nefarioun lies on her living room sofa in the middle of her apartment, remaining trapped in the cycle until she all of a sudden opens here eyes to Pico staring her right in the face. At this juncture, the former child soldier kneels down next to the sofa with a blinkless gaze that could very well be mistaken for murderous intent (if Nefarioun didn't know the girl better, of course).

Still...it doesn't make the immediate sight any less terrifying at first glance, causing a momentary jump scare for Nefarioun as she leaps up to a sitting position in response.

Nefarioun: Woah, Jesus Christ, Pico! Do you...need something?

Pico: It took you a long time to get home tonight, did something happen?

Calming down somewhat after hearing Pico exhibit some form of ordinary concern, Nefarioun moves to sit upright on the sofa in order to keep herself from falling back asleep so that she can answer properly.

Nefarioun: No. Just some run-of-the-mill overtime due to spontaneous deadlines getting sprung on us after a bunch of people quit before finishing their division's projects. It's nothing new. The only difference this time around is that they're stacking more hours on because the workload is more substantial. But it's OK, it'll be worth it when my pay-cheque comes in.

Pico: These needlessly complicated systems of payment still tick me off. You really shouldn't have to deal with this shit. Just let me go out and secure funds by raiding some militant compounds and-...

Nefarioun: Pico, for the last time, there are no such places in this city. You'd just be picking fights with hooligans, street gangs, and troubled youths...all of which wouldn't have as much capital as you think they would.

Pico: It's gotta pay better than making software that ends up training paper soldiers who don't know real combat until it actually is REAL, at which point it's too late for them to make use of what they've learned since a searing hot bullet has already penetrated their flesh.

Nefarioun: Pico, as I said before. We don't make on-demand training software for the military...at least not often. And when we do, it's never meant as a whole replacement for-...Wait, why am I wasting my time explaining this? You and I both know you didn't wake me up to discuss my current income and state of employment.

Pico: Well, that's true. Things just kind of shook out that way. Realistically I wanted to ask you about this...

Pico pauses briefly as she passes a handout that was most likely given to her at school to Nefarioun. Nefarioun takes the sheet in question in hand and looks it over as she curiously notes the information at the head of the sheet.

Nefarioun: A school dance taking place before summer break, huh?

Pico: They never made a big deal about this kind of thing at the Middle School place you ordered me to attend. But according to Kamber, it's apparently mandatory in High School for some reason.

Nefarioun: You don't say...?

Pico: I don't know what the punishment is for still refusing to go. If I were to place logical bets on it, I'd say waterboarding or a firing squad would do the trick, since you wouldn't want to low ball the negotiations too much when getting someone like me to attend something by force.

Nefarioun: I hate to break it to you, but I doubt your school uses torture or a firing squad as a punishment for anything. At least I'd hope they don't....If they do, I might have to start attending PTA meetings.

Pico: I'm not familiar with that term. Is it some kind of American military explosive?

Nefarioun: No. A PTA is a Parent Teacher Association, it's basically a type of organisation with an overall mission to make their local school a better place for their children to learn. I'm just not that personally stoked about the idea of fitting it into my schedule if I can avoid it.

Pico: Why not?

Nefarioun: Ignoring the fact that it'd not only make me feel way older than I am, in a less shallow reason I also can't see how I'd be able to make it jive with my normal work hours, let alone when I'm this swamped. Taking paid time off just to go doesn't seem very fun, but that would just be the way things would have to go if the need were to arise.

Pico: You could just send Disco, right? That's basically what's she's for.

Disco: That's right!!!

Before Nefarioun can even make some kind of vague point around the concept of Disco being a "person" and not a "thing to be used" in such a manner, the genie herself leaps out from behind the kitchen counter (where she was hiding for some reason) and she flies across the apartment until she lands in a sitting position next to Nefarioun on the sofa where she goes on to bolster Pico's argument.

Disco: I am your genie, Miss Nefarioun. I am yours to use as you see fit. If you want me to go to this “PTA meeting” to beat these lower lifeforms into accepting the idea that firing squads are a more than acceptable school punishment, then you need only say the word. Hell, you need only think it and I'll act on your will. I am practically in sync with your heart and mind.

Nefarioun: That's funny, because you seem to have completely misread the situation by assuming I want kids to get shot for sticking some fucking gum under a table. In reality, I'd have to attend if a nutcase like you were there strong-arming everyone into doing the dumbest, most corrupt shit possible.

Disco: Awww, you're offering to take me out on PTA date just because I'm showing a reckless disregard for human laws and morals?

Nefarioun: No. I'm saying I really don't want to go at all. And it would only be through a ridiculous amount of external factors creating an obligation for me to go that would make me actually attend. If you were seriously paying attention the entire time you were hiding behind that counter and listening into our conversation then you'd probably have known that.

Disco: Oh, I was only peering through a small gap between the counter so I could spy on you whilst you slept, Miss Nefarioun. Because I figured standing over you might've been awkward for you.

Nefarioun: I hate to sound like a jerk, Disco. But it's all kind of creepy when I don't know you're doing it.

Disco: Well, if you understand that much. Then perhaps I don't need to explain why I ducked down and hid when Pico came out of her room to kneel before the sofa. I didn't want both of you feeling as though you were on display whilst having a chat....But then I was brought up in the conversation, so I felt it was more than appropriate to jump into the fray.

Nefarioun: Doesn't that willing abandonment of your hiding spot make everything you just did completely and utterly pointless?

Disco: Oh, Miss Nefarioun, you should know that nothing is pointless when it comes to my diligent service to you. Now let us dispense with the silliness and why don't you tell me what you really need me for then.

Nefarioun: I don't think there really is anything I'd specifically require your services for right now. Especially since Pico hasn't even finished telling me about the whole thing yet. So far, all I understand is that there's a dance happening at the school and it's supposedly mandatory to attend.

Pico: Yeah. I'm told I need to go there at a specific time and I can't leave until close to midnight...It's suspicious. If I didn't know any better, I'd think that they were planning to get all of the students in one place so they could kill them in a consolidated space.

Disco: It is the only rational explanation, given the information written on the piece of paper that Miss Nefarioun is holding. There's no other outcome that seems likely.

Pico: Right? Kamber kept telling me that the times were set to match extended permissions of curfews for dorm students, but I'm not so easily fooled. I've seen plenty of people who were lied to with similar base protocols, only for them to be found holding a pile of goo in their hands that used to be one of their comrades...Yeah, war is bloody, and blood will be everywhere at this dance. It seems I might have to get serious and start assassinating members of the faculty who exhibit strange behaviour that implicates them of these crimes.

Disco: That's the spirit, Pico. Lot's of these humans don't show enough initiative when it comes to these kinds of messes. But you're raring to go, to protect what you hold dear. I respect that and will help you in anyway I can. Let's murder the school faculty for their crimes together.

Nefarioun: Ugh...Can we go one month without having this conversation...?

Pico: Huh?

Disco: Whatever do you mean, Miss Nefarioun?

Nefarioun: You both need to chill the fuck out, right now. Seriously. These handouts aren't part of some broad conspiracy theory, they're just handouts to attend a fucking dance party before summer break. Also, the reason it's mandatory has nothing to do with an impending death through explosion. It's more than likely something to do with the stupid modern initiatives to get children to become more sociable and less addicted to their phones and web-ready devices.

Pico: Aha! So it's part of some government ploy!

Nefarioun: Yes...But whether you agree or disagree, it's not something that's going to blow your face off in the near future. So maybe don't go slicing any geography teachers' throats until something truly serious transpires.

Pico: You say that now, but if I happen to pull up the assembly hall floorboards where the dance is being held, and I happen to find several hundred tons of plastic explosives, whose face will be red then, huh?

Nefarioun: Nobody will have a red face, because you're not going to find that under there. Trust me when I say this, the worst thing about this event is not who is going to live and who is going to die. It's a whole manner of other awkward teenage things that I myself resented dealing with at the time when I was at school. But considering how you perceive things way differently from how I ever did...? I don't think any of these problems are going to even register with you, even if I bring them up.

Pico: You speak of external problems. Now that you mention it, there is something I'm confused by that I thought I should bring to your attention, since I figured you would know more about it than I would.

Nefarioun: Which is?

Pico: Kamber and Felicity said they wanted to go out shopping for this thing, and they kind of just spoke with the assumption that I was going with them. But frankly speaking, I don't know what I could possibly need. The sheet of paper only mentioned a date and time, so other than an appropriate assortment of weapons, I can't really think of anything else to bring.

Nefarioun: Pico, this handout is technically an invite. And it says to dress formally on this. Do you not remember what that means?

Pico: A soldier once told me you were to wear a specific uniform when accepting medals that he called formal wear once. But...I never served anyone who paid for such stupid luxuries, so the best I have is my tattered desert combat camouflage. Should I wear that to the dance?

Nefarioun: (Coughs)...Hell no.

Pico: That was a serious shift in tone I wasn't expecting.

Disco: Yeah, is everything OK, Miss Nefarioun?

Nefarioun: Look, Pico, I know this may not be something that was really all too big a deal to you. But...this school you've been enrolled in is big on its traditions. And formality is a very important thing to them. So if you did that...you'd never be allowed to forget it.

Pico: Good memory retention is something to be praised though, right?

Nefarioun: That's not what I mean. It wouldn't be forgotten in the sense that it would be a reputational stain. You may not have been as much a guest as you were my bodyguard at the time, but do you not remember all of those ridiculous events held at my father's estate before we came here?

Pico: Oh yeah, that dude loved his parties. I liked them because there was always a lot of people who'd try to steal silverware or some other shit, who I got to torture in the estate dungeon afterwards.

Nefarioun: Well, ignoring the post party torture session, if you focus on the tranquil stuff taking place in between, your school's dance will most likely be somewhere close to the realm of that, either being less or more extravagant depending on their budget.

Pico: Hmmm...I'm having trouble remembering what that was like. I was constantly scanning the area for threats at the time. There were also a lot of people who wanted to kill you or kidnap you at then who I had to execute without you noticing. I mean...I could've let you notice, I suppose. But you always seemed really busy back in those days, so I didn't want to trouble you.

Nefarioun: You say that, but I remember you killing a hell of a lot of people right in front of me. You know, this might be a terrifying question, but before we came to Xanthic Cross, just how many people did you kill behind my back exactly?

Pico: Easily 10,000. But I was never accurately counting, so a solid number is in God's hands at this stage.

Nefarioun: I see...Moving swiftly along, given that Kamber and this Felicity girl want to take you shopping, I think you should go. It might be beneficial since they likely have a firmer grasp on the social expectations surrounding the whole thing.

Pico: The what? They call it a dance, but they want to go shopping for something that isn't a weapon, or a means of self-defence, and somehow that's sociable? People in this country have really weird priorities.

Nefarioun can sense that this isn't going anywhere, and that Pico is only going to get more confused the longer she tries to explain it.

Under normal circumstances Nefarioun would take the time to take Pico out shopping herself to give the girl an on-the-rails, highly-constricted shopping experience that would help drum the fundamentals of the whole thing into her head via a much softer variant of the military style propagandizing Pico would likely respond well to.

Sadly there just isn't any time for that kind of thing. Nefarioun's hands are tied as she can't exactly step away from her work obligations to help Pico out with this one.

Which leaves only one viable option...as Nefarioun slowly turns and sees Disco's excited expression as the genie looks to be getting a firmer grasp on this matter herself, and can basically feel like the request for her assistance will be imminent.

Disco's even left pointing at herself now with an expectant look in her eyes, which forces Nefarioun to sigh as she yields to the reality before her.

Nefarioun: Pico could go shopping on her own, but I think it's safe to say she wouldn't grasp what she was searching for, even if I gave her a list. So with that in mind, Disco-...?

Disco: Yes, my dear and oh-so-treasured and precious master?

Nefarioun: If I gave you some money, would you stick with her and her friends to make sure Pico gets the right idea. I'm sure you've had fancy balls and banquets at Stallion's place, or something like that in your time before showing up here, right?

Disco: But of course. Say no more, leave everything to me, Miss Nefarioun. You can trust that I will handle this matter with the utmost care.

Nefarioun: Right....sure I can.

Though she clearly sounds unquestionably nervous
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