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On most normal work days where deadlines are lighter, the Xanthic Cross resident known as Nefarioun Crisis would be able to enjoy the run-of-the-mill pleasure of witnessing her offensively loud alarm clock sending a windows-ledge-residing robin into cardiac arrest before getting ready to head out.

With Nefarioun having to instead get up early for compulsory overtime in place of this outcome however, she is now hearing the previously mentioned alarm clock sounding to awaken her to darkness....namely because it is still night time outside.

In short, Nefarioun is having to wake up stupidly early after having received only 4 hours of sleep. Which some scholars in the business may refer to as...
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..."Hard Mode."...
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If they were working within the confines of gaming terminology.

Nefarioun herself is going to make no effort to think like a scholar personally, as she is much too exhausted and therefore she is going to devote all of our attention into dragging herself out of bed and all the way to her bedroom door.

She'd be able to go further if she didn't happen to open said bedroom door to the shocking sight of a floating, severed moose head waiting for, leading Nefarioun to jump, scream and fall to a sitting position on the floor as she looks on in a state of perpetual tension.

Nefarioun: OK, this is a nightmare, right? I've still yet to get out of bed?

Disco, who seems to be standing behind the moose head leans her own head to the right to peek around the side curiously wondering what could be so alarming about it all as she ask.

Disco: A nightmare? You mean this is not to your taste, Miss Nefarioun?

Nefarioun: To my taste? Well now, let me think. Have I, at any point in the past asked you to dice up large North American, ruminant mammals to brandish their carcasses outside of my bedroom door?

Disco: I wonder?

Nefarioun: Let me save you some time. I never have.

Disco: Never?

Nefarioun: Never!

Disco: Huh, then what do you call all of that turkey carving I did back at Christmas?

Nefarioun: Making dinner. If you recall, none of the pieces were kept for the benefit of tossing them around my apartment, or to scare the living Jesus out of me.

Disco: Since it was Christmas, one might think it would've been beneficial to scare a living incarnation of the Messiah out of you if it were and immaculate conception.

Nefarioun: Don't get cute with me, Disco! I'm way too tired for this...

Disco: Awww, but being cute is all I have. Without my looks I'm just some overpowered magical conduit for other people's desires that happens to know every dance move of every known universe.

Nefarioun: What do you mean "just", with those words you literally read out a passable dating app bio.

Disco: What is a...dating app?

Nefarioun: In your words? It's nothing I need to be wasting my limited mortal existence on. I've got work.

Disco: This early?

Nefarioun: Yeah, I told you. They don't want to be resting on the laurels of a day one patch again in our latest release because our company's rep is already bad for that as it is. If we pull one more cut content DLC, breach plug, bait and switch there's likely going to be an internet insurrection and-...

Disco: ...

Nefarioun: You know what, if that confused expression you've got on now was what you were giving me when I told you this the first time? Then I'll cop to the idea that you perhaps not understanding is partially my fault. The short version is, there's lots of work to be done.

Disco: Your place of employment should hire more staff to give you a break.

Nefarioun: Not in this life time.

Disco: What do you mean?

Nefarioun: I mean, who would we hire? Most college graduates want better pay than my job offers, and expectations are skewed by the coding language we use since it's some proprietary nonsense that the boss himself came up with to "cut down on piracy", or so he claims. Either way, most people don't want to work there for those reasons and more.

Disco: Oh! I could always artificially create some human puppets to act like expendable mortals who could work there so you could-...

Nefarioun: No.

Disco: You didn't even let me finish.

Nefarioun: Never mind, just tell me why that moose head is in my apartment?

Disco: Oh yeah, it was a gift from one of Stallion's knights. They heard Pico was starting high school today and offered it as a sign of her progression in our nation's hierarchy.

Nefarioun: You did tell him most normal kids get cards, or pencil sets, right?

Disco: No, I never even mentioned high school. The concept doesn't transfer well in their culture, so I just told the knight that Pico was receiving training to officially become the sword of my master.

Nefarioun: My sword?

Disco: It's not totally inaccurate.

Nefarioun: No, you're not wrong. But still, I'm trying to curb Pico's desire to kill. You know, give her a shot at a normal life. Making it sound like she's going to duel in my honour seems outlandish enough to be fit for a fantasy novel.

Disco: She duelled a neighbour from one of the lower floors over a mail box dispute just two days ago, though.

Nefarioun: She what!?

Disco: Yeah, it was pretty weird. Some guy wanted to dump the severed head of his wife in your mail box to dispose of the evidence. But Pico figured it was going to happen in advance, and demanded they fight over it. He accepted, of course, because he though he could beat up a 15-year-old girl with ease....Boy was he shocked once Pico mauled out his jugular.

Nefarioun: Ugh...sweet merciful Christ.

Disco: I know, right? Who could be so uncivilized as to cut the head of their own wife off and stuff it into a mail box?

Nefarioun: Hey, pot! Would you mind ditching the moose head before you say anything about the kettle!

Disco: Where should I put it?

Nefarioun: I don't want to sound rude, since Stallion's staff are probably nice people, but I just want the thing out of my sight. And while it's still on my mind, where is Pico right now?

Disco: I believe she was sleeping on top of the boiler, last time I checked.

Nefarioun: Oh, well-...Wait a minute. Why was she sleeping on the boiler?

Disco: She was making adjustments to it for some reason. Claiming the engineer who serviced it got something wrong. I didn't wish to probe her on it too much.

Nefarioun: She could've blown the whole apartment away if she fucked something up, you know.

Disco: And if she did I would've handled it. But I trusted her judgement.

Nefarioun: Based on what?

Disco: She said she worked with an engineer on a military battleship which made use of the exact same boiler, apparently.

Nefarioun: Should I be concerned that we have something that would be seen on a PMC battle cruiser inside my apartment, or-...?

Before Nefarioun can offer up any kind of logical latter alternative to her former option, she is immediately distracted when she catches a glimpse of the clock, realising that she has wasted more time than she meant to chatting to Disco.

This prompts Nefarioun to spring into action as she runs to the bathroom for a shower whilst offloading some orders onto Disco.

Nefarioun: You know what, I don't think I actually care. Just make sure Pico is ready and understands the basic minimum requirements of civil behaviour before she heads out for her first day at school.

Disco: Civil behaviour?

Nefarioun stops at the door upon realizing she might be asking a bit much, and therefore she strips down her request to the bare minimum that she can come up with on the spot.

Nefarioun: It's her first day and first impressions are everything, make sure she gives off an air of someone who earned her spot there and didn't game the system.

Disco thinks on what this supposed...

––––––––
[image: ]


..."Air of a Elite Youth program student"...

Would be, but she falls short on not fully understanding this world's customs.

And what's worse is that the genie can't stop to ask Nefarioun anything more on the matter, because her master is simply too fast in her path to get in and out of the shower, fixing her hair and clothing, and ultimately dashing out the door, meaning that nothing can easily be asked.

Now, Disco is physically strong enough that she could have easily pinned Nefarioun down and demanded answers, but that goes against every fibre of Disco's being to love her master.

So, she instead has to turn to advice from someone else, the smartest and wisest entity in every known universe Stallion Bloodwrath, who just so happens to be arriving to ring their doorbell as Nefarioun is fleeing through the threshold of the apartment's front door.

Leading the two to share only the briefest of polite exchanges.

Stallion: Ah, Miss Nefarioun, well met. Are you off to battle?

Nefarioun: Huh!? Yeah, I guess you could say that.

Stallion: I see, do you require aid? I can send 20,000 of my stout men to lay waste to anything that stands in your way.

Nefarioun: Yeah, I don't care what kind of atrocities they've seen in their time, I'd never subject anyone to the kind of crunch I'm facing.

Stallion: Then shall I accompany you in their stead?

Nefarioun: No, no, this is very much a battle I have to fight on my own.

Stallion: How very noble indeed. You once again have my respect, Miss Nefarioun. I shan't stand in your way.

Nefarioun: Thanks, bye!

Nefarioun runs off here as Disco stands by the doorway herself, partially leaning out of the door to watch her master run before letting out a pained sigh.

Disco: There she goes. These wretched mortals take too much of her time away from me, it's tiresome for me in my weaker moments, I must admit.

Stallion: Then it is you who is need of assistance?

Disco: Is that what you came here for?

Stallion: I sensed grave turmoil in the air, so I came running. Though in spite of this, I do hope all is well and that my concerns were unwarranted.

Disco: There is something I could use your assistance with, now that you mentioned it.

With Stallion's curiosity piqued, the demonic knight is led into the apartment by the genie and the two of them take a seat at opposite sides of the dining table to look over various notes and documentation on the Xanthic Cross high school code of conduct as they make plans for Pico's impending first day.

A moment in the history books that will forever be marked down as...

..."Operation First Impression Thing"...

The name is tentative, of course, since they're strapped for time and that's the best they could come up with.

Why? Because their focus is on the proverbial meat of the product. In short...

..."How to make people like Pico on her first day."...

Since that's almost certainly what Nefarioun meant when she was talking about first impressions. At least that's how Disco and Stallion are perceiving things as they discuss the matter now.

Disco: You see, Pico's first day of high school is today. And Miss Nefarioun has been talking about this transition from Middle School to High School as if it's a big deal for a while now.

Stallion: You sound as though you speak with the seasoned despair of a warrior. Is she truly that obsessed with these concerns?

Disco: We all committed acts of Grade-A espionage to ensure Pico got into this school in question, but our efforts worked so well that she and her friend Kamber got hand picked for their Elite Youths
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