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Dread, it's the one and only word that could be used to describe it. The feeling in the pit of Nefarioun's stomach as she hears ominous chanting of wheels on their current mode of transport going "round and round"...taking them on their path to hell incarnate.

She never asked for things to go down this way, nor would she had she understood the consequences...

But there's no going back now...

Once the offer was out there, she couldn't take it back, and now, she is stuck here. On the bus headed to the annual company team-building camping trip, where employees (if they have them) are expected to bring their families.

Naturally, Nefarioun considering her weird living situation with Disco and Pico to be the closest thing she'll ever get to having a family, brought them along, but with everyone else in her division being comprised of nothing but young adult coders, most of them have only seen fit to bring their significant others with them.

This is giving the trip that unintentional, yet minorly uncomfortable couples retreat vibe that, of course, Disco considers to be fitting, but Nefarioun herself finds nauseating.

Additionally this makes Pico the youngest person here, though not visible on the bus at this time, Nefarioun knows for a fact she is on board.

Sitting by her perfectly positioned window seat, Nefarioun looks out at all the horrifying nature passing her by, and she lets out a pained sigh as Disco leans forward and asks.

Disco: Hey there frowny face, why so gloomy? Your workplace is literally giving you a free vacation here.

Nefarioun slowly peeling her eyes away from some of the suspicious-looking woodland creatures in amongst the trees, faces Disco to respond.

Nefarioun: You know I wouldn't be against the idea of a free vacation...if I could do it without the nature and general socialising...maybe some kind of spa, or all-inclusive deal that doesn't have me leaving my room? I could see me doing that.

Disco: You don't like camping?

Nefarioun: Or talking to people, so the team-building exercise part is going to suck harder than a ticked-off black hole.

Disco: You see, that's a common misconception, black holes do not suck, they actually...

Nefarioun: Look don't trouble me with that sci-fi, "I've read a blog, so I know everything" bullshit...it's really too early for that kind of thing.

Disco: Sci-fi? Oh no, that's not my thing, I'm speaking from experience, from when me and Stallion got trapped waging war on a floating platform in space, and we were pulled inside an honest to God black hole mid-conflict.

Nefarioun: You just used the word “pull”, isn't that the same thing?

Disco: In terms of space terminology, sucking, and pulling are two VERY different things...come to think of it, the contrast really should be more apparent. If people don't know the difference between the words “suck” and “pull” then I can only imagine a lot of people are getting hurt during sexual intercourse.

Nefarioun: Why'd you have to go and take it there. It's not even noon and I'm already trapped in a sex related conversation with you.

Disco: But were you "pulled" or "sucked" into the conversation? That is the question.

Nefarioun: You're just fucking with me now, aren't you?... You know I'm a stone throw away from a nervous breakdown at the mere thought of having to communicate with my hate-filled co-workers for two days, and you're using it as a launching pad to have me diagnosed with some mental disorder, so you can lock me up in padded cell and have your way with me for days on end in the false name of being my "caretaker"...

Disco: Oh don't be silly, I'd never do that. I like that you wear the trousers in our relationship, earning the honest man's wage, burning the midnight oil while I maintain the homestead, ensuring you have a hearty broth to return home to.

Nefarioun: I'm only gonna say this one more time, stop comparing our living situation to that fucking Ol'farmers Bread commercial that's haunting the airwaves of daytime television.

Disco: Aw, but why? I'd look so hot in an apron?

Nefarioun: Why, would you be on fire?

Disco: No, I'd be naked. You know, the naked housewife cooking breakfast in nothing but an apron is a classic, right?

Nefarioun: (Sarcastically) Yeah, just like Beethoven's symphony no. 9.

Disco: You seriously sound truly worried today, what's so bad about this trip anyway?

Nefarioun: The fact that they call it annual, but they've done 7 of them in the short time I've worked here, should ring a few alarm bells for you.

Disco: Is that so terrible?

Nefarioun: Yeah, I hate dealing with these people in an unprofessional environment, it means I can't use casual pleasantries and half-hearted pleases and thank you's to zombie strut through a conversation. Because they all immediately assume we're friends now, since we're doing stuff outside of work...meanwhile, I'm just spending my time looking at my watch, trying to find a way out of the endless stream of fucking questions before I drown or have a heart attack.

Disco: How have you survived 7 of these things, if you're THIS tense?

Nefarioun: Honestly? I usually just lie and try to find a way out of going, it's worked ever since I hated the first one, after that my lies carried me onward through 5 of them until now.

Disco: What kind of excuses could a single woman have to excuse herself from 5 company outings?

Nefarioun: Fake illnesses, supposedly dead relatives...I lied about taking part in a charity marathon, but didn't do any actual running...I just took a taxi around the closed-off roads and jumped the barricade to make it look like I crossed the finish line.

Disco: And you got away with that?

Nefarioun: Shockingly, yes. It's how I got that first place trophy that's sitting in my closet, that you oh-so-desperately wanted to display on the mantel...

Disco: And you think that story would discourage me in any way? Stealing a marathon win is pretty damn impressive, especially with all those mortal eyes watching you.

Nefarioun: Remembering it was for charity?

Disco: Who cares, it's one of your greatest successes, the moment we get home, I'm gonna polish that sucker til it blinds this worlds orbital satellites from our living room.

Nefarioun: (Sighs)...I get it, you're really into the shit I have hidden away in my closet. When cleaning every inch of my home, I can't really expect you not to go wandering. However...we still have two days in between us getting back to our barely normal life where you can polish my stolen winnings until your heart's content.

Disco: I could just snap the three of us back in a heartbeat?

Nefarioun: No, now that we've stepped foot on the bus, our names will be on the camp register. If we go A.W.O.L. now, then it'll cause more trouble than what it's worth.

Disco: Meaning the management would chase you down?

Nefarioun: Yeah, and even though he's not here, my manager is a REAL hard-ass when it comes to dealing out the punishments in the office. So I'd rather not piss him off.

Disco: Well it's OK, I've covered every base to ensure you're going to be safe during this difficult time Miss Nefarioun.

Nefarioun: As much as I didn't doubt that before, the fact that you're saying it now actually concerns me somewhat, do you perhaps feel like telling me what you're planning?

Disco: Well let's just say that I may have used some of my assets to get a certain friend of mines into a position of power.

Nefarioun: Oh God...

Nefarioun only just realising what Disco is talking about, is looking to the front of the bus now, as the department deputy head Mr Theodore Henderson (who often asks that everyone just call him Teddy), stands by the drivers seat using the buses P.A. system to speak to the passengers on board, getting ready to bring forth the news that Nefarioun is dreading.

Teddy: Now I know you're all raring to get out of your seats and get camping to the max, am I right?

Receiving nothing but a zombie horde "Yeeeeeees" from the staff. Teddy gives them all a super smooth P.R.pro thumbs up, complete with an executive brown nose smile as he proceeds to continue.

Teddy: It's good to know we're still ready to rock it, like we're at one of the popular rap fellas concerts that WE all listen to. But before we lose our heads and go more wild than an unstamped envelope in a letterbox, I have to make mention of a few rules.

Disco at this moment causes Nefarioun to near on die with embarrassment as she interrupts by applauding from her seat and shouting.

Disco: WOOO! Rules rule!!!

Causing everyone to turn and look at them and glare silently for a solid 40 seconds before Teddy shifts focus by continuing to speak.

Teddy: Ahem, I'm glad you all agree, but in regards to the impressive rules, I figured I'd stress that you should keep your bags on hand until we arrive at the campsite, don't leave them anywhere, even on this bus, alright?

Getting another drawn-out robotic "Yeeeeeees" from the staff, Teddy almost longs for Discos disruptive "woooo" to show up in amongst the monotone noise, but after some mild forearm pinching from Nefarioun, the genie remains silent. Forcing him to resume his speech yet again.

Teddy: Good, now I know most of you where expecting our Deputy, Vice, Junior, Co-Assistant, Floor Managers Aid Representative to help me with conducting the exercises for this weekend getaway, but....he tragically fell after swallowing a live anaconda in the shower on Thursday night, and since then I've been told doctors are still struggling to remove the snake from his bowels....

Nefarioun looks to Disco at this moment, knowing fine she had a hand in this, but the genie simply gives Nefarioun a bashful innocent look in response, pressing her index finger against her bottom lip for effect, driving Nefarioun to ignore her through her own impatience for the time being as she resumes listening to Teddy.

Teddy: So, serving in place of our missing colleague, here is the one and only Mr Bloodwrath.

Nefarioun: (Whispers) You've got to be shitting me...

Receiving more signals from Disco in the form of a double thumbs-up, Nefarioun is currently more focused on the traumatising sight of Stallion standing next to one of her bosses, wearing a painfully stretched out company polo shirt over his muscular armour adorned demonic body as he waves at the mortals, who couldn't give less of a damn about what he looks like.

This sets something of a standard for things to come, as the moment the bus parks outside of the campsite, and they all exit the bus, Nefarioun's first instinct (like most of the other staff) is to claim her bags right away. As she arrives at the baggage storage area, however, one of her co-workers runs past her with a rapidly bleeding hand as she screams, endlessly begging and pleading for help, whilst crying for the head of her attacker.

Wounded Wendy: Help! Help! That little rat of a child bit me!!! Someone abort her immediately!!!

Disco and Nefarioun dealing each other concerned looks right away, push their way to the front of the gathered crowd to see Stallion playing the gentlemanly camp director role, as he kneels by Pico's side, patting her on the head, as the child soldier mops the blood off of her mouth with one of Nefarioun's bras that she has taken from within the bag she has been sleeping on for the entire trip, having spent it in the baggage area.

It's all a little too much for Nefarioun to take in at once, but she is strangely more shocked that no
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