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On another economically fine day for the grand city of Xanthic Cross, as millions of people go about their daily jobs, pulling their weight for the societal machine into the gradually approaching evening, Nefarioun is among these diligent masses within the game design studio where she and her long time friend Darwin are employed.

Not performing their usual daily tasks of endless unforgiving coding, they have both been called into a division meeting with company C.E.O. Mr Ranch Tugger, and a collection of other staff as one Theodore Henderson gives them all a presentation, standing at the head of the meeting table where they are all currently sitting.

This is Mr Theodore Henderson's first time back in the office since he was unceremoniously knocked out of his socks at the gauntlet of Stallion Bloodwrath, and despite the fact that one may think he'd have mulled over his perspective in life after such an incident, he is in fact no different that before, perhaps slightly more in tune with the gaping void in his inner soul where an ethics centre should be, as he is using his returning meeting to discuss the changes he wants to make from here on out.

Changes that involve the studio's current developmental polices regarding just how profitable their products are.

Because... sure, the company is making money right now, but is it making as much money as it could be?

This is the question today's meeting is asking. Or rather, the guise he's using to tell everyone what is going to be happening from here on out. As he stands by an interactive whiteboard to show them all the presentation as he speaks.

Theodore: So, in short, our games are good. Not great, but good. I'll tell you now, from the amount of my fans who came in to see me while I was in hospital, I think it's obvious that they're glowing expressionss spoke volumes for the hard work I've been achieving with this company.

Nefarioun scratching her head forehead in frustration, can't help but turn to Darwin who is seated at her left as she whispers to him asking.

Nefarioun: What fans? What the hell is this guy talking about?

Darwin: I don't know, it's probably better if we just keep quiet hope this meeting isn't designed to destroy our jobs through his freshly developed insanity.

The overall Boss, Mr Ranch Tugger, seeing these two getting restless at Theodore's babbling, elects to pull the man back on track in fear of this meeting running past quitting time.

Mr Ranch: I do apologise, Theodore my boy, but would you please get to the point of why you requested this meeting. Even if the products we make are popular, we still have to continue to make new ones if we want our business to thrive.

Theodore: And THAT! Is what I'm talking about. When those young souls came to visit me in hospital they said one thing to me that rang true in my mind... "Teddy"..They call me teddy because I'm pretty cool, and we're all on familiar terms. They said "Teddy, you're games are good, and if you weren't part of the company? That probably wouldn't be the case...but since you are making the world a better place with your work, is there any way we can spend MORE money on your games"....and I had to be honest with them, I told them all I could do was return to my best and ask you all to consider my plea for a profit increase...

Nefarioun: OK...if you're itching for revenue...we could try re-releasing all of our old stuff again on newer platforms and just slap the term "HD" or "Re" onto them and hope people buy them for a normal price. That's what everyone else seems to do for some spare cash in the business these days...and it's not the most immoral tactic I've heard of.

Theodore: It's a fun idea Miss Nefarioun. But as always, you are completely wrong.

Mr Ranch: If you're pitching to make more products in one year Mr Theodore, I'm afraid that you're probably asking a little too much, we can't deviate from our current plans with such a tight schedule to maintain.

Theodore: Don't you worry, sir. I am not so ambitious as that. I understand what it is we're working with and I know how to make more money. First, we treble the price of all our current digital content.

Nefarioun: Why!?

Theodore: Because it's digital, therefore doesn't require anything outside of server costs to maintain, we can bleed people dry for everything right down to the instruction manual. It's all about making people pay for their games in stages, like raking as many pennies from our software as we can.

Nefarioun: (Mutters) You fucking moron...

Darwin: Ahem! Eh..Mr Theodore. Do you not think that the staggering prices on some of the content we sell already is fair?

Theodore: Children are asking me from the bottom of their hearts to increase annual revenue, and you want to say that our prices are fair? What kind of a monster are you Darwin?

Darwin: I was just saying that maybe-...

Theodore: Maybe nothing! You would tell those children....those eh....terminally ill children, that they couldn't spend billions on our products to make themselves feel satisfied with their likely departure from this world!?

Nefarioun: You know, if they're dead, you could just rob their corpses, it'd probably be right up your alley in terms of business moves.

Theodore: What was that?

Mr Ranch: Theodore, ignore those grievances, regardless of whether they are for, or against it, my stance is simple. We're not raising the prices of our digital store content, because we don't manufacture them as necessities, they're...luxury items for the titles we develop, not things that are necessary for enjoyment.

Theodore: And that's the problem! If we erected paywalls at every turn, our highly desired products would make so much money we could buy a solid gold table to replace this cheap tat!

Darwin: I think this table we're sitting at is actually made from a rare kind of crystal stone if I'm not mistaken?

Theodore: Shut up! You're too poor to understand what real value is you chimp!

Darwin: I...well...Sorry sir.

Theodore: Don't be sorry! Be silent! That's what I meant by shut up!

Darwin: Sorr-

Theodore: SHUT UP!!!

Mr Ranch: (Sighs)....Theodore, can we please get back to the point here?...

Theodore: Gladly. Now when I say pay walls, I mean we make our games totally web dependent, and build the ENTIRE thing around consumable virtual items which can be purchased with real money to receive a randomized selection of further virtual items, ranging from simple customization options for a player's character, to game-changing equipment such as weapons, armour or even a pause menu.

Darwin: But sometimes the pause menu is the only way to get to the settings, what if the music or the sound effects are too loud for people and they can't adjust the volume because you've placed the settings behind a paywall?

Theodore: Then their ears will just have to bleed until they realise that options aren't a right! They're a privilege!

Mr Ranch: Such a system would require everyone to get the most rewarding items early on though, otherwise they'd lose interest, surely?

Nefarioun: That's an understatement...

Theodore: No, you've got it backwards, to make money, we need to make sure we only give out duplicate items of myopic value. If we do this, we'll increase our profits by 6734%.

Nefarioun: Ugh....no we won't.

Theodore: Have you got something no doubt incorrect to add, Miss Nefarioun?

Nefarioun: If you're finally opening the floor to suggestions? Yeah, I do. What you're suggesting won't work.

Theodore: And how can you be so sure of that?

Nefarioun: Because, you're just trying to find any way you can of pitching loot boxes to us without actually using the term "loot box". You didn't come up with this idea, it's been around forever, and it's so old now, in terms of annoyances, that people won't even get outraged, they'll just stop buying our stuff and move on to something else because they'll assume our company has been bought over by idiots....Which I'm sure, in contrast, Mr Ranch thankfully isn't so stupid that he'd fall for what you're saying right now.

Theodore: Mr Ranch, please correct her and admit you're stupid.

Mr Ranch: Excuse me!?

Nefarioun: He's not going to admit something like that, you bone head. Because he's not the one being an idiot here.

Theodore: That's true, you're the one who is sounding rather stupid Nefarioun.

Nefarioun: No I'm not! Ugh! You're the one who is trying to nuke the future projections of our company with tried and tested PR slaughter devices! I just wish that for a couple of minutes you could know what every one of our consumers think of loot boxes to give you an idea of how much you're frustrating them and-..!?

Stopped in the midst of her speech, Nefarioun doesn't realise she has just made a wish, and as Disco stands cleaning a counter in the kitchen back in Nefarioun's apartment on the other side of Xanthic Cross, the genie sneezes once, and then unconsciously snaps her fingers to grant Nefarioun's wish facilitating something of an uncomfortable experience for one Mr Theodore Henderson.

As Theodore stands at the head of the meeting table, his mind is suddenly filled with billions of scathing thoughts and web posts regarding his ideas of transforming his consumer base from people into cash machines, and with the overpowering effect it has on him the man is left buckling on the meeting floor foaming at the mouth screaming, whilst Mr Ranch shakes his head slowly and pulls out his phone to call an ambulance as he dismisses everyone else.

Mr Ranch: Well I presume that this means nothing will be changing from here on out, all of you may as well go for now. I'll just be cleaning up our deputy head here. Mind watch your step now, I don't want any of you standing on him in your departure.

After the meeting is dismissed, and the climactic hours of their shift pass them by, Nefarioun and Darwin eventually pack up their things and head outside to seemingly start their journey home. The word seemingly being the key focus here as Darwin's polite questioning of Nefarioun as they exit the front doors of the building garners an answer which differs from the norm.

Darwin: So, you just heading straight home?

Nefarioun: No, not tonight.

Darwin: Wow, wait, seriously, you mean you have something planned?

Nefarioun: Don't make it out to be something weird. I'm not going to a bar to drown my sorrows after sending a work superior into a coma again. I'm just gonna get some shopping done.

Darwin: Shopping?

Nefarioun: Yeah, is that so weird?

Darwin: Doesn't Disco normally take care of all your shopping?

Nefarioun: Disco...doesn't do everything for me.

Darwin: She does take care of a lot though, right?

Nefarioun: OK, I'll cop to the fact that Disco does literally all of my shopping in a domestic sense. But that doesn't cover everything, there are some things a person can only get for themselves...

Darwin: You make it sound so lewd and assorted when you word it like that?

Nefarioun: It does sound pretty bad, doesn't it? But it's not, trust me.

Darwin: (Sighs)...You're going to buy anime at that video store that sells all the rare stuff that nobody sane usually wants, aren't you?

Nefarioun: Yeah...

Darwin: Do you want me to come with you?

Nefarioun: No, I can get this by myself.

Darwin: Are you sure? The last time things got pretty hairy and you had to text me for help while I was at the dentists.

Nefarioun: Thanks for dropping everything that time to help me buy a stupid DVD release all the same, but this time I don't need your help. I know what I'm going for, and the fact that it is a new release means so they'll have it in plain sight. So there's nothing to worry about.

Darwin: And you're certain about that?

Nefarioun: Positive. It was the hottest anime of the season, you know, that one with the vampire, the humanised dragon, and the salary man reincarnated as a woman, who were all batched together to fight in the name of God?

Darwin: As much as you kept recommending it, I skipped it to buy more time on my MMO raids...but I don't really know if it was the hottest thing like you said? I didn't hear anyone talking about it...

Nefarioun: Ugh...I can't help it if people don't have the same tastes as me, all I know is I don't want to run the risk of not being able to own a physical copy of this series now that it's finally coming out. So I hope you don't get too judgemental about me wanting to run over there as fast as I can to buy one.

Darwin: I'm sure I'll be fine, but that store is a little out of your way. Does Disco and Pico know you're going to be slightly late getting home?

Nefarioun: They've come to expect it when it comes to release blocks...namely because I mark the dates of when my favourite show's box-sets are going to hit the shelves on our wall calendar. So everyone kind of has a rough idea something is happening.

Darwin: If you can wish Mr Theodore back into a hospital bed without realising it, it makes me wonder whether it'd be easier to have your genie just wish for you to own your box-set to save you the time?

Nefarioun: Where would the fun be in collecting something if you just got it at the snap of a your room-mate's fingers? Getting to go to the store, buying it, taking it home and opening it to get that new DVD smell before putting it into the disc tray and watching it with intent, is all part of the formula for me.

Darwin: But....you would probably cave and wish for the discs if they were all sold out, right?

Nefarioun: Strangely, no. I'd probably go over board with the details and ask Disco to make a whole logical reason of why there'd be some kind of additional production run so I could get my hands on an ethically sourced copy that wasn't going for the retail price of three dead cats and severed arm on the internet... used.

Darwin: It's weird to see you getting this into buying something. You're normally pretty relaxed about most material stuff.

Nefarioun: I guess anime is my vice.

Darwin: True, in respect to everything else you pretty much live a minimalist life style really. If genie's actually had fun granting wishes then Disco would probably be getting pretty restless about your apartment with how frugal you are with her magic.

Nefarioun: She uses plenty of her power on her own whether I agree with the application or not. But as much as she calls our whole thing a "Master/Servant" deal, I don't lord over every waking moment she has...or at least I try to minimise my complaints when it comes to the less weirder things she does.

Darwin: And since we're getting an extended weekend due to the meeting room carpets needing to be cleaned from all of Theodore's mouth foam, I take it your living companions will be fine with you killing it on your binge re-watch marathon?

Nefarioun: I can only hope. It's the perks of having no responsibilities outside of work and paying rent. When quitting time comes? I'm as free as a supermarket samples. So with that in mind, I'm gonna make my move before this place closes. I'll see you later.

Darwin still hung up on Nefarioun's confused outlook on her responsibilities looks ready to ask about whether Nefarioun even realises she is technically living in something of a family situation that is a responsibility now.

But before he can, she already mistakes his raised index finger as a wave in her fleeting departure (as opposed to some signal of a motioned point of discussion) forcing him to quickly smirk and wave as he says to himself.

Darwin: Ah, she'll figure it
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