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Augmentation 1




When Lines Are Down.
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Two days after the death of Rodica Lazarescu, the Flotsam Squadron have spent the majority of their time at the Balan estate for more reasons than one.

The most important being, they're still having trouble reaching the Vampire government due to how congested their lines of communications are at the moment.

Hope is fine, of course, as she and Scar got out of the whole ordeal much better off than anyone within the unit due to most of the zombies being unable to touch Scar before he killed them, and Hope fighting carefully around his lethal efforts.

Teiru has been in a state of regeneration for the entirety of the two days, as the damage done to the arm she used to remove the final wire when disarming the Hydrogen bomb left the limb almost completely inoperable.

Most humans in Teiru's position would be screwed, in all honesty. As there would be no way to recover all of the charred muscle tissue. But she is fine on account of the fact that cyborgs heal in impressively astounding ways over time naturally, even without a chamber to regenerate in.

Regeneration chambers just speed up the recovery process for cyborgs, thus she was ordered to stay there until she had healed by Scar, because she wouldn't take...
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..."You're worthy enough to have a recovery period"...
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As a viable reason to think of herself and recover.

Teiru saved billions of people from getting vaporised, but still saw no reason to reward herself. One could say it's humble, but most beings who know her realise she's still just incapable of framing herself in a positive light in any way, shape or form.

As for Mihaela and Kinoko, they both indeed still have plenty of things they need to discuss after everything that went down in the warehouse between the two of them, but unfortunately most of the past 48 hours has been spent with Kinoko occasionally trying to get Mihaela's attention, only to find herself joining in on a conversation with the Balan Estate staff about the growing number of outstanding issues that need to be dealt with.

With the word "issues" perhaps being a touch dramatic when referring to these matters, as it's more just a wealth of documentation coming Mihaela's way upon hearing of both her mother and father's death.

Naturally, as she predicted, Rodica was likely to inherit everything, even Mihaela as a bride/slave. The fact that Rodica was the one who killed her parents doesn't even seem to have impacted that at all really, meaning it's kind of like Mihaela's parents painted the targets on their backs legally.

Maybe assuming that Rodica was too nice to simply kill them to get what she wanted, it all wound up being academic in the end, as Rodica herself is dead.

It's not pressing that Mihaela deals with these matters right now, as they would've been left unattended if similar events took place regardless.

Had Rodica, and Mihaela's parents died in any kind of circumstances whilst Mihaela was still serving on Null?...The staff would've been left bombarding Mihaela with questions about what she "wanted" to do with her estate from here on out, as she is the only one left who can inherit it.

An outcome that nobody could've predicted, as Rodica seemed almost indestructible in the eyes of most Vampires. But in the end, Rodica let her emotions get the better of her, slipped up, and Kinoko killed her, no one could've predicted the human's involvement either, but that's how the grand legendary life of Rodica came to a close regardless.

So now, with the unpredicted outcome being what the world has to live with, Kinoko arrives once again to stand by Mihaela's side within one of the state's study rooms whilst she and Raúl debate the relevance of a chest full of Rodica portraits that he found stored within the loft.

The main source of the debate seems to be over whether they should keep a hold of them due to Rodica being a national treasure, and less about the fact that Mihaela's father paid some of the best Vampire artists of Barbaneagra to paint them.

Raúl: I implore you to think of the historical value these paintings will hold, my lady. Maybe you have some....animosity for her now, but in 3, maybe 7 minutes, I'm sure you and the rest of society will look back in history and remember Rodica as the hero she was.

Mihaela: Uh-huh...and why was she a hero again?

Raúl: Well...she...made our people...money...I think? She was skilled at magic and stuff...So...eh...

Mihaela: That's all she was in the end, just a being of infinite potential who was squandered as a weapon. You can paint her a hundred different ways to say she was great and plenty of people will agree with you, but I won't, because I'm moving on now.

Raúl: So you'll selfishly deny the world these masterpieces!?

Mihaela: I'm not denying the world anything, they were sitting in a dusty corner within the loft behind 16 crates of magazines featuring illicit nude pictures of me that were taken against my permission. I demanded the magazines get burned, but as for the paintings? I said you could do as you liked with them...so long as they do not remain within this estate.

Raúl: But this is where they were created! We have a duty to hold on to them as fine upstanding members of the community.

Mihaela: Raúl, my good man, you are an employee who was imported here because my father liked the way you folded clothing. If you were discharged tomorrow? You would no longer be a member of this community and you'd be deported to the south once again. Do not make any misconceptions of your power here. I said I wanted those paintings gone, and I mean it, get rid of them.

Raúl: But they're worth millions, billions perhaps, the one where she's in the swimsuit has got to be worth more than the angels' continent as a whole!

Mihaela: Then I'm sure the artistic community will revel in the bounty when we donate all of them to the local museum for free. I'm not heartless, I understand the artists themselves worked long and hard at gunpoint on these things and would like their efforts to be remembered....maybe. It could actually be traumatic for them to see these works in the wild, now that I think about it.

Raúl: I'm warning you, my lady! If you do not hang these paintings up around the estate and hold an exhibition this instant!...I'll....I'll-...

Mihaela: You'll....do what?

Raúl: I...have yet to decide on how I will put you in your place, but you should know you're making me very cross! Very very cross indeed!

Mihaela: Can you be cross in a different room where I can think with a clear head, I'm already having a hard time speaking with the gardening staff on and off over the phone about cancelling the orders of exotic human plants my father wanted...because there's no company left to order from now that Null is gone, yet some chancing miscreant seems to think they can still make us pay for whatever the hell my father wanted to have other people plant this time.

Raúl: I care not for begonias! I want this art on these walls! So you, and this brat here, better learn to like it, because they're all going to be up by noon whether you agree with it or not and-...

Kinoko having finally lost all hope of maintaining her patience at this stage shouts over the top of Raúl's rant to shut his trap for 5 seconds.

Kinoko: Oh for fuck's sake! You know what you can do with your oh-so-important fucking paintings, you whiny little piece of shit!?

Kinoko then grabs the crate and throws it through the glass doors of the nearest balcony exit to send the crate and all of the paintings tumbling over the railing and out into the exterior yard where it all falls into the swimming pool with a audibly loud splash.

This has Raúl letting out a high-pitched scream in blind panic at this stage, before he then brings his voice back down to simple shouting levels as he cries.

Raúl: NO! My dear Rodica!!!

The butler then runs off through the broken doors and leaps off of the balcony to dive into the pool. Working in the blind hope that he can somehow save the works from being tainted in a watery chlorinated death.

With Raúl's pained screams becoming nothing more than a distant memory for the two of them, Kinoko only now realises that her temper may have gotten the better of her as she taps one of the loose sections of intact door glass with the tip of her shoe to watch it shatter off of the floor, leaving her cringing for a couple of seconds before she turns to Mihaela and says.

Kinoko: Sorry about the door...

Mihaela is already moving to sit down on one of the sofas within the current study, letting out a sigh of exhaustion whilst she reassures Kinoko it's fine, and Kinoko herself moves to sit beside her.

Mihaela: I wouldn't worry about it, doors and windows have been broken in this place more times than I care to recall, the staff literally have a protocol for replacing them within the hour when they're doing their rounds of the place. I've often left notes for them in instances where something has been damaged in the past, and they already tell me it's been taken care of, much to my shock, so this time should be no different.

Kinoko: Meaning...we don't need to do anything?

Mihaela: I'll still leave a note with the staff, but they'll likely take care of it before I get around to telling them given how busy I am.

Kinoko: So...you're still swamped, huh?

Mihaela: More than, but luckily it's all just trivial nonsense, with most of it centring around me having to clear out garbage around the estate, and responding to ludicrous outstanding orders for things my family wanted to import. I mean, I know I am liberal with the amount of shopping trips I take, but honestly. I only come back with something I want every now and again, I don't order entire shipping crates of whiskey from a foreign country in a volume big enough to intoxicate an army for one person's singular consumption.

Kinoko: Damn, your father really liked whiskey that much?

Mihaela: It was my mother who ordered that one, but I'm sure she'd find it kind of you to assume the best of her.

Kinoko: What was your mother doing drinking alcohol anyway, don't Vampires need blood to stay alive?

Mihaela: Humans didn't need alcohol to stay alive either, they drank it to enhance social compatibility, to increase work relationships, to hide from or escape their problems, to simply get drunk for the sake of it, and much in the same vein for “enjoyment”....Outside of that branch of thought the only other reason I could think is for some religious or ritualistic purposes. But I've never once heard someone say “I need tequila to hydrate me and keep me alive”.

Kinoko: A fair point, but...if Vampires drink blood to stay alive, even if it's just synthetic, surely drinking something like whiskey has got to be bad for you, right?

Mihaela: Again, it's not exactly the best thing for humans either. No doctor will advise you to drink at least 8 glasses of whiskey a day, but people might choose to do so for their own ludicrous or perhaps dark reasons. Your assumption is correct however, for Vampires it's actually worse for us to drink anything but that which falls within the construct of blood. Certain foods from other species are fine, but it gets a little complicated when it comes to fluids. My mother annihilated her body with alcohol.

Kinoko: How does that work, though...if Vampires don't age, I mean? Like, did she look unhealthy?

Mihaela: She was always spaced out, and somewhat distant, and couldn't carry herself right on many occasions. But she didn't visibly age, no. Vampires can be deceptive in that sense however, in that we can be pretty on the outside, but on the verge of death on the inside. Her internals were a putrid liquidated mess of poisoned horror the last time I heard her getting a medical, and I doubt she managed to bounce back from that during the time between my departure for the military and her death. Additionally, her mind was shot. Meaning she wanted to be venomous to people, me especially, but really couldn't be as sharp as she used to be with her tongue, and she was always inconsiderate, but the more she drank, the more it became a case of alcohol induced dementia as opposed to selective memory I imagine...or maybe she just stopped caring in that department too.

Kinoko: I guess it doesn't really matter if she's dead now.

Mihaela: Something I wish Raúl could come to terms with, as I am growing weary of having to fight him on ever little issue.

Kinoko: Why did he have such a fucking fixation on that artwork?

Mihaela: I don't know, he was always in love with Rodica, but she just played him like a fiddle to get things she wanted quicker. He's perhaps nostalgic for being an accessory to her will and knows his memories will become more clouded if he doesn't see imagery of her on the regular.

Kinoko: Can we trust that guy to do his job right around us if he was literally in love with her?

Mihaela: I didn't exactly make it clear what love means to Raúl, he only sees surface level beauty. He loved my mother once, and he loved Rodica and myself simultaneously. He was instrumental in constructing the pornography my father made at my expense, and it caused him to feel inappropriate feelings for me also. There's a mechanism that ties his head to entitlement when he views media. My illicit exploitation in magazine form, and Rodica's image glorified on a canvas are two things he identifies as flagpoles of his past in romantic conquests...all of which are in his head because I've never entertained the idea, and as I stated before, Rodica just used it to get what she wanted.

Kinoko: Why does he still get all bubbly about Rodica, and has to double down and fight over every matter with you?

Mihaela: Perhaps because I don't play-act in front of him. I don't pretend to be some sugary airhead who is taken by the fact that a member of the opposite sex is giving me attention. Anyone who knew Rodica would understand that the idea of her playing in such a way to manipulate someone is pretty laughable, since she exclusively found women attractive, and only specifically cared what she thought about herself, not other people. I think Raúl wants me to look up to him as some overly wise man who knows everything and can make all my dreams a reality...where as all I really see him as is my father's old butler. I don't hate him, but don't really care that much either. With how much he's getting paid, he'd do well to learn how to follow at least one or two instructions without complaints when I give them to him.

Kinoko: I'm not trying to be rude as I say this, because I still think the whole thing was bullshit, but he might be having trouble seeing you as a superior at this point, because the last time you were here you were kind of considered....as...well-...

Mihaela: A sex doll with a lower market value than the grandfather clock that was in the drawing room prior to Rodica blowing it up?

Kinoko: I wouldn't have laid into your past self so much, but yeah...in terms of how he must've saw you at that point, calling you "boss" has to be a challenge.

Mihaela: He's clearly spry enough to handle such obstacles if he's willing to jump out of a fourth floor window into a swimming pool just to save a collection of paintings that are soaked past the point of no return.

Kinoko: I probably did overreact now that I think about it more...

Mihaela: No, no, it gets rid of them quicker. Your short fuse is very much appreciated.

Kinoko: As much as fucking with your butler and destroying art has its own fun elements, I was wondering how things are going with contacting the Vampire government?

Mihaela: (Sighs)...Not well...I must admit. I'd normally swear they were ignoring us with how many times I've had calls rejected from them at this stage. But nuclear threats aren't exactly a normal thing in this continent, so it's likely they're still trying to make sense of everything.

Kinoko: Do you even believe that as you say it?

Mihaela: No, I actually think they'll be struggling with damage control in explaining Rodica's descent into subjective madness and the betrayal of her people through joining the Toxic Progression. She was a national treasure in the eyes of some, and now people have to adapt themselves to the idea that she's a villain, and is not to be remembered fondly.

Kinoko: She was a bitch, so it shouldn't be hard.

Mihaela: History has shown me that it's hard to praise the good for what they do right and condemn the evil for what they do wrong. Everyone wants to be the smart person who can tell everyone they're wrong for recognising previously established facts, and will find some way to say Rodica should be remembered as a saint. You could even see the gears turning in Raúl's mind trying to come up with something before when it came to keeping the art. I wasn't against historical preservation, I just didn't want the blasted things here, he had to find some way to justify the contradiction, and fortunately wasn't quick enough to come up with anything clever.

Kinoko: Rodica was going to nuke the population, and has an undisclosed record of sins that extend further than the blast radius of the very bomb she was going use, it's hard to think how you could say she's still a "hero" to your people.

Mihaela: She had a place at one point. Some people still have nostalgia related to worshipping her. Others could argue that she wasn't fully in her normal frame of mind. And in the end, for whatever straws can't be grasped in the real world? The link will fill in the blanks, slightly altering information bit by bit, until people take it all as fact, and the world slowly forgets why she's not to be spoken of a in celebratory manner, and simply say "fuck it" and start making commemorative plates to hang up in children's bedroom walls. It's the modern circle of selective censorship.

Kinoko: That's a human thing, though...isn't it? Vampires don't do that?

Mihaela: Not in great numbers, but if the link becomes more popular as a result of this incident among the Vampires? More people could have their brains rewired to think with a more human mindset, or whatever the human mindset was in the end before they all died...either way their controversial methods of handling sinners and saints respectively and lacklustre efforts of preserving relevant information lives on through the digital world they created.

Kinoko: How though, the one thing that's bugging me about that is why the hell is the link still active if the humans race and our land has been wiped out?

Mihaela: I remember Iori telling me something about this before, apparently because literally so many humans used the link in the end, the servers became overloaded and often caught on fire causing massive losses of data, and more importantly, documentation of human history, because they never kept physical records after a certain point. The cyborgs made backups of what they deemed...the most useful parts of the humans database prior to its destruction, and offered to host all of the humans servers in their continent.

Kinoko: Wow...OK...then what were the things we called servers back in the base on Null?

Mihaela: Just over powered local area networks, that had connections to the distant servers far away.

Kinoko: So most of the A.R.link is actually controlled by the cyborgs?

Mihaela: Pretty much.

Kinoko: But they have the least information on the Toxic Progression, despite the group making use of ALL of their servers?

Mihaela: There's always been plenty of suspicious questions asked about that one, but no one really gets a straight answer, because investigating the matter requires using the link itself, and the cyborgs are the most adept at using it, so anything they can't see would be presumed impossible for any other species to find.

Kinoko: Maybe if your people do suffer a big change and start depending on the link after this whole thing dies down, they'll start asking more questions?

Mihaela: It might happen. Or my people might just double down and stick to our old ways when word gets out that the Toxic Progression were the ones responsible for corrupting Rodica's mind. Scare tactics work both ways in that respect. It can make the link seem like a very useful or terrifying thing indeed.

Kinoko: Well I'd be more comfortable with people using it if there wasn't a group of radicals trying to brainwash everyone who connects to the damn thing into changing the planet for the worse.

Mihaela: They can only do so much when their user base it limited...However, there is only so much we can do ourselves when no one will accept our calls.

Kinoko: How the hell are we going to get around that, though?

Mihaela: Well we could bank on the idea that someone will reach out to us eventually. I mean, we were, by technicality, the second top unit of the base in Null, and both our unit and the Ace squadron are currently A.W.O.L. in the eyes of
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