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Charging at one another across the Haruaru Desert, on the verge of doing battle, the Shivaha
Tribe and their hatred rival, the Kifah Tribe, were kicking up quite the sandstorm beneath
their feet. Wielding razor-sharp spears, these two clans of naked warriors were resolved to
making this battle a fight to the death. To the winner, the spoils. To the loser, erasure from
existence. No man on the losing side would be left alive.

Battles between such tribes never used to insist on such a final outcome, but in recent years,
The Shivaha had been the recipients of a dramatic upturn in their fortunes that the other tribes
wanted a piece of. The oasis on which their homestead, Shivah, was built had started to flood
every Spring, turning the area around it into fertile soil. Food was in abundance and the tribe
had grown strong. Anxious to claim this fertile land for themselves, their two rival tribes had
turned hostile. First The Wanzah Tribe had tried to take their land, only to be wiped out.
Now it was the Kifah’s turn to try their luck. They fancied their chances. The Shivaha Tribe
had 150 warriors, whereas The Kifah had 210.

As the battle charge continued, just outside the settlement that they were fighting over, the
warriors on both sides only had one thing in mind. Kill! The thought of being killed never
entered the equation. These were men without fear. Men fired up to the point of psychotic
bloodlust. This battle was going to be brutal and every man would play a violent part. Or so
they thought. As it turned out, however, The Shivaha charge ended prematurely and without
incident. Having been belting forth, screaming savage, murderous cries, they very soon
slowed to a jog then stopped to watch their rival tribe with their jaws firmly on the floor.
They were being ripped apart by a force, akin to a whirlwind.

The Kifah may have had more men, but The Shivaha Tribe had Aya West and her identical
twin sister Kaya, occasionally referred to as Ponytail. These two white women, who hailed
from the northerly nation of Lenthom had sought refuge in Shivah eight months ago and had
made it their home. As such, they were determined to defend it. The Kifah didn’t stand a
chance. These two young ladies possessed a rare skill which enabled them to zoom across
land at immeasurable speeds. You simply couldn’t see them coming. They were nothing
more than a blur that would vanish before your eyes could even begin to focus. Having
grown up attending military schools and academies, they also knew exactly how to kill a man
with precision and ultra efficiency.

Within seconds of the girls zooming in to attack, The Kifah charge turned into a panicked
mass of terrified and bewildered men trying to resist whatever it was that was happening to
them. For all they knew they were being attacked by the gods themselves. All they could see
was the occasional white blur and the odd glimpse of flying ponytails. Their two ultra fast
adversaries had started by slaughtering the leader before zooming through the ranks, slashing
throats as they went. The screams of death and fountains of blood had immediately brought
their charge to an end. Any thoughts of battling The Shivaha Tribe were now long forgotten
as they battled to merely remain alive for a few seconds more.



With his eyes wide-open in terror, one Kifah warrior paced backwards from where two of his
comrades had fallen then bellowed out to a warrior nearby.

CHIM: Can you see them? Can you see them?

KIBUSA: No!

(He shrieked.)

KIBUSA: Fuck! Yes!!! Duck, Chim!!!

(He then winced as Chim’s neck exploded with blood.)

KIBUSA: Shit! We need to retreat! We’ve angered the gods!!!

MARIFU: These are not gods; this is black magic!!!

KIBUSA: Whatever is it, the oasis has blessed our enemy! We must retreat!

MARIFU: Retreat? No!!! As a warrior, I’d rather...

(He then died before he could even pre-empt it.)

KIBUSA: No!!!

(He sighed.)

KIBUSA: We can’t fight what we can’t see.

(He then snarled determinedly.)

KIBUSA: But I will not die without putting up a fight!

(He then glanced around for a blur. Upon spotting something zoom past on the sand, he then
gritted his teeth and charged.)

KIBUSA: The Kifah will fight to the end!!! We will never give up!!!

(By the time he reached where he though the blur might have moved onto, however, it had
long gone.)

KIBUSA: | see!

(He then sighed with frustration.)

KIBUSA: Allow me to rephrase. Sometimes we do give up.

(He then knelt in the sand and glanced up at the sky to pray to the gods. Having offered his
neck up to Kaya, he was then slain where he knelt.)

KAYA: Too easy!

AYA: Right? If only all our enemies did that.

(One of the surviving Kifah glanced about himself in dismay.)

FRAPPU: What is this? Did you hear that??? Women! We are being slaughtered by
women!!!

(Another of the tribe was circling anxiously and flailing his sword around, desperately hoping
his act of self-preservation would bear fruit.)

LADIBI: I heard nothing! And I’ve seen nothing but a blur!

FRAPPU: They were women’s voices!

LADIBI: Goddesses?

FRAPPU: | fear it may be so!

(He whimpered.)

FRAPPU: Only a goddess could have such a cute voice but exert such brutality.

LADIBI: If you truly believe that, you’ve never met my wife!

FRAPPU: | introduced you to your wife!

(He furrowed his brow.)

FRAPPU: When she was my girlfriend.

LADIBI: Um...

FRAPPU: | never did get you back for that, did 1?

(He then lashed out and cut Ladibi’s head off.)

FRAPPU: Seeing as we’re gonna die soon anyway; you can have your punishment now.



(He then collapsed to the sand from a fatal wound to the heart that he didn’t even see
coming.)

FRAPPU: Ow.

(For thirty seconds or so, the assault continued on as sand flew into the air, kicked up by
panicking tribesman and the zooming heels of their two female assailants. Once there was
only one tribesman left, however, Aya and Kaya came to a halt, side by side, staring him
down. The lone survivor, Mitu, couldn’t believe his eyes. His tribe had been butchered by
two petite women wearing skimpy, white dresses. Clothes simply didn’t exist in the desert
and seeing them adorning such garments led him straight to the only conclusion he could
comprehend. They must be divine entities. As such, he looked at them in stunned awe for a
moment then grimaced.)

MITU: That was you, was it?

(He sunk to his knees.)

MITU: Forgive me, goddesses. | throw myself at your mercy.

(Aya smiled.)

AYA: Goddesses again.

KAYA: Right? Ilove how desert folk assume we’re that.

AYA: Yup. Being revered is awesome.

KAYA: But let’s stick to the matter in hand.

AYA: Right.

(She nodded.)

AYA: Kill him or let him go?

KAYA: If we don’t kill him, our tribe will.

AYA: Hmm... and nowhere near as painlessly.

KAYA: So essentially, it’d be kinder if we did it.

AYA: Agreed.

(Mitu nodded solemnly.)

MITU: So | have to die. Very well.

(He offered them a grateful nodded.)

MITU: Please. Just make it...

(He then collapsed to the sand, having been culled by Aya. He hadn’t even seen her zoom
towards him.)

KAYA: Nice work.

AYA: I’'m a nice person.

KAYA: Sure...

(Just then, they became acutely aware of the Shivaha tribesman cheering from where they’d
watched the cull; some two hundred metres away.)

KAYA: Hmm... it appears we’ve gained yet more favour with the tribe.

AYA: So it would seem.

KAYA: Yeah.

(She gave her sister a questioning glance.)

KAYA: So? What do you reckon? If they’d kept charging, would they have made it over
here before we killed everyone?

AYA: Hmm... close, I reckon. They might have got here in time to kill one or two, maybe.
KAYA: Useless. Never send a man to do a woman’s job, Aya.

AYA: Right?

(They chuckled together then started to head towards where the Shivaha tribe were
celebrating. Upon arriving, they were greeted by many a naked, onrushing warrior, eager to
throw his arms around them.)

AYA: Now, now, boys; that’s enough of that!



KAYA: Easy, tiger.

AYA: Hands!

KAYA: That’s by boob!

(The equally naked leader then intervened.)

RAMARI: Enough! Back away from the goddesses!

(His tribe swiftly obliged. Nodding to himself, the big man then stepped forwards.)
RAMARI: Goddess Aya, Goddess Kaya; once again, you have saved our proud nation. |
cannot thank you enough! Just like when you wiped out The Wanzah Tribe, you have...
(He then coughed with annoyance.)

RAMARI: Ahem! My eyes are up here!

(Aya and Kaya averted their gaze from his groin and grimaced at him.)

AYA: Sorry.

KAYA: It’s just... it’s right there...

AYA: Dangling merrily.

KAYA: And it’s huge!

(Ramari allowed himself a smug grin.)

RAMARI: Of course. Why do you think they made me the leader?

(He then ruffled his neck to recompose himself.)

RAMARI: Anyway... enough of that.

(He smirked at Aya.)

RAMARI: And it’s not like you’ve never seen it before, is it Aya?

KAYA: You slut!

(Aya blushed.)

AYA: What? It’s over a foot long and I was curious, that’s all.

KAY A: Disgraceful behaviour.

RAMARI: Not that you re in any position to judge, Kaya.

(Kaya winced.)

KAYA: Um...

AYA: Wow. Seriously?

KAYA: | was curious too!

RAMARI: Never mind that. Let’s just say that a good time was had by all and move on.
AYA: It was a good time.

KAYA: Uh-huh.

RAMARI: Indeed. At one point you howled like a wolf. That was interesting.
(Kaya palmed her forehead.)

KAYA: Aw, crap. I’'m so embarrassed.

AYA: Don’t be. I’m pretty sure I did the same. It’s like fifteen inches long!
RAMARI: Can we get back to the point, please???

KAYA: Right. Sorry.

AYA: Carry on.

RAMARI: Thank you.

(He nodded.)

RAMARI: Because of the fine victory you have won for us today, our nation can now
expand. And we can do so without fear of attack, for our enemies are no more!
KAYA: Wait. What? Expand? In what way?

RAMARI: In the same way we expanded after you defeated The Wanzah Tribe!
KAYA: Right...

(She nodded then looked to Aya.)

KAYA: What way’s that then?

AYA: | have no idea.



RAMARI: Then I shall explain. As honourable men of the desert, we are duty to bound to
absorb the women and children of the defeated tribes into our ranks.

(His men all punched the air and cheered.)

RAMARI: As such, you will all be expected to take a second wife!

(Another, even louder, cheer rose up. There was, however, one dissenting voice from the
somewhat effeminate fellow at the front.)

GUBU: Aw. Just my bleeding luck.

(He then threw out a limp wrist in frustration.)

RAMARI: Not you. You’re exempt.

(He shrugged at Aya and Kaya.)

RAMARI: He’s as gay as a fruitcake, that one. It’s his wife I feel sorry for.

AYA: Right...

RAMARI: Anyway...

(He then stood akimbo with his hands on his hips and raised his chin with pride.)
RAMARI: Today is a day of celebration! Our enemies have been destroyed and our nation is
now free to flourish. Therefore...

(He sighed.)

RAMARI: I’'ll remind you once again, ladies, my face is up here!

AYA: Look at the way it’s swaying in the breeze.

KAYA: Like a pendulum between his knees.

RAMARI: Ladies!

(Aya and Kaya glanced up at him.)

KAYA: Yes?

RAMARI: | said my face is up here.

AYA: Yes, but you’re very tall.

KAYA: We’ll get stiff necks staring up at that.

RAMARI: But this is important.

(He nodded proudly.)

RAMARI: | have made a decision. As a reward for everything you have done for our tribe,
you will be bestowed with the greatest honour our tribe has to offer. You will both be
promoted to the rank of Princess of Shivaha!

(The entire tribe cheered once again.)

AYA: Wow. Really? Princess?

KAYA: Like, royalty?

AYA: Kaya...

KAYA: Oh, like you 've never asked a stupid question.

AYA: Fair comment.

RAMARI: It was indeed a stupid question, but I shall answer it anyway. Yes; royalty! It
isn’t just a fancy title. It’s the second highest-ranking position in our tribe; only beneath our
esteemed leader. Me!

(He nodded.)

RAMARI: Offering you this high-ranking position is the very least our tribe can do in return
for all your great work in ensuring our tribe will thrive without peer or hindrance. Do you
accept?

(Aya and Kaya looked to one another.)

KAYA: Do we? We do, don’t we?

AYA: I can’t think of a single reason why we shouldn t.

(She shrugged.)

AYA: | mean, being referred to as a goddess sounds better, but that was literally just a title in
our case. Having a high-ranking role, on the other hand, that means something.



KAYA: It does, yes.

(She exhaled.)

KAYA: But more to the point, I’ve always dreamt of becoming a princess.

AYA: Yes, but it’s not going to anything like your idea of a princess. You’ll be a tribal
princess. You won’t get to wear a flowing dress and a tiara, you know?

(Kaya furrowed her brow.)

KAYA: I’ll wear whatever I like, Aya!

AYA: Will you? These people don’t believe in clothes. So we may be expected to...
(They swiftly turned to face Ramari.)

KAYA: We won’t have to strut about naked, will we?

AYA: What she said!

RAMARI: You are goddesses who’ve ascended to the rank of princess. I think you’ve
earned the right to wear what you like.

KAYA: A flowing dress and a tiara it is then.

RAMARI: If that is your choice, we respect it.

(He nodded.)

RAMARI: As ridiculous as the idea of wearing clothes may seem to us; who are we to doubt
the ideals of goddesses?

AYA: Good answer.

RAMARI: So, do you accept?

KAYA: We do!

AYA: Where do we sign up? And can we get changed first? We’re covered in blood.
RAMARI: Of course.

(He nodded.)

RAMARI: Today, is a day for preparations. The ceremony will be held tomorrow. At
sunrise.

KAYA: That’s early.

RAMARI: It is, yes, but we have to start early.

(He grimaced.)

RAMARI: It tends to drag on a bit, you see?

(He then folded his arms.)

RAMARI: Come. We shall return to the village where you will receive further instruction.
(He groaned.)

RAMARI: And how many times? My face is up here!!!

Back in the village, one hour later, the naked duo of Aya and Kaya found themselves
kneeling around a bucket of water in the centre of their tent, scrubbing away at their white
dresses. The bloodstains from the battle were proving to be extremely stubborn.

AYA: Easy, Kaya; you’ll rip it if you scrub it any harder.

KAYA: But if I don’t I’1l never get the stains out.

(She sighed.)

KAYA: What’s their blood made from exactly? It’s not normally this hard to wash off
bloodstains.

AYA: Because we’d normally use vinegar.

(She sighed.)

AYA: | love this village, | really do, but sometimes | miss home comforts like that.
KAYA: Yeah. Washing was so much easier in Lenthom.

AYA: They don’t have wine here either. That sucks.

KAYA: Or a clothes shop.



AYA: Yeah.

(She nodded sternly.)

AYA: That’s the one thing I would change. I’d love a new outfit; | really would.
KAYA: Some hopes. Clothes are such an alien concept here, we 're considered prudes!
Who’d have thought that would ever happen?

AYA: After a lifetime of getting nagged for being underdressed? Not me.

KAYA: Right? We’ve gone from being considered scantily clad tarts to being seen as
overdressed prudes. We can’t win, can we?

AYA: We really can’t. People are shit, Kaya.

KAYA: Yes. Yes, they are.

(Just then, a female voice rose up from the entrance to the tent.)

MYASHA: Greetings, goddesses.

(Aya and Kaya glanced over their shoulders at her then smiled.)

AYA: Hi.

KAYA: Hello.

AYA: Can we help you?

MYASHA: Yes. My name is Myasha. Ramari sent me. It’s about the ceremony tomorrow.
Do you have a few minutes?

(Aya and Kaya shrugged.)

AYA: Sure.

KAYA: Take a seat.

(They then headed over to a semi-circular wooden bench with a crude, woven cover draped
over it.)

KAYA: | kinda miss sofas too.

AYA: God, yes.

MYASHA: Sorry?

KAYA: Nothing. Just thinking. Please...

(She gestured to the semi-circular seat. Moments later, once they were all seated with
Myasha in the middle, their meeting commenced.)

MYASHA: May I start by congratulating you both on your ascent.

AYA: You may, yes.

KAYA: Thank you.

MYASHA: Our humble tribe are honoured by your acceptance. Noble goddesses of purest
beauty; counting you among our number brings us all much joy.

KAYA: Aw. That’s so sweet.

AYA: Right?

(Myasha then sighed.)

MYASHA: You make me feel humble. I’d kill for your boobs.

KAYA: What?

MYASHA: They’re so big they could feed the entire village.

AYA: Um...

MYASHA: If you were lactating, | mean.

AYA: Right. ..

MYASHA: Sorry. I got distracted. I’'m deeply envious. Of your boobs.

KAYA: We get it!

MYASHA: Oh. Right. Yes.

(She ruffled her neck to compose herself then continued.)

MYASHA: Anyway, | was asked to come and talk you through the ceremony; to let you
know what it entails.

KAYA: Okay.



MYASHA: We start at sunrise.

AYA: Okay. That much we knew.

MYASHA: Those in attendance will be, yourselves, our esteemed leader and every male
member of the tribe.

KAYA: Just the men folk?

MYASHA: That’s right.

AYA: A bit sexist, but okay.

MYASHA: The ceremony should end around sunset. And then the entire village will feast.
KAYA: Ooh, | like a feast.

AYA: They’re the best thing ever.

KAYA: | concur.

MYASHA: Motion carried.

(She nodded.)

MYASHA: But there’s a lot to do before we reach the feasting stage.

KAYA: Go on.

MYASHA: It begins with vows.

AYA: Vows?

(She chuckled.)

AYA: What, like a wedding?

MYASHA: No. Not like a wedding.

(She smiled.)

MYASHA: It is a wedding.

(Aya and Kaya glowered at her.)

AYA: Excuse me?

MYASHA: You sound surprised. How can you be surprised? You’re becoming princesses
because you agreed to marry the prince.

(Aya and Kaya flinched in perfect synchronicity.)

KAYA: Come again!

AYA: We did what now?

KAYA: When? And what prince?

MYASHA: Crown Prince Ramari.

AYA: Um...

KAYA: Wait... what?

MYASHA: Again, you sound surprised. He told me you’d agreed to marry him.
KAYA: He didn’t even ask us to marry him.

AYA: There wasn’t even the slightest mention of it.

MYASHA: But did you not accept the position of princesses?

KAYA: Well... yeah, but...

MYASHA: Then the fact it was a proposal was obvious. We do not have kings and queens.
We have a Crown Prince and to agree to become a princess is to agree to marry him.
KAYA: Right...

AYA: That’s news to us.

MYASHA: I see. But still... congratulations.

(She exhaled.)

MYASHA: You’re so lucky. All the women in this village want to marry him.
KAYA: On account of his massive...

MY ASHA: Because he’s our leader.

KAYA: Right.

(Aya giggled.)

AYA: Fuck sake, Kaya.



KAYA: I didn’t know, did I?

MYASHA: Anyway, moving on...

KAYA: Right. I’m not sure I want to move on, to be honest. Marriage?

AYA: Yeah...

(Myasha exhaled.)

MYASHA: That’s right. Like I said, you’re so lucky.

KAYA: Well...

AYA: You say that...

MYASHA: Anyway, after the vows...

KAYA: Hold on. This isn’t what we signed up for.

MYASHA: We’ll move on to the confirmation.

KAYA: Wait. Isaid...

MY ASHA: That’s where you’ll have to prove...

KAYA: We don’t want to.

MYASHA: Your allegiance to the tribe.

KAYA: She’s not listening, Aya.

AYA: Nope.

(She furrowed her brow.)

AYA: Stop!!! Myasha, is it?

MYASHA: Yes?

AYA: We didn’t agree to marry anybody.

MYASHA: You didn’t?

KAYA: No.

MYASHA: | see.

(She then smiled.)

MYASHA: But still. It’s the Crown Prince. Like you’d turn him down.

KAYA: Actually...

AYA: Oh, just let her say what she has to say and we can refute it later. Carry on, Myasha.
MYASHA: Right. Okay.

(She nodded.)

MYASHA: I’ll start again. After the vows, you’ll move onto the confirmation, where you’ll
prove your allegiance to the tribe.

KAYA: Right...

AYA: And how would we go about that exactly?

KAYA: By reciting a speech probably

MYASHA: No, no; nothing dull like that.

(She smiled.)

MYASHA: You’ll prove your allegiance by conceiving an heir.

(Aya and Kaya’s brows instantly furrowed.)

MYASHA: [ warn you now though. That’s going to be exhausting. You see, it’s a princess’s
duty to produce an heir as soon as possible. The first born son, you see, will become the
successor to the Prince’s throne.

(She nodded.)

MYASHA: So, in accordance with the laws of our tribe, you’ll both be impregnated there and
then. At the ceremony.

KAYA: Wanna fucking bet?

MYASHA: Sorry?

AYA: Are you seriously telling me, you expect us to get rogered by the crown prince in front
of the entire delegation?

MYASHA: No, nothing like that.



(She smiled.)

MYASHA: You’ll get rogered by the entire delegation before the prince has his turn.
(Kaya’s voice became extremely shrill at this point.)

KAYA: What???

MYASHA: Yeah. Like I said, it’ll be exhausting.

(She sighed.)

MY ASHA: But that’s how it is. Tribal tradition forbids one family from having a dynasty, so
all the warriors have to take it in turns to roger the princess until she has a male heir. That
way nobody knows who the father is, thus preventing one family from ever asserting control.
Clever, right?

(She grimaced.)

MYASHA: That’s why the ceremony’s going to take so long. There’s two of you and all one
hundred and fifty or so warriors are going to have do both of you.

(She smiled.)

MYASHA: But don’t worry. They’ve been instructed to thrust as fast as possible in order to
speed up ejaculation.

(Aya growled.)

AYA: How thoughtful.

MYASHA: Right?

(She sat back.)

MYASHA: So? Any questions?

AYA: No! None! Not one. We’ve heard more than enough, thank you.

(She pointed to the exit.)

AYA: You may leave!

KAYA: In fact, we insist on it.

MYASHA: Oh. Well... okay.

(She climbed to her feet.)

MY ASHA: I’ll return just before dawn to collect you. Oh, and don’t wear clothes.

(She then bowed and headed for the doorway of the tent.)

MYASHA: Farewell, sweet goddesses. Thank you for blessing me with the honour of your
company.

(She then headed out of the tent. Almost immediately, Aya and Kaya turned at scowled at
one another.)

AYA: Nope!

KAYA: That’s what I was gonna say.

(She shuddered.)

KAYA: There’s no way I’'m lying on my back, in full view of everybody, while a hundred
and fifty well-endowed men make merry with my love bucket.

AYA: | know, right?

KAYA: It’s ridiculous. They all have massive dongs, Aya; that’s gonna chafe like hell!
AYA: Like that’s the issue! They want to impregnate us, Kaya!

KAYA: Right. Yes. You're right. That’s far worse.

(She grimaced.)

KAYA: Sorry. As soon as she mentioned it, | pictured their massive man parts and all |
could think about was a fiery, burning sensation in my girl parts.

AYA: Yes, well, that’s not even relevant, is it? Even if they all had tiny todgers like
Commander Croxley, it’d still be a no.

KAYA: Right? That would be much easier though. No chafing there. That thing would
barely touch the sides.



AYA: Kaya, can you stop focussing on the size of the penises and wake up, please?
Pregnancy, woman!

KAYA: | know!

AYA: Do you?

(She sighed with frustration.)

AYA: Sometimes I think the people of Lenthom named you Ponytail, because they had to
reference the outside of your head.

(Kaya shook her head at her.)

KAYA: Really? Are you still jealous because | was given a superhero nickname and you
weren’t?

AYA: No.

(She ruffled her neck.)

AYA: It wasn’t really fair though, was it? | saved the town too; they just didn’t See my part.
KAYA: Wow.

(She rolled her eyes.)

KAYA: Just let it go, will you? We need to focus on our next move.

AYA: Yes, well... I’d have thought our next move was obvious.

(They glanced into each other’s eyes.)

KAYA: | agree.

AYA: I didn’t say anything.

KAYA: We’re twins. I can read you like a book. You think we should flee in the night.
AYA: Wrong. | am going to flee in the night.

KAYA: Nope. Now it’s your turn to be wrong.

(She nodded.)

KAYA: We’re gonna flee in the night!

AYA: Right. Which way are you thinking?

KAYA: The same as you, | expect.

AYA: North!

KAYA: Maybe not then.

AYA: North just makes sense. For all we know, every other direction might just lead to more
desert. Only hotter. And with no oasis. Certain death!

KAYA: That’s why I want to go west; back towards Lenthom.

AYA: That’s north!

KAYA: It’s west!

(They groaned at each other then headed for a map on the wall. Having scanned it with their
eyes, they both blushed then glanced away.)

KAYA: Right. So... we’ll be heading north-west then.

AYA: Apparently so.

(She then glanced at her sister sternly.)

AYA: Let’s get our bags ready, shall we? As soon as that sun vanishes over the horizon
we’re out of here.

KAYA: Uh-huh. And not a second later!

That afternoon in the nation of Lenthom’s capital city, Tifrel, three exhausted men staggered
through the streets, towards the large military complex at its heart. Looking very much like
they’d just escaped from a war torn hell hole, their clothes were ripped, their boots were on
the verge of disintegrating and you could barely see their faces for dirt. The people of the
city were giving them an extremely wide berth. Not only did they look hideous, but they
smelt like a mixture of rotten sewage and death.



Caring very little for the disgusted remarks and revolted glances they were receiving, the
three men soldiered forth with their eyes fixed on their goal. The guard at the gate. Not
about to relent in their slow and painful stagger, despite their aching feet and burning limbs,
they continued on until they were close enough for the guard to acknowledge them. Able to
smell them from fifty feet away, the guard in question was not slow in calling them to a halt
from a distance and shouting at them.

GUARD: This is a military base! State your business or be on your way!

(He then drew his sword, much to the disdain of the exhausted man in the centre of the three.)
CROXLEY: Put that sword away, you cunt! It’s me; Commander Croxley!

(The guard flinched.)

GUARD: Commander???

CROXLEY: You heard me, dickhead. Now let us through!

(The guard scoffed.)

GUARD: Wait! You’re not Commander Croxley! Commander Croxley didn’t have a beard!
(He then called over his shoulder.)

GUARD: We’ve got three chancers here, Dave. Bring some of the boys over here.
CROXLEY: | am Commander Croxley, you low-ranking halfwit! I’ve been away on active
duty for seven months!!! During which time, | grew a beard!!!

GUARD: Yeah? Then who’s that with you?

CROXLEY: These two cunts are Agent Six and Agent Seven!

AGENT SIX: I don’t think calling us cunts was really necessary, sir.

AGENT SEVEN: Especially after all the shit we’ve been through together.

AGENT SIX: Because of you!

CROXLEY': Nobody asked your opinions!!!

(He snarled.)

CROXLEY: Now let us through, guard!

GUARD: Not until you prove you’re who you say you are!!!

(Croxley growled.)

CROXLEY: I’'m gonna hit you with my sword in a minute, boy! The pointy end!

GUARD: Don’t be like that. If you are indeed the Commander, you know damned well there
are protocols here at the gate.

CROXLEY: There are protocols in all walks of army life, you prick! Such as the one that
demands that you do what the fuck your seniors tell you to do!!!

(Just then, another guard appeared and flinched in astonishment.)

DAVE: Commander? Commander Croxley?

CROXLEY: What?

(He looked enlightened.)

CROXLEY: Wait! I know you! You’re Bob!

DAVE: Dave!

CROXLEY: Dave Bobb?

DAVE: No.

(He sighed.)

DAVE: Doesn’t matter. Look, we’ve been given strict instructions...

CROXLEY: Who?

DAVE: The gate team.

CROXLEY: Gotcha.

DAVE: We’ve been told that if you ever come back, we have you send you directly to the
Major-General’s office. Right away!

GUARD: Are you sure that’s wise? Only, I can smell him from here.



DAVE: Good point.

(He nodded.)

DAVE: Maybe you should visit the showers then go.

CROXLEY: Fine! Just let me in!

DAVE: Very well. Use the showers in the training block.

CROXLEY: No! I'll use the showers in the officer’s mess.

DAVE: I wouldn’t advise that, sir?

CROXLEY: Oh? And why not?

DAVE: They won’t let you in smelling like that.

CROXLEY: Why, you...

DAVE: Just use the training block. You can get cleaned up there and borrow a training
uniform before you go and visit the Major-General, without offending your fellow officers
with the smell. It just makes sense.

(Croxley growled.)

CROXLEY: Fine. | suppose that does make sense. I don’t exactly want my peers to see me
looking like this. I’1l head to the training block then. Just let me in.

DAVE: Yes, sir.

(He then helped the other guard crank open the gate. Delighted to see it, the three worn out
men staggered forth through them. With every step they took, the two men at the gate paced
backwards, holding their noses.)

CROXLEY: That’s deeply offensive, you know that, right?

DAVE: So is the smell, sir.

CROXLEY: Yes, well... if you’d just endured the hell we 've endured you’d be a lot more
sympathetic, I’'m sure.

(He pouted.)

CROXLEY: It’s been miserable.

(He then paced onwards, shaking his head.)

In the military base’s command centre, approximately one hour later, Major-General
Highcroft was in conference with one of his generals; General Goodman. The two men
would meet twice a week to discuss the latest developments in Lenthom’s war with
neighbouring Nawsland. Well aware of the importance of being adaptable during wartime,
they’d use these meetings to define tactics and devise back up plans should those tactics fail.
Their latest discussion, however, wasn’t going so well. There was a problem at hand that
neither of them knew how to resolve.

HIGHCROFT: So, what you’re telling me, General, is that we may never find out who these
miscreants are.

GENERAL: As long as they stay in situ, that might well be the case, I’'m afraid.
HIGHCROFT: Shit.

(He bit his lip.)

HIGHCROFT: In that case, maybe we handled the task poorly from the beginning.
GENERAL: I don’t see how, sir. In fact, I wouldn’t consider anything we’ve done to be a
misstep.

(He sat back and bit his lip.)

GENERAL.: We found out that Nawsland had posted spies in several small towns in order to
seduce the town chiefs for information, so we warned the town chiefs. That was the right
thing to do. Unfortunately, information kept slipping out because, quite clearly, some of the
randy buggers were so blinded by the spy’s feminine charms, they couldn’t see them as a
threat.



(He nodded.)

GENERAL: So we simply stopped sending town chiefs the latest security updates. The right
thing once again. Nothing in that was a misstep.

HIGHCROFT: Indeed. | wholeheartedly agree.

(He sucked his teeth.)

HIGHCROFT: Unfortunately, finding out who those spies are is nigh on impossible. And
unless the town chiefs come forward and admit to shagging a floozy and accidentally let
information slip, we might never find out.

GENERAL: Unless the spies decide to suddenly skip town because the information has dried
up.

HIGHCROFT: Which few are stupid enough to do, because they know it’ll give them away.
GENERAL.: Indeed.

HIGHCROFT: Meaning many of our small towns still have Nawsland spies in their midst
and we’ve got no way of flushing them out.

GENERAL: That’s about the shape of it, sir.

HIGHCROFT: Quite.

(He nodded sternly.)

HIGHCROFT: Actually, I refuse to accept that. There has to be a way, General, and you and
I are going to sit here until we’ve thought of one. I don’t care how long it takes either. You
and I have one task today and that’s finding a solution to this problem.

(Just then, there was a knocking on the door.)

HIGHCROFT: Shit. I’ll get rid of whoever that is and we can get down to it.

GENERAL.: Sir.

(The Major-General glanced at the door.)

HIGHCROFT: Enter!

(The door then crept open and Commander Croxley stuck his head around it.)

CROXLEY: You wanted to see me, sir?

GENERAL: Be gone, Commander; we’re in the midst of an important discussion here.
HIGHCROFT: Not anymore!

GENERAL.: Sir?

(The Major-General’s nostril’s twitched.)

HIGHCROFT: Get in here, Croxley.

CROXLEY: Sir.

HIGHCROFT: Wait outside, General.

GENERAL: But sir...

HIGHCROFT: Go!

(He then glowered at Croxley.)

HIGHCROFT: I've waited a bloody long time for this!

(The general sighed then upped and headed for the door.)

GENERAL: Very well.

HIGHCROFT: Excellent.

(He watched the general leave before glowering at Croxley again.)

HIGHCROFT: Sit!

CROXLEY: Sir.

HIGHCROFT: But not comfortably.

(He nodded.)

HIGHCROFT: In fact, grab that rock hard cushion from the sofa and put that on the chair
before you sit down.

CROXLEY: Um...

HIGHCROFT: Now, Sergeant!!!



CROXLEY: Sergeant???

HIGHCROFT: Would you rather be a corporal? The rank of private is available too!

(With a flinch, Croxley hurriedly grabbed the rock hard cushion then raced over to a seat
before the Major-General’s desk and sat down on it.)

HIGHCROFT: Thank you.

CROXLEY: Right... yes...

(He bit his lip.)

CROXLEY: So... I, um... sense you’re not in the best of moods with me, sir.
(Major-General Highcroft just sat there and silently scowled at him.)

CROXLEY: Right. | sensed correctly.

HIGHCROFT: Croxley!

CROXLEY: Sir?

HIGHCROFT: I’d like you to explain something to me. I’d like you to explain a few things,
actually. Starting with where the fucking hell you’ve been for seven months. And why!
CROXLEY: Well...

HIGHCROFT: In your own time. And your own words. If any of those words turn out to be
a lie, however, there will be consequences. Such as a punch in the face or a mallet to the
testicles; depends how | feel at the time really.

(He nodded.)

HIGHCROFT: You may begin.

(Very much aware that he was in a world of trouble, Croxley sat up straight and immediately
began to orate his explanation with a view to making himself sound as heroic as possible.)
CROXLEY: Well, sir; we had a situation, you see? A mission came in seven months ago, so
as per my role as head of the special agent unit, as always, | assigned the two men whom |
thought were the best ones for the task. Unfortunately, angry at being overlooked, two other
agents took it upon themselves to sabotage those agents then do the mission themselves.
They deserted in order to prove a point.

(He nodded.)

CROXLEY: Well, sir, desertion will not be tolerated. As you know, I’m a stickler for the
rules, so | took two of my best agents and headed off in pursuit of them. My goal was to
arrest them and bring them back into the fold.

(He sighed.)

CROXLEY: Unfortunately, when we arrived at the location in question, the township of
Birdstone, the deserters had already completed the mission and were now on the run. Well,
in my capacity of the head of their unit, | decided to go after them and bring them back into
the fold. For months on end | pursued them, determined to catch them and return them to the
base.

HIGHCROFT: And did you catch them?

CROXLEY: Unfortunately not, sir. Despite my best efforts, they somehow gave us the slip.
We must have taken a wrong turn somewhere, probably during a blizzard, because | know for
a fact that we were right there on their tail for quite some time.

(He shook his head.)

CROXLEY: It was deeply unfortunate. Truly.

HIGHCROFT: So that’s where you were, is it? Pursuing them?

CROXLEY: Up hill and down dale, sir; we left no stone unturned in our search.
HIGHCROFT: | see.

(He smiled then sat back.)

HIGHCROFT: | feel you may have left a few things out of that rendition of events.
CROXLEY: Me, sir? No, sir?



HIGHCROFT: Oh, but you did, didn’t you? You see, I happen to know you also took agent
twenty-three with you. You left him in Birdstone.

CROXLEY: Ah, yes. | did forget that minor detail, sir. Forgive me. It’s been a while and
my memory is a little hazy.

HIGHCROFT: How convenient.

CROXLEY: Well...

HIGHCROFT: | had a good chat with agent twenty-three when he returned to this base, you
know? He told me all about how agent fifty-nine sabotaged your journey to Birdstone, giving
agent sixty time to complete the mission. Apparently, she made a monkey of you all.
CROXLEY: Well... I wouldn’t have said monkey, sir.

HIGHCROFT: You don’t have to. Agent twenty-three already said it. He also said, you
headed off after the two deserters by charging up the mountain.

CROXLEY: That’s correct.

HIGHCROFT: He also told me that the townsfolk were giggling because the two agents you
were pursuing ran down the mountain.

CROXLEY: What? But I was told...

HIGHCROFT: I know. That’s what they were giggling about. A humble townsman sent you
off in the wrong direction.

(Croxley’s brow furrowed.)

CROXLEY: The bastard!

HIGHCROFT: Well, what did you expect? You were trying to arrest the two agents who’d
saved their town from obliteration. They were never going to help you, were they? Only an
idiot would think otherwise. That idiot being you.

CROXLEY: Right... well... that’s... so were never close to catching them at any point?
HIGHCROFT: Correct.

(He nodded.)

HIGHCROFT: Now punch yourself in the face.

CROXLEY: What?

HIGHCROFT: Are you deaf? | said punch yourself in the face. Go on.

CROXLEY: Why would I...

HIGHCROFT: Because if you don’t, I will.

CROXLEY: You’ll punch yourself in the face?

HIGHCROFT: No! I'll punch you! Now do it!

CROXLEY: Right.

(With that, he braced himself then gave himself a right hook to his own chin.)
HIGHCROFT: Excellent.

CROXLEY: Thank you, sir.

HIGHCROFT: Did it hurt?

CROXLEY: Not really, sir.

HIGHCROFT: Then clearly you did it wrong. Do it again.

CROXLEY: But, sir...

HIGHCROFT: Do it!

(Croxley sighed in defeat then punched himself again.)

CROXLEY: Ow!

HIGHCROFT: There you go. That’s much better.

(He nodded.)

HIGHCROFT: So, now I know where you’ve been, we can get down to the crux of the issue.
CROXLEY: It sounds to me like you already knew where I’d been. Agent twenty-three
already told you.



HIGHCROFT: Ah, yes. That’s very true, actually. And me already knowing things is going
to be the theme of this conversation, I’m afraid. You see, once my two precious agents, fifty-
nine and sixty went missing I did some research.

CROXLEY: Precious, sir?

HIGHCROFT: Yes. Extremely precious. | was horrified, so | did a little digging into why
they might have disappeared. And now | know everything about it. And everything about
you! So, please, bear that in mind when answering in future.

(He furrowed his brow.)

HIGHCROFT: | already know what happened!

(Croxley gulped.)

HIGHCROFT: Yes, you might well gulp, arse-face.

CROXLEY: Arse-face?

HIGHCROFT: That’s right, shitty-bollocks.

CROXLEY: Um...

HIGHCROFT: What? What’s wrong? Do you think I’m being unreasonable?
CROXLEY: Well...

HIGHCROFT: I do seem very cross, don’t [?

(He raised a questioning eyebrow.)

HIGHCROFT: Would you like me to tell you why?

CROXLEY: Um... no?

HIGHCROFT: I said, would you like me to tell you why?

CROXLEY: Right. Understood. Yes, please.

HIGHCROFT: Very well. If you insist.

(He then leant on the arm of his chair and sighed.)

HIGHCROFT: I'll start by telling you a story.

CROXLEY: I look forward to hearing it.

HIGHCROFT: Shut up!

CROXLEY: Yes, sir.

HIGHCROFT: Roughly six years ago, | received a memo from the headmaster at Easton
Grange Military Academy. It was in regard to two of his female students. Aya and Kaya
West. He asked me to come down and assess them. According to him, they were a
phenomenon. They had abilities the likes of which he’d never seen before. It had to be seen
to be believed, he said. So | popped along.

(He shrugged.)

HIGHCROFT: Mostly out of curiosity. I mean, I’ve seen a lot of talented students before,
what could possibly be any different about these two?

CROXLEY: They...

HIGHCROFT: If you speak again, I’ll smash my decanter over your head.

(Croxley just sank in his seat.)

HIGHCROFT: Wise.

(He exhaled.)

HIGHCROFT: Honestly, Corporal...

(Croxley winced.)

HIGHCROFT: I’ve never seen anything like it. They could zoom at speeds that were
impossible for the eye to follow. And they knew how to kill a man; and what’s more they
were happy to do it. They fully understood the concept of kill or be killed, you see? 1 tell
you, my eyes lit up. With those two girls in our ranks, our chances of winning this war,
would rise exponentially. They were essentially stealth assassins who didn’t even need to
hide. The ultimate soldiers! So I signed them up! There and then!

(His brow then started to furrow.)



HIGHCROFT: | needed to make the most of their talents, Croxley. To maximise their
potential. To get the best out of easily the two greatest assets in our entire military. So | sent
them to the special agent unit, where they’d be under the command of my most trusted
commander.

(Croxley rapidly started sinking in his seat.)

HIGHCROFT: That was you, by the way. You!

(Croxley could only scratch his neck and whimper.)

HIGHCROFT: But that’s enough of the story telling. Let’s have a quiz instead.

(He nodded.)

HIGHCROFT: You may now speak, but only to answer my questions. Understood?
CROXLEY: Yes, sir.

HIGHCROFT: Excellent. Question one. | sent those two girls to you to do missions and
continue to hone their skills. What did you have them do instead? You may answer.
(Croxley’s bottom lip quivered.)

CROXLEY: Well... I... you see... I wasn’t quite sure about... you know...

HIGHCROFT: Incorrect! The answer was, you had them doing sexual favours for visiting
generals and serving drinks wearing only a thong, in the officer’s mess.

CROXLEY: Um...

HIGHCROFT: Question two. A week before | transferred those two young ladies to your
command, | sent you the funds to build a female only dorm and shower block in order to
accommodate them. What did you do with the money? You may answer.

CROXLEY: Right. Well, you see, sir...

HIGHCROFT: Bear in mind, | already know the answer and any attempt to bullshit me is
going to cost you dear. Very dear!

(Croxley grimaced anxiously for a moment then hung his head.)

CROXLEY: I spent it on a golf weekend for myself and the other higher ups.
HIGHCROFT: Correct!

CROXLEY: I can explain, sir...

HIGHCROFT: No need. | already know what happened, remember? I wasn’t just going to
ignore the fact that my two greatest assets had fled, was 1? It was only natural for me to
investigate, old boy. You didn’t want females in your unit and considered them an unwanted
hindrance, so you gave them nothing.

CROXLEY: Yes... I... wish I could deny that, but...

HIGHCROFT: Question three!

CROXLEY: Shit.

HIGHCROFT: When | ordered you to send two agents to our allies in the Saumur nation in
order to pose as new recruits while searching out a spy, why did you send agents fifty-nine
and sixty to work in the harem instead? You may answer.

CROXLEY: Um... I figured we’d have more success that way.

HIGHCROFT: Incorrect! The answer is, because you’re a cunt.

CROXLEY: Yes, sir. Sorry.

HIGHCROFT: Actually, that was just my take on it. The real reason was, agent sixty kept
pestering you for missions, so you did it to teach her a lesson. Didn’t you?

(Croxley hung his head.)

CROXLEY: What can I tell you, sir; I’'m ashamed and embarrassed.

HIGHCROFT: Not to mention a cunt and a bell-end.

CROXLEY: That too.

HIGHCROFT: I hate you, Croxley. I sent them to you because I believed you’d take good
care of them. And more importantly, make good use of them. Instead, you made them live in



a dorm with randy male soldiers and do perverted chores for the higher-ups. That harem
mission was the only one you ever gave them!

CROXLEY: And I feel awful about it, sir.

HIGHCROFT: Good. I hope so too.

(He smiled.)

HIGHCROFT: But I’'m a fair man, if nothing else. And I’'m willing to give you a shot at
redemption.

(He nodded.)

HIGHCROFT: As opposed to simply having you shot out of a cannon.

CROXLEY: Sir?

HIGHCROFT: That was my original thought, but no. I’ll give you a chance to make things
right.

CROXLEY: That’s very gracious of you, sir. And to repay your faith in me, | promise to
lead the unit with nothing but the utmost honour and integrity from now on.

HIGHCROFT: Oh, no, no, no, no, no. You misunderstand. That ship already sailed. | made
Bingley the commander of that unit months ago.

CROXLEY: What???

HIGHCROFT: You went missing in action, dick head!

(He ruffled his neck.)

HIGHCROFT: And I'm glad, because it forced me to investigate and now I realise you’re not
cut out for such a role anyway.

CROXLEY: But my redemption...

HIGHCROFT: Ah, yes.

(He nodded.)

HIGHCROFT: Get a good night’s sleep then go to the gate at eight AM. Don’t be late.
You’ll be met by three men of my choosing. You can lead the group, despite being a lowly
corporal.

(Croxley’s shoulder’s slumped.)

CROXLEY: And what will I have to do?

HIGHCROFT: I’'m glad you asked me that, I really am.

(He smiled.)

HIGHCROFT: You’re going to go to Birdstone to make a start on a somewhat delicate task.
| want you to find agents fifty nine and sixty and ask them to come back.

CROXLEY: But, sir... I just came back from hunting them down and...

HIGHCROFT: It’s either that or be fired!

CROXLEY: In that case, I’'ll drag them back kicking and screaming, sir.

(Highcroft gave an exasperate sigh.)

HIGHCROFT: No, you fucking won’t! You’ll find them then ask them nicely to come back!
CROXLEY: Ask them nicely? They’re deserters, sir!

HIGHCROFT: On the contrary, after the way you treated them, there isn’t a single court in
the land who wouldn’t consider them refugees, fleeing from a repressive regime! You cast
them into what in legal terms would be considered sexual slavery!

CROXLEY: Right...

HIGHCROFT: But our army needs them. It needs them to come back because they want to
fight for their country. Force them and they’ll just run away again. And you know damned
well, there isn’t a single person in our entire military who could even begin to sto