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Zone 1.




Trashy Intro.
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In the Candescent Hemisphere capital Heartlight Square, a place under the perpetual protection of the great heroine Neko, one may think it would always serve as the emblematic embodiment of "Justice Incarnate".

This assumption is wrong.

Very wrong, in fact.

And the reason for that can be seen clear as day within the office of the oh-so-great heroine now as she does what she always does best when there isn't a major crisis facing the colony...she's sleeping...

Sure, when she's not sleeping, she's usually smoking, but right now the green cat is clearly sleeping, sprawled across her desk without a care in the world.

Neko: Zzz...Zzz...Zzz...

One may think such things must be nice.

To be able to lounge around all day and do nothing.

Well, such luxuries are something they would only assume she would have on a surface level analysis of the situation.

Because something most people seem to forget about Neko is that she doesn't live alone these days.

She hasn’t for a while, in fact.

Neko presently lives with her self-proclaimed side kick. A blue cat who just hasn't really ever went away. and has thus became a mainstay around this office.

Yes, Aoi can always be counted on to generate an infinite wealth of problems for Neko should she ever need to have pointless complexities added to her daily existence.

Indeed, such lethal eccentricities make for a very enriching life to say the least. And today's enrichment comes in the form of Aoi currently trying to open a can of tuna in the nearby kitchen within the office.

Aoi has tried all the usual methods one could think of in order to accomplish this goal, of course....
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She's tried the can opener, which wasn't sharp enough to cut through the tin.

She's tried smacking the hell out of it with a tenderising mallet. Which more or less just made a lot of noise and accomplished nothing else.

She's tried asking it nicely to "open up" for her and give the "fishy goodness" without resistance.
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After three whole methods failed, one can't blame that cat for simply wanting to give up and call it a day.

Starving to death in silence is way more preferable than wasting your final moments struggling with a tin can in this life.

Aoi has learned that lesson the hard way here.

As such, the blue cat has done what any sane person would do in this situation, she has placed the metal can in the microwave in the hopes that she can simply blow the lid off of it.

In terms of solutions, this is the fastest and most efficient way to achieve that proverbial fishy goodness. To argue against such things would be the pinnacle of insanity...truly.

In the midst of vast, ominous electrical currents channelling around the microwave, Aoi can't contain her excitement over her own genius, and thus has to sing the following lyrics to herself...
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"Ohhh yeahhh, here we go, genius at work,
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Tin can ballet 'bout to go berserk!

Pop the top, leave the juice inside,

Microwave science-ain't no need to hide!

Watch it spin, watch it glow,

Metal sparks like a TV show!

Thirty seconds till it goes KABOOM,

Tuna confetti in my living room!

Momma said DON'T, but Momma don't know,  

How the pretty lights dance when it's set to OH NO!

Fishy grenade in my kitchen tonight,  

Ain't no PhD, but damn-this feels right!"

Just as Aoi look set to continue down this path of flamboyant singing about nothing of significant value, the office door bell suddenly rings.

––––––––
[image: ]


..."Ding Dong!"...
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This has Aoi looking over at Neko, who is still sleeping soundly on her desk, seemingly unbothered by the sounds.

Aoi: (Whispers) Psssst, Neko, do you want me to answer the door?

Neko: Zzz... Zzz.. .Zzz...

Aoi: Thought so...

Taking Neko's silence as confirmation, as always Aoi takes it upon herself to answer the door instead.

As she opens the door she is shocked to see a rather well dressed badger, who comes bearing a request as he tries his best to introduce himself formally.

Melk: Hello, my name is Melk. Melk the badger, of the badger people, representing badgers for badger kind.

Aoi: Ah...So I take it that means you're a badger?

Melk: How very astute, I can tell this conversation is going to go swimmingly already.

Aoi: Oh yeah? Well, I do use words a lot.

Melk: I can tell, you must own a great dictionary.

Aoi: Oh you, enough with the flattery. What is it you came here for?

Melk: As I said, I am a representative. You see, I work for the Badger's Union of Sanitation Consent...Or as some like to call it "BUSC!!!"...

Aoi: Though I can't be bothered repeating it, I kinda prefer the long, unmemorable name.

Melk: You're not the only one. Especially seeing as speaking the abbreviation makes it sound like one is choking on a board game piece. But I digress. Our organisation was formed after a series of violent "trash riots" left parks littered with torn garbage bags and the scent of rotting food permeating apartment complexes for weeks upon weeks within this very colony.

Aoi: Wow...You'd think if such a big event did actually take place within our colony... it'd have been on the news or something, right?

Melk: It was on the news, if you didn't see it then it's because you are most assuredly stupid and unobservant.

Aoi: Ouch...that's a low blow. I thought you said I was smart and had a nice dictionary?

Melk: That was then and this is now, I've changed my mind and I don't think you are very smart at all. In fact, I'd go as far to say that I fucking hate you.

Aoi: Aw man...well, I'm sorry I couldn't live up to your lofty expectations in the end. I guess you'll probably want to leave now.

Melk: Ahem! NO! Stupid. I still have to finish my story first.

Aoi: But I thought you didn't like me and wanted to-...

Melk: As I was saying!!!!... The city council struck a desperate deal thanks to the previously mentioned incident. One in which badgers would now formally request permission before rummaging through colony citizens' refuse, in exchange for scheduled waste disposal rights.

Aoi: (Whispers) Should I say "wow" again, or should I keep listening silently and let you finish?...

Melk: Arg...Just shut up! I'm getting to the good bit!

Aoi: I'm sorry...

Melk: This development brought us the "Knock Pact"...A deal in which BUSC agents...surprisingly articulate, waistcoat-wearing badgers such as myself are allowed to approach homes with laminated consent forms. Refusal of the requests from these representatives means they "technically" won't dig through your trash... but the raccoon gangs aren't as polite.

Aoi: Oh, yeah, those guys. I wouldn't worry about them. They are all pretty much terrified of Neko, so they won't bother us if they know what's good for them.

Melk: Do you seriously think that's the only thing you have to worry about, you stupid fucking twat!?

Aoi: Huh!? Why are you yelling at me? I'm not yelling at you...

Melk: Because you have yet to understand the precarious nature of your situation, you clown!!! It's not just the gangs, unscrupulous landlords might sell "pre-approved" dumpster access to badger syndicates, leading to a shadow economy of bribery and forged paw-print signatures! Would you dare take such a risk!?!

Aoi: You make it sound so intense, is it really so important to put so many high level protocols on rummaging through someone's bin?

Melk: You've obviously never seen the horrors that unfold when a badger union rep is caught dumpster-diving without paperwork!

Aoi: Is it bad when that happens?

Melk: Are you kidding me? In that moment, tensions explode. Then it's every man for himself...

Aoi: Why, in that specific situation do people happen to lose their ability to talk, and by extension lose the ability to ask for help from their fellow man?

Melk: NO! It's because the ensuing riot we plan to orchestrate if any of us get found out will have us overturning compost bins and ultimately making a badger blockade of the mayor's prized rose garden.

Aoi: It kinda sounds like you've already got a plan for this, rather than speaking hypothetically.

Melk: Shit!...I've said too much...

Aoi: Huh, what do you mean?

Melk: I mean... me and you are gonna need to talk about how we're gonna handle this.

Aoi: Handle what, exactly?

Melk: The fact that you know more than you ever should've heard from the likes of me.

Aoi: I thought you said I was dumb? Now you're saying I know too much? You sure do flip flop a lot, you know that?

Melk: Don't get smart with me or I'll fucking kill you.

Aoi: Aren't you planning to do that already? That's usually what people do when they say someone knows too much in such a threatening manner from my experience, at least.

Melk: Well, excuse me for trying to give you the opportunity to offer up your trash can or some other form of bribe to smooth this whole thing over! I guess I really was giving you too much credit in the end! I should have stuck with my original assessment and dubbed you an utter fucking dip-shit of the lowest form of intellect.

Aoi: Hey!...You should really watch what you say. You might hurt a person's feelings being so mean, ya know.

Melk: That was the whole fucking point of every cruel word I just spoke, dumbass! Where you born yesterday or something!?

Aoi: No, my grandmother gave me a good long talking to once when I tried to change my birthday years ago. You see, I once wanted to go on this ride that was for kids who were older than I was at the time, and I thought "Oh, I know, I'll have a whole bunch of birthdays in one day and then I'll be tall enough in no time."...But as brilliant an idea as it was...my grandmother and the theme park staff saw through it...meaning they were all as sharp as all heck.

Melk: What the hell...Why did you tell me that completely worthless story!?

Aoi: It wasn't worthless, it was one of the most pivotal, key developmental moments of my childhood.

Melk: You know what, more importantly, why did I let you finish that story? It was completely pointless to the level that I could have stopped you at any time and it wouldn't have mattered.

Aoi: Aw, I'm sorry you didn't much like it. I can tell you a better story if you want?

Melk: No! NO! Don't you fucking dare! Just hold your tongue, you nitwit!

Aoi, does indeed grab her tongue as Melk says this, and then weirdly tries to reply to him.

Aoi: Yoob meeb lilk thith?...

She then just as soon lets go as she goes on to analyse the weird sound she just emitted.

Aoi: Holy heck, there's no way you can talk like that. Now I know why they say "cat got your tongue" when people can't talk.

Melk: I've had enough of this. I'm going to get you fired so you can live in squalor, you worthless life form. Where is your supervisor?

Aoi: She's asleep on the desk over there, see?

Aoi says this as she point to Neko who is indeed still sleeping contently on her desk.

This is not a state of merriment that is set to continue if Melk has anything to say about the matter, as the badger rolls up his sleeves and storms into the office (without asking) in order to give the cat a piece of his mind.

Melk: Hey, you!

Neko: Zzz...Zzz...Zzz...

Melk: Hey, I'm talking to you, you fucking bitch! Wake the hell up!!!

From here, Melk loses his refined calm aura
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