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Incident 1




Bitch of a Witch.
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As the sun rises to mark the start of another subjectively beautiful day on the distant colonized world known as Trashtar, the streets are packed full of pedestrians coming and going, attending to their various jobs and errands that need to be done.

It's just the way it is for a world with a 100% industrialised city landscape, with no countryside to see anywhere within its confines.

The whole place is just one big orb of pollution and productivity, and it makes everyone who lives there astoundingly happy....if you point a gun at them when you ask them for their hot take on the place.

Among these many beings of varying races and cultures, is an anthropomorphic dinosaur accountant named Benjamin Rivera who has only just moved here from Mercury.

Benjamin is an ambitious type of creature in his respective field of number-crunching however, as he is rather well-known for rising up from the ashes of poverty and making his mark as a reputable accountant for soccer teams across the globe.

And given the crazy money they spend on players these days? There's a crap ton of tax dodging that need to be done to excuse the spending as "sustainable" when 70% of teams are in debt across the galaxy (and keep most of their money tied up in off-planet accounts).

But if you just bribe a couple of hundred executives here and there, all the nitpicking and demands to “pay things off” goes away.
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..."Money makes the world go round"...
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As they say, and there's plenty of globes still turning with how greasy all of the wheels have been made with back payments.

Or what Benjamin gets told is..."mutual donations"...which might lead one to wonder what the hell such a term means.

The short answer is that the term doesn't mean anything, and Benjamin is pretty much a popular accountant to have around the soccer business because he doesn't ask too many questions, and when he does have questions about ethics? He can be fed just as many lies as the media and fans are in order to shut his trap, and he'll believe his bosses, because he's, simply put, a good employee at heart.

And there is absolutely nothing wrong with that, really. It's admirable that he can just mind his own business and do the job that is asked of him, there isn't a sane person who would judge him for that.

Accept, the last soccer team he worked for got caught bribing referees to purposely screw over other teams to let them win, and also was caught evading taxes for 429 years, so they got liquidated.

And what this liquidation meant was that everything of value got bought up by all of the bigger teams around the galaxy that didn't get caught airing their dirty laundry in public, and the supporters couldn't be happier.

Well, they'd be happier about a superb accountant like Benjamin getting hired if they cared enough to dive that deeply into their team's financial records, the thing that most people are excited for is that along with Benjamin, the star player was also bought by the same team on Trashtar.

And that's why Benjamin is walking to the stadium now, to meet with the owner of The New Trashtar Giants to speak about his new job, meet up with his old friend from the former team, and overall, begin his life anew.

Because Benjamin has heard from numerous sources that the world of Trashtar is one of infinite opportunity, and he truly hopes to tap into that opportunity and make his life better than it ever has been before.

Of course, the biggest challenge in making that happen is crossing the threshold of the stadium gates.

A pivotal thing to mention about Benjamin is that he can get nervous about such grand changes, even if he is a muscular dinosaur that looks bigger than most human rugby players.

This has him cautiously trying to talk himself into moving as he stands by the gates with his suitcase, which has literally everything he owns right now inside it, as he has only just arrived on this planet today.

Benjamin: Come on, Benjamin. You can do this, you're braver than a rhino and a salamander combined, all that you need to do is walk in and say "Hi, I'm Benjamin, pleased to meet you" and the rest will be history....Or, is that too forward. Do I bow first? Or do I shake hands and then bow? Maybe I say "hi", bow then shake hands, and...small talk will come after that?

Benjamin takes a brief second to look down at his briefcase before looking back at the stadium gates as he continues to add.

Benjamin: Then again, that would be my worst nightmare...since I have nothing to “small talk” about. I'm pretty boring really, my mother always said so. I wonder if it'd sound weird if I brought that up? It's probably not weird because she's dead, after the accident with the barbecue grill incident where everyone triple-dared her to use a full canister of gasoline. OK, it's settled, I go in, bow, tell them my mother's dead, admit to them how useless she thought I was, and then beg them to keep me as their employee....nothing could go wrong.

Benjamin looks as though he is about to take his first step, but then stops as he turns back and looks at a few pedestrians buying hot-dogs from a vendor across the street, which somehow leads him to rein back his momentary insanity as he says to himself.

Benjamin: You know, I don't think a lot of people actually admit that right off the bat. Not that I can ask those people over there. I bet they haven't even mentioned one part of their family dysfunction to excuse their insecurities. Unless they're over there talking about being better accountants than I am? Judging me because I'm just standing here doing nothing other than talking to myself. They probably think I'm crazy, and accounting for galactic league soccer clubs. It's the only conclusion they could draw really...God I'm so pathetic!!!

Benjamin kicks the gates of the soccer stadium as he has this verbal outburst, to perhaps vent his frustrations. But being something of a stranger to pain, he ends up screaming in agony, favouring the foot he has bruised as a result.

After only shedding a few tears and collecting himself emotionally, Benjamin takes a deep breath and almost looks set to move as he says.

Benjamin: OK, now people probably do think I'm crazy. But that's fine, some of history's best accountants suffered from delusions...I think. I'm definitely not going to ask about that one, though. I'm waaaayyyy smarter than that.

Benjamin hangs on the word way as he takes his first few steps to try to make his way into the stadium grounds, but in his blind arrogance in boasting about how smart he is, he ends up inadvertently walking into a lamp post and falling back-first onto the pavement.

This is where Benjamin lies for a couple of minutes as a seemingly helpful pedestrian runs over to stand by his side, look him up and down, and eventually say.
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..."Oh my God!?"...
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The pedestrian then pulls out his phone and takes a picture of Benjamin to make a meme out of the poor bastard before running away from the dinosaur accountant and leaving him to fend for himself as he says.
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..."Looks like I got there just in time, it would've been a shame if he got up before I took the picture"...
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Words which aren't exactly quiet or subtle, and are easily picked up upon by Benjamin as he returns to his feet slowly and spits some blood on the pavement as he mutters.

Benjamin: This is the worst day of my life...I think...No...wait...they all sucked.....This one's just not trying hard enough to be different.

In his moment of lowest lows, it seems like nothing could ever bring a smile to the face of poor old Benjamin.

But just as soon as he looks about ready to give up hope, he hears the familiar voice of a girl from his old place of employment.

Fernanda: Benjamin!...Benjamin!

Benjamin: ...?

Raising his head to see the human star player of the soccer team they used to work for, Fernanda Méndez runs towards Benjamin now from the opposite side of the street, waving her hand back-and-forth as she runs and calls out his name.

Eventually drawing close enough to stand by his side, Fernanda immediately looks past the borderline suicidal expression on Benjamin's face right now and skips on into a polite morning conversation as if all is well.

Not because she's ignorant in the most spiteful of ways, but she's just kind of foggy-headed after running for so long herself as she explains.

Fernanda: Hey, Benjamin. Nice day we're having, right? I literally just sprinted all the way from the furthest coast to this stadium because my apartment is miles away, shopping for real estate on this planet is a nightmare, and I'm still broke after losing all my money to that tax evasion scandal, so I can't even afford to take the train to work. But it's a glorious day to be working out your thighs with a marathon to and from work, am I right?

Benjamin: ...

Fernanda: Who the hell needs cartilage in their knees anyway? Wimps, that's who, I can keep up this daily routine for months until I start earning a steady pay cheque here. You and I both can do that in fact. This stadium is where we're all gonna turn it around, you'll see! You've just got to put on a happy face, right!?

Benjamin: I-...?

Benjamin looks as though he is about to say something to the contrary in Fernanda's adrenaline rushed spill of words, but before he can even utter a single syllable in response, an asteroid falls from the skies above and crashes into the stadium, obliterating it before their eyes and rendering it a mound of shapeless ash on the ground.

This...technically means the end of the soccer team as a whole, since all of their offices and assets were in this stadium too, and both Benjamin and Fernanda know this, as they look on at the wreckage feeling lost and confused for a minute before they look to one another, simultaneously realise how fucked they are and then look back at the smouldering wreckage as they say.

Benjamin & Fernanda: Well... shit.

With the soccer team known as The New Trashtar Giants seemingly being a thing of the past, it is only by the grace of God that the owner can be seen leaving one of the outdoor bathrooms with a newspaper under his arm after taking care of some important business (flushing a crap ton of drugs down the toilet).

As the owner walks past Benjamin, Fernanda and the smoke emitting cloud that was once his proud stadium, the lack of a response makes both Benjamin and Fernanda feel as though one of them should perhaps take the time to say something.

And with Benjamin being the one who will likely have to be responsible for dealing with the numbers after their insurance provider gets involved, he decides to speak out first, once the owner is close enough.

Benjamin: Em, sir...

Owner: ...Yes?

Benjamin: Uh...our stadium has kind of...been obliterated?

Owner: What's that?

Fernanda: Obliterated! It was just blown up by big freaking rock from outer-space!

The Owner turns and looks at the mess for a couple of seconds, and for a man of his vast intellect, it doesn't take him long to identify the problem when he sees the gaping canyon sized crater where his business used to be.

In spite of the peril this might put his investment in however, the Owner doesn't seem all too shocked as he simply looks back to them and lethargically states.

Owner: I see what you mean, that's quite the problem.

Benjamin: ...!?

Fernanda: ...!?!

Owner: Perhaps...something should be done about that....in time.

Benjamin: I was wondering what you were going to do about it now? I mean, you are going to do something, right? Y-y-you do have a B plan, don't you?

Owner: Oh God no, what do you think I am? Some kind of...responsible party? This mess can stay here for all I care, I was looking for a reason to retire for a while now.

Benjamin: What does that mean for the future of The New Trashtar Giants?

Owner: The what?

Fernanda: The team you're paying us both to work for!?

Owner: Oh...that. Yeah, I've got lots of other scams going in other places, this drew less money than the slave mines I've got five moons over. So I'm not sore about losing it. You can go look for new places to work at the job centre if you're bored, though. Later...

And at this, the owner simply walks off, as if everything he said was perfectly acceptable and legal.

Realistically it could be, not many people will be privileged to the information written down on their contracts, but it still doesn't make it sting any less.

Especially because said job centre the Owner mentioned happens to be countless miles away, as it was one of the very first things Fernanda passed on her long dash across the city to get here....meaning it is very far away from their current position.

And it's at times like this where the true mettle of a person is shown, as the hardest of trails in life are only imparted on us to test and improve our very soul for future endeavours.

And Benjamin proves this in no better way than by turning to face the young Fernanda as she gazes to him expectantly hoping to hear something motivational, and he merely responds by saying.

Benjamin: You wouldn't judge me right now if I cried, would you?

And this could be grounds for Fernanda to perhaps say a lot of things that would be otherwise uncalled for in any other situation than one where all hope is lost, but thankfully, not only is she not the type of person to resort to childish mockery for one's weaknesses, she is also distracted by a blinking light that can be seen coming from within the crater as she points over to it and asks.

Fernanda: Hey, did you see that?

Benjamin: See what?

Fernanda: The blinking light?

Benjamin: No. Did you pass the drug test before you signed on with The New Trashtar Giants?

Fernanda: I'm not hallucinating, something is over there.

Benjamin: We may as well take a look. If we're lucky, it might be an old team trophy we can sell so we can eat tonight.

Fernanda doesn't think so practically about the matter as Benjamin speaks these words though, as she is more concerned with what the light could be, working on the assumption that it is not a simple trophy.

And of course, Benjamin couldn't be more wrong about the situation, as the moment they draw close, they see a rather cute and young witch emerging from the smoke with a broom that is snapped in two that she casts to the side as she says.

Akane: Useless, consumer model, piece of crap!

And she then continues on to choke for a few seconds as she falls to her knees.

This has Fernanda and Benjamin moving to stand by her side, as they don't see a witch standing before them, but instead, just a delusional young woman in a witch's costume who is too pretty to leave alone in such a rough neighbourhood, for she might get taken advantage of.

But such concern truly isn't necessary, as she is an honest-to-God witch.

Such is proven when she gets sick of the choking, and she simply raises her hand and zaps the smoke away with a magical incantation that goes as follows.

Akane: Fuck off, smoke!

In truth, the words weren't necessary, she can use magic without saying a damn thing, she just felt like screaming at it.

And despite the fact that she made all of the smoke disappear by literal magic, Benjamin and Fernanda haven't even noticed, and are still more focused on this young witch's health, as they pester her with questions.

Fernanda: Are you OK, Miss? You just got hit with an asteroid...unless you weren't in the stadium and were in space instead?

Benjamin: Falling from space or being crushed by asteroids is bad, Miss, you do realise this, right?

Fernanda: Did you fall from space?

Benjamin: I sure hope you did, now that I think about it. I'd hate for the stadium owners to be liable for this...It might mean a lot of paperwork.

Fernanda: Does it hurt falling all the way from space?

Benjamin: All of the paperwork would sure hurt. Especially if it carried over to the weekend. I like to watch auctioneering shows on the weekends, particularly because my mother used to ban them in our household growing up.

Fernanda: Burning up on re-entry into a planet sounds painful too, now that I think about it? I remember not listening to a teacher when they tried to teach me about it back on Mercury.

Benjamin: My mother would ban everything fun, really. But she can't stop me anymore, because she's dead...It's not weird that I'm telling a co-worker and a stranger that, is it? Because she died through a gas-related mishap surrounding a BBQ party.

Fernanda: I think we should run 50 blocks down the road to the observatory and ask them about what would happen if a person crashed on to a planet on an asteroid, and then follow the appropriate medical steps to help this woman from there.

Benjamin: You're right, that way she won't die by the grill, and she won't sue...and I might get to see muskets getting sold for high prices.

Fernanda: Exactly...Wait, what?

Akane: You two fuckers sure talk a lot. Is everyone in this world like you?

Benjamin: No, they still have jobs, I was being liberal when I referred to Fernanda here as a co-worker.

Fernanda: Oh, Benjamin. You know that's not true, there's coma patients in the hospitals here who are tax exempt and don't work because they can't. They just have their organs taken and then are processed at meat plants to lace their flesh through fast food burger meat.

Benjamin: Yeah, but now that we're on the subject of employment, we may as well ask this nice young lady here. Excuse me, Miss? Are you in need of any accounting services for a potential billion dollar corporation you might own that you've yet to tell us about?

Fernanda: Oh, yeah, and while we're on the subject, can you maybe tell me if you're looking for a predatorial central forward for your team?

Akane: Predatorial? What the hell does that mean, like, you lure children into gingerbread houses?

Fernanda: What!? No, like, I score lots of goals. I don't mean to brag, but I'm a Mercury intergalactic capped regular. And I also just signed a 5-year deal for over 60 trillion credits...except...that contract might be voided now that the team I signed with just disbanded.

Benjamin: Which is why it would be swell if you were a billionaire with employment opportunities to offer us.

Fernanda: Preferably ones where I get to kick things for billions of credits, like I stated before?...It's all I'm good at, and I don't want to go back to learning a new skill...Reintegration into society is impossible for me, I freak out at the mere sight of yellow and red paper.

Akane Blackheart, the unfortunate witch who has been subjected to this incessant babbling from two people who clearly suffer from some form of poor social skills, stands at this moment and breaks the bad news to them before they run too far with this proverbial ball.

Akane: OK...I'm going to be brutally straight with you right now, just so there's no confusion. I don't have some trillion, billion, or even million credit sized empire at my disposal...I'm pretty damn broke myself, and to be real with you? I don't know where this planet is right now. Because I'm unfamiliar with certain parts of this universe and don't have access to a star-map.

Fernanda: Then how did you land here?

Akane: That, my simple-minded stranger whom I've just met, is a story for another time.

Fernanda: Well I've just met you, isn't there anything you can tell me?

Akane: That depends. What do you wanna know?

Fernanda: Why did you fall from space?

Akane: An asteroid redirected itself and hit me from space whilst I was flying past this planet on my broom.

Benjamin: That's...uh....not possible. Any being who exposes themselves to the atmosphere out there would die.

Akane: Look, that's the best explantation I can give you, OK? If you're just gonna nitpick at everything I say and go "Bla bla bla, that's not possible, space doesn't work that way", then we're gonna have a lot of dead ends in any conversation we share.

Benjamin: I'm beginning to worry about this poor girl, she sounds like she's hit her head pretty hard after falling from space.

Akane: You can believe I fell from space on an asteroid and hit my head at critical velocity, but you can't believe that I flew a broom here? Did your mother drop you on your head as a kid or some shit?

Benjamin: Repeatedly...she was a mean drunk.

Fernanda: The point is, we can't rest on your own word claiming you're OK, maybe we should take you to a hospital?

Akane: I don't have any money.

Benjamin: Maybe lunch then?

Akane: I'll take you up on that offer, since it's cheaper than the alternative.

And this is the option they do indeed roll with, as Fernanda and Benjamin take this strange witch they have just met to a cafe not far from their current location that has the lowest prices they can find, and they decide to further communicate with the witch there.

Of course, ordering anything other than a coffee would be too pricey, but the person working the counter in the cafe is only
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