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FUTILE FANTASY FOUR
THE CURSE OF AURORA

Darkness prevailed along the north continent coastline. The midnight hour had long
passed and all was quiet except for the sound of the waves gently lapping against the
shore. Making the most of the mild summer night, an elderly gentleman lay back on
the beach a mile to the west of the beautiful kingdom of Guevina. With a fishing line
tied to his wrist, he dozed off in the sand almost as if tranquilized by the peacefulness
of it all. His snoring was slow and relaxed and a little smile crossed his face as he
dreamt.

Suddenly, his expression changed. His eyes flashed open and he swiftly sat bolt up
right. Very much awake, he gasped in horror then quickly climbed to his feet, gaping
in bewilderment at the sight before him. The sky to the east was burning yellow from
the flames leaping upwards from the east wing of Guevina castle.

While the old fisherman gaped in utter helplessness, the people of the kingdom were
very much in action. A human chain leading from the castle to the sea, hurriedly
passed buckets of water along in an attempt to defeat the inferno. They yelled
desperately to each other for more haste and more buckets as the crackle of the
growing fire increased to near deafening. Clearly out of control, the fire venomously
issued its wrath on the castle with a heat so intense people could hardly get near it.
The desperate men in the bucket chain however, continued to do their utmost despite
the stinging of the fiery heat on their sweaty faces. With desperate determination,
they fought with everything they had to try and save their precious royal castle from
the fire's unyielding assault. Even as the rapidly spreading flames began to illuminate
right down the beach as far as the sea, they refused to accept defeat.

Inside the castle the raging inferno rampaged its way through room after room,
destroying everything in its path, the walls glowing from the heat. Inside one
particular thin corridor, flames carpeted the roof heading towards a large wooden door
at the end. Flames flew from both its windows as the fire kept up its attack,
unchallenged in the empty corridor. Just then, the door burst open with a vengeance
and there stood the brave Lefiat with a heroic glint in his eye. Determined to save the
day, he stepped forward purposefully just as the door swung back, spamming his face
like a hammer before gently falling back open again. Somewhat dazed, he shook his
head in an attempt to clear his vision then strode through the door like a man on a
mission, with his fiancée, princess Mandika slung over both his shoulders.

LEFIAT: Fear not my princess... I’ll save you!

(And with that, he raced down the corridor hunching to avoid the flames overhead.
Still ducking, he raced around the corner just missing the edge of the wall with the
princess’ head.)

MANDIKA: Careful, you stupid...

(Bravely, he rushed down the corridor as her words were drowned out by the thudding
of the roof caving in behind them. Without even looking back, he determinedly raced
on. Oblivious to the meaning of fear, he leapt chairs and barged his way through



doors as the princess screamed out in terror. Onwards to safety he went until they
reached the door of a guest bedroom which was locked from the inside. The princess,
always prone to premature panic, whimpered like a schoolgirl as Lefiat took two steps
back and kicked open the door. Immediately, his eyes bulged and he cried out in
terror.)

LEFIAT: Shit!!!

(Using every ounce of strength he could muster, he leapt powerfully to one side as a
huge back-draft raged out of the door, missing them by inches.)

MANDIKA: Are you trying to kill me???

(With the back-draft safely avoided, Lefiat stood tall, completely disregarding her
constant condemnation of him. Desperate to save them from the blaze, he snarled to
himself then put his head down and hurried forth into the flame filled room, hitting
Mandika’s head on the door frame and knocking her out cold.)

LEFIAT: Sorry!

(Cringing to himself, well aware she’d chastise him remorselessly for his mistake
once she recovered, he raced over to the window.)

LEFIAT: Almost there, Mandika.

(As he looked down and saw a fifty foot drop below, however, his heart sunk.)
LEFIAT: What the hell? Wrong bloody floor.

(Undeterred, he nodded sternly.)

LEFIAT: The stairs! Leave it to me, Mandika! I'll save us.

(With that, he about turned to head for the door when, with a loud crash, the roof
caved in around them, blocking the doorway completely. Desperately, he looked
around the blazing chaos for another way out when his eyes lit up.)

LEFIAT: That ought to do it!

(He gently laid Mandika’s unconscious body down on the floor then headed to the
guest bed where he grabbed some sheets and hurriedly started to tie them together.
The unbearable heat around him flustering him greatly as he anxiously went about the
task. Once the sheets were finally tied together, he rushed to tie one end to the
bedstead before casting the other end out of the window. Confident there was no
other way to save her; he then puffed out his chest and rushed over to retrieve the
slowly reviving princess. As he bent down to pick her up, however, she opened her
eyes and screamed.)

MANDIKA: No!!!' My hair’s on fire!!!

(Realising he’d left her too close to the flames, Lefiat immediately proceeded to
stamp on her burning hair, accidentally stomping on her head as he did so, knocking
her back out again.)

LEFIAT: Oops!

(Well aware that he was already going to be in trouble with her and that this latest
mistake wasn’t going to make much difference; he scooped her up and slung her over
his shoulder. Taking one last look at the flames, he then scrambled from the window
and down the line of sheets he’d made. Almost immediately, the people in the bucket
chain below spotted their descent and a large group raced over to assist.)

MAN: It’s Sir Lefiat, he’s rescuing the princess!

LADY: What a hero!!!

(Careful not to drop his beloved Mandika, he slowly descended further until he
reached the bottom of the sheets, still ten feet from the ground.)

LEFIAT: Oh, that's bloody typical that is!

(Not quite sure what to do, he looked around for options when he felt the princess
begin to slip through his fingers.)



LEFIAT: Uh-oh!

(In his desperation to grab her, he swung both hands at her midriff, completely
forgetting to hold onto the sheets and they both plummeted towards the ground.
Much to his relief, Lefiat landed safely on his feet. The princess, however, landed
face first in a crumpled heap. Unable to come to terms with dropping her on her face,
he immediately threw himself down at her side and stared at her in horror. As a
crowd began to gather around them, he looked to them and flapped desperately.)
LEFIAT: She’s unconscious!!! I need water!

(In a panic, he jumped to his feet and raced to grab a bucket of water from the nearest
person in the bucket chain then rushed back to revive her. Looking extremely
tortured, he swiftly fell to his knees, rolled her onto her back, then raised the bucket
over her head, holding it tightly with a hand on either side. Watching him uneasily,
one of the onlookers sucked his teeth.)

MAN: I"d hold the bucket by the handle if | was you, mate!

(Annoyed at the man’s interference, Lefiat gave him a scornful look then started
slowly pouring the water onto Mandika’s head. There was much relief as she
coughed and slowly raised her head.)

MANDIKA: What happened...

LEFIAT: Princess!!!

(Almost inevitably, in his excitement at her awakening, he immediately lost
concentration and the bucket slipped from his grasp. As it landed squarely over
Mandika’s drenched head with something of a thud, the onlooker coldly rolled his
eyes.)

MAN: Like I said, mate... the handle!

(Ignoring the stranger's scornful comment, Lefiat swiftly removed the bucket from
Mandika’s dazed head, then scooped her up and raced away with her. Once he was
satisfied they were at a safe distance from the flames, he then set her down again and
the two of them watched in horror as the east wing of the castle was disintegrated to
nothing by the fire.)

FOUR HOURS LATER

(By the time sunlight emerged from over the horizon creating a haze in the morning
mist, the people’s desperate attempts to halt the blaze had proven futile. Defeated, a
crowd of tired citizens sat upon the sand with despair etched into their faces as the
charred remains of the once proud east wing smouldered on.

While the final streams of smoke blew across the beach and into the morning dew,
Lefiat and Mandika stood, looking on heartbroken. Dazed from her fall and several
blows to the head, Mandika had been half asleep for the last four hours and was only
now able to take stock of the disaster.)

MANDIKA: Complete obliteration!

LEFIAT: There’s nothing left!

(He shook his head then turned to see Mandika pouting sorrowfully at her feet.)
LEFIAT: Mandika?

(Mandika sighed miserably and offered no reply.)

LEFIAT: Um...

(Hating seeing her so down, Lefiat sighed to himself then also looked at his feet.
Wanting nothing more than to see happy again, he then nodded to himself firmly and



resolved himself to raising her spirits. With this in mind, he stood tall and shrugged,
before speaking up in a dismissive tone.)

LEFIAT: Oh well, what’s done is done. No point dwelling on it. Let’s 100k on the
bright side...

(Before he could finish, Mandika threw back her head and launched into him
furiously.)

MANDIKA: The bright side??? What bright side?

(As she stood perfectly rigid before him, fuming with rage, Lefiat whimpered and
glanced away uncomfortably.)

LEFIAT: I just wanted to cheer you up a bit.

(Offering him a sigh of concession, Mandika then relinquished her stance and her
shoulders sunk.)

MANDIKA: Yeah, okay. I didn’t mean to bite your head off.

LEFIAT: That’s okay!

MANDIKA: It’s just...

(She went to flick back her hair but her hand just swiped at air.)

MANDIKA: Eh? Where is...

(At once, Lefiat’s eyes bulged in terror.)

LEFIAT: Uh-oh!

(As Mandika frantically felt her hair, Lefiat swiftly started to sidle away. On one side
of her head, her hair was perfectly normal, on the other however, it was crispy and
much of it had been burned away. Unsurprisingly she was absolutely beside herself.)
MANDIKA: My... my...

(Unfortunately for Lefiat, he hadn’t managed to sidle more than ten feet when
Mandika’s scream filled the cold morning air, sending a chill through his entire body.
He was in deep trouble and he knew it.)

MANDIKA: My hair!!l My beautiful hair!!!

(Trembling all over, Lefiat stopped sidling and whimpered at her apologetically.)
LEFIAT: It was an accident!

MANDIKA: You bastard!!!

(Wearing an almost psychotic snarl, she stormed towards him furiously.)

LEFIAT: I accidentally left you too close to the flames and...

(Not even allowing him the opportunity to finish making his excuses, as soon as she
reached him, Mandika threw a powerful left hook at him, sending him crashing to the
ground via his chin. Mandika’s hair was her pride and joy and having it damaged had
transformed her into a pillar of rage.)

MANDIKA: You... you...

(As Lefiat stared up at her from the ground, trembling all over, she stood over him
and bellowed at him furiously.)

MANDIKA: You useless pillock, you did it again!!! How can anyone be that bloody
useless? Have you ever lived anywhere that you didn 't burn down???

LEFIAT: I didn’t mean to burn it down, Mandika!

MANDIKA: No, you didn’t mean to burn down the west wing a few years back
either, but you still did it! You’re a bloody liability!

(She then started to cry uncontrollably.)

MANDIKA: | always knew living with you was a risk but I never thought you’d
damage my hair. My hair! You’ve killed my beautiful hair!!!

(Riddled with guilt, Lefiat immediately jumped to his feet and attempted to console
her with a cuddle only to find an elbow fly violently into his ribs.)

MANDIKA: Keep away from me!



LEFIAT: But, Mandika...

(He then stopped dead and gaped in horror. At the other end of the beach, he’d
spotted Mandika’s father, the king, approaching to examine the remains of the east
wing with his aide, Kayfu.)

LEFIAT: Um... Mandika, I’'1l see you later!

(With that, he shot off in the opposite direction as quick as he could.)

MANDIKA: Yeah, you’d better run!!!

(Far more concerned with what the king might say to him, Lefiat ignored her threat
and continued to scamper away, desperate not to be seen. Unfortunately for him,
however, despite being quite some distance away, the king spotted him fleeing and
immediately tensed up. Turning red with rage, he shook his fist then bellowed in
Lefiat’s direction.)

KING: Lefiat!!! You get back here you little prick!!!

(As the frightened lad disappeared from view, the king threw his hands in the air in
defeat.)

KING: Fine, but you can’t run forever.

(He then looked to his aide and nodded sternly.)

KING: See to it that that little pug-faced bell-end is present at breakfast.

KAYFU: Will do, sire.

KING: Let’s see him explain his way out of this one.

(His aide looked a little curious and bit his lip.)

KAYFU: But... how can you be certain it was Lefiat who started the fire, sire?
(The king growled.)

KING: Because where’s the smoke, there’s Lefiat!

KAYFU: Well yes, there is that. Silly me.

KING: I’m gonna kill him, Kayfu! | mean really kill him. With my bare hands!

(When breakfast time came, the atmosphere in the dining hall was tense to say the
least. Sat at one end of a long dining table, Lefiat, who’d been forced to attend by a
large group of royal guards, couldn’t have looked more uncomfortable. Sat at the
other end, the king couldn’t have looked more livid. Sitting at the centre of the right
side of the table, almost like a mediator, Mandika was the only one paying her
breakfast any heed.

While Mandika, who was sporting a new shorter hairstyle, sat tucking into her dish of
fresh meat and fruit, the king sat perfectly still, leaning forward on the table staring
hard at Lefiat, making him sink further and further into his seat. Neither of them had
eaten a single mouthful. The king was getting more and more irritated at the sight of
Lefiat, and Lefiat became more and more uncomfortable the longer he stared.

The silent tension between them continued for a good ten minutes by which time,
Lefiat was almost hiding under the table; such was the extent of his embarrassed
slouching. Eventually, however, the king could hold his tongue no longer and leapt to
his feet, thumping the table with his fist.)

KING: Why, Lefiat? Why?

(In terrified panic, Lefiat leapt up and stood behind his chair.)

LEFIAT: I couldn’t help it!!!

(The king retorted furiously.)

KING: You couldn’t help what? Being a knob head?



(Lefiat whimpered.)

LEFIAT: That’s a bit strong.

KING: Strong? Strong???

(He snarled then thumped the table with his fist again, causing Lefiat to flinch.)
KING: Look, never mind that!!! Tell me why! What happened this time? Have
Guevina’s builders put you on a commission or something??? Do you get twenty
percent of the profits every time they have to rebuild part of the castle??? If so, you
must be the richest man in all of Guevina by now!!!

(He snarled.)

KING: Or was it something far simpler than that? Maybe you just wanted to improve
the castle’s ventilation by burning off the roof! Why, man, why???

(Lefiat’s lips quivered but nothing came out.)

KING: Say something, you bumbling halfwit or by golly, I’ll punch you on the
noggin, I will!l!

(Very much in a panic, Lefiat finally managed to blurt out a few words.)

LEFIAT: It tasted like cheese!

(Utterly dumbfounded by his response, the king froze to the spot and glared at him in
disbelief.)

KING: Cheese?

(Terrified of incurring the king’s wrath any further, Lefiat took a deep breath then
desperately tried to explain himself.)

LEFIAT: It was horrible...

KING: You burned the east wing of the castle down because it tasted like cheese?
LEFIAT: Not the castle, the whisky!

(Becoming less and less patient by the second, the king retorted angrily.)

KING: What the hell are you talking about, boy???

(Fearing the king was likely to explode any moment now, Lefiat spoke up
apologetically.)

LEFIAT: You don’t understand, sire. Bonson’s whisky tasted like cheese...

KING: So you burnt down the castle??? What sort of...

(Getting increasingly flustered, Lefiat pouted and flapped his arms desperately.)
LEFIAT: Let me explain!

(Utterly enraged by the interruption, the king thumped the table again and bellowed.)
KING: Don’t you tell me what to do! TI’1l speak when | bloody well want to. 7’m the
king, not you!!! Me!!l" Are you wearing a crown, Lefiat???

(As Lefiat trembled and hung his head, the king snarled and raised his voice.)
KING: Well, are you???

(Lefiat whimpered.)

LEFIAT: Um, no... but... nor are you.

(The king felt his head then snarled.)

KING: I could if wanted to though! 7’m the king!

(He ruffled his neck defiantly and stood tall.)

KING: And now we’ve established that, I’ll allow you to explain.

(He then sat back on his seat, never removing his eyes from Lefiat’s shameful face.)
KING: This had better be good!

(Seeing the king relax his furious stance, Lefiat took a deep breath then solemnly
began to relay the events prior to the inferno.)

LEFIAT: Right... thanks. Well... see... Bonson’s been making his own whisky and
he gave Mandika some bottles...

KING: It’s “her highness” to you!



LEFIAT: But she’s my...

(One look at the king’s furious expression told him he wouldn’t be wise to argue and
he hung his head.)

LEFIAT: Yes, your highness!

(Angrily, the king leapt to his feet once again.)

KING: Majesty!!!

(Almost having a heart attack, Lefiat stepped back and cowered behind his hands.)
LEFIAT: Sorry!!! | can’t handle all this pressure... I’'m getting all confused!

(The king watched Lefiat tremble and shook his head despairingly.)

KING: How did I end up with you as my royal knight?

(He looked to Mandika and sighed.)

KING: I went from having Sir Flaxley, a veritable fighting machine with skills and
refinement befitting of any royal household to this quivering buffoon. He faints at the
first sign of danger and he looks like a broom handle with a perm.

(He then looked to Lefiat and snarled.)

KING: Let’s face it, Lefiat... you’re a pointless waste of space!

(As Lefiat hung his head and whimpered, Mandika rolled her eyes and spoke up
calmly.)

MANDIKA: Lefiat, just tell him what happened, will you? And father, please hear
him out.

(At once, they both looked to her and smiled. The king doted on his daughter and
Lefiat loved her with all his heart. Their love for her was very much the only thing
they had in common.)

KING: Very well, my precious. For you.

LEFIAT: Okay.

(He nodded firmly then turned to face the king.)

LEFIAT: Sire...

(Unimpressed, the king raised his eyebrows to allow him to speak.)

KING: This had better be really good!

(As the king slowly took his seat, Lefiat cleared his throat then nervously resumed his
story.)

LEFIAT: Yeah, um... as [ was saying... Bonson gave Man... her highness some
bottles of his homemade whisky. Well, we were relaxing in the drawing room and
M... her highness said she fancied a glass... so | went and got a bottle. Anyway,
when | got back, she scolded me for forgetting the glasses. I’m so forgetful
sometimes. Honestly, I’d forget my own name if people didn’t keep yelling it at me.
MANDIKA: Cut to the point, Lefiat!

LEFIAT: Yeah, just like that.

MANDIKA: Just tell him how the fire started!

KING: And quickly! My patience wears thin, Lefiat!

(Lefiat gulped then swiftly resumed.)

LEFIAT: Right, so whisky... well, | poured us both a glass, you see.

KING: Drinking on duty?

MANDIKA: Father, no!

KING: Sorry, darling!

LEFIAT: Um... where was I?

(As sweat started to drip down his forehead, he paused for a moment then looked
enlightened.)

LEFIAT: Oh, yeah... whisky! It was horrible, it tasted like cheese...

KING: I think we’ve established that!



LEFIAT: Yeah, okay... anyway, it was so bad | threw mine on the fire!

(The king winced.)

LEFIAT: I don’t know what was in it...

(The king muttered under his breath.)

KING: Try alcohol.

LEFIAT: But the fire got really big, flames went everywhere and to make things
worse, some idiot had stuck a bloody carpet on the wall of all places. Before | could
do anything, it was burning like crazy and the fire just took off. | only just managed
to rescue Man... her highness in time!

(Lost for words, the king just stared agape at the half-wit before him.)

LEFIAT: I mean, what a stupid place to leave a carpet!

(Snapping out of his trance, the king then rose to his feet and proceeded to stride
towards his hapless knight in a rage. Terrified to his core, Lefiat paced quickly
backwards away from him. Not about to let him get away, the king then stepped up
his pace and Lefiat did the same until eventually the king was chasing him round and
round the table. Having never seen such an exhibition in all her life, Mandika pushed
her platter away from herself and spammed her forehead while the two men continued
their heated conversation as they ran.)

KING: That carpet, as you call it, was a priceless ornamental rug!

LEFIAT: Even so, carpets go on the floor! Any idiot knows that!

KING: Anyway, stupid, that rug had been there for over a hundred years, no-one else
managed to set fire to it!!!

LEFIAT: It was an accident waiting to happen!!!

KING: You mean you are!!!

LEFIAT: That’s not nice!

KING: I’m not nice, now come back here so | can punch you!

LEFIAT: But it was an accident!

KING: You’re an accident!

LEFIAT: Look, I’'m sorry!

KING: Then let me pulverise you!

(Just then, Mandika climbed to her feet and bellowed.)

MANDIKA: Stop it!!!

(At once, they both froze to the spot and stared at her nervously.)

MANDIKA: Now can we sit down and discuss this like adults please?

(Looking absolutely livid, the king ignored her request and glared at Lefiat, placing
his hands on his hips as he tried to regain his breath. Lefiat remained poised and
ready to run.)

MANDIKA: Please, gentlemen?

(Always eager to appease his daughter’s every whim, the king looked into her eyes
for a moment then stood tall.)

KING: Yes, forgive me, Mandika, how undignified!

(As he started to return to his seat, Mandika then turned to Lefiat.)

MANDIKA: And you. Sit!

(Not about to defy her either, he too returned to his seat and sat down.)

MANDIKA: That’s better!

(She then sat down, pulled her platter to herself and resumed her breakfast.)
MANDIKA: Now talk.

LEFIAT: Look... I really am sorry, your majesty!

(The king sat back and snarled at him bitterly.)



KING: It’s too late to apologise, Lefiat. That fire was the last straw! It’s over for
you.

(Set on edge by his words, both Mandika and Lefiat sat forward anxiously.)

KING: This is how it’s going to be from now on. You, Lefiat, you pointless, gangly,
halfwit... are fired!!!

(For a few seconds, Lefiat felt dazed as his entire world collapsed around his ears.
The king’s words had carved out a giant hole in his being. Being fired from the job
he adored had sent him spiralling to the lowest ebb the human spirit could reach.
Getting much overdue satisfaction out of watching him squirm, however, the king
continued to twist the knife.)

KING: You’re beyond pathetic, Lefiat. You’re an embarrassment to our species. An
insult to Mother Nature. In fact, your father should be found and immediately
neutered before his sperm can do mankind any further disservice.

(He sneered.)

KING: You’re not fit to be a cleaner, let alone a knight!

(He then nodded to affirm his thoughts.)

KING: I’ve tolerated you for my daughter’s sake for far too long. You’re an accident
waiting to happen, Lefiat, therefore you’re a danger to Guevina and everyone within.
The longer you stay, the more danger you put people in and I’m not willing to tolerate
you anymore.

(He then glanced at Mandika briefly before staring back at Lefiat again.)

KING: And as far as the princess is concerned, you’re not worthy of her. I therefore
declare your relationship with her null and void.

(He nodded.)

KING: Now, seeing as you no longer have a reason to hang around, | want you out of
here. And I mean out of my kingdom, not just my castle, my kingdom. And | want
you out by nightfall. Now go!

(He then pointed to the door, adding to Lefiat’s shame by not even looking at him.
Slowly and with an aching heart, Lefiat started to get to his feet, when Mandika cut in
wearing an embittered frown.)

MANDIKA: You stay right where you are, Lefiat!

(Fearing the worst, the king looked up in horror as Lefiat stared at the floor
miserably.)

MANDIKA: Now, I’'m having my say!

(She turned to face her father with one arm resting on the table.)

MANDIKA: Father, I know you’re upset...

KING: Upset?

MANDIKA: Hey! I’'m talking!

(Not about to argue with her, the king hunched his shoulders and listened humbly to
his beloved daughter’s words.)

MANDIKA: Yes, you are upset. And yes, Lefiat, you are an idiot...

LEFIAT: Eh?

(She ignored him and continued.)

MANDIKA: But the point is, | choose who | feel is worthy of me, and | have! | love
Lefiat despite his seemingly endless shortcomings. He protects me well and | feel
safe with him around...

KING: Safe? He set fire to your hair! And two wings of the castle!!! And...
MANDIKA: Despite that... and all his other numerous mistakes... | love him, and if
he goes, I go! If I’ve learned anything about this world, father, it’s that love and
happiness far outweigh riches and power. In fact, love is the greatest power of all.



So, if you kick him out of the kingdom then you’ll have to kick me out too. We’re a
couple, we belong together and if that means relinquishing my claim to the throne
then so be it. Find another heir. And another daughter, because I’ll disown you.
(As she sat back and folded her arms defiantly, Lefiat gazed at her with a heart full of
love. Snarling ferociously, the king glared at Lefiat with equally strong emotions then
leapt to his feet again.)

KING: Fine, he can stay!

(With that, he stormed out of the dining hall with his fists clenched, mumbling angrily
as he went. Watching him go, Lefiat and Mandika never spoke a word. As soon as
he slammed the door behind him, however, Lefiat turned to Mandika and gushed
lovingly.)

LEFIAT: Thanks, Mandika! You’d really leave with me if he kicked me out? I had
no idea you loved me that much!

(Looking furious, she spun her head in his direction and replied coldly.)
MANDIKA: I don’t!

(Clearly confused and a little upset, Lefiat pouted and said nothing.)

MANDIKA: Don’t get me wrong, I do love you but if | had to choose between you
and my claim to the throne, you’d come second every time!

LEFIAT: So... you lied to him?

MANDIKA: Well spotted!

(Lefiat sat down in a something of daze.)

LEFIAT: So... if he hadn’t changed his mind about firing me, you’d have let me
leave? And not come with me?

MANDIKA: I’m a princess, Lefiat. | was born to royalty. Sure, I’d miss you if you
went, but it’s my destiny to become queen and I won’t give that up for anyone.
You’re just lucky my dad believed me and let you stay.

LEFIAT: | see!

(Mandika then offered him half a smile.)

MANDIKA: Look, don’t be upset. As long as my dad thinks I’d leave with you if
you were fired, your position as my knight is totally secure.

LEFIAT: I don’t know what to say, Mandika! I’m kinda hurt!

(As he stared at the table looking glum, Mandika’s nostrils flared angrily.)
MANDIKA: Hurt?

(She leant forward and raised her voice.)

MANDIKA: Hurt??? Why? Because I wouldn’t choose our love over becoming
queen?

LEFIAT: Well, yeah... it’s not one of your good points that’s for certain.
MANDIKA: Well I'm sorry my one bad point upsets you, Lefiat, but ’'ve got news
for you, you’re hardly the perfect partner either.

(She sneered.)

MANDIKA: Most women would have put a mace through your head by now, in fact!
Have | done that though? No! I’ve stood by you through thick and thin despite all
your shortcomings!

LEFIAT: I can’t help being thick and thin!

MANDIKA: | said, I’ve stood by you through thick and thin.

LEFIAT: Oh... right... gotcha.

MANDIKA: Seriously, Lefiat, all the messes you’ve got me into and you get upset
over my one tiny bad point? You’re unbelievable!

LEFIAT: Sorry!



MANDIKA: Sorry isn’t good enough sometimes! After all I’ve put up with, you
should be grateful I didn’t kick you out long ago. Most women would have!

(She then smiled softly and relented her anger.)

MANDIKA: Look, I do love you! Really! Why else would I put up with everything?
That’s the second wing of this castle you’ve burnt down. And you almost got us
killed by evil witches once, remember? Why, only last year, you tried to bugger off
on a mission with Flaxley and palm me off on, Bonson, a grumpy old fart who doesn’t
even like me. Now you’ve burned my precious hair off... honestly, there’s only so
much a girl can take!

(He looked into her eyes and whimpered.)

LEFIAT: I know, I’ll try to be less useless in future.

MANDIKA: Please do. You protect me well and you make me feel loved. Like |
told my dad, you make me feel safe and that means everything to me. | believe in
you! I wouldn’t have agreed to marry you otherwise. | love you.

(Accepting her words, Lefiat nodded.)

LEFIAT: I love you too, Mandika.

(He then smiled and gestured to her shoulders.)

LEFIAT: And for what it’s worth, I like your hair like that!

(She snarled.)

MANDIKA: Don’t push it!!!

(In the royal throne room at this time, the king sat with a long face; slouching in his
seat. His face bore the expression of a man with all the world’s woes carried squarely
on his shoulders.

As he sat going over all his problems in his head, his long serving aide, Kayfu,
approached and knelt before him.)

KAYFU: You sent for me, sire?

(The king looked up and forced a smile.)

KING: Ah, Kayfu, I’'m glad you’re here!

KAYFU: If | may say so, sire, you look a little glum.

KING: That’d be an understatement, old chap! Please, sit down!

(Kayfu immediately bowed then sat himself down on the seat next to the throne.
Having made himself comfortable, he then leant towards the king and smiled
warmly.)

KAYFU: Is there anything | can do to help, sire?

KING: I wish there was, Kayfu, | really do!

KAYFU: Then, may | enquire why you sent for me, your majesty?

(The king sighed emptily.)

KING: | just needed to talk to someone!

KAYFU: The fire getting you down, sire? Losing another wing of the castle must be
devastating.

KING: It is, but that’s only a fraction of the problem.

KAYFU: | see....

(Kayfu mused for a moment then offered the king a sympathetic smile.)
KAYFU: I haven’t seen you this depressed since the other wing of the castle was
burnt down.

KING: Exactly!



KAYFU: Then the crux of problem must be Lefiat. Considering it was him who burnt
down that wing as well.

(The king sighed.)

KING: He’s precisely the problem, Kayfu!

(The king raised his head then shrugged in defeat.)

KING: I don’t understand it, Kayfu. I mean... I’ve been a good king, haven’t 1?
KAYFU: Why yes, sire. The people adore you!

KING: Then why? What did | ever do to deserve Lefiat?

(There was silence.)

KING: He’s a curse I tell you!

KAYFU: Well... if he’s getting you down that much, maybe it’s time you sacked
him, sire.

KING: | just tried that, actually. Mandika said that if he goes, so will she!

KAYFU: | see!

KING: Not only that, but as you well know, there’s a million reasons why I can’t sack
him!

KAYFU: It’s true, the people adore him. They’d never forgive you!

KING: Exactly. I believe we’ve had this conversation before!

KAYFU: At least once a week, sire.

KING: I even contemplated having him killed once. No-one would take the contract.
All the would-be assassins that I hired thought he was some kind of fighting legend
with the strength of seven men and turned it down.

KAYFU: A fighting legend with the strength of seven men? Lefiat?

KING: I know. He doesn’t have the fighting strength of seven dead pigeons.

(He sighed.)

KING: He’s no Sir Flaxley of Tifaeris, that’s for sure. Now he was a knight. He was
strong, brave, loyal... the polar opposite of Lefiat!

(Kayfu nodded in bewilderment.)

KAYFU: How did that idiot Lefiat ever achieve such a reputation?

KING: It’s too depressing to think about.

(Kayfu sighed then looked thoughtfully to the ceiling.)

KAYFU: There must be something we can do to get rid of him, surely.

KING: Well, I’ve been trying to think of one for years now, Kayfu. I’ll be damned if
| can think of anything though. I’ve even given up sending him on pointless missions
in the hope he won’t come back. He keeps returning a hero!!!

(Kayfu looked thoughtful as the king continued to air his sorrow.)

KING: If only I hadn’t knighted him... but how was | to know?

KAYFU: You know, sire... there might just be a way.

(The king’s eyes immediately lit up.)

KING: Don’t joke with me, Kayfu. Please tell me you’ve thought of something.
KAFU: Well... I think so. You said to me once, “If only the people could see what an
idiot Lefiat really is.”

KING: | remember.

KAYFU: Well... what if we held a tournament? He wouldn’t make it past the first
round. He'd be disgraced in public and everyone would see just what a hopeless
buffoon he is. With his reputation destroyed, you could fire him easily.

KING: You’re forgetting... what about Mandika? If | fire Lefiat, she'll be absolutely
livid and I can’t afford to lose her, Kayfu, | really can't.

KAYFU: I don’t think you would.

KING: No, forget it! It’s too risky.



(He sighed.)

KING: If she had to marry a knight, why couldn’t it have been Flaxley?

(Kayfu gave a stifled laugh and shook his head.)

KING: What’s so funny, Kayfu?

(Kayfu looked worried for a second then bit his lip and leant closer to the king.)
KAYFU: Okay, but she’d kill me if she knew I’d told you!

KING: Told me what?

KAYFU: Well... her highness used to have a crush on Flaxley as wide as the ocean.
She used to try to seduce him left, right and centre!

(The king looked horrified.)

KING: What? When?

KAYFU: When she was sixteen...

KING: Sixteen??? She was trying to seduce her knight when she was only sixteen???
(He bit his lip uneasily then glanced nervously into Kayfu’s eyes.)

KING: And did Flaxley...

KAYFU: He turned her down flat every time, sire. True professional.

(The king drew a sigh of relief then sat back comfortably.)

KING: Good old, Flaxley. Mandika’s a pretty girl, you know? Must have been hard
for him to resist.

(his face dropped and a snarl appeared on his face.)

KING: Wait a minute... my innocent little girl would never behave like that!!!
(Kayfu leant back uneasily and held out his palms.)

KAYFU: She was young, sire. She was developing... you know... feelings towards
the opposite gender... that can be a confusing time for a young lady. They act out of
character. She’s over it now, of course.

(The king eyed him distrustfully for a moment then nodded with understanding.)
KING: Well, seeing as you have four daughters yourself, I’ll take your word for that.
(He sighed.)

KING: So... attracted to Flaxley then, was she?

KAYFU: Very much so.

KING: And this when she was sixteen? Just before she met that idiot.

(He then sighed and mumbled to himself in frustration.)

KING: So close. If only Flaxley had been interested, we’d never have been lumbered
with that bumbling halfwit.

KAYFU: Yes, but if Flaxley had taken her up on her advances, you’d have had him
hanged.

(The king looked thoughtful for a moment, then laughed to himself.)

KING: No, I’d have ordered him to be hanged then watched in horror as my soldiers
all failed miserably to arrest him. He was a one man army, that chap.

(He then sighed in defeat.)

KING: The sort of bloke my Mandika should be with.

KAYFU: Precisely. Which brings me back to my point. I think I know how we can
get rid of Lefiat and get the princess with Sir Flaxley.

(The king looked to him, his eyes once again filling with hope.)

KING: If you can do that, Kayfu, I’ll give you half my kingdom! Well, maybe not
half, but you certainly won’t regret it.

(Kayfu nodded sternly then sat forward.)

KAYFU: I'd never regret serving you, whatever the reward, sire.

KING: Never mind kissing my arse, what’s the plan?

KAYFU: Well, first of all we need to get rid of Lefiat, right?



KING: Yes, and?

KAYFU: And you can’t fire him because the people falsely think he’s a tremendous
knight and adore him. And if you staged a tournament to prove he’s actually useless,
you still couldn’t fire him because you’d lose Mandika.

KING: Exactly. A tournament would be perfect to show the people he’s not the great
knight they think he is but I still couldn’t fire him because Mandika would leave with
him!

(Kayfu then bit his lip uneasily, briefly having second thoughts about airing his idea.
He was absolutely certain his plan would work but wasn’t sure how the king would
react to what he had to say. Realising he’d said too much to backtrack now, however,
he nodded to himself then looked into the king’s eyes.)

KAYFU: Sire?

KING: Yes?

KAYFU: Hear me out, here. A tournament will work. A tournament in which every
kingdom or republic sends one entrant to take part. Lefiat’s bound to come last!
(Fearing he’d be stuck with Lefiat forever, the king was finding it hard to be
enthused.)

KING: Of course he'd come last, but as we already discussed, | still couldn’t kick him
out because Mandika would leave with him. She’s my only child, Kayfu. I can’t risk
that!

(He sighed, resigned to defeat.)

KING: The tournament idea is a non-starter, Kayfu. I'd still be stuck with him.
Mandika loves the idiot! She even intends to marry it! The tournament may well get
the public to stop adoring him but as long as Mandika loves him, I'm stuck with him.
(Hoping the king wouldn’t react badly to what he was about to say, Kayfu sat up
straight and cringed.)

KAYFU: Um... sire? May | be blunt? Please.

KING: Please do.

KAYFU: Well, and I mean this with the utmost respect, sometimes your love for that
girl blinds you to reality. Princess Mandika is probably the most vain and superficial
person on the planet...

KING: That’s my daughter you’re insulting!!!

KAYFU: | don't mean to insult her, sire, my point is that... well, when she says that if
Lefiat goes, she'll go too, | believe she's bluffing. | honestly believe she’d rather die
than give up her right to the throne.

(The king looked at him with uncertainty and raised an eyebrow.)

KING: Really? You think so?

KAYFU: I'm absolutely certain of it. | honestly believe that if you sacked Lefiat,
she'd wave him goodbye and thank her lucky stars she's still a wealthy princess.

(As the king sat back, deep in thought, Kayfu continued.)

KAYFU: And if I'm right, the only real obstacle to firing Lefiat is the public's
fondness for him, something we could easily remedy by holding that tournament.

(As the king thought over his words with the beginning of a smile appearing on his
face, Kayfu added the icing to the cake.)

KAYFU: And if we can convince Sir Flaxley to represent Tifaeris in the tournament,
when it's over and he's won it, which | have no doubt he will, we can offer him the
secret bonus prize. Princess Mandika's hand in marriage.

(With the colour slowly returning to his cheeks, the king looked to Kayfu with joy in
his eyes.)



KING: So let me get this straight. You think Mandika won't really stand by Lefiat if |
fire him?

KAYFU: | do.

KING: Meaning all we need to do is humiliate him so his adoring public turn on him
too?

KAYFU: Exactly.

KING: And by staging this tournament, not only can we humiliate Lefiat, but we can
also get Mandika to marry Flaxley!

KAYFU: That would be the plan, sire.

(The king exhaled merrily at the very thought.)

KING: No more Lefiat... and to have Sir Flaxley back as royal knight... reminds me of
a much, much happier time.

(He then sighed miserably and shook his head.)

KING: Who am I kidding, Kayfu? It won't work! Sir Flaxley already has a wife. A
bloody tasty one too by all accounts.

(Kayfu gave the king a knowing smile.)

KAYFU: We'll fix her, don’t you worry about that! | think | know just the way to
separate Flaxley from this wife of his.

(The king looked thoughtful.)

KING: You do?

KAYFU: | do.

KING: Hmm, in that case... a tournament it is. We’ll offer up a prize of say... ten
thousand Lig to get people to take part, then when Flaxley wins, we’ll offer him
Mandika's hand in marriage as a secret bonus.

KAYFU: Sounds good to me, sire.

KING: Yes, but it all hinges on Mandika. If, as you suspect, she wouldn't be willing
to give up her claim to the throne just to be with Lefiat, we're in business!

KAYFU: I'm certain that will be the case, sire!

(The king nodded firmly.)

KING: Good! Then we'll fix it so that Flaxley wins the competition and his wife
disappears!

KAYFU: I doubt we’d need to fix it, sire. Who’s going to beat Sir Flaxley?

KING: Even so... if there’s anyone who looks capable of defeating him, we’ll see to
it they get... waylaid.

KAYFU: Fair enough.

KING: And you’re sure you can get rid of Flaxley’s current wife?

KAYFU: Leave that to me, sire.

(The king exhaled merrily.)

KING: At last | can see a light at the end of the tunnel, Kayfu. This tournament is a
superb idea.

KAYFU: | agree! People will finally see that Lefiat is actually a terrible knight!
KING: Then I can sack him and run him out of Guevinal

KAYFU: Precisely.

KING: And you’re certain Mandika won’t go with him?

KAYFU: Id bet my life on it!

(The king nodded.)

KING: You kind of already have, Kayfu. I’'m mean if you’re wrong and she goes...
(Kayfu gulped and rubbed his neck at the thought of a painful beheading.)



KING: Okay, let’s get this show on the road. I'll go and sack Lefiat then make some
arrangements for this tournament. I'll leave the business with Flaxley and his wife in
your capable hands, Kayfu.

(Having regained the will to live, the king then sprung to his feet and floated on high
out of the door.)

KAYFU: Don’t worry about Flaxley, sire. I know just the chap to help me.

(Having followed the king out of the throne room, Kayfu veered off down a different
corridor in the castle wearing an urgent expression. Looking determined, he marched
past the servant kitchens and up a flight of stairs, stopping outside the large wooden
door of a guest bedroom. Wasting no time whatsoever, he immediately hammered
loudly on the wooden panels then crossed his hands patiently behind his back to wait
for an answer. With no answer forthcoming, he knocked again thirty seconds later
then rubbed his chin with curiosity.)

KAYFU: Where can he be?

(Just then, he heard Bonson’s angry voice rise up from behind the door.)

BONSON: If that’s you, Lefiat, ’'m going to pee on your shoes!

(The door then flew open and there stood a rather hung-over looking Bonson with
bloodshot eyes and fly away hair poking out from the sides of his head.)

BONSON: Oh, it’s you. What do you want?

KAYFU: | have an urgent matter to discuss with you, Bonson.

(Bonson stared coldly into his eyes for a moment then groaned.)

BONSON: Fine. You’d better come in then.

(Wearing only a sheet to cover his dignity, he then stepped back and hurriedly
ushered Kayfu into his room.)

BONSON: Hurry up!

(In his impatience to close the door again, he then slammed it into Kayfu before he’d
finished walking through it and sent him sprawling sideways to the floor.)

KAYFU: Hey!

BONSON: Well | did tell you to hurry.

(Looking somewhat peeved, Kayfu got to his feet and sat himself on a chair near the
door, much to Bonson’s annoyance. Slamming the door, he stared down at Kayfu and
furrowed his brow.)

BONSON: Make yourself at home, why don’t you?

KAYFU: I see you’re in a good mood as usual!

BONSON: You woke me up. | was having a lovely dream.

KAYFU: I didn’t mean to, old chap.

BONSON: Didn’t mean to? You almost pummelled the door off its hinges!
KAYFU: | think you exaggerate...

BONSON: | thought a herd of cuddyfinkles were trying to get in!

KAYFU: Okay, well I’'m sorry.

BONSON: Saying sorry won’t bring my dream back!

(Kayfu rolled his eyes.)

KAYFU: Look, Bonson... | came here for a reason.

BONSON: Usually I dream about stupid things like trees falling on me or my ex-wife
trying to strangle me, but not this time, no! The one time I get to dream about Kritz’s
nymphomaniac twin sister getting locked in my room, you decide to smash the living
daylights out of my door!!!

(He then sat down angrily upon his bed.)



BONSON: Git!

(Kayfu shook his head then gave him a belittling glance.)

KAYFU: Like | said, Bonson...

(He looked stumped.)

KAYFU: Wait... who’s Kritz?

BONSON: Not like it’s any of your business, but she’s Flaxley’s wife!

KAYFU: Interesting. That’s actually what | came to talk to you about.

BONSON: Kritz?

KAYFU: Yeah, and Flaxley!

(Bonson looked suspicious.)

BONSON: Wait a minute, did Mandika send you?

KAYFU: No, this comes from the king.

BONSON: Good! Only I'm sick of Mandika whinging about Kritz. She only hit her
once!

KAYFU: Kritz hit Mandika?

BONSON: Indeed. Right on the chin. Sent her flying, it was most amusing!
(Kayfu looked extremely narked.)

KAYFU: May I remind you, Princess Mandika is the heir to this kingdom. One day
she’ll be our queen!

BONSON: I don’t care. That’s what she gets for booting my arse.

(He chuckled to himself.)

BONSON: Priceless it was. She was livid.

KAYFU: Anyway, here’s the thing... Bonson, the king needs you.

BONSON: | needed my dream but you can’t win ‘em all!

KAYFU: I’m serious.

(Bonson looked him dead in the eye.)

BONSON: So am I!

(Kayfu sighed then looked to the floor and shook his head. Talking to Bonson when
he was a bad mood was hard work and he knew he’d have his work cut out. Not
about to give up, however, he nodded to himself then looked into Bonson’s eyes.)
KAYFU: Listen, Bonson, the king has a job for you.

BONSON: Tell him I’'m retired.

KAYFU: Please, will you just hear me out.

BONSON: I can’t guarantee it.

(Kayfu sighed and shook his head.)

KAYFU: You love annoying me, don’t you?

BONSON: You know... | really do.

(Realising he’d have to force Bonson to pay attention, Kayfu snarled and raised his
voice angrily.)

KAYFU: Look, this is important business and if you don’t co-operate... I’1l let the
king in on your little secret!!!

(At once, Bonson’s cocky demeanour evaporated and his bottom lip quivered
uncontrollably. Threatened with having his secret revealed, he immediately became
putty in Kayfu’s hands.)

BONSON: You... you wouldn’t!

KAYFU: Will you listen now?

BONSON: Okay, okay.

(Kayfu nodded then sat back comfortably on his chair.)

KAYFU: Good man. Now... Lefiat’s gonna be sacked as royal knight.

BONSON: No way, the people will revolt!



KAYFU: No. That’s where you’re wrong.

BONSON: Wrong??? I’ll have you know...

KAYFU: You’re destined to be a wise man, yes; I’ve heard it all before. Except
you’re not are you? That was all a lie. Derek told the king and I all about Daman
Siria’s lies.

BONSON: Why that snitching little...

KAYFU: Bonson! IfI was you I’d shut up and pay attention. Derek isn’t the only
one who can tell the king things, you know?

(Bonson immediately clammed up and sat back.)

BONSON: Fine. The floor’s yours.

KAYFU: Thank you. Now, there’s to be a tournament, a tournament to see who truly
is the greatest knight in the world. Lefiat will be representing Guevina. He won’t
stand a chance!

BONSON: He’ll be killed!

KAYFU: Probably.

(Hating Lefiat with a fiery passion, Bonson exhaled merrily.)

BONSON: Superb!

KAYFU: Anyway, there’s to be a secret prize. The winner will get Mandika’s hand
in marriage.

BONSON: What? You can’t force a marriage on her! Especially not to a stranger.
KAYFU: | beg to differ. When she was free to choose her own man, look what she
picked!

BONSON: Well, there is that, | suppose.

(He then raised a baffled eyebrow.)

BONSON: Wait... Mandika would never allow such a tournament to go ahead. The
king does whatever she tells him to do and she won’t let Lefiat take part. She loves
the idiot.

KAYFU: Not as much as she loves money and power. Given a choice between Lefiat
or being heir to the throne, she’d pick the throne every time.

BONSON: Well, true...

(He then scratched his head uneasily.)

BONSON: So, what are you saying exactly?

KAYFU: I'm saying, once Lefiat’s been humiliated in the tournament and lost his
reputation, the king will be free to kick him out of the castle and there's no way
Mandika will give up her royal position to go with him.

(Bonson raised an enlightened eyebrow.)

BONSON: | see! By publicly humiliating him, there'll be no public revolt if the king
fires him. That's clever. And like you say, there’s no way in hell Mandika will go
with him once he’s kicked out.

(He rubbed his chin thoughtfully.)

BONSON: Lefiat will lose everything. He'll lose his reputation, his job... everything!
(He then sucked his teeth and looked to the ceiling.)

BONSON: That’s all assuming he survives the tournament, of course.

(Kayfu rolled his eyes.)

KAYFU: Yes, well, whatever. Bottom line is, Lefiat will be gone and we'll all be
better off for it.

(Bonson nodded.)

BONSON: Absolutely.

KAYFU: Anyway, as | was saying. Mandika will marry the winner and Guevina will
once again have a competent knight.



(Bonson stared upwards as he thought the plan over then raised a doubting eyebrow.)
BONSON: Hang on... you said this tournament is to decide who truly is the world’s
greatest knight. Well, Sir Flaxley of Tifaeris is easily the greatest. What are you
going to do if he wins? Which he would easily, by the way. He's already married.
KAYFU: I’'m glad you asked that ‘cause we’re gonna make sure he does win.
BONSON: Wait, that makes no sense. He can’t marry Mandika. He wouldn’t either.
Kritz is bloody fit. He’d have to be gay to give her up!

KAYFU: That, my friend, is where you come in. We’re well aware that he’s already
married and we need this wife of his out of the picture!

(Bonson gave him a sceptical glance.)

BONSON: You want Kritz out the picture? If you’re suggesting I seduce her and run
away with her... I’'m in!

(Kayfu sneered.)

KAYFU: Can’t you take anything seriously?

BONSON: | don't know, I've never tried!

KAYFU: Then maybe it’s time you started, ‘cause if you don’t find a way to split
Kritz and Flaxley up by the time the tournament ends...

(He leant forward and stared into Bonson’s worried eyes.)

KAYFU: I’'ll inform his majesty how you helped the queen with her dilemma that
time.

(Bonson could but gape at him in abject horror.)

BONSON: You wouldn’t! It’d kill him!

KAYFU: It’d kill who?

(Bonson shook his distraught head and sighed.)

BONSON: So you want me to go to Tifaeris and split them up or you’ll betray me?
KAYFU: That’s about the shape of it.

BONSON: Then I have no choice; | have to betray my friends.

(He shook his head in despair.)

BONSON: I’'m not happy about this.

KAYFU: Well consider the alternative.

(Bonson sighed in defeat.)

BONSON: Okay, I'll leave for Tifaeris this morning.

KAYFU: No, you’ll leave a few days before the tournament begins. I’ll be sending
you in a carriage with one of my men. That way, if you decide to pull a fast one and
let Flaxley in on the plan, I’ll know about it. It’s not that [ don’t trust you... well,
actually it is.

BONSON: Why you...

KAYFU: And that’s another thing. Flaxley hates tournaments. I don’t think the king
is aware of that though so if he doesn’t turn up, I’ll make sure you’re held entirely
responsible.

BONSON: Now hang on a minute.

KAYFU: No, I won’t hang on. Your job is a simple one, Bonson. You just have to
make sure Flaxley takes part in the tournament, I don’t care how. And at the same
time, you have to drive a wedge between himself and that wife of his. Got it?
(Bonson just stared at him blankly.)

BONSON: I can trick him into enter the tournament, no problem, but the other bit...
that’s ridiculous.

KAYFU: Is it now?



BONSON: Yes! You want me to split them up and you’re giving me a few days to
get it done? Are you insane? Kritz was expecting twins last I heard. She’s the
mother of his children. And she has enormous jugs!

KAYFU: I’'m sure you’ll do your best.

BONSON: Didn’t you hear me? Enormous jugs? No man alive would give those two
lovelies up, especially not for Mandika. Hers are adequate at best.

KAYFU: Maybe Flaxley isn’t as shallow as you, Bonson.

BONSON: Shallow?

KAYFU: Yes, there’s more to a woman than just her breasts, you know?

BONSON: | agree. She has a superb arse too. And she never wears underwear even
though her skirts barely protect her modesty. She’s... perfect. And you’re giving me
a few lousy days to get Flaxley to fall out of love with her?

KAYFU: Like I said, I'm sure you’ll find a way. You don’t have a choice.
BONSON: Fine. It’s an impossible task but I’'ll do what I can.

KAYFU: I’m sure you will, Bonson.

(Satisfied he’d said all he needed to say, Kayfu climbed to his feet.)

KAYFU: Well, thanks for your hospitality. I’ll see myself out.

BONSON: Yes you will, and it was hostility not hospitality!

KAYFU: To you, Bonson, it’s the same word.

(With that, he exited the room leaving Bonson feeling flustered and angry. For
several minutes, he paced up and down and swore to himself, knowing for certain he
was damned no matter what he did. Splitting up Flaxley and Kritz would be a
horrendous thing to do but having the king informed of his secret would be a thousand
times worse.)

(Upstairs at this time, the king was just reaching the princess’ game room, where she
spent most of her mornings with Lefiat, having stopped for a whisky to calm his
nerves. His heart was filled with trepidation as to how Mandika would react to
Lefiat's impending dismissal. He knew that if she was as superficial as Kayfu
thought, the tournament could go ahead and his ambition of removing Lefiat could
become a reality. He also knew, however, that if Kayfu was wrong all his hopes
would be dashed.

Having psyched himself up for a moment, he slowly approached the door and raised
his hand to knock.)

KING: Wait a minute, am | the king or am | the king?

(With that, he burst into the room and snarled. Somewhat startled by his forceful
entrance, Mandika and Lefiat looked up from their chess board as he paced over to
join them, swaggering arrogantly. He was determined to make sure they knew he
meant business and sneered down on them both accordingly.)

KING: Who’s winning?

(They both gave him a sideways glance.)

KING: Stupid question!

LEFIAT: Stupid game!

KING: Anyway, listen up you two. I’ve changed my mind.

(At once a horrified expression crossed Lefiat’s brow.)

KING: You’re fired, Lefiat! Dismissed, terminated, sacked, given the boot. Pack
your bags, stick boy, you’re out of here!



(As Lefiat’s whole world caved in on itself again, he could only whimper and say
nothing. Mandika, on the other hand, wasn't so easy to silence.)

MANDIKA: | already told you, father, if he goes I go!

(The king nodded forcefully.)

KING: Indeed you did. You’d better get packing too then, young lady.

(He offered her a rueful smile then sighed regretfully.)

KING: I’ll miss you, sweetheart, but you have to go where your heart leads you.
Write me a letter when you get settled and 1’1l send you a housewarming gift.

(With her bluff well and truly called, Mandika’s hair almost stood on end and she
started to sweat heavily.)

MANDIKA: Um... um... steady on, father... You can’t mean that.

KING: Of course I can.

(He gestured to Lefiat.)

KING: This clown is a danger to my kingdom and everyone within it. He has to be
removed for the good of the people. And if that means losing you as my heir then,
well, it’s a sacrifice ’'m willing to make.

MANDIKA: But...

KING: I tell you what I’ll do; I’ll get my horseman to give you a lift to whatever town
you decide to settle in. I can’t say fairer than that, now can 1?

(He then clapped his hands together excitedly.)

KING: Right, run along then, you two. The sooner you get packed and go, the sooner
| can convert your rooms into guest quarters. We need the space now the east wing is
no longer with us.

(Stunned into silence, Mandika could only gape in horror. Barely able to muster a
sentence himself, Lefiat could only spit out his words though panicked breaths.)
LEFIAT: But you can’t fire me... the people love me!

KING: They’ll get over you.

LEFIAT: But...

KING: Oh don’t whine, boy. At least you’ll still have Mandika. She’s going to give
up her life of luxury and the chance to become queen to shack up with you in some
mangy backwater.

(Lefiat gaped at him uneasily for a moment then bit his lip.)

LEFIAT: Um...

(He then offered Mandika an uncertain glance. Much to his dismay, she turned her
back on him and whimpered tearfully.)

MANDIKA: I’m not going, Lefiat. Ialready told you this morning, I’m a princess. |
belong here.

(Unsurprisingly, Lefiat was mortified.)

LEFIAT: But... we’re betrothed!

MANDIKA: I'm sorry... it’s just...

(Unable to look into Lefiat’s pain filled eyes, she then leapt to her feet and sprinted
out of the room, crying her eyes out. Watching her as she disappeared out of the door,
Lefiat pouted and his bottom lip quivered miserably.)

LEFIAT: Mandika...

(The king could barely contain his joy at this point. Mandika's reaction had been like
all his dreams coming true. Kayfu was right, Mandika had been bluffing. Practically
dancing on the spot, he grinned from ear to ear then glowered at Lefiat.)

KING: Oh dear, Lefiat. Well aint that a shame.

(Lefiat looked like a broken man. His heart ached and his head was swimming with
anguish.)



LEFIAT: Mandika doesn’t want me!

KING: She’s not unique in that, I can assure you.

LEFIAT: But, I love her.

(Eager to get the rest of his plan under way, the king stopped dancing and gave Lefiat
a pitying smile.)

KING: You know, there is a way to get her back. A chance to prove yourself worthy,
S0 to speak.

(Lefiat looked up at him through tearful eyes.)

LEFIAT: I"d do anything!

KING: Anything?

LEFIAT: Whatever it takes.

KING: Very well. Then I’ll give a chance.

LEFIAT: Thank you, Mr King, sire.

KING: Don’t thank me yet, Lefiat. It won’t be easy.

LEFIAT: I don’t care; I’ll do anything to have Mandika back.

KING: In that case... I’'m going to be hosting a tournament for knights right here in
Guevina in the near future. If you win that and prove yourself the best, you can have
your job back and the princess is all yours.

LEFIAT: The best knight? But... I’'m crap!

KING: Yes, I know. Just one of many reasons why I’'m firing you.

LEFIAT: I won’t stand a chance.

KING: Oh, you never know. Maybe the gods will be smiling on you that day.

(The king was singing inside.)

KING: It has to be worth a try, surely.

(Lefiat looked thoughtful for a moment then nodded solemnly.)

LEFIAT: Like Flaxley says... never underestimate anyone!

KING: Is that relevant?

LEFIAT: Yeah, I shouldn’t underestimate myself. I’ll do it, I’ll win her back, you’ll
see!

KING: Excellent! In that case, you’ll represent Guevina at this tournament. Do not
let me down!

LEFIAT: I won’t.

KING: Good, good. In the meantime, you can go and stay at that inn near the main
gates. This castle is too flammable to have you inside it. I’1l give you half an hour to
say your goodbyes.

LEFIAT: But...

KING: Half an hour, Lefiat.

(With that, the king upped and left, dancing with joy as he went. His heart had gone
from sunk beneath the waves to flying among the clouds. With Mandika unwilling to
give her up position as princess, all he had to do now was prove to the people that
Lefiat was incompetent and then he’d have no reason to tolerate him anymore. The
tournament would surely do this in some considerable style. And so, he skipped away
dreaming of how, one day soon, he’d open the gates and have Lefiat ejected from
Guevina via a very large catapult.)

(Having been crying to herself in the corridor, Mandika saw the king leave then
started to return to her game room. She thought her heart would explode. She loved
Lefiat but becoming the queen someday meant the world to her. Knowing she
couldn’t have both, the choice had been easy.



As she entered the room she saw Lefiat sitting at the chess table looking thoroughly
miserable. Feeling horribly guilty about it all, she watched him for a few moments
then slowly turned and closed the door behind her. Not knowing quite how she’d
explain her decision to him, she then turned to face him nervously.)

MANDIKA: Lefiat?

(As he looked up at her with tears in his eyes, she slowly made her way to his side.)
MANDIKA: Please don’t hate me!

LEFIAT: Hate you? | love you!

MANDIKA: Don’t say that!

LEFIAT: But | do!

MANDIKA: Don’t make this any harder than it already is!

LEFIAT: How could | possibly?

MANDIKA: Please, Lefiat. You have to accept that it’s over between us. We tried
but... I guess it wasn’t meant to be.

LEFIAT: You’re wrong, Mandika. It aint over yet! The king’s given me a chance.
All I have to do is win a tournament and prove myself the world’s greatest knight then
| can have you back!

MANDIKA: Oh, is that all?

(Her sarcasm cut deep.)

LEFIAT: Don’t you think I can do it?

(Not about to make him feel any worse than he clearly already did, Mandika forced a
smile.)

MANDIKA: Of course, you can do it. | believe in you, my love!

LEFIAT: I’'m glad someone does, Mandika.

(He then nodded sternly.)

LEFIAT: I’ll repay your faith in me, you see if I don’t. The king is making me move
out soon. I’ve only got half an hour to say goodbye. But, don’t worry, I’'m gonna win
that tournament and be back at your side before you know it.

(Although she very much doubted his claim, Mandika forced a smile.)

MANDIKA: You promise?

LEFIAT: I promise! We won’t be apart for long.

MANDIKA: Good. The shorter the better.

(With that, they fell into one another’s arms and held each other lovingly while trying
to force back any tears. Well over a minute later, Mandika finally broke the embrace
by stepping back and looking into his saddened eyes.)

MANDIKA: In the meantime, seeing as we’re alone... let’s enjoy this final half an
hour together in the greatest way possible!

(She then looked down his body and licked her lips in a seductive manner.)

LEFIAT: You mean?

MANDIKA: Yeah... baby’s hungry for some loving.

(With that, she knelt down and slowly started to pull his shorts down to his ankles.)
LEFIAT: Score!!l

(As his manhood popped free, Mandika raised a knowing eyebrow.)

MANDIKA: Well, what do we have here?

LEFIAT: That’s my...

MANDIKA: | know what it is!!!

(She rolled her eyes then looked up at him knowingly.)

MANDIKA: It looks pleased to see me.

LEFIAT: You have no idea!



(He then looked on in delight as Mandika slowly brought her head towards his
manhood. As she did so, however, the door burst open and six guards rushed into the
room.)

GUARD: Sorry, Sir Lefiat, king’s orders! We’re to escort you from the castle
immediately and put you up at the inn until further notice.

(Lefiat was mortified.)

LEFIAT: What???

(As Lefiat yanked his trousers up, Mandika leapt to her feet furiously.)

MANDIKA: This is an outrage!!!

GUARD: Sorry, but the king’s word is final!

(With that, the guards proceeded to drag the screaming Lefiat out of the door.)
LEFIAT: He told me I had half an hour!!! Half an hour!!!

MANDIKA: Yeah, that was barely half a minute!!! Bring him back!!!

(Ignoring her demand, the guards continued to drag Lefiat away. Not about to let
them get away with such an appalling indignity, Mandika growled then started to pace
after them only to have the door slammed in her face.)

MANDIKA: Why, you...

(Much to her horror, she then heard the key turn in the door, locking her in.)
MANDIKA: You bastards!!!

(As Mandika fumed wildly behind the door, the guards continued to drag Lefiat down
the corridor. Feeling horribly hard done by, he pouted at the leader of the guards and
furrowed his brow.)

LEFIAT: You’re loving this!

GUARD: I’'m not hating it. All my stuff was destroyed in the east wing. You’re a
bloody disgrace. How you managed to fool everyone into thinking you’re a great
knight is beyond me.

(He then shook his head.)

GUARD: And how you ever managed to get a woman like the princess, I’ll never
know.

(Lefiat sneered at him bitterly.)

LEFIAT: Oh, I see. Like that, is it? You’re just jealous!

GUARD: Rubbish, I’ve had the princess loads of times.

LEFIAT: Eh?

(The guard looked shifty and glanced away.)

GUARD: I meant I’ve had my own princess. My wife, she’s my princess. I love my
wife, I do. Unconditionally.

(Lefiat whimpered at him desperately.)

LEFIAT: Then if you understand true love, please let me go back and have one last
good time with my true love!

(The guard just looked at him and shrugged.)

GUARD: Sorry, can’t. The king’s orders are to throw you out immediately.
LEFIAT: But... but... can’t you just give me five more minutes to... you know?
GUARD: Sorry, more than my job’s worth.

LEFIAT: Not it isn’t. You’re just being horrible.

GUARD: Look, | wouldn’t complain if | were you. You’re lucky you got to be
intimate with her at all. The king thinks she’s still a virgin!

(At once, the other guards all had coughing fits.)

LEFIAT: Why does everyone always do that?

GUARD: You of all people ought to know that!



(And before he even knew what had hit him, Lefiat found himself being led away
from the castle towards the inn near Guevina’s main gates, overlooking the main
square.

Upon entering his hotel room, he found his money and belongings were already on
the bed waiting for him. It seemed the king had wasted no time whatsoever in
removing any trace of him from the castle.

His life disintegrated, as soon as the guards left, he sat down on the bed and looked to
the tree tops from his window before lying curled up and sobbing for all he loved. It
had all happened so quickly. Yesterday he was the king’s knight and Princess
Mandika’s fiancé, now all of a sudden, he was nothing.)

(As the next two weeks passed, word of the tournament in Guevina began to spread
like wildfire. With a ten thousand lig prize on offer to the winner, it rapidly became
the talk of towns all around the world. With such generous prize money on offer, it
seemed that every well built citizen with a modicum of sword skill expressed an
interest in taking part. Unfortunately, however, with entry to the tournament
restricted to one person per nation, the vast majority were left disappointed. Eager to
prove their nation’s worth, kings and presidents from all over the world carefully
selected their best fighter and ordered him or her to take part on their country’s behalf.

From Wendigo to Tang Yul, Ashrin to Trepe Village, fighters were sent to Guevina to
register until finally a tally of fifteen was reached and entry to the tournament was
closed. The king was hoping for a knock-out tournament where sixteen became eight,
then four, before the last two slugged it out in a grand final. As soon as the tally
reached fifteen therefore, he closed the entry books on a promise from Kayfu that Sir
Flaxley of Tifaeris would definitely attend.

With so many towns and cities having their own entrant involved in the tournament,
excitement continued to grow; and as the days ticked down even those who’d
previously shown no interest in it, started to get caught up in the excitement. The
tournament had very much captured the imagination of citizens worldwide. In nearly
every tavern, bar and inn all over the world, books were being run and a lot of money
was changing hands. Upon the north continent, most of it was being bet on the living
legend, Sir Lefiat of Guevina.

With the tournament now only four days away, excitement was approaching fever
pitch in Guevina. Shops cashed in as tourists arrived in their droves and talk was of
little else. Guevina had quite literally gone tournament mad.

Many miles south in the beautiful seaside town of Tifaeris however, it was a very
different story. The tournament had had no impact whatsoever. People went about
their daily business as normal and never even mentioned events in Guevina. Their
lack of interest very much influenced by their beloved leader’s scornful attitude to
such contests. Sir Flaxley had always seen tournaments as no more than a waste of a
good man’s time and honour and he wanted nothing to do with it.)

Township of Tifaeris



(It was early afternoon in Tifaeris and the sun was high. It was the kind of scorching
day where many a citizen would either hide in the shade or take a nap until it cooled
down later on. Sir Flaxley, however, was braving the stifling heat to give his part-
time army a much needed lesson in armour maintenance. Pacing up and down in full
battle armour, outside the large wooden home he shared with his beloved wife, Kritz,
he looked the very picture of professionalism. The same, however, could not be said
of his men. Despite having been ordered to stand in a well disciplined line, the twenty
strong unit very soon bunched into a group and stood watching him with all the
enthusiasm of an atheist at a holy communion. More than used to such displays of
indifference from them, however, the muscular Flaxley maintained a positive aura and
spoke to them forcefully, hoping against hope that at least one of them might learn
something.)

FLAXLEY: Freedom of movement, you see, is essential. If you put your armour on
wrong, you will die!

THIN: What? From just putting armour on wrong?

(Flaxley stopped pacing and glared at him.)

FLAXLEY: Shut up! You know very well what | mean! You’ll be vulnerable.
(Looking very much lost, one of his men turned to the man next to him and frowned.)
HARRIS: He doesn’t explain it very well, does he?

GRANGER: A man of few words, you see. Knights are like that!

(Although Flaxley had got used to tolerating a fair amount of indiscipline in the ranks,
he wasn’t about to put with up people taking among themselves while he was trying
to make a point and yelled at them accordingly.)

FLAXLEY: Pay attention!

(Not about to argue with six foot, six inch, man mountain before them, the men
flinched then stood to attention.)

HARRIS: Right... sorry!

(Flaxley rolled his eyes then continued.)

FLAXLEY: Now. It can take a while to don your armour properly but it’s worth
doing right. If you put the armour on wrong, you might as well not be wearing any!
THIN: I’d rather not wear any than put it on wrong and die!

HARRIS: Aye!

(Starting to get more than a little frustrated, Flaxley furrowed his brow.)

FLAXLEY: This is serious, you lot! What’s up with you?

GRANGER: Nothing wrong with us, Flaxley, it’s you! You keep talking a load of
twaddle about crap we don’t understand!

FLAXLEY: No, I don’t!

GRANGER: Flaxley, last week you spent two hours talking about curved hilts and
didn’t even bother telling us what they were!

HARRIS: Aye, I'm still none the wiser now!

(Flaxley looked flabbergasted.)

FLAXLEY: And it didn’t occur to you to ask me???

HARRIS: Itried to! You told me if [ kept interrupting you’d stick that sword so far
up my backside you’d be able to roast me on the spit.

THIN: Like they do when they cook pigs you mean?

HARRIS: Aye!

THIN: Oh, I like a bit of roast pork, me!

(Angry at the lack of concentration from his troops, Flaxley bellowed.)

FLAXLEY: Hey!l!



(His men all looked thoroughly startled and took a step back.)

THIN: Calm down, Flaxley! Bloody hell, you nearly woke me mother and she’s been
dead for seven years!

FLAXLEY: Never mind that! Look, just remember to put your armour on properly!
HARRIS: Like we hadn’t thought of that already!

(Flaxley sighed with frustration for a moment before looking baffled and frowning at
Thin.)

FLAXLEY: Thin, I spoke to your mother only yesterday!

(Thin nodded.)

THIN: Aye, | know. She looks well considering, don’t she?

(At once all his men proceeded to chuckle like naughty little schoolboys. Watching
them do so with empty eyes, the deflated knight, Flaxley, shrugged to himself.)
FLAXLEY: Why do | even bother?

(A rather excited Thin then spoke up from the ranks.)

THIN: Hey, Flaxley! Show us that move again; the one you do with the sword round
your back!

HARRIS: Oh, aye. Yeah, | like that one!

FLAXLEY: Bollocks, will I? T’ve had enough of you lot for one day.

GRANGER: Oh, go on!

FLAXLEY: No, bugger off. You lot are even more hopeless than normal today and |
can’t be bothered with you! Go on, clear off.

GRANGER: Aye, fair enough. It’s too bloody hot for this anyway.

(As his men started to disperse, Flaxley took off his helmet and threw down his
sweaty gauntlets, mumbling to himself as he did so.)

FLAXLEY: Well, you’re not wrong; it is too bloody hot for this!

(Just then, the tallest member of his group stepped up to him and nodded firmly.)
ALVAREZ: Thanks for another fine lesson, Flaxley! I’ll be sure to double check my
armour from now on.

(Flaxley looked up and smiled to acknowledge him.)

FLAXLEY: Good man.

(He nodded.)

FLAXLEY: You’ve made an impressive start to your army career, Al. Keep up the
good work!

ALVAREZ: Will do, sir!

(As Alvarez saluted then turned and headed away, Flaxley watched him go and sighed
to himself. Of all the men under his command, Alvarez was the only one he had any
real faith in. Whereas the others were of mediocre to average build and thought the
army was just a bit of fun, Alvarez was very much like Flaxley, same height, same
build and same dedicated demeanour.)

FLAXLEY: What a top chap!

(As he stood there wishing the rest of his men were more like Alvarez, two of them
approached him wearing excited smiles.)

HARRIS: Coming for an ale, Flaxley?

THIN: Aye, we’ve earned one!

(Offering them an apologetic smile, Flaxley ignored his tongue in cheek comment and
shook his head.)

FLAXLEY: Sorry, chaps, can’t today, I’ve got things to do!

(Just then, the front door of his home flew open and Kritz stepped out onto the porch.)
KRITZ: Oh, good, you’ve finished the lesson, have you?

(Looking mortified, Flaxley swiftly turned to face her and spoke up desperately.)



FLAXLEY: Yes, now get back inside and don’t say a word about... anything.
THIN: Anything?

(As Thin and Harris shared a baffled glance, Kritz scoffed at him playfully.)
KRITZ: Yeah, right! Look, secing as you’re all done, I’m gonna head off.
FLAXLEY: Fine, just don’t mention...

KRITZ: If the little ones get hungry, there’s some goats milk on the side. Just don’t
forget to burp them!

(Flaxley looked mortified.)

FLAXLEY: Not in front of...

KRITZ: You’ll be fine!

(With that, she trotted off down the road leaving the front door wide open. As she
raced away in her skimpy leather miniskirt, the cringing Flaxley swiftly made a
beeline for his front door. Men didn’t look after children, especially babies in this day
and age and he knew the two men would wind him up something rotten. His only
hope was that Kritz’s sexy attire would grab their attention long enough for him to get
indoors before they even noticed he’d gone. Alas, it did not.)

HARRIS: Flaxley?

(Having only made it half way to his front door, Flaxley froze and grimaced to
himself.)

FLAXLEY: Bugger!

HARRIS: Are you looking after the children, Flaxley?

FLAXLEY: Um...

THIN: Are you a woman, Flaxley?

(He spun around to face them and snarled.)

FLAXLEY: I’'ll have you know...

(Knowing it’d be unwise to anger Flaxley any further, the two men just walked away
laughing, leaving him seething.)

FLAXLEY: Why does she embarrass me like that? It’s bad enough expecting me, a
man, to watch the kids, but to tell everyone!!!

(He then stepped inside the house and slammed the door before approaching the
twins, one boy, one girl, as they lay in their wooden playpen.)

FLAXLEY: You don’t want me; you want your mother, don’t you?

(Unsurprisingly, they didn’t answer.)

FLAXLEY: That’s right! Your silence says it all. This is a woman’s job. I’'m not a
woman... I’'m a man!

(Feeling extremely aggrieved about having to look after his two children, Flaxley
spent the next two hours pacing up and down bitterly. This was something men
simply didn’t do and he resented it greatly. To make matters worse, Kritz had also
announced what he was doing in front of his part-time soldiers. Convinced he’d now
be the laughing stock of the town, he snarled as he paced about the room, looking
forward to giving Kritz a piece of his mind as soon as she returned.)

FLAXLEY: Stupid woman. Like /’d know what to do if one of them suddenly caught
fire or something. It’s not my place. I don’t ask her to do any of my manly chores, so
she shouldn’t expect me to raise her children.

(He sneered.)

FLAXLEY:: Next time I set foot in the inn, they’re all gonna rip the piss out of me
like there’s no tomorrow. It’s not on.



(Just then, the door eased open and Kritz stepped inside. Looking extremely livid,
Flaxley immediately paced over to her and proceeded to protest angrily at her before
she even had a chance to close it again.)

FLAXLEY: Two hours, woman. Over that, in fact.

(Kritz smiled to him and shrugged apologetically.)

KRITZ: Yeah, sorry about that. It went on longer than | expected.

FLAXLEY: Don’t apologise to me, apologise to the children. They’re the ones you
were neglecting!

(Kritz was stunned.)

KRITZ: What?

FLAXLEY: Don’t you know anything? If a child’s away from its mother too long...
um... well... it might die! Or catch fire!

(Kritz couldn’t help but chuckle.)

KRITZ: What? Spontaneously? For no reason?

FLAXLEY: It’s not funny, Kritzeveltia.

KRITZ: My god... you’re serious!

(He nodded in defiance.)

FLAXLEY: You’re damn right, | am!

(He furrowed his brow then pushed the front door shut.)

FLAXLEY: Where have you been anyway?

(Kritz looked extremely narked and furrowed her brow.)

KRITZ: Where do you think I’ve been?

FLAXLEY: I don’t know. You mentioned nipping out this afternoon, you never said
where to. And if you ask me, two hours is a bloody long nip.

(Kritz looked somewhat aghast and shook her head.)

KRITZ: I told you I’d be gone over an hour and I told you exactly where | was going
and why. 1 also told you how much I was looking forward to it.

FLAXLEY: And | heard, appreciated and respected every word.

KRITZ: Yeah, sounds like it.

FLAXLEY: I did, but I’'m so tired from all the child care, which men are not equipped
to do, by the way, that it’s slipped my mind. So, where were you while our children
were struggling by without their mother?

(Kritz was gobsmacked.)

KRITZ: Struggling by without...

(She shook her head then glanced away angrily.)

KRITZ: Like I told you, | was giving martial arts lessons at the school. Something
I’ve been looking forward to doing for weeks, and something I’ve mentioned
frequently.

FLAXLEY: Yes, well, maybe you whispered.

KRITZ: Whispered? You’re unbelievable!

FLAXLEY: My greatness isn’t the issue...

(He looked stumped then glanced her up and down.)

FLAXLEY: Wait... you went to teach martial arts at the school dressed like that?
(Not happy about him questioning her attire, Kritz raised a distrusting eyebrow.)
KRITZ: Yes, and...

FLAXLEY: And how old were the kids?

KRITZ: Teenagers, why?

(Flaxley gave her a suspicious glance.)

FLAXLEY: Attentive audience were they?

(Unsure as to why he was asking, Kritz shrugged indifferently.)



KRITZ: Yeah, some... the girls were kinda resistant but the boys were very attentive,
why?

FLAXLEY: Just wondered. Did lots of high-kicks, did you?

KRITZ: Yeah, s0?

FLAXLEY: Struggle to grasp it did they? Kept asking for you to show them how to
do it again, over and over, did they?

(Kritz looked suspicious.)

KRITZ: Yes, actually. How did you know?

FLAXLEY: Because, Kritz, you’re not wearing any underwear, are you?

KRITZ: No, but...

(She looked alarmed and stared at him in horror.)

KRITZ: Oh, shit!

FLAXLEY: Yes... so basically, while our children were laying here pining for their
absentee mother, you were off out, repeatedly showing you beaver to bunch a teenage
boys.

KRITZ: I didn’t think!

FLAXLEY: An excellent use of your time, my love, well done.

KRITZ: How embarrassing. | can never show my face there again.

FLAXLEY: You’ll be fine, it’s not your face they were looking at.

(He rolled his eyes then shook his head at her with disappointment.)

FLAXLEY: Anyway, if you’re quite done showing off your vagina to the world and
his wife, we need to get something straight. /’m a man, not a woman. If you’re not
sure, check inside my trousers and you’ll find an impressively large love truncheon.
Point being, as a man it’s not my job to look after children. It’s yours! Leaving them
for five minutes if you need to go to the toilet now and again, that’s acceptable.
Abandoning your post for any longer than that, however, is purely neglectful.

(He nodded.)

FLAXLEY: Now, | suggest you take your parental responsibilities a bit more
seriously in future before you end up raising two bitter, resentful halfwits who go on
to become the town drunk and the village idiot. Because that’s what’1l happen!
(Completely and utterly dumbfounded by his outrageous comments, Kritz could find
no words at this moment in time.)

FLAXLEY: I see you offer no defence... well, I'm glad. The first step to becoming a
better parent is admitting when you’ve been a bad one. Good girl. Just don’t let it
happen again. And don’t worry; I’ll forgive you this time!

(Unsurprisingly her words came back to her very quickly at this point.)

KRITZ: Forgive me? You forgive me?

(Flaxley was taken aback by her anger.)

FLAXLEY: You have a problem?

KRITZ: You bastard, they’re your children too!

FLAXLEY: Well I don’t remember giving birth!

KRITZ: No but...

(Convinced he’d won the argument, Flaxley stood tall and nodded arrogantly.)
FLAXLEY: A-ha! Gotcha! No answer to that, is there?

(Looking absolutely furious, Kritz bellowed at him.)

KRITZ: Let me finish!!!

FLAXLEY: Don’t raise your voice at me, woman! By golly, I’ll punch your best
male friend right in the kisser, | will.

KRITZ: Look, arse face, just because the female bears the children doesn’t mean
she’s solely responsible for them!!!



FLAXLEY: Yes it does! I’m the man, I’'m their provider. You... you’re their mother!
KRITZ: You’re the what?

FLAXLEY: The provider!

(Kritz scoffed at him dismissively.)

KRITZ: Oh, I'm sorry. See, | was under the misguided impression that we were still
living off my card game winnings from my trips to Azagotse back before the little
ones were born!

(Flaxley tried to speak but just raised an accusing finger at her and stood there open
mouthed.)

KRITZ: Provider, my arse!

(Flaxley flapped and shook his fist at her.)

FLAXLEY: I’ve got a town to run. Tifaeris won’t run itself, you know!

(Opting to take a more mature approach to the disagreement, Kritz stepped back and
smiled to him calmly.)

KRITZ: | know, and I understand that, my love. And that’s why it’s a good job /'m a
capable provider too! Once the money runs out, you can carry on running the town
and I’1l go to Azagotse and win us more. It just means we’ll both have to take our
turns in looking after the little ones, that’s all.

(Failing to ascend to Kritz’s mature approach, Flaxley flapped furiously.)
FLAXLEY: Wrong! You’ll have to take them with you!!! For pity’s sake, haven’t
you heard a word I’ve been saying? I’m a man. And not just any man, I’'m a world
leader! | have standards to uphold. People look up to me. I can’t be seen looking
after small children! That’s your job.

(Kritz looked flabbergasted.)

KRITZ: You can’t expect me to stay with them all my life!

FLAXLEY: Why not? Other women do!

(At this point, Kritz abandoned her adult approach to the disagreement and promptly
sunk to her husband’s level.)

KRITZ: I’'m not other women, you moron!

FLAXLEY: So I see! Other women respect their men’s wishes!

KRITZ: Other women obey their men like slaves, you mean!

FLAXLEY: Then maybe it’s time you did the same!!!

(Utterly infuriated by his words, Kritz offered no reply other than to grab a tankard
from a nearby shelf and throw it at him then storm into the kitchen. Having ducked to
avoid the flying tankard, Flaxley took her angry gesture as a sign of victory and stood
tall. He didn’t actually want Kritz to be his slave; he just wanted to win the argument
to the point where he didn’t care what he said.)

FLAXLEY: That told her.

(Almost immediately, she stormed back in and glowered at him bitterly.)

KRITZ: And that’s another thing, you can cook your own dinner tonight!
FLAXLEY: Good! Decent cooking for once then!

KRITZ: Oh, you really are pushing it!

FLAXLEY: I can afford to! We both know I’m winning and it’s only a matter time
before you admit I’m right.

KRITZ: Eat my faeces!!!

FLAXLEY: Eat your own!!!

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

KRITZ: I'm not answering it. As much as you’d like me to be, I’'m not your slave!
FLAXLEY: I know! Slaves don’t complain even half as much as you do.

KRITZ: That’s because they’re not married to you!



FLAXLEY: Witty!

(With that, he paced over to the front door and threw it open. Much to his
amazement, Bonson was standing the other side with a well dressed gentleman who
was sporting Guevina’s royal tie.)

FLAXLEY: Bonson???

BONSON: Hello, Flaxley.

(Immediately, Flaxley became extremely flustered and turned to Kritz urgently.)
FLAXLEY: Quick! Put the breakables away, Kritz!

(Bonson allowed himself a grin then slowly proceeded through the door.)
BONSON: It’s okay, Lefiat isn’t with us!

FLAXLEY: Thank heavens!

BONSON: Indeed.

(He then nodded across the room to Kritz.)

BONSON: Hello there, beautiful.

KRITZ: Hi, Bonson.

(Bonson gave her a warm smile then looked to Flaxley and gestured to the gentleman
in his company.)

BONSON: This is Shankstone, by the way. He gave me a lift.

(Flaxley nodded and shook Shankstone’s hand.)

FLAXLEY: I think we’ve met actually. Don’t you work in Kayfu’s department at the
castle?

SHANKSTONE: | do, yes. Nice to meet you again, Sir Flaxley.

FLAXLEY: Likewise, Shadberry.

SHANKSTONE: Shankstone.

FLAXLEY: Quite.

(Looking exhausted from his long journey, Bonson sauntered over to the sofa and sat
himself down.)

BONSON: Anyway, don’t mind us, you carry on insulting each other! When you’re
done we can have a little chat.

(He then puffed out tiredly.)

BONSON: Didn’t get a wink of sleep in the carriage last night.

(As Shankstone sat himself beside Bonson, Kritz and Flaxley grimaced uneasily at
one another then looked to Bonson.)

FLAXLEY: Heard us arguing, did you?

BONSON: I did, and | must say, Kritz... superb language for a lady!

KRITZ: | give as good as | get!

FLAXLEY: Anyway, never mind that, what brings you here, Bonson?

BONSON: I’'ll explain over coffee!

KRITZ: Subtle as ever | see!

BONSON: Subtlety never won fair heart... or a cup of coffee come to that!

KRITZ: Fair enough.

(With that, she headed to the kitchen, turning to Flaxley as she went.)

KRITZ: I’'m not making you one!

FLAXLEY: Good, your coffee’s weak and unimpressive.

KRITZ: Bit like that comeback really.

(As Kritz rolled her eyes and left the room, Bonson looked to Flaxley and raised an
enquiring eyebrow.)

BONSON: It’s not like you two to argue! What gives?

(Flaxley just waved his hand at him dismissively.)

FLAXLEY: Nothing, really. It’s all her fault; she’s being unreasonable!



BONSON: Funny that, I suspect she’d say exactly the same thing about you!

(A couple of minutes later, Kritz returned and the four of them convened around the
wooden table in the centre of the room. Kritz, Bonson and Shankstone enjoying a
coffee.)

BONSON: Tifaeris is as beautiful as ever | see!

FLAXLEY: Well, we work very hard on keeping it that way, Bonson!

BONSON: And Kritz, you look as ravishing as ever too!

KRITZ: Thank you!

BONSON: I half expected you to bloat up like a walrus after having children but
you’re as slim as ever.

(Kritz smiled at him warmly.)

KRITZ: Thank you for noticing.

BONSON: When | was outside just now, | kind of feared that your weight might have
been what you two were arguing about. You know, you getting fat and Flaxley not
wanting to do you without a blindfold on. The usual marital problems.

KRITZ: Bonson, that was never an issue.

BONSON: Only because you haven 't got fat. Put on fifty pounds and there’ll be no
more sex with the lanterns still lit, I can assure you.

FLAXLEY: Bonson, Kritz’s weight has never even been an issue.

KRITZ: And why would it be? My weight is fine. Always has been.

FLAXLEY: Exactly. You put on a few pounds when you were pregnant but that’s to
be expected. It didn’t bother me in the slightest.

BONSON: Well, a few pounds or not, | bet you looked ravishing. All radiant and
that. Personally, I probably wouldn’t have even noticed any weight gain, what with
you having such a pretty face.

(Kritz couldn’t help but smile.)

KRITZ: Aw, thank you, Bonson.

(She then sneered and gestured at Flaxley with her head.)

KRITZ: He noticed I’d put weight on.

(Bonson sighed regretfully.)

BONSON: Yes, yes, | heard him.

(Flaxley furrowed his brow at him coldly.)

FLAXLEY: Did you come here just to shit stir, Bonson? Or is there a point to your
visit?

BONSON: Actually...

KRITZ: He wasn’t shit stirring, he was giving me credit where it’s due!

FLAXLEY: This is Bonson, remember? He doesn’t do that!

BONSON: Hey, I didn’t travel half way around the world just to be insulted, Flaxley!
FLAXLEY: Then why are you here?

KRITZ: I apologise for my husband, Bonson, you’ll have to forgive his terseness. He
hasn’t had sex for a fortnight.

(She then looked thoughtful and glanced towards the ceiling.)

KRITZ: No, wait. My bad. That’s what I’ll be saying two weeks from now!
FLAXLEY: | beg your pardon!

KRITZ: You can beg all you like, you still aint getting any! And you won’t get any
ever again unless you start treating me more like a wife and less like a bloody live-in
nanny.

(Flaxley rolled his eyes.)



FLAXLEY: Look, woman, it’s not my fault nature gave you the ability to bear
children. That’s just how nature works. The women have the babies. So, just accept
your motherly duties as women always have done!

KRITZ: There’s more to me than just being a mother!!!

FLAXLEY: I know that, but you have to be a mother first!!!

(Bonson rolled his eyes.)

BONSON: Look, can’t you put this argument to one side, I didn’t travel half way
across the world to listen to you two squabbling either!

(They gave each other a filthy look then turned to face him.)

BONSON: Thank you!

(Just then, he heard a gurgling sound from the playpen in the corner. Looking a little
surprised, he turned to face the playpen and smiled.)

BONSON: Is that... are they the twins?

FLAXLEY: No, we rented those two, ours are at the amphitheatre taking in a show.
(Bonson glared at him coldly.)

BONSON: Flaxley, may I remind you it’s not me you’re angry at?

FLAXLEY: Quite. Sorry.

BONSON: Apology accepted. Plus an apology of my own. I don’t think I
congratulated you both. Well done, you two.

KRITZ: Thank you.

FLAXLEY: Cheers, old chap.

BONSON: So, what are their names, Flaxley?

(Flaxley beamed.)

FLAXLEY: We called the boy ‘Arden’. My idea. Partly it’s a pun because we hope
he’ll be a bit of a ‘hard one” when he’s older. Hence, Arden.

BONSON: You named your child after a pun?

FLAXLEY: Well, not entirely, but it fits because he’ll be an all powerful swordsman
one day.

BONSON: | see. But... Arden? I’d thought you’d call him something more befitting
of a knight. | mean, what kind of ridiculous name is that?

(Flaxley glared at him coldly.)

FLAXLEY: I was my father’s name!

(Bonson grimaced uneasily.)

BONSON: I see. Nice name. So... um, what’s the other one called?

FLAXLEY: The girl’s name is...

(He looked stumped.)

KRITZ: Oh, for pity’s sake. Her name’s...

FLAXLEY: Anokal

(He gave Kritz a bitter glance.)

FLAXLEY: I do know my daughter’s name!

KRITZ: Yeah, given a moment to think.

FLAXLEY: Oh, be quiet.

(He then looked to Bonson and raised a curious eyebrow.)

FLAXLEY: You okay there, old chap.

(Bonson was staring at the playpen looking somewhat rueful.)

BONSON: Yes, yes, I'm fine. Lovely name, that.

KRITZ: We named her after Mandika’s mother. A bit of a peace offering after |
socked her in the face last time we saw her.

BONSON: It’s a lovely gesture.

FLAXLEY: What? No witty retort?



BONSON: Not a one. Like I said, it’s a nice name. I’'m sure Mandika will be
thrilled.

(Just then Shankstone cut in wearing an approving smile.)

SHANKSTONE: Bonson and I both worked with Mandika’s mother. Queen Anoka
was a wonderful woman, and for you to name your daughter after her, Flaxley, I'm
sure the king will appreciate that.

FLAXLEY: Well, let’s not get all mushy and weird now. It was Kritz’s idea.
(Bonson looked to Kritz and smiled.)

BONSON: Lovely stuff, Kritz. I bet you wish you’d named them both now.
FLAXLEY: Hey!

BONSON: I'm kidding Flaxley. Arden is a lovely name.

(He then mumbled under his breath.)

BONSON: For a golden retriever.

FLAXLEY: Bonson, unless your point for coming here was just to insult my baby
son, | suggest you move on.

(Bonson looked to him uneasily for a moment then sighed.)

BONSON: Actually, I came because there’s trouble afoot in Guevina. It concerns
Lefiat!

FLAXLEY: What’s the idiot done now?

BONSON: Well, did you hear about the wing of Guevina castle burning down?
KRITZ: That was a couple of years ago!

BONSON: No, that was the west wing; he burnt down the east wing a few weeks
back!

FLAXLEY: That’s unbelievable!

KRITZ: Yet believable!

BONSON: Well, let’s just say it’s typical!

FLAXLEY: So, what’s up then? What sort of mess is he in and how can we help?
BONSON: He’s in a big mess, Flaxley.

SHANKSTONE: The king’s had enough. At the end of his tether, he is.

BONSON: Quite. And well, Shankstone and I, we fear Mandika is going to get hurt.
FLAXLEY: Hurt? Physically?

BONSON: No, no. Emotionally.

KRITZ: How?

(Bonson sighed then shook his head.)

BONSON: Let me explain what’s going on and then if you don’t get it, I can fill in
the blanks.

FLAXLEY: Fair enough.

BONSON: Well, the king knows he’s stuck with Lefiat because for some reason the
people adore him and think you re the incompetent buffoon, Flaxley. It’s turning out
just like that book you stole from the future predicted it would.

(Flaxley looked peeved.)

FLAXLEY: Yes, I'm well aware of that, thanks. Why, only a few months ago, some
tourists came down from Guevina and started hurling abuse at me.

(He rolled his eyes.)

FLAXLEY: I didn’t abandon Mandika in the middle of nowhere and leave Lefiat to
save her. God only knows why they all think that.

BONSON: Quite, well, stupid people or not, Guevina folk worship Lefiat as if he was
a god. So, the king can’t sack him. But, he’s found a way around that. He’s going to
hold a tournament, you see.

FLAXLEY: Yes, I’ve heard. Damn tournaments. Like showing off makes the man!



BONSON: Yes, | know how you feel about tournaments, but the trouble is, Mandika
is part of the prize! All part of making sure Lefiat is right out of the picture. Now,
don’t get me wrong. I don’t give a hoot about Lefiat. It’s Mandika I’m worried
about. This tournament is all about getting rid of Lefiat, sure... and I can’t
disapprove of that, but I fear Mandika’s going to get hurt in the process.

(Flaxley and Kritz both looked appalled.)

FLAXLEY: You’re joking, right? The king’s giving Mandika away as part of the
prize?

SHANKSTONE: I wish it was a joke, but no. Mandika’s hand in marriage is part of
the prize.

KRITZ: But... | heard the prize was ten grand.

(Bonson sighed.)

BONSON: It is... officially. The prize is ten thousand lig plus Mandika’s hand in
marriage, only nobody knows about that bit yet. No joke. The winner will get
Mandika. Or the runner-up will get her up should a woman win it... not that that’s
likely. Basically the highest ranked male will get to marry Mandika.
SHANKSTONE: And the poor bugger doesn’t know a thing about it. Mandika’s
hand in marriage is the secret prize. Secret even from her.

KRITZ: But what about Lefiat? | thought Mandika was marrying him.

BONSON: The king’s thrown him out. He says he has to win the tournament to get
her back. Of course, he only wants Lefiat in the tournament to make a fool of himself
so he can fire him.,

FLAXLEY: He got thrown out? And Mandika accepted that?

(Bonson nodded.)

BONSON: Well, yeah. The king made her choose between her life as a princess or
Lefiat.

SHANKSTONE: She wouldn’t give up her entitlement to the throne, so Lefiat was
out on his ear.

BONSON: And now the king knows that all he has to do is show Lefiat up to be an
incompetent buffoon at the tournament and he’ll be free to kick him out of the
kingdom and appoint a new knight. The winner of the tournament.
SHANKSTONE: Mandika’s soon to be husband.

(Kritz sucked her teeth.)

KRITZ: Poor Lefiat!

BONSON: Anyway, that’s the dilemma.

FLAXLEY: Right. And what do you expect us to do about it?

(Knowing he was about to ask a lot of Flaxley, Bonson sat back and folded his arms
before taking a deep breath.)

BONSON: I want you to enter the tournament, Flaxley.

(He was appalled by the mere suggestion of such a thing.)

FLAXLEY: What? Never!

BONSON: Look, if you win, which you will, you can get Lefiat and Mandika back
together. But if some other knight wins 4e Il marry her and Mandika will be stuck
with an unwanted marriage. You helped raise the girl, Flaxley, I’'m sure that’s not
what you want to see.

(Flaxley mused to himself then shook his head.)

FLAXLEY: To be honest, Bonson. If Mandika’s that superficial, why should | help?
If she wanted Lefiat that badly she’d have chosen him over her title. By choosing
money over her true love, she’s kinda brought this on herself.

KRITZ: I hate to say it, Bonson, but he’s right.



SHANKSTONE: She hasn’t brought it on herself though. Fine, she chose power and
wealth over love, but when that love is Lefiat, who wouldn’t? She certainly didn’t
chose to be lumbered with a husband she didn’t want. She could end up with any
abusive bastard.

BONSON: Quite. You know what kind of weirdoes tend to enter these tournaments,
Flaxley. Imagine what she could end up married to!

(Flaxley mused to himself uneasily for a moment then shrugged.)

FLAXLEY: To be honest, Bonson, I can’t imagine anyone being a worse suitor than
Lefiat.

KRITZ: | can! What if she ends up with someone who beats her?

FLAXLEY: Well, yes... that’s true. .

BONSON: Yes well, it’s not about Lefiat. It’s about Mandika being free to choose
her own husband and not being saddled with someone she doesn’t love.

(He then folded his arms indignantly.)

BONSON: Which quite frankly is something her sworn protector and friend would
never allow to happen. That’s you, by the way, Flaxley.

(Flaxley bit his lip and looked to the ceiling uneasily.)

FLAXLEY: The knight’s code does stipulate that I’m eternally responsible for any of
my former charge’s liberties, | suppose.

BONSON: Exactly.

FLAXLEY: But it also says that | must remain loyal to the king who knighted me.
BONSON: Yes, well, we can overlook that bit.

(Flaxley gave him a horrified glance and scoffed.)

FLAXLEY: You can’t overlook parts of the knight’s code!

BONSON: Of course you can, you don’t work for the king anymore, so you can
ignore that bit.

FLAXLEY: I don’t work for the princess anymore either.

BONSON: Yes, but she’s still your friend.

FLAXLEY:: The knight’s code doesn’t care about friendship; it’s about duty and
loyalty.

(Kritz looked to Flaxley and shrugged.)

KRITZ: Sounds to me like the knight’s code is contradicting itself somewhat in this
case.

BONSON: Just a bit, yes. I mean you can’t just ignore Mandika’s problem but you
can’t work against the king either. And you have to do one or the other.
FLAXLEY: Yes, well... not to worry. There’s also a section on what to do when
such conflicts of code arise. It says | should use my discretion.

(He then nodded sternly.)

FLAXLEY: Then it’s my call.

BONSON: Indeed. And I’m sure you’ll do the right thing.

SHANKSTONE: Quite. Returning to Guevina to win the tournament and save
Mandika is the only logical option.

FLAXLEY: You’d think so, wouldn’t you?

KRITZ: What do you mean?

FLAXLEY: Well, when you weigh things up, it’s not a simple choice at all. The
argument for me going is that | could save Mandika from a loveless, abusive
marriage. The argument against is, I’d have to go to Guevina to do it. Let me tell
you, so far the argument against is winning. I really don’t want to go there.
BONSON: Not even for Mandika?

SHANKSTONE: You can’t be serious, surely?



(He looked deeply disappointed and shook his head.)

SHANKSTONE: I thought the people of Guevina were insane when they doubted
you, Flaxley, but now I see they have a point.

BONSON: Steady on, Shankstone, teeth don’t just grow back, you know.
SHANKSTONE: No, I won’t steady on. A lot of us at the castle have always had
every faith in you, Flaxley. Well, when | get back I’1l be informing them they were
all mistaken. You’re not just or noble.

(Looking absolutely furious, Flaxley leant over the table and grabbed Shankstone by
the collar.)

FLAXLEY: Listen here, chummy. I didn’t say [ wouldn’t go, I said I didn’t want to.
How dare you doubt me? Of course, I’'m going to help Mandika.

(He released Shankstone from his grasp then sat back down and ruffled his neck
muscles.)

FLAXLEY: I just wanted to register my disdain for having to go to that ridiculous
place to do it!

BONSON: Ridiculous?

FLAXLEY: Yes, ridiculous. Why do those idiots in Guevina believe Lefiat’s a sword
fighting legend and think 7’m the bumbling buffoon? | was their royal knight for
years, Bonson, they worshipped me. As soon as | came back to Tifaeris though, |
suddenly became this figure of ridicule! It’s bloody infuriating.

BONSON: But despite that, you’ll definitely come and win the tournament, right?
FLAXLEY: Yes | will. T’ll come to Guevina and I'll set the record straight while I’'m
there. I’ll win that tournament and make those idiots eat their words!

BONSON: Fair enough, so long as you come! | knew you would.

FLAXLEY: And entry is still open is it? I mean we won’t get there and find out the
tournament is full and | can compete?

BONSON: No, no... I knew you’d do the right thing so I made sure they left a space
open for the Tifaeris representative. It’s one person per nation, you see.

(Flaxley glared at him coldly.)

FLAXLEY: That was bit presumptuous of you.

BONSON: Maybe, but I know you, Flaxley. You’re a man of honour and you always
do the right thing. I didn’t doubt you’d come even for a moment.

FLAXLEY: I see. Got brown-nosing off to a fine art there, haven’t you, Bonson?
BONSON: Well, you don’t spend half your life as a butler without picking up a thing
or two, Flaxley.

FLAXLEY: So it would seem. Anyway, 'm in.

BONSON: Excellent.

(He then rubbed his hands together gleefully.)

BONSON: Righto, grab your stuff then. No point dawdling, is there? Let’s go.
FLAXLEY: Right now?

BONSON: Absolutely. Time’s wasting, Flaxley. It’s a long trip and the tournament
starts in a few days.

FLAXLEY: Right... well, just give me time to polish my blade and we can get going
then.

(Kritz nodded.)

KRITZ: Cool, I’ll come too.

(Flaxley was outraged.)

FLAXLEY: You can’t go! What about the kids?

KRITZ: They’ll be alright without us for a few days. I’ll see if Phisele’s mum will
look after them.



(Flaxley snarled bitterly.)

FLAXLEY: Good idea. I mean, it's not like kids need their parents or anything. In
fact, let's just dump them in the woods and let the wolves raise them instead.
KRITZ: Alright then, if that's how you feel, 1°// represent Tifaeris in the tournament
while you look after the kids!

FLAXLEY: That’s not my job!!! And like you could win the tournament anyway!
KRITZ: Excuse me?

FLAXLEY: You heard me. Sure you can fight a bit, but we’re talking about the
cream of the crop here, people like me.

(Kritz just stared at him coldly.)

KRITZ: You arrogant...

FLAXLEY: I’m not arrogant; I’m just bloody exceptional at what | do.

(He then nodded sternly.)

FLAXLEY: And anyway... you shouldn’t fight anyone anymore. You’ve got
children to raise. You can’t go taking risks.

KRITZ: Nor can you then!!!

FLAXLEY: Fighting isn’t a risk when | do it.

KRITZ: You conceited...

(Flaxley then stood tall and raised his voice.)

FLAXLEY: Besides, as leader of Tifaeris, | choose me to enter the tournament. Not
you, me! End of discussion.

KRITZ: Whatever. | was only making a point. | don’t want to take part anyway.
FLAXLEY: Only because you can’t.

KRITZ: Actually, as it’s one person per nation, as leader of the Tifaeris and Trepe
alliance, I could probably take part as the Trepe Village entrant, but I don’t want to.
FLAXLEY: Good.

(Kritz then sneered at him defiantly.)

KRITZ: I’'m still going on the trip though!

FLAXLEY: Oh are you, now?

KRITZ: Yes!

FLAXLEY: Fine. You do that.

KRITZ: 1 will!

FLAXLEY: You’d better take the kids to Phisele’s mum then, hadn’t you? And while
you’re doing it, you can explain to them why you don’t love them.

KRITZ: Oh, shut up.

FLAXLEY: And if they grow up to be backward then you know who’s to blame.
KRITZ: Seriously, shut up before I lose my temper.

FLAXLEY: Fine!

KRITZ: Fine!

(Feeling somewhat uncomfortable, Shankstone sat back and spoke in an uneasy
voice.)

SHANKSTONE: What is the Tifaeris and Trepe alliance, anyway?

(Kritz gave him a sideways glance then shrugged.)

KRITZ: We formed after we made peace with the Trepe. We just hold meetings
every now and again to discuss ways to forward the interests of both townships.
(She smiled.)

KRITZ: It’s going really well actually. They’ve given up all their sexist ways and
they’re thriving now. In fact, the population is growing at a rapid rate now men are
allowed in.

(Bonson looked mortified.)



BONSON: What? The Trepe are allowing men to live there? Why wasn’t |
informed???

SHANKSTONE: You didn’t know?

BONSON: No! If I"d have known that I’d have moved there long ago.
SHANKSTONE: You wouldn’t get a paid retirement if you did that.

BONSON: No, I’d get something far more valuable.

KRITZ: Well, you could move there Bonson, but I wouldn’t recommend it.
BONSON: Oh, and why not?

KRITZ: Well, there’s a lot younger men than you...

BONSON: Say no more.

(He rolled his eyes.)

BONSON: Young people ruin everything!

FLAXLEY: Anyway, let’s get ready to leave, shall we?

KRITZ: Okay.

FLAXLEY: I’ll pack our stuff; you take the kids to Phisele’s mum.

KRITZ: | can pack my own stuff, thanks.

FLAXLEY: Fine. But you re taking them to Phisele’s mum. I’m not doing your dirty
work for you.

KRITZ: Dirty work?

FLAXLEY: Yes! If you want be a neglectful parent, fine; just don’t expect me to aid
and abet you.

(Kritz was furious.)

KRITZ: I’'m not a neglectful parent!!!

FLAXLEY: Says the woman who’s about to palm her kids off on a complete stranger.
KRITZ: Complete stranger??? We’ve known her for three bloody years! She was my
maid of honour, for fuck sake.

FLAXLEY:: Even so.

KRITZ: And she’s only going to be watching them for a few days.

FLAXLEY: Yes well, that’s not the issue.

(He ruffled his neck muscles then glared at her indignantly.)

FLAXLEY: You should want to be at their beck and call every minute of every day.
It’s your duty as decreed by the gods themselves.

KRITZ: Oh, is it now?

FLAXLEY: Yes! You’re their mother!!!

(Fed up of his constant criticism, Kritz just gave him a belittling glance and answered
him with extreme coldness.)

KRITZ: Yes. And you’re probably their father!

(With that, she minced into the bedroom leaving him fuming. Desperately seeking
validation, Flaxley snarled as she slammed the door behind her then turned to Bonson,
making the most of this opportunity to ask his wise friend’s opinion while Kritz
wasn’t there to defend herself.)

FLAXLEY: Why, Bonson? Why won’t she be a regular mother?

(Very much aware of Kayfu’s orders to drive a wedge between Flaxley and Kritz,
Bonson sighed sorrowfully then offered Flaxley a pitying glance.)

BONSON: What can | say, Flaxley?

FLAXLEY: Just tell me... am | wrong, Bonson? Am | expecting too much from her?
(Knowing he had no choice but to do as Kayfu demanded, Bonson sighed to himself
then proceeded to give Flaxley the worst advice possible.)

BONSON: No, actually. Not at all. You’re perfectly right this time! There’s
certainly no room for compromise. You persist, she’ll see!



(Flaxley nodded.)

FLAXLEY: Okay, thanks, Bonson; you’re a great friend!

(Bonson hated doing it, but having been given a choice of splitting them up or having
his secret revealed to the king, he knew he had no other option.)

BONSON: Well, you know me, Flaxley...

(He then winced and looked away.)

BONSON: I'm a top bloke.

(Having seen the depth of Flaxley and Kritz’s anger towards one another, he felt
splitting them up would now be an easy task and he was far from happy about it.
Especially when he knew a few simple words of advice, contrary to those he’d given
would more than likely solve the problem. Normally such a thing wouldn’t have
bothered this most heartless of miserly men, but Flaxley and Kritz were two of only
five people in the world he could stand and he resented being put in such a position.

Not about to suffer in silence, as Flaxley set about polishing his sword for the
tournament, Bonson nudged Shankstone then gestured towards the front door.
Curious as to what the old man wanted, Shankstone raised an eyebrow then climbed
to his feet.

Moments later, Bonson led Shankstone into the street outside then, when he was
satisfied they were out of earshot, he made his feelings known.)

BONSON: Kayfuisac...

SHANKSTONE: Don’t say that word!

BONSON: How else can I describe the c...

SHANKSTONE: Bonson!

BONSON: Don’t Bonson me! You’re just as bad. You’realsoac...
SHANKSTONE: Stop that!

BONSON: Fine!

(He shook his head then sighed.)

BONSON: Kayfu is a female sex organ.

SHANKSTONE: Yes, well, | know this can’t be easy for you, but...

BONSON: Not easy? Not easy? Flaxley is a top bloke and considering I think
everyone is a git, that’s quite the statement. And Kritz, well... she’s a world class bit
of totty and you know what, she doesn’t even mind me making perverted advances.
(He then scratched behind his ear nervously.)

BONSON: Mostly because she thinks I’m joking, but that’s beside the point.

(He snarled.)

BONSON: I’'ve been surrounded by wankers most of my life...

SHANKSTONE: You’ve been surrounded by royal household!

BONSON: That’s what I said. And when I finally meet two people I can actually
tolerate, you wankers make me destroy their lives! It’s not on, Shankstone.
(Shankstone shrugged.)

SHANKSTONE: Bonson, it’s not my fault. I’m only following orders.

(He nodded.)

SHANKSTONE: Kayfu told me to come with you and make sure you got Flaxley to
enter the tournament... and to make sure you didn’t tell Flaxley about our plans to get
him to marry the princess. Both of which you’ve done in some considerable style, by
the way. I’'m impressed.

BONSON: Impressed?



SHANKSTONE: Absolutely. You’ve been brilliant. You didn’t even have to lie to
him that much. You just omitted the fact that we plan to get him and Mandika
together. Everything else you said was the truth, or at least very plausible. Superb
work.

BONSON: Well, you know how it is...

SHANKSTONE: Letting him think we were worried Mandika might be forced to
marry some abusive stranger was inspired. He’s bound to fight at his optimum to win
the tournament now, just to ensure that doesn’t happen. Fantastic stuff, Bonson.
(Bonson rubbed his chest with pride.)

BONSON: Well, what would you expect from...

(He then remembered he was supposed to be angry and furrowed his brow.)
BONSON: Hey, stop pandering to my ego!

SHANKSTONE: I wasn’t.

BONSON: Bloody were!

(He snarled.)

BONSON: Point is, I’'m livid. Yes, the king has a problem with Lefiat, but that’s not
my bloody fault! Why am | the one who has to suffer??? How can it be right that all
you aides and dignitaries can happily make my life a misery just to get the king what
he wants? What did | ever do to you lot?

SHANKSTONE: Well...

BONSON: | tell you, upper class butt wipes like you lot, make me sick. Going
around acting all high and mighty, claiming you have standards and that your shit
doesn’t stink. Well, let me tell you, it does stink. It stinks to high heaven! If one of
you has a problem, you devious underhand scumbags trample all over anyone in your
path to get your own way. You make me sick.

SHANKSTONE: Right. Are you quite finished?

BONSON: No, I'm bloody not. I was nothing but a loyal servant to that stupid
household and how do you repay me? Just to get your own way, you hold my secret
over my head and force me to do a miserable, despicable thing to two people I don’t
dislike. And you dragged me out of retirement to do it too! This is an outrage.
SHANKSTONE: Now are you finished?

BONSON: For now, yes.

SHANKSTONE: Right.

(He rolled his eyes then looked Bonson calmly in the eye.)

SHANKSTONE: Now tell me, are you angry at what you’re being expected to do?
Or are you just angry at being expected to do anything?

BONSON: Both! But mostly the despicable bit.

SHANKSTONE: I see. Well, if it makes you feel any better, | refused to accompany
you when Kayfu first told me the plan. | thought what he was doing was highly
immoral, so | refused.

(Bonson looked uncertain.)

BONSON: You did?

SHANKSTONE: Yes, but then he told me he’d tell the king about my son if I didn’t
comply. So you and I are in the same boat, Bonson.

BONSON: Why, what did your son do?

SHANKSTONE: Mandika!

BONSON: I see. A guard is he?

SHANKSTONE: Yes, he is.

(Bonson nodded.)

BONSON: Still, that’s nowhere near as bad as my secret.



SHANKSTONE: No, so I’ve been told.

(Bonson looked to him blankly.)

BONSON: You mean, you don’t know what it is?

SHANKSTONE: No, Kayfu wouldn’t tell me.

BONSON: Well, that’s something.

SHANKSTONE: So, anyway, don’t be bitter at me, Bonson. I don’t like this any
more than you do. In fact | agree, Kayfu is a king-obsessed kiss arse, and I’d love
nothing more than to chuck him over the battlements.

BONSON: | see.

SHANKSTONE: So, it looks like you’re stuck with me, I’m afraid. My job is to
make sure you don’t tell Flaxley we’re trying to pair him off with Mandika, and my
son’s life is depending on me doing it. So, what can | do?

(Bonson sighed.)

BONSON: Not a lot. We’re both screwed. My job is to be a complete bastard to my
friends or Kayfu will tell... terrible things to the king. | hate Kayfu.
SHANKSTONE: You’re preaching to the choir here, Bonson.

BONSON: I prefer it that way. At least choirs listen.

(Shankstone nodded then puffed out in frustration.)

SHANKSTONE: You know the really annoying part?

BONSON: I can think of several.

SHANKSTONE: If we both told Flaxley how we’re being blackmailed he might even
help us find a way to get through everything without Kayfu even finding out.
BONSON: Yes, but do you want to take that risk?

SHANKSTONE: No, not with my son’s life at stake. That’s why it’s annoying.
BONSON: Yes, I agree. I don’t fancy risking it either. I’m just gonna do as Kayfu
asked and hope everything works out well.

SHANKSTONE: Me too. It’s the only sensible way.

(They both sighed despondently then glanced towards the house.)
SHANKSTONE: Anyway, shall we go inside? It’s bloody hot out here.

BONSON: Good idea. With any luck, Flaxley will pour us an ale.
SHANKSTONE: That would go down extremely well right now.

BONSON: Don’t get ahead of yourself, old chap. We’re talking ale in inverted
commas here.

SHANKSTONE: I see. Maybe I’ll ask for a cup of coffee then.

BONSON: It might be safer, yes.

(Within the hour, Flaxley and Kritz’s twins were at Phisele’s mum’s house and
Bonson, Flaxley, Kritz and Shankstone started making the final preparations for the
trip to Guevina. The roof of the carriage was packed with armour and weapons in
readiness for the tournament and Kritz had even packed a large hamper full of
Sandwiches that Flaxley didn’t like. Now all that remained was for Bonson and Kritz
to give the carriage a final inspection while Flaxley locked and secured all the
windows in the house.

With Flaxley out of sight and Shankstone waiting inside the carriage, Bonson
followed Kritz as she stepped the other side of the carriage to check the back wheel,
wearing a troubled frown. Satisfied, Flaxley wouldn’t overhear him, he then nodded
to himself and spoke up.)

BONSON: The carriage is fine.



KRITZ: Yeah, | agree.

(Bonson then checked to see Flaxley was still inside and stepped closer to her.)
BONSON: Um... Kritz, as I’ve finally got you alone, I’d like to offer you some
advice.

KRITZ: You would?

BONSON: I would. It’s about your disagreement with Flaxley.

KRITZ: Right... okay...

BONSON: Seriously, Kritz. You can’t afford to back down on this one. In this case,
you’re in the right and he’s very much out of order.

KRITZ: Well, 1 think so too.

BONSON: Then it’s important you stand your ground. There’s certainly no room for
compromise. You persist; he’ll see sense in the end!

(Kritz absorbed his words and nodded gratefully.)

KRITZ: 1 will. Thanks for the advice, Bonson!

BONSON: Hey, it’s nothing. That’s what friends are for...

(He then bit his lip and mumbled under his breath.)

BONSON: Apparently!

(With that, he shook his head in shame at what he’d just done then climbed into the
carriage.)

BONSON: | so hope karma is a myth.

(Just then, Flaxley paced out of his house and locked the door behind him. Rubbing
his hands together he then paced towards the carriage. Seeing Bonson and
Shankstone sitting inside it, he then stopped and furrowed his brow.)

FLAXLEY: I'll be coachman then, shall 1?

(Bonson leant from the window.)

BONSON: If you wouldn’t mind.

FLAXLEY: Why would I mind? It’s not like I’'m going to take part in a tournament
or anything. Why would | need to be well rested?

BONSON: Then let Kritz drive if you don’t want to.

FLAXLEY: Don’t be silly; god only knows where we’d end up.

KRITZ: He’s right, I’ve never driven before and it could only end in Lefiat style
calamity.

BONSON: Well, Shankstone and I drove all the way down here, we’re knackered,
Flaxley. Old and knackered.

(Flaxley rolled his eyes then headed straight for the drivers seat.)

FLAXLEY: Fine, but if I go too fast and damage your carriage, you’ve only
yourselves to blame.

BONSON: Fine by me. It’s Kayfu’s carriage, damage it as much as you like.

(As Flaxley clambered atop the carriage, Kritz glanced longingly towards Phisele’s
mum’s house then climbed inside. As soon as she was sat down opposite Bonson, the
troubled former butler nodded then spoke up.)

BONSON: Right... all set, Kritz?

(Kritz crossed her legs and nodded to him firmly.)

BONSON: Well, are you?

KRITZ: | nodded, Bonson. My face is up here.

(He swiftly averted his gaze from her chest and gave her a cheesy grin.)

BONSON: Right. Noted.

(He then tapped on the roof and leant out of the carriage window.)

BONSON: Ready when you are, Flaxley!

FLAXLEY: Righto!



(And with that, Flaxley flicked the reigns and set the carriages in motion. Like many
other knights and their entourages from towns and cities all over the world, their
journey to the Guevina tournament had begun.)

(From coast to coast all over the continent, every township with a competitor involved
in the tournament became thoroughly absorbed by it. Hailing their competitor as a
hero, they all sent them on their way to Guevina with a farewell fit for a king. Even
the towns that didn't have a warrior taking part couldn't contain their excitement.
Many of them picked the competitor from the nearest town to whole-hearted support
and cheer on. Even though the result of the tournament would take a few days to
reach their towns, few could contain their excitement. The tournament had become a
multi-national phenomenon for every township and every citizen to behold. Every
township with the exception of Tifaeris... and one other.

In a small township, thirty miles to the west of Guevina the tournament wasn't being
viewed as something to behold. In this strangest of settlements it was being viewed as
an opportunity for something extremely sinister. Malk was a small, fishing
community whose portly leader, Stifer, had his own dark agenda for the tournament.
He'd personally seen to it that the people of Malk had been kept in the dark about the
excitement in Guevina. Having his people excited about the contest would interfere
with his own underhand plans for the tournament. As a result, besides Tifaeris, Malk
was the only township not currently decked in bunting and buzzing with excitement.)

Malk Township, Presidential Palace.

(In the plush main chamber of Malk’s palace, President Stifer sat in a large leather
chair with his arms folded, discussing the forthcoming tournament with his head of
espionage, Sandark. Something of a mysterious fellow, the tall, muscle bound,
Sandark sat on the other side of a small table from him, wearing a large hood which
obscured his head entirely. Upon the table between them, sat a fine glass decanter,
filled with a black mist that emitted a green aura.)

STIFER: Well, Sandark... this is it, we finally have our opportunity!

(Sandark replied, in a deep, gravelly voice.)

SANDARK: Opportunity, Stifer? This is no mere opportunity. This is destiny!
(Stifer looked impressed.)

STIFER: Destiny, you say? | have to say, | admire your confidence!

SANDARK: | believe, Stifer! My mission will undoubtedly be a complete success.
(He clenched a fist then turned his hooded head in the direction of the decanter.)
SANDARK: The king of Guevina, so open, so unprotected, that doesn’t happen every
damn day. | will take his life with both speed and style.

(He then bowed to the decanter.)

SANDARK: And when it’s done... it will only be a matter of time before those fools
in Guevina unknowingly complete our mission for us. Then, once again, | will be
able to serve you, Queen Aurora!

(The decanter glowed a brighter green then a sultry female voice projected from it.)
AURORA: And your many years of flawless service will be well rewarded, dear
Sandark!

(Stifer looked to Sandark then bit his lip uneasily.)



STIFER: Look, I hate to break up this show of mutual admiration, but what will
happen if you fail to kill him and get caught trying, Sandark?

SANDARK: Fail?

STIFER: You heard me. There’s going to be a lot of great warriors in attendance at
the tournament. What if one of them catches you and they torture you? Can we trust
you to keep Queen Aurora’s name out of it?

(Sandark laughed beneath his hood.)

SANDARK: You don’t know me very well, do you, Stifer?

STIFER: Indeed. That’s why I’m asking.

SANDARK: Fear not, fat one. That will never happen, but if it did, my silence is
assured.

AURORA: It’s true. | trust Sandark with all I hold dear.

SANDARK: So there you go. You have nothing to fear.

STIFER: Well... good.

SANDARK: I will not fail however! | will kill the king and trust me... I will escape!
(Stifer couldn’t help but give an impressed chuckle.)

STIFER: You know, if any other man said to me that he could enter Guevina and Kill
the king then successfully escape, I’d laugh at them. But you, Sandark... you, |
believe!

(With that, the decanter glowed bright again.)

AURORA: Then it begins. Go, Sandark! Kill King Falbury, so that I may arise from
this curse.

(Sandark immediately stood up.)

SANDARK: As you wish, my queen.

(With that, he bowed and headed for the door.)

STIFER: Good luck!

SANDARK: Luck is for the weak!

(As he disappeared out of the door, Stifer raised a curious eyebrow then glanced to the
decanter.)

STIFER: If he fails, Queen Aurora?

AURORA: Sandark never fails! The king will die, his daughter will ascend to the
throne and as a female sovereign | will be able to possess her.

(The decanter then glowed brightly as Aurora allowed herself a despicable laugh.)
AURORA: And the three of us will rule the world, as | was so cruelly robbed of doing
all those years ago.

(Stifer smiled and sat back, nodding with satisfaction.)

STIFER: Good things come to those who wait, | suppose.

AURORA: Great things, Stifer, great things.

City of Guevina

(On the day before the tournament was due to begin, the sun rose in Guevina to reveal
a glorious display of bunting and banners all over the city’s main plaza. At the centre
of which, a twenty foot square gladiatorial arena had been erected. Those in charge of
arranging the tournament had worked through the night, desperate to make sure
nothing was left to the last minute. Thanks to their efforts, the preparations were
almost complete with an entire day to spare.



At around 9am on this most sunny of summer mornings, Flaxley, Kritz, Bonson and
Shankstone’s carriage headed from out of the nearby woodland and began heading
towards the main entrance gates, set in Guevina's vast city wall. Inside the carriage,
Shankstone and Kritz were fast asleep. Sitting opposite Kritz staring merrily up her
skirt, Bonson, on the other hand, was wide awake. Atop the carriage, leading the
horses forth, Sir Flaxley was also wide awake. Unlike the others, he’d been left no
option but to stay awake. Exceptionally tired from having driven through he night, he
wasn’t sad to see Guevina finally come into sight. As much as he didn’t want to go
there, he was looking forward to stretching his legs and taking a welcome break from
driving.

As he continued leading the horses forth, he mused to himself. It had just occurred to
him that meeting up with Lefiat and Mandika again would probably be a bizarre
experience. Their previous meetings had all been orchestrated by a higher being
named Daman Siria, who’d manipulated everything from their personalities to their
actions since the day they were born. Having lived very much as puppets of this
mystic wise man, Flaxley realised he had no idea what Mandika and Lefiat were
really like. Kritz and Bonson hadn’t seemed any different since they’d been freed of
the mystic burden but he couldn’t help wondering how they might have changed. He
then allowed himself a smile. There was one silver-lining to the dark cloud that filled
his mind when he thought about Guevina. His good friend, Derek, the three foot tall
green alien from the planet Tryme 17 was still living there with his equally alien wife.
Looking forward to seeing him again, he nodded with satisfaction then started to slow
the horses down. A few moments later, they gently eased to a halt and the carriage
came to a standstill just outside the tall wooden gates to the city.)

FLAXLEY: Excellent.

(With that, he leapt down from the carriage and approached the unimpressed looking
guard on sentry duty.)

FLAXLEY: I am Sir Flaxley of Tifaeris...

GUARD: Then you sir, are a traitor and an idiot!

FLAXLEY: I... what?

(As the guard's disdainful words filtered into Flaxley’s head, he became very
annoyed, very quickly.)

FLAXLEY: You must be new! Any guard who knew me would never dare say such a
thing!

(The guard shrugged.)

GUARD: Why, what are you going to do about it? Drop your shield on my foot?
FLAXLEY: | see! Like that is it?

GUARD: Yup! I've heard all about you, Flaxley. Clumsy, incompetent...
FLAXLEY: Is that so?

(He cracked his fingers and rolled his neck menacingly.)

FLAXLEY: Listen, son, I’ve been awake all night and I’m not in the mood for any
lip. So, just shut your mouth and open the gate, okay? You’ve been warned.

(With that, Flaxley started to return to the carriage only to hear the guard scoff behind
him.)

GUARD: Actually, mistake boy... that’s your nickname, isn’t it? It’s up to my
discretion who I let in. And, I don’t like your face.

(Clenching his fist, Flaxley turned and stepped up to the guard angrily.)



FLAXLEY: Look, chummy, I happen to know for a fact that you’re obliged by law to
allow entry to a visiting world leader. Well, I’m the leader of the township of
Tifaeris, so open this gate right now or Il tell your king!

GUARD: And how are you gonna do that if I don’t let you in? Didn’t think of that,
did you?

(Flaxley nodded calmly.)

FLAXLEY: I see. Just like you didn’t think of this!

(With that, Flaxley scooped up the guard and threw him under his arm.)

GUARD: What the hell are you doing???

(Saying nothing, Flaxley paced swiftly towards the gate and snarled as the guard
protested, his arms and legs flailing wildly in a desperate bid to make Flaxley drop
him.)

GUARD: Put me down!!! I’ll have you arrested for this!

(As he reached the gate, Flaxley calmly asked again.)

FLAXLEY: Are you going to let us in or not?

GUARD: Not until you...

FLAXLEY: Wrong answer!

(With that, he proceeded to use the guard as a battering ram, thudding him head-first
into the heavy wooden gates three times in a row.)

GUARD: Ow!!!

FLAXLEY: How about now?

(In a fair degree of pain, the guard whimpered.)

GUARD: Okay, okay...

(With that, Flaxley dropped him and headed back to the carriage.)

FLAXLEY: Excellent! Oh, and any more grief like that from you or any other like
minded buffoons while we're in this stupid city, I’ll come back and personally
disembowel you!

(In no doubt that Flaxley was serious, the guard yelled for the gates to be opened, his
bruised face bearing a traumatised expression.

As soon as the gates parted, Flaxley drove the carriage through, grinning at the guard
as he did so.)

FLAXLEY: See how much easier life can be when we all try to get along?

(He then snarled angrily.)

FLAXLEY: Now salute, you disrespectful little shit.

(Immediately, the terrified guard did just that.)

GUARD: Yes, sir!

(Flaxley just shook his head with contempt.)

FLAXLEY: You bow to other world leaders, you don’t salute them. Bloody amateur.
(He then faced ahead, grinning to himself as the carriage headed into the city.

Inside the carriage at this time, having just woken up, Kritz yawned and rubbed her
eyes then looked from the window at the vast sprawl of wooden buildings and the
magnificent castle that dominated the skyline. At once, her jaw dropped.)

KRITZ: Wow, what an amazing view!

(Bonson nodded as he continued to stare up her skirt.)

BONSON: I know, I can’t take my eyes off of it!

KRITZ: | had no idea it was so big!

BONSON: Big? Deep, maybe... I really haven’t looked that closely.

(He then glanced up at her, just as she turned to give him a sideways glance.)



KRITZ: What are you on about?

(Realising he’d had a lucky escape, Bonson thought quickly.)

BONSON: What? Um... the sea!

KRITZ: You can’t even see the sea.

BONSON: No, but... you could earlier. I was still thinking about that.

KRITZ: Oh. Right.

(She then resumed staring from the window. Having never been to Guevina before,
Kritz was awestruck like a first time tourist. Alternatively, having been nothing but
an effective and loyal knight for the city for many years only to become a figure of
hatred, Flaxley was a lot less enthusiastic. Snarling as he led the carriage forth, he
mumbled to himself bitterly.)

FLAXLEY: Bloody place. Village idiots, the bloody lot of them.

(Much to Flaxley’s bewilderment, as soon as the carriage reached the centre of the
cobbled main square, Shankstone leant from the window and asked him to stop.
Obliging him, Flaxley called the horses to a halt then watched on agape as the three
passengers all alighted the carriage.)

FLAXLEY: Where are you going?

BONSON: The inn!

FLAXLEY: Hey! If you think I’'m going to park this carriage for you while you
bugger off to the pub and get rat-arsed, you’ve got another thing coming. It’s bad
enough that you made me drive it all the way here!

BONSON: We’re not going to get rat-arsed. The inn is where you tournament
entrants have to check-in, Flaxley.

FLAXLEY: Oh... right.

SHANKSTONE: And we’re not expecting you to park it. Just leave it here and come
with us, Flaxley.

(Flaxley glanced around the open square at the large numbers of locals strolling about
beneath the bunting and furrowed his brow.)

FLAXLEY: I can’t just leave it here! For one, it’s in the way and secondly, it’1l get
stolen.

BONSON: That’s not your problem, Flaxley.

SHANKSTONE: Quite. It’s Kayfu’s problem. 1It’s his carriage.

BONSON: And seeing as the manisac...

SHANKSTONE: Bonson!

BONSON: Fine. Seeing as he’s a ladies fun unit, just leave it there. If it gets stolen
then... well, good. In your face, Kayfu.

(Flaxley glanced around the square then shrugged.)

FLAXLEY: Fine. He’s your boss. If you want to piss him off, who am | to argue?
(With that, Flaxley swiftly climbed down from the carriage.)

BONSON: Just to be clear, Flaxley. He’s not my boss, I'm retired. And besides, the
king was my boss, not Kayfu.

SHANKSTONE: He is my boss though, and | say we abandon it here.

FLAXLEY: And you won’t get into trouble?

(Shankstone shrugged.)

SHANKSTONE: I'll just tell him I parked it outside the inn so you could check-in for
the tournament and while we were inside, thieves took it.

BONSON: Won’t even be a lie.

SHANKSTONE: Exactly.



FLAXLEY: Well, if you’re certain.

(Both Shankstone and Bonson replied at the same time.)

BONSON & SHANKSTONE: We’re positive.

(Having listened to the entire conversation with a bewildered expression on her face,
Kritz scratched her head uneasily.)

KRITZ: Say, what have you got against this Kayfu person anyway?

(Again, they replied almost as if they were one person.)

BONSON & SHANKSTONE: It’s personal.

SHANKSTONE: We just don’t like him, that’s all.

KRITZ: Evidently.

(Flaxley nodded thoughtfully.)

FLAXLEY: If I recall, Kayfu always had his tongue firmly up the king’s arse.
BONSON: That’s right.

SHANKSTONE: He’s spent his entire career kissing the kings behind.

FLAXLEY: Never was a fan of that chap.

(He nodded.)

FLAXLEY: Fuck him then. Let’s go and sign me in.

BONSON: Absolutely.

(With that, they all headed across the sun-kissed main square on route to the inn,
Bonson rubbing his hands together excitedly. Well aware that the ever quickening
Bonson was practically on auto-pilot, lured in by the aroma of the ale, Flaxley and
Kritz shared a highly amused smile then snarled at one another.)

KRITZ: Arsehole.

FLAXLEY: Bad parent.

(They shook their heads bitterly at one another then Flaxley glanced at Bonson. At
once, a smirk appeared on his face.)

FLAXLEY: Thirsty, Bonson?

BONSON: Bloody parched, actually.

FLAXLEY: Going to grab a coffee then? Only, it’s a bit early for ale!

BONSON: Don’t be soft, Flaxley! An ale or two before breakfast never did anyone
any harm!

(He then ruffled his neck indignantly.)

BONSON: Besides, it’d be rude just to go in there and sign in without stopping for at
least one!

(Flaxley grinned to himself, then looked despondent and hung his head.)
FLAXLEY: I can’t believe I’m going to enter a tournament! How undignified.
(Kritz glared at him for a moment then sighed outwardly, pushing away her anger.)
KRITZ: Don't be down-hearted, Flaxley. It’s a good thing you're doing for Mandika.
(Flaxley glanced at her for a moment then forced a smile.)

FLAXLEY: Well... true! Thanks, Kritz.

(With Flaxley and Kritz sharing a smile, alarm bells immediately rang in
Shankstone’s head. He could tell from their eyes that despite their current animosity
towards each other, the two of them loved one another dearly. In that moment he felt
certain that Bonson’s chances of splitting them up, especially with the tournament
only a day away, were practically nil. He was convinced that Bonson would fail and
Kayfu would spill his secret to the king. Having taken quite a liking to the grumpy,
retired butler, it made him feel horribly uncomfortable. As far as he was concerned,
Bonson was well and truly doomed. With this in mind, he swiftly started to hurry
ahead. There was no way he could look Bonson in the eye and tell him what he
thought, so he opted to give him a wide berth instead.)



SHANKSTONE: Right... I’ll be in the bar. Come and join me when you’ve signed
in.

(As he hurried towards the inn doors, the thirsting Bonson attempted to keep apace
with him but was cruelly stopped in his tracks by Flaxley’s raised voice.)
FLAXLEY: Don’t you wander off too, Bonson. I don’t know who I’m supposed to
see. The landlord, the receptionist, who? | mean, is there a special room set aside?
(Spinning to face him, Bonson held his palms out to the side and remonstrated with
him desperately.)

BONSON: You can ask that when you get in there, can’t you?

(With that, he about turned, only to find Shankstone had disappeared inside the inn.)
BONSON: Oh, cuddyfinkle farts!

(He then groaned bitterly.)

BONSON: Fine. Follow me.

(Furrowing his brow, Bonson then mumbled bitterly under his breath and led Flaxley
and Kritz towards the small wooden door on the far right side of the inn. Looking
pale and broken, he stared lustfully towards the two larger doors on the left as he did
so. Despite having never been there before, Kritz was absolutely certain that they
must have been the doors to the bar.

Upon reaching the small door on the right side of the inn, Bonson led Flaxley and
Kritz through it and they emerged in a small square room with a reception desk at one
side. As Kritz looked upwards and nodded approvingly at the chandelier, Flaxley and
Bonson glanced at one another then stepped up to the desk and smiled at the woman
on the other side of it.)

BONSON: Morning, beautiful.

(At once, the receptionist looked up at Bonson and smiled.)

RECEPTIONIST: Oh, hello, Bonson! How are you?

BONSON: All the better for seeing your deep blue eyes!

RECEPTIONIST: | have brown eyes, Bonson. That blue thing is my bra.

BONSON: And very nice it is too.

RECEPTIONIST: So, what brings you to this side? This is the hotel side. Get lost on
the way to the bar, did you?

BONSON: No actually.

(He then gestured to Flaxley.)

BONSON: I have Sir Flaxley with me; he’s come to sign in.

(As soon as Bonson mentioned Flaxley’s name, the receptionist’s face dropped and
she scowled hatefully.)

RECEPTIONIST: | see.

(She then looked at Flaxley and sneered.)

RECEPTIONIST: Proud of yourself, are you?

(Flaxley looked most taken aback.)

FLAXLEY: What’s that supposed to mean?

RECEPTIONIST: Oh, like you don’t know.

(She snarled then reached under her desk.)

RECEPTIONIST: Sign this!

(With that, she slapped a piece of paper on the desk in front of him. Flaxley gave her
a disbelieving glance for a moment then looked down and scanned the words on the
paper.)

FLAXLEY: Hmm... okay... that all seems fine.

(He signed the sheet the slid it towards her.)



FLAXLEY: Thank you!

RECEPTIONIST: Whatever.

(As if Flaxley was the lowest of the low, the receptionist snatched the sheet from him
then sneered at Kritz. Spying the tattoo on her arm, she then reached beneath the desk
and pulled out another sheet of paper.)

RECEPTIONIST: Hey, you with the tattoo.

(Kritz lowered her eyes from the chandelier and glanced at her emptily.)

KRITZ: Me?

RECEPTIONIST: Yes, you. You must be the Trepe Village entrant!

(Flaxley scoffed.)

FLAXLEY: No, no. She’s merely my wife and the mother of my children.

(Highly incensed by his words, Kritz glared at him furiously.)

KRITZ: Merely? Merely?

FLAXLEY: What? Ididn’t mean it in a bad way!

KRITZ: You said, merely!

FLAXLEY: I meant you’re merely a spectator rather than a participant.

KRITZ: You said I’'m merely your wife and the mother of your children. Like I'm
nothing else.

FLAXLEY: Well... that’s true, isn’t it?

(She sneered bitterly.)

KRITZ: Right that's done it. I'll show you!

(Looking absolutely furious, she then stormed over to the reception desk and nodded
sternly.)

KRITZ: Yes, yes | am. Trepe through and through. Where do | sign?

(She then snatched the paper from the receptionist and grabbed a pen.)

KRITZ: I’ll give you “merely”.

(Matching her fury, Flaxley snatched the form from her and screwed it up into a ball.)
FLAXLEY: You can't enter!!! What about the kids? You can’t afford to risk your
health by taking part in pointless tournaments, you’re a mother now!

KRITZ: Oh, but you can?

FLAXLEY: Like I said, there’s no risk when | do it! And even if there was, I'm a
man, not a mother! You re a mother, damn it! Kids need their mother!

KRITZ: Oh, shut it! Sexist pig!

FLAXLEY: I’'m a sexist pig? You were raised by the bloody, man-hating Trepe!!!
(As Bonson and the receptionist looked on uncomfortably, silence descended and
Flaxley and Kritz glared at each other bitterly, both feeling the other one was out of
order. As far as Flaxley was concerned, having been raised in a culture where
mothers gave up everything they aspired to be, and devoted their entire lives to their
children, he couldn’t understand why Kritz seemed so resistant to the idea. In Kritz’s
case, having been raised in a female dominated culture where male slaves took care of
the parenting needs, she couldn’t even begin to understand why he expected her to do
everything. The cultures within which they were raised were well and truly clashing
and Bonson’s advice that they were both one hundred percent right certainly wasn’t
helping matters. And so, the hateful glare continued for a full minute until, Kritz
broke from their prolonged mutual scowl and looked to the receptionist.)

KRITZ: Give me another form, please!

(Much to Flaxley's annoyance, the receptionist immediately handed her another sheet
of paper.)

FLAXLEY: You can’t...

KRITZ: Shut up! I'm entering, now get over it!



FLAXLEY: Fine, but after you get killed in battle, don’t come crying to me.
KRITZ: How can...

FLAXLEY: You know what | mean!!!

(He then ruffled his neck indignantly.)

FLAXLEY: Fine. If anything happens to you, I’ll just tell the kids you died because
you didn’t care about them. Then I’ll remarry and they’ll learn to love their new
mum, forgetting all about you. If that’s what you want, go ahead and enter.

KRITZ: Whatever. You don’t half talk shit sometimes.

(Giving the indignant looking Flaxley one last dagger look, she then turned her focus
to the sheet before her.)

KRITZ: Right... name...

(Much to the receptionist’s amusement, Kritz then proceeded to fill out the form,
slowly sounding out what she was writing like a young child.)

KRITZ: Kritz... Trepe... Village ...

(She then scrutinized the sheet vigorously.)

KRITZ: Um... whereabouts do | sign?

(The receptionist scoffed.)

RECEPTIONIST: Where it says, “Sign”.

(Bonson leant up against her then pointed to the sheet.)

BONSON: There!

KRITZ: Oh... that’s how you spell that, is it? Thanks, Bonson.

BONSON: My pleasure. Any excuse to cop a feel of some side boob, you know me.
(Kritz grinned then signed the sheet.)

KRITZ: All done.

RECEPTIONIST: Congratulations!

(With that, the receptionist took the sheet from her and placed it under the desk.)
RECEPTIONIST: All entrants should assemble at the warriors enclosure at the side of
the battle arena at noon tomorrow. If you’re late, you’ll be disqualified.

KRITZ: We won’t be.

RECEPTIONIST: Whatever. Anyway... will that be all?

(Having given Kritz a prolonged shake of the head, Flaxley sighed in defeat then
looked to the receptionist.)

FLAXLEY: Actually, no. Do you have any rooms free?

(Making no secret of her disdain for Flaxley, the receptionist scoffed.)
RECEPTIONIST: Don’t be stupid, we’ve been booked solid for weeks! Idiot.
FLAXLEY: I only asked!

BONSON: Don’t worry, we’ll think of something!

(He then beamed gleefully.)

BONSON: In the meantime, seeing as the entry formalities are complete, let’s relax
and get some ale inside us, shall we? Follow me.

(With that, he headed excitedly around the reception desk and disappeared through a
small interior door. Having exchanged a brief sneer, Flaxley and Kritz then followed
on. Watching them go, the receptionist coldly scrutinised Kritz’s incredibly short
skirt, and shook her head disdainfully.)

RECEPTIONIST: So Flaxley really did abandon the princess to marry a barely
literate, Trepe tart! What a loser.

(As Flaxley and Kritz followed Bonson through a small adjoining door into the bar,
the sounds of laughter in the smoky air grew louder then fell silent as everyone



stopped and coldly stared their way. Undeterred by the icy greeting, Bonson headed
straight for the bar.)

BONSON: Sit down, chaps! T’ll get these!

(Somewhat miffed by the unfriendly atmosphere, Flaxley and Kritz watched him go
then cautiously sat themselves at the nearest table as everyone continued to glare at
them.)

KRITZ: Friendly place, Guevinal

FLAXLEY: Yes, wonderful.

(A few moments later, the noise level increased again and attention moved away from
them as people resumed their drinking and conversations. Not in the best of moods
with one another, Kritz and Flaxley didn’t speak a word to each other, settling instead
for tapping the table and glancing around the bar randomly. As he sat there, Flaxley
couldn’t help but marvel at the fact that the inn was so busy at such an early hour.
Convinced it must have been as a result of the tournament being in town, he then
shrugged and sat back. Having never been to Guevina before however, Kritz simply
assumed people from Guevina had a drink problem and that it was always like this.

A few minutes later as Kritz continued to ponder how so many people in one place
could possibly have become so reliant on alcohol, Bonson emerged from a crowd of
drinkers and approached the table carrying three ale tankards.)

BONSON: You happy there or shall we join Shankstone? He’s at the back with a
couple of his drinking buddies.

KRITZ: Here’s fine. I'm afraid we’ll get stared at if we stand up again.

(Bonson set the ales down then took a seat.)

BONSON: You always get stared at, you sexy minx, you.

KRITZ: Yeah, but I don’t normally get scowled at! Not by men, anyway.
BONSON: I wouldn’t worry about that, Kritz. It’s not you they’re scowling at.
KRITZ: That’s true.

FLAXLEY: Bunch of ingrate morons. | gave my all serving this city.

BONSON: Yes well, you know that, and I know that... more importantly, ale.
(Kritz smiled and reached for a tankard.)

KRITZ: Nice one, Bonson!

(Bonson grinned cheekily.)

BONSON: Nice one, my arse! These are my three; you can get your own!

(As the two of them chuckled, a man’s voice piped up from behind Bonson.)
ROTAN: Well, if it aint Sir Flaxley of Tifaeris!

(Flaxley looked up and raised a curious eyebrow.)

FLAXLEY: Who are you?

ROTAN: Never mind who | am. You’ve got a fucking nerve showing your face
around here!

BARMAN: Leave it, Rotan! He aint worth it!

(As Rotan scoffed and headed away, Kritz turned to face Flaxley.)

KRITZ: Bloody popular, aint ya?

(Flaxley furrowed his brow and looked towards Bonson.)

FLAXLEY: When did Guevina folk suddenly become so retarded? | used to be a
national hero!

BONSON: Yes, well... you aint anymore!

FLAXLEY: | know that. | just want to know why they all think | abandoned the
princess. How the hell did that rumour get started?

(Bonson glanced away and mumbled uncomfortably.)



BONSON: I don’t know. Maybe, it was a good story and people with good stories get
beer bought for them... I couldn’t say...

FLAXLEY: What was that, Bonson? I couldn’t hear you, you were mumbling.
BONSON: I said, I don’t know... Lefiat probably started it.

(Just then, a pretty female drinker came over, wobbling in a drunken state.)

CERISE: You lousy arsehole, Flaxley! | believed you were something special and all
the while you just wanted to use me! | gave you my virginity, damn you!!!
(Unsurprisingly, Kritz was livid.)

KRITZ: Who’s she???

(Flaxley grimaced uncomfortably and offered her a cheesy grin.)

FLAXLEY: Um... a past love? I’m sure you have past loves too. Let’s just ignore
her.

(Unfortunately for him, Cerise wasn’t about to be ignored and shook her fist at him
furiously.)

CERISE: I weren’t the only one either, was 1? You shagged most of my friends and
didn’t bother seeing any of them again either! Fifteen of them at the last count.
Bloody philanderer!!!

(Desperate to justify himself under the weight of Kritz’s furious, burning scowl,
Flaxley spoke up defensively.)

FLAXLEY: Hey, I was nothing but upfront and honest with the women in this town.
| was a perfect gentleman!

(Much to his horror several dissenting voices then popped up from behind Cerise.)
MALE VOICE: Liar, you slept with my sister!

FEMALE VOICE: He slept with both my nieces at the same time!!

2" MALE VOICE: He slept with my wife... and her mother!!!

FLAXLEY: It’s a lie!

CERISE: Bullshit! You must have slept with almost every woman in Guevina who
took your fancy! And not once did you stick around for breakfast!

(She sneered.)

CERISE: If only we knew now, what we knew back then...

(She looked baffled and scowled.)

CERISE: Wait, that’s back to front. If only we knew what we knew now... wait,
that’s not it either!

BONSON: Hmm, correct me if I'm wrong but I think she might be a tad intoxicated!
(Feeling extremely awkward to be confronted with this while his wife was sat beside
him, Flaxley spammed his forehead.)

FLAXLEY: Ya think?

(Hoping Cerise’s drunkenness would exonerate him somehow, Flaxley then offered
Kritz a nervous grin.)

FLAXLEY: Ignore her, my love. She’s drunk.

(Sneering back at him furiously, Kritz leap to her feet and thumped the table with her
fist.)

KRITZ: Drunk or not, she said enough for me!

(With that, she stormed out of the bar’s front entrance in a wild rage. Having watched
her go, Flaxley sighed in defeat then climbed to his feet.)

FLAXLEY: Perfect. Just bloody perfect.

(He then raced out of the door after her. Left on his own, Bonson raised an astonished
eyebrow then took a sip of his ale.)

BONSON: Well, that was an unexpected bonus. At this rate they’ll be divorced by
lunchtime!



(He then bit his lip uneasily.)

BONSON: Right... I don’t feel good about that.

(He then shrugged it off and took another large sip of his ale.)
BONSON: Superb.

(Just outside the inn at this time, Kritz stormed across the sunlit cobbles, swearing
under her breath. Racing after her wearing a frustrated grimace, Flaxley looked fed
up to the back teeth.)

FLAXLEY: Come back here, will you? This is infantile.

KRITZ: Get lost. Just leave me alone, Flaxley.

FLAXLEY: Will I, bollocks.

(With that, he reached out and grabbed her arm, pulling her to a halt.)

FLAXLEY: Now...

(Before he could say another word, Kritz slapped him across the face then launched
into him verbally.)

KRITZ: You never told me you were a user! Women are just objects to you! You
abused your position as a respected knight to get women into bed, didn’t you?
FLAXLEY: Hey, that’s practically a liec! I was young and they were horny! What’s a
man supposed to do?

KRITZ: | thought you were different!

FLAXLEY: No, that’s you!

(With that, they both stopped snarling and looked confused.)

FLAXLEY: Never mind that! Look, | was young and single. T don’t have to justify
my past to you, just as you don’t have to justify yours to me!

(Kritz shook her head and sighed sorrowfully.)

KRITZ: You know damn well it’s not about that! It’s about you thinking women are
just there to serve you! You think were only here for your fun and to look after your
children!

FLAXLEY: That’s nonsense! I don’t think women are fun at all! You are, however,
supposed to look after children! 1t’s a mother’s job and mothers are women. Now
I’'m sorry but I always thought you were a woman, therefore...

KRITZ: I am. And as a woman | hate being taken for granted by a pig like you!
FLAXLEY: Well... oink!

(As Kritz gave him a sideways glance, Flaxley immediately consigned his previous
statement to embarrassing moments in history and continued.)

FLAXLEY: Look, I don’t take you for granted. | just don’t get why you resent being
a mother so much.

(Kritz shook her head slowly and gritted her teeth.)

KRITZ: I don’t. And you’re really starting to piss me off by saying that all the time.
FLAXLEY: Why? It’s true, isn’t it?

(As Kritz stood there silently snarling down at the cobbles, trying her damnedest not
to explode, Flaxley shook his head disdainfully.)

FLAXLEY: Fine, say nothing. It’s probably for the best. We can talk about it when
you’ve grown up a little!

(Kritz looked at him and scoffed furiously.)

KRITZ: You’ll be lucky if I ever talk to you again!

(They both knew that by “talk” she meant “have sex” and the conversation continued
in that vein.)



FLAXLEY: Good, at least I won’t have to put up with your incessant groaning, you
snort like a pig! And quite frankly, I don’t find that sexy!

KRITZ: Well, you sweat really badly, it drips all over me, it’s disgusting!
FLAXLEY: At least I can last more than thirty minutes without getting cramp!
KRITZ: What about you then? Fancy biting someone’s tongue when you’re kissing
them!

(Flaxley looked most confused.)

FLAXLEY: That was you!!!

(Kritz too, looked confused.)

KRITZ: Um...

(Then she placed her hands on her hips arrogantly and tried again.)

KRITZ: Well, what about you when you got back from the inn a few weeks ago?
You were so drunk you came in the bedroom and tried to put it up my arse, you
useless tit!

(A bitter silence then ensued and Flaxley began to fume. Slowly turning red with
rage, he shook his fist then spoke back at her through gritted teeth.)

FLAXLEY: That wasn’t me either!!!

KRITZ: Yes it bloody well was, you came in and...

(A look of horror filled her face and she took a step back.)

KRITZ: | thought it was... well... maybe it...

(She then took to her heels and fled. Charging forth like a gazelle, she cleared the
square then shot between two houses and disappeared from view. Having watched
her go, Flaxley snarled then shook his fist in the direction she’d ran in.)
FLAXLEY: We will discuss this later!!!

(Feeling empty inside, he then turned and started to walk back to the inn with his
shoulders hunched. As he approached the door, however, Bonson came out and
blocked his path.)

BONSON: What happened there, Flaxley? | was watching from the window. One
minute you were talking and the next, whoosh... she was off. Didn’t threaten to hit
her, did you?

FLAXLEY: Of course, I bloody didn’t.

BONSON: Good. Only I don’t care how big you are, if you did that I'd whack you
one. Then I’d pray you made my death quick and painless.

FLAXLEY: Bonson, you know damn well, I’d never hit a woman. Especially that
one.

BONSON: Quite. My bad. So what happened then?

FLAXLEY: None of your business. Now shift, | need a drink!

(Bonson nodded.)

BONSON: Then come with me, Flaxley. I’ve got more whisky than you can shake a
stick at, at home! And besides, | already drank your ale. I didn’t think you were
coming back, you see?

FLAXLEY: Well where else was | going to go?

(He then shook his head.)

FLAXLEY: I’ll just order another.

BONSON: No, forget that, old chap. Come with me and have a drink at the castle.
You can say hello to Mandika while you’re there.

(Flaxley looked thoughtful.)

FLAXLEY: Well... she is why we’re here, after all.

(He then nodded firmly.)

FLAXLEY: Good idea! To the castle it is then!



(With that, they both started to pace towards where the giant castle dominated the
skyline.)

FLAXLEY: We might be able to end all this nonsense right now actually. If I can
convince Mandika to stay with Lefiat no matter what the king says, she won’t be
under threat to marry some weirdo and I won’t have to enter that silly tournament!
BONSON: So that’s your plan, is it? Get Mandika to stay with Lefiat so you don’t
have to fight.

FLAXLEY: It would solve the problem.

BONSON: Yes but, getting Mandika to stay with Lefiat? You hate her that much do
you?

FLAXLEY: This is no laughing matter, Bonson. Getting her to stay with Lefiat could
well save her from a life or misery. I’d say it’s imperative that we try.

BONSON: Well, fine... we’ll try that then. It’s a long shot, but if she were to agree,
we could all forgot this nightmare ever happened. You could go home and | could go
back to enjoying a peaceful life.

(He then sighed miserably.)

BONSON: I doubt Mandika will change her mind though!

FLAXLEY: I don’t know, Bonson, | have a way with women, you know! She might
listen to me!

(Having seen Kritz storm off only a few moments earlier, Bonson gave him a
sideways glance.)

BONSON: Yes, Flaxley.

(He then shivered.)

BONSON: Oh, there is just one thing, Flaxley.

FLAXLEY: What? You okay?

BONSON: Well, Mandika doesn’t know that her hand in marriage is going to be
offered to the winner and I’d appreciate it if you didn’t mention it to her.

(Flaxley gave him a sideways glance.)

FLAXLEY: You already told me that, Bonson. Though if she did know...
BONSON: If she did know, she’d go ballistic. And if she goes ballistic at the king,
who do you think the king is going to blame? Me! Kayfu will make damn sure of
that.

(Flaxley nodded.)

FLAXLEY: | see! Then don’t worry, I won’t say a word!

Guevina Castle

(From the moment he arrived inside the magnificent castle, a million old feelings
returned to Flaxley. He remembered how he ruled the roost in these very corridors for
a good few years, gaining respect from everyone in the kingdom. Allowing himself a
sentimental smile as he headed down the main hallway at Bonson’s side, he then cast
any thoughts of his time as Guevina’s royal knight to one side and focussed on the
mission ahead. At once a look of concentration crossed his brow as he pondered
exactly what he’d say to Mandika. Convinced the words would come to him, he then
nodded to himself confidently as Bonson led him towards Mandika’s games room.

Still angry at her father for kicking Lefiat out, Mandika had become extremely
predictable and Bonson knew exactly where to find her. Every day, she’d wake, go to



her games room then not come out again until bedtime. She’d even taken her meals
there, refusing her father’s requests to join him.

A full ten minutes after entering the castle, Flaxley and Bonson finally reached her
games room doors then looked to another. Sharing no more than a knowing glance
they then pushed open the doors and stepped inside. Having been half-heartedly
playing a game of skittles all by herself, Mandika spotted them and immediately
rushed over, skipping like an over-excited schoolgirl who hadn’t seen her father in
years.)

MANDIKA: Flaxley!!!

(Gushing from every pore, she threw her arms around him and clung onto him for
dear life. A tear rolled down her cheek as she squeezed herself into him. Without
Lefiat around, she’d been extremely lonely and it showed. Spying her misery,
Bonson gave her a consoling pat on the shoulder before availing himself a seat beside
the drinks cabinet.)

BONSON: Come and sit down, you two!

(Having had to literally, prize Mandika off of himself, Flaxley gave her a smile then
gestured for her to sit with Bonson. Obliging him, she sat herself down then Flaxley
followed suit. Excited to finally have some company, Mandika beamed and looked
joyfully to Flaxley.)

MANDIKA: Wow, it’s been over a year! I’m so glad you’re here!

BONSON: It doesn’t feel that long!

FLAXLEY: No, she’s right. Lefiat hasn’t broken any of our belongings for a long
time!

(Her initial joy at seeing him seemed to wither and die as a glum expression appeared
on her face.)

MANDIKA: Poor Lefiat!

(Setting the plan to convince Mandika to stay with Lefiat into action, Bonson sighed
regretfully.)

BONSON: Yes, poor Lefiat! What a complete buffoon he was to think that you
actually loved him unconditionally!

(Taken aback by his comment, she immediately went on the defensive.)
MANDIKA: I do love him, I do... I can’t help it if my father is a pig!

FLAXLEY: But surely, if you loved him...

MANDIKA: Why doesn’t anyone understand?

BONSON: Because it doesn’t make sense, ma’am!

MANDIKA: 1t’s really quite simple; I’ve been groomed all my life to become queen
of this nation someday. I’m happy to share my life with Lefiat, but I can’t sacrifice it
for him. I just can’t!

(Still confident that the right words would come to him and she’d change her mind,
thus negating his need to join the tournament, Flaxley tried to make her see
otherwise.)

FLAXLEY: Look, Kritz spent her life training to be a warrior, she gave it up for love,
why can’t you?

MANDIKA: Because I’d be miserable!

FLAXLEY: That’s nonsense!

BONSON: Really, Flaxley? Nonsense is it? So where’s Kritz now?

FLAXLEY: What? Shut up, Bonson. This isn’t about me!

MANDIKA: Yeah, that’s a point... where is she?



FLAXLEY: Hey, look, never mind that. The point is, without Lefiat, you’re already
miserable, Mandika!

MANDIKA: Yeah, but at least this way I’m miserable and rich!

BONSON: That’s a good point actually. Hard to argue with that, in fact. You win.
(Flaxley winced and held his forehead in his palm.)

FLAXLEY: You’re really not helping, Bonson.

BONSON: Well, who are we kidding? Who wouldn’t pick being royal over shacking
up with Lefiat. Name me one person.

(In that moment, Flaxley’s face lit up. It was as if the words he’d been looking for
had been handed to him by the goddess of love herself. Sitting up straight, he looked
Mandika straight in the eye.)

FLAXLEY: One person who’d pick shacking up with Lefiat over being royal, you
say?

(He nodded firmly.)

FLAXLEY: His true love would, that’s who.

(As he looked into Mandika’s eyes daring her to deny it, and with every confidence
that she’d crumble to his way of thinking, Bonson opened his mouth and killed the
moment like only he could.)

BONSON: His true love? What a load of old bollocks.

FLAXLEY: Bonson!

BONSON: I mean, come off it. Life isn’t a fairy tale, Flaxley. There’s no such thing
as this fabled ‘one true love’, you just find someone you can happily tolerate. That’s
all love is.

(As Flaxley hung his head in despair, his efforts shot to pieces, Mandika sighed.)
MANDIKA: I can’t claim Lefiat was my one true love anyway... I just know I was
happy with him around.

(She then hung her head.)

MANDIKA: And I know I’1l be happen again some day. When | become queen.
That means everything to me.

(She then looked to Flaxley and forced a smile.)

MANDIKA: | just need to take the time to get over Lefiat.

(She then started to sob.)

MANDIKA: It’s hard that’s all.

(Watching on as tear rolled down her cheek, Flaxley gave Bonson a furious glance
then gave Mandika a hug.)

BONSON: What? Why are you glaring at me?

(He ruffled his neck muscles.)

BONSON: You should know by now, if you say stupid things like “one true love” I’'m
going to point out what a cock you’re being. Like Mandika’s stupid enough to fall for
that.

(Reacting to his words, Mandika pulled back from the hug with Flaxley and looked to
Bonson.)

MANDIKA: One true love is a nice idea. It’s comforting, but... my one true love is
the thought of becoming queen.

BONSON: See, Flaxley? Your idea was a non-starter from the beginning, now |
suggest you apologise.

(Flaxley gave him a sideways glance then shook his head.)

FLAXLEY: It was worth a try.

BONSON: Was it though?

(Flaxley glared at him.)



FLAXLEY: I don’t hit women, but infuriating old men...

BONSON: Fair point, I’ll be quiet.

(As Bonson glanced away innocently, Mandika looked to Flaxley and smiled.)
MANDIKA: So, where is Kritz anyway?

(Just then, her eyes filled with hope.)

MANDIKA: Was she too embarrassed to come because she’s put loads of weight on
after having her babies?

(Flaxley furrowed his brow at her.)

FLAXLEY: Don’t be ridiculous! She just... went for a walk!

(Bonson gave him a sideways glance.)

BONSON: You mean she ran off after you upset her!

FLAXLEY: You just don’t learn, do you???

BONSON: Apparently not, no.

MANDIKA: She ran off? Were you mean about her weight gain?

FLAXLEY: For pity’s sake, Mandika!

MANDIKA: What? | was only asking.

(As Flaxley shook his head at her, Mandika sighed and looked to the floor wearing a
sorrowful pout.)

MANDIKA: You know... it hurts... everyday. | think about Lefiat all the time. 1 just
want to see him, you know?

BONSON: Why don’t you then? You can come with us to the inn!

(At once her face lit up but she also looked deeply unsettled. Watching her, Flaxley
immediately sensed there was hope. Bonson had redeemed himself. A few seconds
ago he’d been on the verge of picking him up and physically ejecting him into the
corridor outside, but now he was grateful for the old man’s presence. Hoping he
could convince her to go, he sat back and watched on as Mandika shuffled uneasily in
her seat.)

MANDIKA: Do you think I should?

BONSON: No, not all. 1 only suggested it to raise money for charity!

MANDIKA: What?

(She looked horribly lost and pouted.)

MANDIKA: I'm all confused now! I don’t know what to do.

BONSON: So, what’s new? C’mon princess, let’s go and see your Lefiat!

(She smiled and rose to her feet.)

MANDIKA: I will. Thanks, Bonson!

(Flaxley smiled and gave Bonson a grateful nod.)

FLAXLEY: Nice save.

BONSON: Well, you know me. | get there in the end.

(And with that, Flaxley and Bonson rose to their feet and the three of them started to
head for the door.)

MANDIKA: I love you guys. You’re always looking out for me.

(She beamed as they headed out of the door and off down the corridor.)

MANDIKA: You, Flaxley, always making sure I’'m out of harm’s way. Standing
between me and danger.

(She then looked to Bonson.)

MANDIKA: And you, Bonson... you’re okay too.

BONSON: Sorry?

MANDIKA: You’re a mean guy, Bonson. But... I just get the feeling that you love
me... and that makes me happy. You may not say it; in fact you vehemently deny it.
Actually, you insist it’s the complete opposite but I know you care about me.



BONSON: Well... I'm good like that!

MANDIKA: You are! No matter what happens, you’ll always be my special Bon-
bon!

BONSON: Thank you, ma’am. But if you ever call me that again, I’1l take you to the
top of the tallest tower and throw you over it!

(As Mandika giggled, Bonson glared at her coldly.)

BONSON: Seriously!

(As they headed from the corridor and into the main hallway towards the exit, with
Mandika in the middle, she looked from side to side and beamed.)

MANDIKA: This is lovely. Escorted by my two favourite men!

BONSON: That bodes well for Lefiat!

MANDIKA: You know what | mean!

BONSON: I just hope the king doesn’t object to you visiting him!

FLAXLEY: Don’t worry, Bon-bon. We’ll cross that bridge when we come to it.
BONSON: Stop it!!!

(He fumed.)

BONSON: If that name catches on... I’ll come to Tifaeris and burn it down!

(As they walked on, both men flanking the princess, arm in arm down the corridor,
Bonson snarled to himself bitterly for a while then raised the subject once again.)
BONSON: How would you like to be known as Sir Flaxley-waxley or something?
Well? You wouldn’t, would you?

(Flaxley grinned.)

FLAXLEY: Let it go, Bonson!

BONSON: I’'m just saying!

(With that, they carried on in silence down the corridor for a few moments, but alas
Bonson just couldn’t let it go.)

BONSON: In my day, people respected their elders!

(At once, Mandika and Flaxley both stopped and chuckled.)

BONSON: Well, they did!

MANDIKA: Alright, we get the picture!

FLAXLEY: Yeah. Please, Bonson, just let it go!

(Shrugging indignantly, Bonson scoffed then walked on.)

BONSON: If you ask me, it’s typical that you two both found that amusing. | always
said you’d make the perfect couple!

(He then strode away purposefully, leaving Mandika and Flaxley looking at one
another wearing highly embarrassed expressions. Reminders of a time when Mandika
used to try to woo Flaxley incessantly flooded back to them and they both felt
extremely uncomfortable. Mandika immediately went bright red and let go of
Flaxley’s arm, while Flaxley stood tall with his arms folded trying to pretend that
those days never happened.)

FLAXLEY: Right... let’s go shall we?

MANDIKA: Okay!

(Pacing ahead, Bonson felt extremely proud of himself yet riddled with guilt at the
same time. Sowing a seed in Mandika and Flaxley’s minds that a romance between
them wasn’t impossible had been inspired, he felt. Doing so, however, was stabbing
Kritz in the back and made him feel horribly uncomfortable. He felt like an evil
genius who’d just realised he’d gone too far.

Not about to let on how he felt, Bonson waited for Mandika and Flaxley to catch up,
then paced onwards down the corridor with them. Not a word was spoken. Bonson



didn’t want to cause any further damage, nor did he want to accidently repair the
damage he’d done and so he just stared ahead and said nothing. Mandika and Flaxley
were simply too embarrassed to speak.

Moments later, as the three of them approached the castle’s exit to the main square,
Mandika gushed excitedly. Looking forward to feeling the sun on her face, she broke
her silence and bounced excitedly.)

MANDIKA: I can’t wait to see...

(Unfortunately for her, her words were interrupted by two guards blocking their path.)
GUARD: Halt!

BONSON: Halt? You’re stopping me??? What’s the meaning of this? I’ve never
stolen any cutlery and I certainly haven’t sold it to my friends at the inn. This is an
outrage.

GUARD: It’s not about that, Bonson! Though, thanks for the confession...
BONSON: Bugger.

GUARD: The princess is confined to the castle until after the tournament! She knows
that.

MANDIKA: But... that’s unfair!

GUARD: Sorry, ma’am. King’s orders, as you well know!

(She started to sob then turned to Flaxley.)

MANDIKA: Flaxley, help me.

(Having been trained by Sir Flaxley, the guards both gulped. Much to their relief,
however, Flaxley turned to Mandika and placed a loving hand on her shoulder,
showing no sign of any desire to make them step aside.)

FLAXLEY: Mandika, I’'m going to help you more than you realise.

MANDIKA: Cool. Just don’t kill them.

(At once, one of the guards fled and the other pressed himself against the wall
wearing a terrified expression.)

FLAXLEY: I’m not going to help you in that way. If the king says you have to stay
here, then we’ll have to respect his wishes.

(As the guard drew a sigh of relief, Mandika pouted.)

MANDIKA: But... you said...

FLAXLEY: I said I’d help, yes. You see...

(He glanced to Bonson then looked back at Mandika.)

FLAXLEY: I can’t say much right now, but once the tournament is complete, you’ll
know. I’ll see to it that you’re happy again.

(Mandika gave him a baffled glance.)

MANDIKA: You’ve lost me.

FLAXLEY: Just, trust me, okay?

(Mandika sighed then offered him an accepting smile.)

MANDIKA: Okay.

FLAXLEY: Anyway, | should be off. | need to find that wife of mine.

(Mandika nodded sorrowfully then gave him a questioning glance.)

MANDIKA: How is she, anyway?

FLAXLEY: She’s... in good health.

MANDIKA: Just a bit chunky, right?

(Flaxley just glanced at her coldly then headed out of the castle.)

FLAXLEY: I'm leaving now.

MANDIKA: Okay... well, come and see me after the tournament.

FLAXLEY: Presenting the trophy are you?



MANDIKA: Probably.

FLAXLEY: I'll see you there then.

(As Flaxley slowly paced away, Mandika smiled at Bonson.)

MANDIKA: When he says he’s going to help me...

BONSON: I'm not your informant.

(With that, Bonson headed through the exit and paced after Flaxley.)

MANDIKA: You’re going too?

BONSON: Things to do, Mandika.

MANDIKA: Okay, but... could you do one thing for me? Stop off at the inn...
(Bonson grinned playfully.)

BONSON: I'm sure I can find time to do that.

MANDIKA: Just tell Lefiat... just tell him... I miss him.

BONSON: Right. Will do.

(He then mumbled under his breath.)

BONSON: If I can be bothered.

(Watching them both head off towards the main square, Mandika’s shoulders dropped
and she sighed emptily. Fighting back a tear, dejected at seeing her friends leave as
quickly as they’d arrived, she called out as they went.)

MANDIKA: I love you, guys! Oh, and Bonson, wish him good luck and tell him |
hope he wins!

(Flaxley turned and yelled back.)

FLAXLEY: Thank you! You know I’ll do what I can.

(As Flaxley strode on again, Bonson stepped to his side and scoffed.)

BONSON: Not you! She means Lefiat!

FLAXLEY: Oh, sure. | knew that... | was being sarcastic!

(Bonson shook his head.)

BONSON: Yes, Flaxley!

FLAXLEY: I was! You’re not the only one who can be sarcastic you know!
BONSON: Sometimes | wonder about you, Flaxley!

(Flaxley looked narked.)

FLAXLEY: Did I ask for your opinion? Bon-bon!

BONSON: Stop that!

(Watching as Flaxley and Bonson wandered away, glaring at one another angrily,
Mandika clutched her hand to her heart then looked to the guard.)

MANDIKA: You’re so lucky I’'m in a good mood.

GUARD: Sorry, ma’am, but you know how it is. I have do as the king says.
MANDIKA: Whatever.

(She then stared out of the door and beamed.)

MANDIKA: Three times I asked if Kritz has got fat and three times Flaxley didn’t
answer. You know what that means?

GUARD: He didn’t want to dignify the question with an answer?

MANDIKA: No, you idiot. It means she’s got fat!

(She then allowed herself a devious laugh.)

MANDIKA: That means /’m the sexy one now. You wait until I see her.

(She then about turned and paced deeper into the castle with a wide smile on her
face.)

MANDIKA: I may have lost Lefiat, but Kritz has lost the only attribute she had. Her
body. Perfect. That’s what she gets for punching me. Bitch.



(She then picked up the pace and skipped back to the games room, humming merrily
to herself. She may have had a broken heart but right in this moment, it was hard to
tell.)

(Out in the square a short while later, Flaxley and Bonson looked somewhat lost.
With no idea where to start looking for Kritz, they’d stopped half way to the inn and
spent several moments shrugging and scratching their heads.)

BONSON: It’s not like we can even suggest places that she’s likely to go, she doesn’t
know this place.

FLAXLEY: Exactly.

BONSON: We could always ask people if they’ve seen her. I’m sure all the blokes
would have noticed her, except the gay ones.

(Flaxley looked to him and nodded.)

FLAXLEY: That seems like our only option.

(He then shook his head sorrowfully.)

FLAXLEY: Things aren’t going brilliantly, so far, Bonson. Kritz has disappeared,
we’ve got nowhere to stay for the night and Mandika didn’t change her mind about
giving up her crown.

BONSON: Well, we knew she wasn’t going to.

FLAXLEY: | thought she might.

BONSON: Yes well, why you thought that I will never know.

(Flaxley shrugged.)

FLAXLEY: Still, we tried to convince her. That was the right thing to do at least.
(He then nodded firmly.)

FLAXLEY: Looks like the only way to stop the king marrying her off to some
stranger is for me to win the tournament then.

(Bonson gave him a sideways glance.)

BONSON: Which was always the case anyway.

FLAXLEY: Well... true. | was just hoping she’d realise she loves Lefiat too much to
let him go and opt to run off with him instead, saving me the trouble.

BONSON: A futile fantasy if ever there was one.

FLAXLEY: | guess so.

(He then sighed emptily.)

FLAXLEY: All this standing around isn’t going to get Kritz found, Bonson. Let’s
head for the northern suburbs and take a look around there.

(Confronted with the prospect of a long walk, Bonson looked horrified.)

BONSON: That’s miles away.

FLAXLEY: Yes, but if we start at the back of the city and work our way back here to
the centre...

BONSON: Forget that, chummy. I’ve got things to do.

FLAXLEY: Such as?

(Bonson looked stuck for a moment then blurted out his reply.)

BONSON: Lefiat!

FLAXLEY: What?

BONSON: You heard me. Mandika asked me see him over at the inn. Think I’ll get
on it right away, in fact. Have fun in the suburbs.

(As Bonson started to head away, Flaxley watched him go then sucked his teeth.)
FLAXLEY: Screw it.

(With that, he started to pace after him.)



FLAXLEY: Wait up, Bonson. | might as well come with you. Looking for Kritz in
this city, would be like looking for a needle in a haystack.

(Bonson stopped and nodded his way.)

BONSON: Well, you’re not wrong.

(They then headed for the door on the far right of the inn. As they did so, however,
Shankstone raced from the bar doors and headed towards Bonson’s remonstrating
angrily.)

SHANKSTONE: Where the hell did you bugger off to? I’m supposed to be watching
you at all times.

BONSON: | went to see Mandika.

SHANKSTONE: At the castle?

BONSON: No, at the circus. Where do you think?

FLAXLEY: What do you mean; you’re supposed to be watching him? What’s going
on?

(Bonson and Shankstone both looked to Flaxley uneasily and grimaced. There was no
way they could possibly tell him about what Kayfu was making them do and they had
to think quickly.)

BONSON: Well... you know...

SHANKSTONE: I was appointed Bonson’s bodyguard.

(Flaxley scoffed.)

FLAXLEY: That’s new. You need a bodyguard, Bonson?

BONSON: Apparently.

FLAXLEY: Well, no harm done. He’s with me now, you can go.

(Knowing perfectly well that he couldn’t let Bonson go off with Flaxley unattended,
Shankstone bit his lip.)

SHANKSTONE: Actually...

BONSON: It’s fine, Shankstone. We’re going in the inn. You can wait in the bar.
(Shankstone nodded.)

SHANKSTONE: Right... that’ll work.

(Well aware that Kayfu would never go into the inn and check they were together,
Bonson nodded.)

BONSON: I’'ll see you in a bit.

SHANKSTONE: And if I’'m sober enough to see straight, I’ll see you too. I’ve been
in there all bloody morning.

(With that, he about turned and headed back into the bar.)

FLAXLEY: Has to be said, Bonson, as a bodyguard... he’s a bit... long in the tooth.
And you left the bar with me earlier and he didn’t even notice. Not very professional.
BONSON: Yes, well... true... anyway... let’s go.

FLAXLEY: Indeed.

(As they headed for the inn door, Flaxley glanced over his shoulder and raised an
interested eyebrow. It was over an hour from midday still and the square was slowly
but surely filling up with people, looking forward to the following day’s festivities.
For such a large crowd of enthusiasts to turn up so early, just to take a peek at the
venue, he was left in little doubt that this tournament was a huge deal.)

(Once Bonson and Flaxley reached the inn, they took Lefiat’s room number from the
receptionist then headed upstairs to see him. Upon reaching his door, Bonson
knocked then stood there silently with Flaxley at his side. Moments later, the door
opened slowly and a sad looking Lefiat poked his head through the open gap.)



LEFIAT: Hello?

BONSON: Let us in, will you?

(With that, he barged Lefiat out of the way and bundled into his room. As Lefiat fell
on his backside and protested, Flaxley rolled his eyes then followed Bonson in. At
once, he froze on the spot and staring in amazement at the sight of Kritz sitting on the
bed.)

FLAXLEY: Kritz?

(Kritz glowered at him coldly.)

KRITZ: What?

FLAXLEY: What are you doing here?

KRITZ: I...

(Fearing Flaxley might put two and two together and come up with seven, Lefiat
instinctively panicked.)

LEFIAT: It isn’t how it looks, Flaxley! I looked but I definitely didn’t touch!!!
(Flaxley just stared at him blankly and pushed the door closed behind him.)
FLAXLEY: What?

LEFIAT: I saw her from the window and invited her in, we’re not having an affair, I
swear.

FLAXLEY: I never said you were.

LEFIAT: Yeah, but... me and Kritz, all alone in my room... me with nothing on my
feet an ‘all... you must have been at least a little suspicious.

BONSON: No, but he will be if you keep on.

LEFIAT: What?

FLAXLEY: Lefiat, it’s fine. I know nothing was going on.

(Lefiat looked most relieved.)

LEFIAT: Well... good. Shows you trust me.

BONSON: It shows he knows you’re butt ugly and Kritz wouldn’t touch you with a
fifty foot lance, you mean.

LEFIAT: Yeah, that too.

(He then shrugged in bewilderment.)

LEFIAT: So... nice to see you, Flaxley. This is so weird. | hadn’t seen a soul since |
was kicked out of the castle and now, all of a sudden, almost everyone | know turns
up in my room.

(Flaxley looked to him then nodded.)

FLAXLEY: Nice to see you too, Lefiat.

LEFIAT: Cool. Like I said to Kritz, make yourself at home, you too, Bonson.
BONSON: Thanks for the afterthought.

LEFIAT: You’re welcome. I would offer you a coffee but | can’t heat up the water.
The king told the hotel owner not to let me near fire, so they took the stove away.
BONSON: | see. Your reputation precedes you.

(He then sighed heavily.)

LEFIAT: Yeah, looks that way.

(As Lefiat sighed despondently and placed his backside down on an long seat beneath
the window, Flaxley raised a defiant eyebrow at Kritz.)

FLAXLEY: Anyway, seeing as you’re here, Kritz, | think we need to talk about a
certain incident, don’t you?

(Kritz glanced up at him then looked away.)

KRITZ: Not in front of our friends, we don’t.

FLAXLEY: Fine. Bonson, leave the room.

BONSON: Excuse me?



FLAXLEY: You heard me.

KRITZ: Bonson, stay where you are.

BONSON: Hey! I’m not a bloody dog. I don’t stay, go, beg or roll over on
command.

FLAXLEY: No, but I need to talk to Kritz and she doesn’t want to discuss it in front
of friends, so...

KRITZ: I mean we can discuss it later! Or even better... never.

(Wearing a disbelieving expression, Lefiat shook his head at Flaxley.)

LEFIAT: So your friends have to go, but I can stay? Is that it, Flaxley? Thanks,
mate. You’re a pal.

FLAXLEY: You’re different, Lefiat.

BONSON: That’s quite the understatement.

FLAXLEY: Anything we say would go right over your head, so it’s fine if you stay.
(Lefiat looked somewhat heartened and forced a smile.)

LEFIAT: So, I’'m still a friend?

FLAXLEY: As much as you ever were, Yes.

LEFIAT: Cool.

FLAXLEY: Now clear off, Bonson.

BONSON: Like hell I will.

KRITZ: Flaxley, we can discuss it later or when we get back to Tifaeris. Now... just
drop it.

FLAXLEY: But...

KRITZ: Drop it!!!

FLAXLEY: Fine.

KRITZ: Thank you.

(As Flaxley and Kritz glared defiantly at each other, Bonson rolled his eyes then sat
down beside Lefiat.)

BONSON: Well... Lefiat... sorry I haven’t popped over before now...

LEFIAT: It’s fine.

BONSON: So, how are you?

LEFIAT: I’ve been worse!

BONSON: Really? You have? When?

(He paused and gave Bonson a troubled glance.)

LEFIAT: Haven’t I?

(Bonson shrugged.)

BONSON: You tell me! No home, no job, no woman! How bad does it have to get?
(Immediately, Lefiat’s already glum expression became further depressed and he
buried his head in his hands.)

LEFIAT: My god! T’ve hit rock bottom!!!

(Flaxley averted his angry gaze from Kritz and turned to Bonson.)

FLAXLEY: Nice work, Bonson. You’re quite the counsellor!

(Bonson shrugged.)

BONSON: I only asked how he was!

(Taking pity on the lad, Flaxley sat the other side of the distraught Lefiat.)
FLAXLEY: Don’t worry, Lefiat! We’ll get Mandika back for you, don’t you worry!
LEFIAT: We will? How?

FLAXLEY: Leave it to me, old chap! It’ll be easy. I’ll win the tournament and after
| collect my prize... which is Mandika, of course... I’ll simply give her to you. The
king will be furious, but more importantly she’ll be with the man she desires.

(Lefiat looked utterly alarmed.)



LEFIAT: Mandika’s the prize???

FLAXLEY: You didn’t know?

LEFIAT: Of course I bloody didn’t. Since when? I heard it was ten lig.

KRITZ: Ten thousand.

LEFIAT: Holy crap!

FLAXLEY: Ten thousand lig plus Mandika’s hand in marriage as the secret prize for
the winner.

(Lefiat was gobsmacked.)

LEFIAT: But... does Mandika know?

BONSON: No, she doesn’t.

LEFIAT: That’s terrible.

FLAXLEY: Yes, but don’t worry. That’s why I’m here.

LEFIAT: It is?

FLAXLEY: Yes. I didn’t travel all this way just to see you, or watch some silly
tournament. | came to win it so Mandika would be spared an unwanted marriage.
(He nodded proudly.)

FLAXLEY: You see, the king may think he’s got this one all figured out, but he really
hasn’t. He’ll be in for a one hell of a surprise when | win the tournament, accept
Mandika’s hand in marriage then delegate my prize to you, Lefiat. He won’t see that
one coming, oh no.

(Much to Flaxley’s annoyance, Kritz tutted loudly then mumbled under her breath.)
FLAXLEY: Excuse me? Problem?

KRITZ: Arrogant sod!

FLAXLEY: What?

KRITZ: You’re so convinced you’re gonna win the tournament without even breaking
a sweat, aren’t you?

FLAXLEY: Well, who’s going to stop me? You?

KRITZ: | might!

BONSON: With respect, Kritzeveltia...

KRITZ: Belt up, grandpa!

BONSON: Righto!

(Bonson sank in his seat.)

KRITZ: Honestly, if Mandika wasn’t so dependant on you, I’d want you to lose just
to knock you off that pedestal you’ve put yourself on.

FLAXLEY: Never going to happen! Fear not, Lefiat... | shall win your fair maiden
tomorrow!

BONSON: Failing that, Mandika!

(He received three filthy looks and immediately clammed up.)

KRITZ: And don’t even begin to pretend you’re doing this for him. Partly you’re
doing it for Mandika but mostly you’re just looking forward to showing Guevina that
you really are the best!

FLAXLEY: So, you admit I’'m the best?

KRITZ: I never said...

FLAXLEY: Yes, you did. We all heard it. And you’re right. I am the best.

(He then grinned so conceitedly that Bonson just couldn’t resist winding him up.)
BONSON: Well, nobody round here thinks so. Here you’re just the bloke who
abandoned their beloved princess and left Lefiat to rescue her!

FLAXLEY: That never happened though!

BONSON: Then you tried to take the credit for Lefiat liberating Tifaeris!
FLAXLEY: Crap! That was me!



(Kritz leapt up furiously.)

KRITZ: That was all of us!!!

FLAXLEY: Well... except you, the enemy captured you!

KRITZ: Why, you...

FLAXLEY: But that’s irrelevant! Tomorrow they’ll all see that I am in fact the
greatest and Lefiat will have his woman.

(To everyone’s surprise, Lefiat then leapt to his feet angrily.)

LEFIAT: No! Don’t you get it? | have to win her back!!! It’s about a knight’s
honour! My honour.

(He shook with anger, much to Bonson’s amusement.)

BONSON: Ha-ha...

LEFIAT: What?

BONSON: You look even sillier when you’re angry!

LEFIAT: Shut up.

FLAXLEY: Lefiat, I understand what you mean about a knight’s honour... I’'m a little
shocked that you do, but nevertheless, your honour will be intact if you fight your
damnedest for her tomorrow. Even if you fail. And when you do... worry not, I’ll be
there fighting on behalf of Mandika too.

(Lefiat absorbed his words then slowly sat down again.)

LEFIAT: Right... thanks, Flaxley.

(Watching him from where she sat, Kritz rubbed her chin the raised an enquiring
eyebrow.)

KRITZ: Can | ask you something, Lefiat?

LEFIAT: What?

KRITZ: Why are you even bothering?

LEFIAT: Eh?

(He seemed astonished by the question.)

KRITZ: | mean... if she doesn’t love you unreservedly, why bother with her?
(Curious to know what he’d say, silence immediately descended as Lefiat slowly rose
to his feet to answer. Eager to get an insight into the young lad’s thinking, they all
watch on as Lefiat paused in thought for a moment then spoke with passion in his
voice.)

LEFIAT: What does unreservedly mean?

(Bonson groaned and shook his head.)

BONSON: She means, if Mandika won’t love you no matter what, if she won’t give
her whole self to you, why are you so desperate to keep her?

(Lefiat seemed amazed that he needed to ask.)

LEFIAT: That’s obvious, isn’t it? | love her!

(Kritz exhaled at the romance of it all and allowed herself a smile.)

FLAXLEY: What a tit!

KRITZ: Flaxley!!!

FLAXLEY: What? Did I say that out loud?

(Lefiat pouted at him defiantly and folded his arms.)

LEFIAT: Think what you like, Flaxley. It’s my life and that’s how | feel!

(Flaxley nodded.)

FLAXLEY: Yes, you’re quite right. Itis. |apologise. Though, personally if |
thought my woman wasn’t by my side one hundred percent I’d let her go... but all to
their own, | suppose.

BONSON: No offence, Flaxley; but Kritz isn 't one hundred percent as your side,
you’ve been arguing solidly for two days.



KRITZ: That doesn’t mean I’m not one hundred percent committed to our
relationship.

FLAXLEY: Exactly! And soam I. Given a choice between being leader of Tifaeris
or living in a cave with Kritz, I’d choose the cave every time.

KRITZ: Exactly.

FLAXLEY: That’s what love is.

(Lefiat nodded sarcastically.)

LEFIAT: Yeah, cheers, guys. Thanks for coming to cheer me up.

BONSON: We didn’t come to do that, we came with a message from Mandika.
(Lefiat’s face immediately lit up.)

LEFIAT: What was it?

BONSON: Something about shoes, I think... I forget.

LEFIAT: Bonson? How could you forget???

FLAXLEY: She said she misses you and wishes you good luck.

(As Flaxley shook his head at the chuckling Bonson, Lefiat smiled warmly.)
LEFIAT: Really? That’s cheered me up no end, actually.

FLAXLEY: Happy to help, Lefiat.

(Kritz looked thoughtful.)

KRITZ: Speaking of help. Lefiat, we need your help!

(He looked at her through bewildered eyes then shook his head with extreme
reluctance.)

LEFIAT: You don’t want my help, trust me. | might set fire to you or something!
(Bonson laughed and immediately received three filthy looks.)

BONSON: What? Oh, fine!

KRITZ: Don’t be so tough on yourself, all we need is your help to find a place to
stay! Being local, I just wondered if you knew of anywhere we could bed down for
the night.

LEFIAT: It’s not even lunchtime.

KRITZ: | mean later!

LEFIAT: Oh. Well... like where?

(An enlightened look then crossed his brow.)

LEFIAT: Hang on, how about my mother’s house? She’d be only too happy to put
you up!

(Bonson couldn’t help but smirk.)

BONSON: | bet she would!

FLAXLEY: Your mother? Madame Leatherclad, right?

KRITZ: That’d be great, Lefiat! Let’s head over there!

LEFIAT: Okay... it’s a bit of a way though... did you come by carriage?
FLAXLEY: No, we walked from Tifaeris!

LEFIAT: Really?

BONSON: Ignore him, Lefiat. He thinks he knows sarcasm!

(He rolled his eyes.)

BONSON: We ditched our carriage, remember?

FLAXLEY: Crap, so we did.

BONSON: It’s fine though. If it hasn’t been stolen yet, which I doubt, we can take
that one. Ifit has, I’ll just nip in the castle and get another one.

KRITZ: Thanks, Bonson.

BONSON: You’re welcome.

FLAXLEY: Right then, what are we waiting for? Let’s go.




The Villages, Guevina

(As luck would have it, when the four of them left the hotel, they were amazed to see
Kayfu’s carriage still sitting where they’d left it. Delighted by the sight, they all
swiftly made a beeline for it before the local thieves changed their minds. Upon
reaching it, Kritz, Lefiat and Bonson scrambled inside and Flaxley climbed on top to
take the reigns. Two seconds later, Lefiat flew out of the carriage again with
Bonson’s boot mark on his backside. Having been informed that he needed to sit with
Flaxley to show him where to go, Lefiat then looked enlightened and scrambled atop
the carriage to join him. With everyone in place, the horses then got moving as they
made their way out of the city centre towards the villages.

As they headed through the dirt track avenues on route to Lefiat’s mother’s house, the
horseman, Flaxley, sat thinking long and hard about how Lefiat’s mother had
convinced her son that she was a dance instructor, when actually running a knocking
shop. He then considered Lefiat’s 1.Q. and thought no more about it. At his side,
Lefiat spent the journey deep in thought about his lost love and repeatedly forgot to
give Flaxley’s directions. Inside the carriage, Bonson, seated opposite Kritz, spent the
entire trip staring up her miniscule leather skirt again.

Upon arriving outside Lefiat’s mother’s abode, having taken an extremely scenic and
inordinately long route, courtesy of Lefiat’s failure to give directions, Lefiat, Kritz
and Flaxley alighted the carriage and immediately headed for the front door. Bonson,
however, opted to stay inside it, staring indignantly at the seat in front of him.)
LEFIAT: Are you coming, Bonson?

(Bonson yelled back from inside the carriage.)

BONSON: No. Absolutely not. I won’t be seen in such a place!

LEFIAT: What? Why... oh, suit yourself!

(He sighed and shook his head.)

LEFIAT: Miserable sod.

(Upon reaching the front door, Lefiat turned the handle then paced inside.)

LEFIAT: Mind the step.

(With that, he promptly tripped forwards and staggered through the door. Not even
remotely surprised by his mistake, Flaxley and Kritz just rolled their eyes then paced
inside after him. There was no step and never had been.

Having managed to stop himself from falling, Lefiat stood tall and beamed across the
room to where his mother was washing her hands in a basin. Ignoring the three half
naked men who were sitting lined up on a sofa just inside the door, he placed his
hands on his hips and raised his voice.)

LEFIAT: I’'m home!

(At once, his mother, Alpina, glanced over her shoulder and her face lit up. Clearly
overjoyed to see her son, she swiftly dried her hands, grabbed her whip from the side
and then paced over to him, slipping it into the top of her leather skirt as she
approached him.)

ALPINA: Darling, you’re home!

LEFIAT: Hello, mum.

(She immediately gave him a loving hug and patted his back.)

ALPINA: Always nice to see my boy.



(She then stepped back from the hug and stared nervously into his eyes.)

ALPINA: Everything okay? Not planning on moving back in are you? Only I’ve just
this minute got used to having fragile ornaments out on display again.

(Lefiat shrugged.)

LEFIAT: Don’t worry; this is just a social call. Everything’s great. Perfect, in fact. |
haven’t been thrown out of the castle and in no way will I be begging you to let me
move back in after everything goes tits upwards in the tournament tomorrow.
(Having not quite caught what he was saying, his mother gave him a baffled glance.)
ALPINA: What was that?

LEFIAT: Don’t worry... so, how are you?

ALPINA: I’'m fine, thank you.

(She then glanced to Flaxley and Kritz and smiled. Interested to know who his guests
were, she then gestured towards them politely and looked at Lefiat.)

ALPINA: Are you going to introduce us then?

(Lefiat looked most confused.)

LEFIAT: You’re my mother.

ALPINA: Not to each other! You’re guests.

LEFIAT: Guests?

(He looked enlightened then turned sideway and gestured to Flaxley and Kritz.)
LEFIAT: Oh... yeah. Sorry. Mum, this is Flaxley and his wife, Kritz!

KRITZ: Not necessarily in that order!

(She then shook Alpina’s hand.)

KRITZ: It’s a pleasure.

ALPINA: No, no. The pleasure’s all mine.

(As Kritz stepped back and smiled, Flaxley then offered her his hand.)

FLAXLEY: Delighted to meet you!

ALPINA: Yes, it’s...

(She looked highly suspicious and raised her eyebrows.)

ALPINA: Wait. Haven’t we met before?

(Flaxley was highly alarmed.)

FLAXLEY: What? Never!!!

ALPINA: Are you sure?

FLAXLEY: I’m positive.

ALPINA: Oh, okay!

(She turned to her son then smiled warmly.)

ALPINA: So son, to what do | owe the pleasure?

LEFIAT: Um... yeah, can these two kip here for the night? The hotel’s full and they
need a place to stay!

(Alpina grimaced and offered him a regretful glance.)

ALPINA: Actually, I’'m a little busy today!

LEFIAT: That’s okay. They can have my old room! They won’t be any trouble.
(Alpina looked uncertain for a moment then shrugged acceptingly.)

ALPINA: Yeah, okay, why not? That should be fine.

(She then looked to Kritz and smiled apologetically.)

ALPINA: You’ll have to come back after seven though; I’ve got a busy day ahead of
mel

KRITZ: After seven? Yeah, that’s cool.

FLAXLEY:: Not a problem at all!

ALPINA: Right. That’s settled then.

(She nodded.)



ALPINA: Anyway, I hate to be rude, but I’m rather busy right now, so if you don’t
mind...

(She then gestured towards the door.)

LEFIAT: Don’t mind what?

(Flaxley and Kritz backed away towards the door, offering Alpina grateful smiles.)
KRITZ: Of course we don’t mind.

LEFIAT: What don’t you mind?

(He sighed.)

LEFIAT: Nobody tells me anything.

ALPINA: I’ll see you out!

(With that, she led them from the house then half closed the door, pausing to speak
through the gap.)

ALPINA: I'll just be a minute, boys.

(She then pulled the door to and gave Lefiat another hug.)

ALPINA: Bye, son.

LEFIAT: Bye mother.

(As Lefiat and Kritz started to head up the path, Alpina quickly grabbed Flaxley’s arm
and spoke quickly but quietly.)

ALPINA: Solstice day, six years ago, against the wall of the flower mill, down by the
river.

(Flaxley just glared at her in dismay.)

FLAXLEY: No, for heaven’s sake.

(He then glanced to see if Kritz was in earshot and mumbled quietly.)

FLAXLEY: It was the oast house wall.

ALPINA: | knew it.

(With that, she beamed and started to wave as Flaxley skulked swiftly up the path to
catch up with Kritz.)

ALPINA: See you after seven!

KRITZ: Okay. Thanks again!

(She smiled.)

ALPINA: You’re welcome!

(With that, she turned to go back indoors when her eyes caught sight of the carriage.
At once, a delighted expression appeared on her face and she merrily rushed past
Kritz, Lefiat and Flaxley. As the three of them looked on, she then stepped up to the
carriage door and spoke through the open window.)

ALPINA: Hello, Bonson, sweetheart. What brings you here? Your appointment isn’t
until tomorrow!

(Bonson immediately went red and became extremely flustered.)

BONSON: I’ve never seen this woman before in all my life!!!

(Alpina laughed heartily.)

ALPINA: Always a joker, no wonder you’re my favourite customer!

(With that, she blew her son a kiss then returned to the house, leaving Bonson burning
red in the carriage. Well aware of his discomfort, Flaxley and Kritz smirked to
themselves then stepped up to the carriage window and peered through it at him,
grinning insanely.)

BONSON: One word bloody from any of you.

LEFIAT: Wow, Bonson. 1didn’t know my mum was teaching you to dance!

(As Both Flaxley and Kritz burst out laughing, Bonson hung his head and cringed.)
BONSON: I’'m never going to live this down.



LEFIAT: Why? Idon’t see what’s so funny. Lot’s of blokes take dancing lessons,
my mum gives lessons to seven or eight blokes a day. It’s nothing to be ashamed of.
BONSON: Just go away, Lefiat. And go far.

LEFIAT: Suit, yourself, I was trying to be nice.

(He then looked to Flaxley and nodded.)

LEFIAT: Can you take me back to the inn?

FLAXLEY: Of course.

(Sure enough, a few moments later, the carriage headed away again. Up top, Flaxley
guided the horses forth towards the inn, having memorised the route. Having
travelled there with Lefiat for company, he didn’t fancy tolerating him all the way
back as well, so insisted he travelled inside the carriage. Happy to do so, he accepted
without complaint. Also in the carriage, Bonson sat opposite Kritz with a horrified
expression on his face. Utterly embarrassed by the incident with Alpina, he couldn’t
even bring himself to look at her and stared sheepishly out the window instead. He
never uttered another word all the way back to the inn.)

(As midday arrived, Guevina’s main square absolutely heaved with excited tourists
and enthusiastic locals taking a look at the tournament venue. The square was So
busy, in fact; it took Flaxley a full fifteen minutes to drive the last 400 metres to the
inn.

Looking peeved, having had to move at a rate of inches to avoid hurting any
pedestrians, he pulled up twenty feet from the inn door, then called out towards the
carriage.)

FLAXLEY: Lefiat! Get out!

(At once, hundreds of excited locals stared towards the carriage. When Lefiat poked
his head out of the window, however, they all groaned and went about their business,
convinced this gangly looking buffoon couldn’t possibly be their royal knight.)
LEFIAT: Why? What did I do wrong this time?

FLAXLEY: Nothing, you chimp. We’re here.

LEFIAT: Oh... right. Thanks then.

(With that, Lefiat slowly climbed from the carriage then stared up at him.)

LEFIAT: What are you going to do now?

FLAXLEY: Park this thing in the inn’s carriage park. If I can ever get through this
crowd.

LEFIAT: Right.

FLAXLEY: The way I see it is, nobody cares if Kayfu’s carriage gets stolen, so we
might as well hang on to it and use it to get home after the tournament.

LEFIAT: So, you re gonna steal it then?

FLAXLEY: That’s a very negative way of looking at it, Lefiat.

(Just then, Kritz and Bonson also climbed down from the carriage.)

FLAXLEY: Where are you two going?

KRITZ: We overheard your plan and we figured that if you’re just gonna park up, we
might as well wait for you in the bar.

BONSON: It was my idea.

FLAXLEY: Obviously.

(He rolled his eyes.)

FLAXLEY: Fine. I’ll meet you in there then.



(With that, he sat up straight, stared ahead then growled at the people chatting in front
of the carriage.)

FLAXLEY: Move you silly fuckers, or I’ll mow you down.

(As the troubled group rushed out of his way, he snarled at them then set the carriage

in motion again. Unsurprisingly, however, he soon had to slow again and it took him

a full five minutes to travel the next twenty feet.)

FLAXLEY: Wankers.

(While Flaxley continued to toil in the sun, hindered by hundreds of ignorant tourists
and locals, Lefiat and Bonson found themselves sitting in a cosy booth inside the pub
with Shankstone, enjoying a nice refreshing drink. Kritz, however, was standing at
the bar on her own. Having opted for a fruit juice cocktail rather than an ale, she’d
had to return to the bar to order it herself, in light of Bonson’s stubborn refusal to
order such a feminine beverage. He’d bought her an ale and told her to like it. Far
from amused by his actions, she snarled at him then headed back to the bar to get it
herself. Having been served first despite being twentieth in the queue, she then
returned to the table with five drinks, all paid for by drooling men at the bar. As she
sat down, she beamed at Bonson then crossed her legs.)

KRITZ: They were free. Ithought, being married to Flaxley, they’d charge me extra.
BONSON: Like they even know you’re married to him.

KRITZ: | guess.

LEFIAT: You’re so lucky, I never get free drinks.

(Kritz looked at him like he was insane.)

KRITZ: Rubbish, the first drink is always free.

(At once, three pairs of eyes glared her way.)

SHANKSTONE: Yeah, right.

BONSON: If only.

LEFIAT: They’re never free.

(Kritz bit her lip then shrugged.)

KRITZ: Maybe I’'m just lucky then. I always get free drinks. Sometimes it’s not just
the first one... in fact, come to think of it, I hardly ever have to pay.

(She shrugged.)

KRITZ: Not that I’'m complaining. Though I do wonder how some of these pubs
make any money.

SHANKSTONE: They make money by selling drinks. You didn’t think the barman
just gave you those out of the goodness of his heart, did you?

KRITZ: Didn’t he?

SHANKSTONE: Of course not. Some other bugger paid for them.

KRITZ: Who?

SHANKSTONE: I don’t know, I wasn’t there.

KRITZ: Then how do you know?

SHANKSTONE: Because it’s classic. When women like you appear at the bar some
randy bloke always wants to buy her a drink. Five randy blokes in this instance.
KRITZ: Wait, what? Seriously?

SHANKSTONE: Of course. Pubs aren’t charities, you know.

(She nodded in astonishment for a moment then shrugged.)

KRITZ: Well, that was nice of them.

(She took a sip then gave Shankstone an angry glance.)



KRITZ: Hey, hang on a minute. What do you mean, “when women like me appear at
the bar’? Women like me?

BONSON: He means tasty ones with jaw-dropping cleavage. Men just can’t resist
buying women like you drinks.

(He sighed heavily.)

BONSON: You’re so lucky. I wish I had enormous tits.

(Lefiat looked at Bonson’s chest and started to chuckle.)

LEFIAT: Actually, Bonson, you kinda do.

(Bonson was livid.)

BONSON: Fuck you. This is all muscle.

KRITZ: Very flabby muscle, if you ask me.

(Bonson scowled at her.)

BONSON: Fine, you mock, but you won’t be laughing when your tits go all saggy a
few years from now. You won’t me making any jokes about flabby baps then, I can
assure you.

(Kritz just scoffed at him coldly.)

KRITZ: If that happens, I’1l just wear tighter tops to hold them up.

LEFIAT: You should try that, Bonson.

(Bonson looked extremely peeved.)

BONSON: Lefiat, I’'m going to punch you in a minute. Making jokes at my expense,
whatever next? It’s like the entire world is back to front.

LEFIAT: You can’t punch me! It’s against the law.

BONSON: No? You just watch me.

SHANKSTONE: Now, now, chaps, there no need for violence.

(Just then, a pair of hands with painted fingernails slapped down on the table and a
bitter young woman’s voice rose up.)

SAHARA: | beg to differ!!!

(Somewhat startled, Kritz glanced up at her then beamed.)

KRITZ: Sahara! Oh my god, I haven’t seen you in years.

(Bonson looked at the leather clad, large breasted, blonde beauty and beamed.)
BONSON: A friend of yours?

KRITZ: Yeah, we grew up together in the Trepe tribe.

SAHARA: I’m not a friend of yours, Kritz. Far from it, bitch!

KRITZ: What?

SAHARA: You heard me!

(Kritz stared up at her uneasily for a moment then bit her lip.)

KRITZ: | see. Like that, is it?

(She then offered her a smile and shifted along her seat.)

KRITZ: Tell you what, why don’t you sit down and we can talk about whatever I did
to piss you off. Help yourself to a drink, I’ve got five.

SAHARA: I don’t want one of your pathetic looking drinks.

KRITZ: Then what do you want to drink? | can probably get five of them too.
SAHARA: I don’t want a drink! | want my place in the tournament back!

(She then glared at Lefiat.)

SAHARA: And it’d be nice if that freak would stop staring down my top.

(Bonson sighed.)

BONSON: I know, he’s a disgrace, we can’t take him anywhere.

SAHARA: You’re just as bad and so is your mate.

BONSON: Hey, I resent that.

SHANKSTONE: And so does his mate!



(Sahara snarled and looked to Kritz.)

SAHARA: How do you put up with these three letches?

KRITZ: You learn to ignore it after a while.

SAHARA: I see. Anyway, that’s not the point. I was sent to represent Trepe village
in the tournament and when | tried to sign in | was told we already had an entrant.
Someone named Kritz. You stole my place.

(Kritz looked enlightened and smiled apologetically.)

KRITZ: Okay, well... totally my fault. I’ll go and opt out so you can take your
rightful place. I only signed up because | was mad at my husband anyway.

(Sahara slammed her fist on the table and growled, causing her breasts to bounce,
much to the delight of the three leering men.)

SAHARA: No. | want justice!

KRITZ: I think you’ll find me opting out so you can take your rightful place is justice.
SAHARA: Not just for that, for everything.

KRITZ: Everything?

SAHARA: Remember when we were fifteen, Kritz? Jazzu held a tournament to see
who was the most promising upcoming warrior?

(Kritz looked thoughtful.)

KRITZ: I don’t recall.

(Sahara looked horrified.)

SAHARA: You don’t recall??? You won! You kicked my arse in the final, beat me
black and blue. You damn nearly killed me.

KRITZ: | did?

SAHARA: That defeat has haunted me ever since. The humiliation of it scarred me
so badly, | went on to fail my warrior exams. It destroyed my life and you don’t even
recall???

(Kritz gave her an uneasy smile.)

KRITZ: Maybe you took it too seriously; those little tournaments we had were only
meant to be a bit of fun.

SAHARA: Fun? Fun???

(She shook her head angrily then stood tall.)

SAHARA: We were training to be warriors; it wasn’t supposed to be fun.

(She nodded sternly.)

SAHARA: I’ve hated you ever since that moment. And now I want payback.
KRITZ: You hate me? We were best friends!

SAHARA: | hid it well, but trust me, | hated you. And now you’ve stolen my place in
the tournament, | demand the chance to set the record straight.

KRITZ: How?

SAHARA: I’ll fight you for it. Winner gets to take part in the tournament.

KRITZ: There’s no need for that, I don’t even want to take part really.

SAHARA: What’s wrong? Scared?

KRITZ: No, I just don’t want...

SAHARA: Fight me! You owe me!!!

(Just then, the barman came over wearing a delighted expression and tapped her on
the shoulder. As she turned around and glared at him, he rubbed his hands together
and beamed gleefully.)

BARMAN: Do forgive me, but I couldn’t help overhearing. It seems you two ladies
have a dispute to settle.

SAHARA: Yeah, she stole my place in the tournament.



KRITZ: I didn’t mean to, you can have it back, gladly. Like I told you, I only entered
in the first place because | was angry at my husband.

SAHARA: No! | demand the chance to fight you for it.

BARMAN: And that’s exactly what I want to offer you.

(At once, everyone at the table glanced at him suspiciously.)

SAHARA: You do?

BARMAN: Indeed. We have the perfect venue already set up for it out back.
(Bonson looked overjoyed.)

BONSON: You do, don’t you?

KRITZ: Wait, what are you suggesting?

BARMAN: Five rounds of naked water wrestling. You fight in three feet of water.
First to hold the other one’s head underwater for five seconds, wins the round.
(Sahara nodded sternly.)

SAHARA: We’re in.

BONSON: Score!

SHANKSTONE: Result!

KRITZ: Hold on a minute...

SAHARA: I said we’re in.

KRITZ: You don’t speak for me, Sahara. I’'m not doing it. I don’t want to.
BONSON: Kritz, you must.

KRITZ: Why?

BONSON: Well, it’s a matter of honour.

SHANKSTONE: Plus giving Sahara a chance to seek justice would be the right thing
to do.

LEFIAT: I just wanna see your boobies.

KRITZ: Well, tough. I won’t.

SAHARA: You will!

(With that, she knocked Kritz’s drink over and folded her arms bitterly.)
SAHARA: What do you think of that?

KRITZ: If you’re trying to piss me off, don’t bother. That drink was free and | have
another four anyway.

SAHARA: You will fight me, Kritz, you mark my words.

(Bonson beamed then climbed to his feet.)

BONSON: Allow me to assist.

(He then whispered in Sahara’s ear.)

SAHARA: Really?

BONSON: Trust me.

(With that, Bonson sat back down and Sahara adopted a cocky stance.)
SAHARA: Kritz?

KRITZ: What?

SAHARA: You dress like a tart.

(At once, Kritz’s face burned red and she glared at her hatefully.)

KRITZ: Bring it on, bitch!!!

(At once, Lefiat, Shankstone and the barman all beamed at Bonson.)

LEFIAT: Nice one.

SHANKSTONE: Bonson, you’re a star.




(When Flaxley made his way into the bar some two minutes later, he was most
perplexed to find the place empty except for two barmaids. Furrowing his brow, he
glanced around the bar then looked to the nearest barmaid and shrugged.)
FLAXLEY: Where is everyone?

BARMAID: You shagged my sister!

FLAXLEY: I shagged you too, but that’s not the point.

BARMAID: Whatever. 1 don’t like you.

FLAXLEY: No?

BARMAID: No!

(He paused for a moment then offered her a knowing smile.)

FLAXLEY: Wanna go again?

(At once, the barmaid gasped and clutched her hands to her heart.)

BARMAID: More than anything!

FLAXLEY: Then stop complaining and tell me where everyone went.

BARMALID: And then you’ll do me?

FLAXLEY: Nope. | was just making a point. Stop acting hard done by when you
clearly wanted it.

BARMAID: You’re an arse.

FLAXLEY: Again, not the point. Where did everyone go?

BARMALID: I’'m not telling you.

(Just then, a loud cheer arose from the door at the back end of the bar.)

FLAXLEY: And now you don’t have to.

(With that, he paced around the bar and headed through the door at the back. Upon
emerging into the special room beyond the doors, his jaw dropped. A hundred
excited, cheering men were gathered on the steps down to a large, square pool of
water. In opposing corners of the pool, his naked wife and another naked woman
were glaring at one another, aching to come out punching.)

FLAXLEY: What the...

(Just then, his voice was drowned out by the sound of the landlord, speaking though a
cone shaped funnel.)

LANDLORD: Gentlemen, welcome to another round of naked, water wrestling.
(At once, everyone erupted into a frenzy of cheers.)

LANDLORD: In the blonde corner, hailing from Trepe Village... it’s Sandra!!!

(A loud cheer erupted then swiftly died down, just in time for Sahara’s protest to be
heard by all.

SAHARA: It’s Sahara, you prick.

LANDLORD: Right... anyway... in the brunette corner, also hailing Trepe Village,
it’s Kritz!!!

(Wondering exactly how Kritz had managed to get herself involved in such a thing
during the five or more minutes he was gone, Flaxley puffed out in frustration then
glanced across the crowd. Upon spotting Bonson cheering excitedly, he then
furrowed his brow, sensing he knew exactly how she’d ended up in this situation.)
FLAXLEY: I'll kill him.

(With that, Flaxley barged his way through the crowd and stepped aside Bonson.)
FLAXLEY: Bonson, you shit. What’s going on here?

BONSON: Naked water wrestling, you know that. We used to come and watch every
Sunday.

(He then sneered coldly.)

BONSON: More often than not, you’d go home with the winner. And the loser. 1
hate you, Flaxley.



FLAXLEY: I know what it is, Bonson. How is Kritz involved???

BONSON: That girl she’s in the water with, she’s the actual Trepe representative.
FLAXLEY: What do you mean?

BONSON: Kritz accidentally stole her place in the tournament.

FLAXLEY: Then she should give it back.

BONSON: She tried to but the other girl was determined to fight her for it. So here
we are.

(Flaxley gave him a seriously distrusting glance.)

FLAXLEY: And you’re sure you had nothing to do with it?

BONSON: Nope. That other girl, Sahara, just called her a tart for no reason, and
without prompting. Kritz got mad and well... this is the outcome.

FLAXLEY: So this Sandra person knew exactly what to say to piss her off, did she?
BONSON: Indeed.

FLAXLEY: That’s a bit of a co-incidence, don’t you think?

BONSON: Not really, they used to know each other, they were friends. She was
bound to know how to upset her.

(Reluctantly accepting Bonson’s assessment, Flaxley nodded then glanced towards
Kritz. Delighted to have explained his way out of trouble, Bonson smirked then
glanced between both sets of breasts excitedly.)

BONSON: Perfect.

LEFIAT: I love tits, Bonson. Especially ones like these two have got. Mandika’s
are...

FLAXLEY: Finish that sentence, Lefiat, and I’1l kill you where you stand.

LEFIAT: I was just gonna say...

FLAXLEY: And I’ll just kill you if you do.

LEFIAT: Fine, I’ll shut up then.

FLAXLEY: A wise choice.

SHANKSTONE: Here we go, chaps, it’s starting.

(Sure enough, the landlord was standing poolside with a whistle held firm to his lips.)
LANDLORD: Let battle commence!!!

(With that, he blew his whistle and the two naked beauties immediately waded
towards one another growling furiously. Delighting in what they saw, everyone in the
crowd started to shout and call out excitedly, a few of the more business minded ones
taking bets on the outcome, including Shankstone.)

SHANKSTONE: I'll give you three to one odds on the blonde. Any takers?

(As several men raced over to him, he beamed gleefully.)

SHANKSTONE: Good, good.

(As Shankstone set about taking the first punter’s money, Lefiat bounced excitedly.)
LEFIAT: This is great! Who do you want to win, Bonson?

(Bonson scoffed.)

BONSON: Like that matters. As long as there’s two naked lovelies down there,
battling it out, we’re all winners, I say.

(Lefiat looked stumped and bit his lip.)

LEFIAT: Right... what about you, Flaxley?

FLAXLEY: What about me?

LEFIAT: Who do you want to win?

(Flaxley gave him a sideways glance.)

FLAXLEY: Who do you think?

LEFIAT: I don’t know.



FLAXLEY: Kritz, obviously. Though why she’d even want to take part in such a
debauched exercise, god only knows. Angry or not, there’s far more honourable ways
to settle a dispute.

(He then shook his head bitterly.)

FLAXLEY: Disgraceful. Kritz should be ashamed. Every man in Guevina ogling her
body... it’s just not on. We’ll be having words about this.

LEFIAT: Right, okay. So... you want Kritz to win?

FLAXLEY: Of course.

LEFIAT: Do you reckon she will?

BONSON: Of course she will.

LEFIAT: How can you be so sure?

BONSON: Her nipples are a nicer shade of pink than the other girl’s.

(Lefiat looked stumped.)

LEFIAT: Eh?

BONSON: I’'m joking, you tit. You know damn well why | think Kritz is going to
win.

LEFIAT: Do I?

(Bonson glared at him and raised his voice.)

BONSON: Well you ought to, Lefiat, you were sitting right there! Last time they
fought, Kritz beat her black and blue. Almost killed her, she said! It barely a contest.
GAMBLER 1: What?

GAMBLER 2: Really???

(With that, all the people who’d been queuing to place bets with Shankstone,
immediately raced away to place their bets with a man at the back offering two to one
odds on Kritz instead.)

SHANKSTONE: Bonson, you bastard! | was on a nice little earner there!!!

(Bonson looked to him uneasily for a moment then shrugged.)

BONSON: Yes well, you were cheating anyway, you had inside information.
SHANKSTONE: Exactly!!!

(In the pool at this time, having waded out to the centre to meet her opponent, Sahara
immediately came out punching. Determined to settle her old score, she looked the
very epitome of rage. Having been called a tart, however, Kritz matched her fury and
also came out full of aggression.)

SAHARA: I’ve waited a long time for this!!!

KRITZ: Me too! Over ten minutes! Nobody calls me a tart and lives that long
normally!

(With their movement very much hindered by the water, their battle then descended
into farce. Having both thrown and landed a single punch, they were unable to help
floating into one another and ended up grappling, too close to each other to throw any
punches.)

KRITZ: Move back!!!

SAHARA: You move back!!!

KRITZ: You!

(Sahara grabbed Kritz’s hair then snarled.)

SAHARA: No! You!!!

KRITZ: Bitch!!! That’s my hair!!!

SAHARA: Move back then!!!

KRITZ: I can’t, you’ve got my hair.

(Sahara then screeched.)

SAHARA: Ouch!!! Now you’ve got mine!!!



KRITZ: Now you know how it feels!!!

SAHARA: Yeah? Well, how do you like how this feels???

(With that, she dug her nails into Kritz’s shoulder.)

KRITZ: Ouch!!! Bitch!!!

(Not to be outdone, Kritz then scraped her fingernails down Sahara’s arm.)
SAHARA: Bitch!!! That stings!!!

KRITZ: Get back where | can punch you then!

SAHARA: You!

KRITZ: Youll!

(With that, Kritz attempted to punch Sahara on the head. Being far too close to get
any momentum in her swing, however, her effort ended up as no more than a weak
thump.)

SAHARA: You’re feeble!

KRITZ: Fuck off!!!

(With that, Kritz scratched Sahara’s arms again and snarled.)

SAHARA: Hey!!!

(Having never seen Kritz fight in the style known commonly as “like a girl” before,
Flaxley’s jaw dropped. Surrounded by a crowd of over-excited, randy spectators, he
could only shake his head and sigh.)

FLAXLEY: That’s just not right.

BONSON: Looks right to me, two fit lovelies groping one another... perfect.
FLAXLEY: You’re a sick man, Bonson.

BONSON: Am I now? You didn’t think it was that bad when you used to come with
me every week.

FLAXLEY: Oh... be quiet, you.

(Blissfully unaware of her husband’s presence, Kritz continued desperately trying to
land a punch. Trying her damnedest to push Sahara back so she could take a decent
swing at her, she was starting to turn red with the strain. With Sahara matching her
tactics and determination, however, all they ended up doing was pushing harder into
one another until they ended up spinning in circles, stuck together like glue. With
their arms wrapped around one another, and each with a fistful of the other one’s hair,
they made a lot of noise but that was about all. The crowd, of course, were loving it.
Two naked women screaming and grappling, with their sizeable breasts bouncing and
swinging around, was a joy to watch.)

KRITZ: Let go of me, for fuck sake!

SAHARA: You re holding me!!!

KRITZ: I’m trying to push you away!!!

SAHARA: By pulling my hair???

KRITZ: You’re pulling mine!!!

(Sahara snarled and her face distorted with rage.)

SAHARA: Fine! Wanna play dirty, do you???

(With that, she threw her neck downwards and bit into the top of Kritz’s breast.)
KRITZ: Bitch!!!

(Kritz immediately let go of her and pulled back in agony.)

SAHARA: Chance!!!

(With that, she released a powerful punch in Kritz’s direction. Rubbing her sore
breast, Kritz swerved to avoid it then threw a punch of her own.)

KRITZ: You’ll pay for that!!!



(At once, Sahara’s eyes bulged and she too, swerved sideways to avoid the punch.
Having successfully evaded it she swung up straight and bounced forward to bellow
into Kritz’s face.)

SAHARA: That all you’ve got, is it?

KRITZ: Not even remotely. I’m gonna beat the shit of you and I won’t even have to
resort to fighting dirty.

SAHARA: Yeah?

KRITZ: Yeah!

SAHARA: Yeah?

KRITZ: Yes, for fuck sake!!!

(They then stared hatefully into one another’s eyes for a few moments when,
completely out of the blue, Sahara pulled Kritz close and planted a powerful kiss on
her lips. Looking terrified, Kritz immediately tensed up and stood there with bulging
eyes as Sahara made merry on her mouth. The vast majority of the crowd were
unsurprisingly overjoyed and cheered with sheer delight. There were, however, two
people in the crowd who were far from overjoyed.)

LEFIAT: I don’t like it. This is too violent for me. She’s biting Kritz’s lip!!!
(Flaxley was livid.)

FLAXLEY: If only!!!

LEFIAT: Eh?

FLAXLEY: Do | mind if she finds women attractive? Not at all. Do I mind her
making out with other women? No, that’s fine... but not in bloody public!!! In our
room where | can see it, yes... even if I’'m not there, in private, fine... but this... this
is undignified!!!

(Lefiat looked much, much happier.)

LEFIAT: Making out? You mean... kissing?

(At once his worries all faded to nothing and he joined the rest of the crowd in their
joyous adulation.)

FLAXLEY: Disgraceful!!l

(In the pool at this time, the terrified Kritz had snapped from her trance and was
determinedly trying to pull away from Sahara. Much to her frustration, however,
Sahara had her held firm and was showing no sign of relenting. Her lips remained
firmly on Kritz’s and her kissing action was rapidly intensifying. Fearing Sahara’s
tongue would soon follow, Kritz trembled all over then doubled her efforts to break
free. Tensing up, she focussed all her energy into the palms of her hands then finally
managed to push her away. Looking stunned, Sahara splashed back several inches,
then steadied herself. At once a horrified expression washed over her face and she
gaped into Kritz distressed eyes.)

SAHARA: I... I kissed you.

(Kritz whimpered at her.)

KRITZ: | know!!!

SAHARA: I don’t know why I... I didn’t mean to... ...

(She then stopped whimpering and stood tall to compose herself. As the excited
crowd called for them to kiss again, she then clasped her hands together passionately
and stared into Kritz’s eyes.)

SAHARA: Fine. There’s no use me denying it any longer. I don’t hate you, Kritz.
Quite the opposite!

(Kritz whimpered.)

KRITZ: The opposite?

SAHARA: Yes, the very opposite.



KRITZ: You mean...

SAHARA: Yes, | love you.

KRITZ: Oh good god, no!

SAHARA: It’s true. Itried to deny it. I even convinced myself | hated you but |
don’t. Not one bit...

KRITZ: Not even a little bit?

(Looking somewhat exasperated, Sahara shook her head then raised her voice.)
SAHARA: Of course not! | love you, you fool!!!

(At once, all the cheering fell silent and everyone watched on in amazed silence.)
SAHARA: After you beat me up that time, | realised you were someone special and |
tried to be just like you. You became my hero. | even drew pictures of you to keep
myself warm on lonely nights. Sometimes... | thought of you and touched myself...
BONSON: Bloody hell!

GAMBLER 1: Shut up, Bonson, this just got interesting.

BONSON: Quite, sorry.

(Thrown by the voices, Kritz swiftly glanced at Bonson. Upon sighting Flaxley
standing next to him, she then whimpered before staring fearfully back into Sahara’s
loving eyes.)

KRITZ: I’m scared!

SAHARA: Don’t be. I’m just telling you how I feel. How I’ve always felt. | used to
watch you all the time, to try to be more like you, | admired you so much. In the end,
I knew I was falling for you... then came that night when you are | were sent to patrol
the beach together, remember?

(At once Kritz’s eyes bulged.)

KRITZ: No, no, no... I get the point, be quiet.

(Sahara shook her head defiantly and raised her voice.)

SAHARA: I can’t! I’ve kept this in for far too long.

KRITZ: Oh, hell!

(With that, the panicking Kritz swiftly turned and started to wade frantically away,
desperate to be somewhere else. Undeterred, Sahara paced after her projecting her
voice to the back of Kritz’s head.)

SAHARA: | was so happy to be partners with you for that patrol. | dreamt what
amazing things might happen...

KRITZ: 1t’s a lie!!!

SAHARA: And you made my dreams come true. | may have led you on, but you
responded to my advances and...

(As Kritz started to scramble out of the pool, Sahara then gushed lovingly and stared
upwards.)

SAHARA: When we made love under the stars that night, [ knew...

(Almost in tears, Kritz froze and looked to Flaxley wearing a sorrowful pout.)
KRITZ: I don’t think my husband needed to hear that, Sahara!!!

(Sahara snarled and waded after her.)

SAHARA: | think he did! Because | know you feel the same way about me. 1 felt it
when you caressed my...

KRITZ: No!l!

(Just then, a woman’s voice bellowed out from just inside the door to the bar.)
SUKIA: Enough!!!

(At once, the entire bewildered room turned to face her. Sahara was horrified. The
last person she’d expected to see was the president of Trepe Village.)

SAHARA: Sukia???



SUKIA: Sahara, you’ve brought shame on our village!

SAHARA: But...

SUKIA: But nothing! | picked you to represent our people in a world class
tournament and what do | find when | get here? You... scratching, pulling hair and
biting! And as for your confession of love... that’s one disgrace too many!!!

(She shook her head then glared at the still frozen Kritz as she remained propped, half
in and half out of the pool.)

SUKIA: | thought you were better than that too, Kritz.

(She shook her head.)

SUKIA: Anyway, it’s over for you, Sahara. Get dressed. I’m taking you back to
Trepe Village. It’s prison duties for you. I’ll be waiting outside! Hurry up. And
Kritz... don’t embarrass us in the tournament tomorrow!

(With that, Sukia turned and left the room. Not about to disobey her orders, Sahara
sighed then headed for the edge of the pool. Realising the fight was over, a series of
frustrated groans then rose up from the crowd.)

GAMBLER 1: If there’s not going to be a fight, | want my entrance fee back!

MAN 1: Admission was free.

GAMBLER 1: That’s... true. Damn it.

(Watching as all the men proceeded to boo and jeer at both Sahara and Kritz, Flaxley
snarled and clenched his fists.)

FLAXLEY: Bastards. Only /'m allowed to boo my wife. I’m not having this.
(With that, he paced over to where Kritz was climbing sheepishly from the pool and
offered her his hand.)

FLAXLEY: Come with me, Kritz.

KRITZ: Please... go away... I’'m too embarrassed.

FLAXLEY: Then we can be embarrassed together.

KRITZ: What? How does that work?

FLAXLEY: Just... come with me.

(Twenty minutes later, fully dressed again, Kritz found herself sitting on a grass slope,
somewhere out in the quiet suburbs, with Flaxley at her side. Bonson and
Shankstone, under threat of Flaxley’s blade, had been made to wait for them in the
inn. Bonson could only hope for the sake of his secret that they didn’t make peace
while he wasn’t there to mess it up.

Alone together for the first time since they’d left Tifaeris, they sat quietly staring
down the slope, Flaxley trying to think of exactly what to say, and Kritz praying he
simply said nothing. She was in no mood to talk and just wanted to be left alone.
Unfortunately for her, however, Flaxley had a lot on his mind and they hadn’t been
sitting there long before he broke the silence.)

FLAXLEY: You have to laugh really.

(Clearly disagreeing, Kritz pulled a disgusted face and continued to stare ahead of
herself.)

FLAXLEY: Looks like I’m not the only one who used to take advantage of women
who had a crush on me.

(Kritz winced and looked away as Flaxley chuckled.)

FLAXLEY: You womaniser, you. Oink.

(Failing to see what was so funny, Kritz glared at him.)

KRITZ: Did you bring me all the way out here just to laugh at me?



(Flaxley allowed himself another chuckle then gave her a warm smile.)

FLAXLEY: Not at all.

(Kritz rolled her eyes then looked away.)

KRITZ: You’ve no idea how embarrassed I am right now.

FLAXLEY: I have a fair idea.

(Kritz looked to him and pouted.)

KRITZ: No you haven’t. Everyone in that room knows...

(She winced.)

KRITZ: That I did it with a woman.

(She then hung her head.)

KRITZ: | know how you men hate that kind of thing. Did you hear them all booing?
FLAXLEY: Yes, but...

KRITZ: And they don’t even know me. You must think so little of me right now.
(Flaxley laid back on the grass and chuckled.)

FLAXLEY: Because you took pleasure in another woman?

KRITZ: Yes... that.

FLAXLEY: Kritz, that was the past. Something I have no right to judge you for. I'm
more interested to know about what you meant when you said | tried to put it my
thingy up your arse. That wasn’t me!

(Kritz glanced at him uneasily then replied in a less than convincing voice.)

KRITZ: It was something I dreamt... and I’m still uncomfortable about it, so... leave
me alone.

(Flaxley eyed her suspiciously.)

FLAXLEY: Are you sure about that?

KRITZ: Why? Do you think | was being unfaithful?

(Flaxley looked into her eyes then sighed.)

FLAXLEY: No, actually. That’s why I’m so confused.

KRITZ: Then if you trust me, let it go.

FLAXLEY: Fine... for now.

(Kritz glanced at him sternly for a moment then bit her lip nervously.)

KRITZ: So, you’re not angry about me, you know... with Sahara when I was
younger?

(Flaxley just shook his head.)

FLAXLEY: What you did before we met is none of my concern. Just like what | did
back then is none of yours. I was a womaniser, you made out with women. That’s
the past. And I won’t judge you for that.

KRITZ: Do you mean that?

FLAXLEY: Of course. Our relationship is based on everything that’s happened since
we became a couple. Not a moment before. | had a threesome with two busty
blondes the night before we met. That’s got fuck all to do with you though. IfI’d
done it the night after we got married... different story.

(Kritz slowly nodded.)

KRITZ: Well... seeing as we’re sharing... just before I met you, about an hour before
that fight, | was in bed with a well tanned body builder.

(She then glanced to the sky and smiled.)

KRITZ: His penis wasn’t the biggest but by golly he knew how to use it.

(Flaxley glared at her coldly.)

FLAXLEY: I didn’t need to know that!

KRITZ: Yeah, but...



FLAXLEY: Point is, that was before my time. You weren’t being unfaithful, you
didn’t even know me. So it can be left in the past. Far in the past!

(Kritz looked at him uneasily for a moment then sighed.)

KRITZ: You’re right.

(She then shook her head.)

KRITZ: And you’re not disgusted with me... you know for... with a woman and that?
FLAXLEY: Kritz, I...

KRITZ: I mean, I was in an all female tribe and I didn’t have my own... sex slave...
(She then hung her head.)

KRITZ: Be a leshian or a find a sex slave, those were my choices.

(She then looked into Flaxley’s eyes and pouted.)

KRITZ: I’'m so glad I met you. What an existence that would have been.

(Flaxley couldn’t help but smile.)

FLAXLEY: On the bright side, a beauty like you wouldn’t have had any trouble
finding a sex slave.

KRITZ: I know but...

(She then offered him a smile.)

KRITZ: Thanks for being so good about all this. I thought you’d be livid.
FLAXLEY: I'll never be livid about your past, my love. Unless you make a habit of
telling me about your past conquests.

KRITZ: There’s not much to tell anyway. I’d never even been with a guy until | left
Trepe Village at the age of twenty one. | went straight to Azagotse and | met you four
months later.

FLAXLEY: Right, | see.

KRITZ: So, I’ve only ever been with fifty seven guys.

(Flaxley looked horrified and sat bolt upright.)

FLAXLEY: Fifty seven??? In four months???

KRITZ: Yeah... lame isn’t it?

FLAXLEY: Lame??? Even | didn’t get through that many conquests and | was
Guevina’s royal knight, a warrior of international repute! Women fell at my feet. |
even had women climbing into my bed in the middle of the night, women I’d never
met before! And even | couldn’t have done fifty seven in four months! That’s almost
one bloke every two days, Kritz!!!

(Kritz looked somewhat miffed.)

KRITZ: Not really, it’s not like | always did them one at a time!

FLAXLEY: What??? You had threesomes???

KRITZ: No. Never.

(She shrugged.)

KRITZ: I almost did but their friend came round and we became a four. | had a few
of those. And a five.

(Flaxley gaped at her in astonishment for a moment then looked away.)

FLAXLEY: Let’s not discuss this anymore.

(He ruffled his neck indignantly for a moment then allowed himself a single laugh.)
FLAXLEY: That’s why the past should be left where it is.

KRITZ: | agree. The past is the past. Now | want to be with my one special man for
the rest of my life. There’s no need to sleep around because nobody else even begins
to compare to my man anyway.

(She then offered him a sorrowful glance.)

KRITZ: I'love him and I’'m sick of fighting with him.

(Flaxley returned her glance and nodded.)



FLAXLEY: Come here.

(Kritz sidled up to him then placed her head on his shoulder.)

FLAXLEY: We’re not going to agree on the issue of the kids any time soon so for
this afternoon let’s just rest up and say nothing more about it.

KRITZ: I"d like that.

(Flaxley kissed her head then exhaled warmly.)

FLAXLEY: Well, I didn’t sleep all night and this grass verge is oddly comfortable.
And seeing as it’s in the shade | fancy taking a quick nap.

KRITZ: Well, in that case...

(With that, she pushed him back on the grass then laid down at his side.)

KRITZ: Let’s take forty winks.

FLAXLEY: Good plan. I’m sure Bonson will be happy waiting at the inn.

KRITZ: Yeah, there’s a fair chance he won’t mind.

(With that, they both took soothing deep breaths and closed their eyes to take a well
earned rest.)

(Having slept for several hours on the grass verge, when Flaxley and Kritz returned to
the inn, late in the afternoon, they were both thoroughly refreshed. For Flaxley
especially, the break had been a much needed one. Almost looking like a new man,
he strolled up to the inn doors with Kritz holding his arm and beamed.)

FLAXLEY: I’m really looking forward to an ale.

(He then looked shifty and glanced away from her.)

FLAXLEY: I do need a pee though. Would you be the perfect woman for me and get
the drinks in while 1 use the facilities?

(Kritz gave him a sideways glance.)

KRITZ: Sure, okay... but... how come you always do that?

FLAXLEY: Do what, my love?

KRITZ: Find an excuse not to go to the bar? You do it every time we go into a pub

together.
FLAXLEY: | do?
KRITZ: You do!

FLAXLEY: What can I say...

(He then mumbled under his breath.)

FLAXLEY: It’s much cheaper when you go to the bar.

KRITZ: What?

FLAXLEY: I said I like ogling you when you’re at the bar. You sexy thing, you.
(Kritz smiled then paced ahead.)

KRITZ: Like watching my bum, do you?

FLAXLEY: Yes, I bloody well do.

(Giggling to herself, Kritz pushed open the inn door and they both paced inside.
Before Kritz could head to the bar, however, Bonson and Shankstone immediately
appeared before them looking somewhat peeved.)

BONSON: Where the bloody hell have you been all afternoon?
SHANKSTONE: We were worried sick!

BONSON: Didn’t kiss and make up, did you?

FLAXLEY: Excuse me?

BONSON: Nothing!

KRITZ: We were just taking a nap. Poor Flaxley hadn’t slept all night.
BONSON: Poor Flaxley?



(He hung his head and sighed despondently.)

BONSON: So, you did make up.

(Flaxley glowered at him coldly.)

FLAXLEY: That a bad thing, is it?

BONSON: What? No. I was just sighing and... agreeing. Poor Flaxley.
SHANKSTONE: Anyway, you’re back now, that’s what matters.

KRITZ: Why? What’s so important?

(At once Bonson and Shankstone shared a troubled glance. Explaining that they
wanted to keep Flaxley and Kritz where they could see them with a view to keep them
at odds with one another wasn’t an option.)

SHANKSTONE: Actually...

BONSON: We missed you, that’s all.

FLAXLEY: Bonson, that’s the weirdest thing you’ve ever said.

BONSON: It’s not so weird. Nobody likes you here, remember?
SHANKSTONE: Yes, we just want you to be safe, that’s all.

KRITZ: You don’t have to worry.

(She gestured at Flaxley.)

KRITZ: Unless Dim Lee comes back to life, who’s even capable of harming this big
chunk of manliness?

BONSON: Oh, good god, I'm doomed.

FLAXLEY: Doomed? What are you on about, man?

(Just then, a royal elite guard in full uniform paced through the door and stopped
beside them.)

GUARD: Ahem,

(At once, they all turned to face him.)

GUARD: Sir Flaxley, Bonson... and you’re Kritz, | assume.

FLAXLEY: Who wants to know?

GUARD: 1t’s the king, sir. He’s requested your presence, Sir Flaxley!
FLAXLEY: I see.

GUARD: And Shankstone, Kayfu wishes to see you.

(Shankstone looked horrified.)

SHANKSTONE: He does? Oh, crap.

GUARD: And Bonson, the king has requested, nay demanded, that you give Miss
Kritz a tour of the castle on his behalf, as a courtesy.

(Bonson was livid.)

BONSON: Fucking king!!!

(As a myriad of alarmed expressions came his way from all the drinkers in the bar,
Bonson straightened his tie and growled.)

BONSON: I'm supposed to be retired!

(Flaxley gave him an angered glance.)

FLAXLEY: Don’t be ridiculous, you’re not retarded! Honestly, any excuse to get out
of doing things!

(Bonson growled back.)

BONSON: | said retired!!!

(He sighed.)

BONSON: Why should I have to cart all over the castle for her bloody benefit? I've
already seen it for fuck sake!

(Needless to say, Kritz was not amused.)

KRITZ: Do you want a black eye, Bonson?

(Bonson reeled back and shuddered.)



BONSON: Excuse me??? Are you threatening me???

KRITZ: Yes!!!

(In no doubt whatsoever that she was serious, Bonson stared into her eyes in horror
for a moment then hung his head in defeat.)

BONSON: Fine, I’1l take you then!

KRITZ: Good. ‘Cause I really, really wanna see it.

FLAXLEY: Right! Now that’s sorted... to the castle!

(And with nothing else said, they all followed the guard out of the inn and headed
towards the castle. Having been sitting at a table expecting everyone to join him for a
drink, Lefiat watched them go then pouted miserably.)

LEFIAT: Right... I’ll be here then! You know, if you need me!

(Hanging his head, he released a broken hearted sigh then mumbled almost
apologetically.)

LEFIAT: Bye!

Guevina castle...

(Ten minutes later, having bid farewell to Bonson, Kritz and Shankstone in the
castle’s foyer, Flaxley soon found himself pacing down the long corridor from the
main hall to the royal throne room. Heading forth down the majestic looking corridor,
he glanced from side to side then allowed himself a smile. As much as he hated
Guevina, being in the castle was again bringing back some wonderful memories. As
he neared the door to the royal throne room, however, he swiftly cast those thoughts
aside and proceeded to conduct himself in accordance with Guevina’s royal protocol.
Sticking rigidly to tradition, he knocked loudly and clearly on the door three times
then pushed it open and paced inside, making sure to keep his hands behind his back
as he approached the throne. As he marched forth imperially, the king looked up
from where he was slouching, deep in thought, and smiled joyfully.)

KING: Ah, Sir Flaxley! Wonderful to see you. Please, join me!

(He gestured to the seat to his left and Flaxley immediately sat down beside him,
dipping his head to bow in accordance with royal protocol. Pleased to see his old
employee, the king nodded in return.)

KING: So, Flaxley, how are you, old boy? It’s been a long time!

FLAXLEY: Yes, yes it has. Many years, sire!

KING: I must say, you look well, Flaxley!

FLAXLEY: Thank you, sire.

(The king then raised an enquiring eyebrow.)

KING: Married life treating you well?

(Flaxley thought about his current disagreement with Kritz regarding the children and
sighed sorrowfully.)

FLAXLEY: Yes, we’re blissfully happy.

(Trying to hide his delight at Flaxley’s unconvincing reply, the king glanced away
innocently.)

KING: You don’t exactly sound sure about that, old chap.

(Flaxley nodded to him.)

FLAXLEY: Everything will be fine, sire. You know how it is, sometimes couples
don’t always see eye to eye. We’ll work it out.

(The king sneered with annoyance for a moment then looked to Flaxley again.)
KING: Well, let’s hope not.



FLAXLEY: Sire?

(The king flinched.)

KING: | meant to say hope so, Flaxley. Sorry.

(Flaxley gave a stunted laugh.)

FLAXLEY: | see.

(He then nodded gratefully.)

FLAXLEY: Thank you for granting my wife a tour of the castle, by the way. Most
kind of you.

KING: Oh, don’t mention it. I hope she enjoys it.

FLAXLEY: Me too, sire. 1 just hope Bonson gives her the proper tour and not a
shortened version.

KING: He wouldn’t do that, would he?

FLAXLEY: Maybe. He didn’t like the idea of showing her around one bit.

KING: No?

FLAXLEY: Well, you know Bonson. He’s retired and as he resents being asked to do
anything.

(He allowed himself a grin.)

FLAXLEY: Unfortunately for him, my wife is a typical woman in many ways. She
loves shiny and expensive things and couldn’t wait to take a look around, so he had
no choice but to take her. She can be very persuasive when she’s angry.

KING: Right. Well... that’s good then. No harm done.

(The king then shuffled uneasily in his seat. Noticing his discomfort, Flaxley raised
an enquiring eyebrow.)

FLAXLEY: Are you okay there, sire? You seem a little ill at ease, if you don’t mind
me saying.

KING: I am, Flaxley.

FLAXLEY: Anything | can do?

(The king offered him a warm smile.)

KING: Actually, yes. That’s why I sent for you. I was going to ask you to do me a
small favour.

FLAXLEY: I’m listening.

KING: Thing is, I kicked Lefiat out...

FLAXLEY: Yes, | know.

KING: Well, Lefiat may have made my life hell when he was here, but at least
Mandika could take her early evening walk on the beach safely when he was around!
FLAXLEY: | see!

KING: Well, that’s why I requested you. I knew you were in town and I kind of
hoped you wouldn’t mind helping me out. You know how much she loved taking her
evening walk.

(He sighed.)

KING: Well she hasn’t been able to go since I booted Lefiat out; and as a father | feel
bad about that. So, would you mind escorting her this evening?

(Flaxley paused for a moment then nodded firmly.)

FLAXLEY: Certainly, I’d be honoured!

KING: Thank you, Flaxley. I knew I could rely on you!

FLAXLEY: Any time, sire.

KING: Top chap. She means the world to me and if taking her stroll this evening
makes her smile then I’'m a happy man.

(Flaxley nodded.)

FLAXLEY: You adore that girl, don’t you?



KING: Absolutely, I do.

(Flaxley nodded then raised a curious eyebrow. Wondering just how this doting
father could do such a thing as give his only daughter away as a prize in a tournament,
he bit his lip then sat back looking flummoxed.)

FLAXLEY: Speaking of her highness, sire...

KING: Yes?

(Remembering that he wasn’t supposed to know about Mandika being the secret prize
in the tournament, he scratched his head and glanced away.)

FLAXLEY: I just wanted to say, she’s a lovely girl. She’s a credit to you and her late
mother.

(The king smiled.)

KING: Indeed she is. Now, please join me for a drink before you head off to see her.
FLAXLEY: Oh... okay, don’t mind if I do.

KING: Good man.

(With that, the king headed for the drinks cabinet and smirked to himself. As far as
he knew, everything was falling into place perfectly. Just like Flaxley, however, he
was a man who only knew half the story. The king wrongly thought Flaxley knew
nothing of Mandika being the secret prize in the tournament. And Flaxley had no idea
that the plan was actually to get Mandika married off to him. And so, with both of
them knowing far less than they thought they did, they shared a drink wearing
arrogant smirks, convinced that they had the upper hand on the other one.)

(While Flaxley and the king enjoyed a drink, Shankstone found himself being led out
onto the balcony of the castle by a guard, where Kayfu awaited him. Standing by the
wall at the edge, he stared down into the square below with his hands behind his back,
sneering coldly as Shankstone was led to his side.)

GUARD: Mr Shankstone is here, sir.

(Without even turning to look at them, Kayfu replied emotionless.)

KAYFU: Thank you. Leave us.

GUARD: Sir.

(As the guard headed away, Kayfu gestured towards the busy square and puffed out.)
KAYFU: Look at them all. I’ve seen two muggings since I’ve been standing here.
We’re going to need all the guards out in force tomorrow. These tournaments are
such magnets for crime.

(Shankstone furrowed his brow.)

SHANKSTONE: Skip the polite conversation, Kayfu. What do you want?

(Kayfu looked to him and raised an eyebrow arrogantly.)

KAYFU: | want an update, of course. Has Bonson been behaving himself?
(Shankstone scoffed.)

SHANKSTONE: No. He’s been every inch the bastard you told him to be.

KAYFU: Excuse me?

SHANKSTONE: He’s got Flaxley here and he didn’t tell him what the king has
planned.

KAYFU: | see, good then.

SHANKSTONE: Flaxley is determined to win the tournament because he thinks the
king will marry the princess off to whoever wins and he doesn’t want some evil
scumbag winning her hand.

KAYFU: | see.



SHANKSTONE: And yes, he’s driving a wedge between Flaxley and his wife.
They’ve been arguing like angry chefs for days.

KAYFU: Good. So all is going to plan then?

SHANKSTONE: We’ve done everything you asked, if that’s what you mean.
KAYFU: Glad to hear it.

(He smiled then started to pace up and down.)

KAYFU: You know, the king has arranged for Flaxley and the princess to spend some
time alone together this evening. He’s even orchestrated a way to get that Kritz
person out of their way.

SHANKSTONE: I know. A tour of the castle.

KAYFU: Exactly. My idea. Inspired, don’t you think?

(As Shankstone sneered at him, Kayfu stopped pacing and stared back down into the
square.)

KAYFU: So everything’s in place. Flaxley has come to win the tournament and he
and his wife are at loggerheads. A perfect time for him to notice the lovely Princess
Mandika, don’t you think?

(Shankstone started to chuckle.)

SHANKSTONE: He wouldn’t notice her if she was naked and covered in beer.
KAYFU: Excuse me?

SHANKSTONE: You’ve never seen Kritz, have you?

KAYFU: Oh, shut up. You sound like Bonson. All this Kritz person is, is a set of
large tits from what I’m hearing. The princess is so much more. She’s the daughter
of great man, for one.

SHANKSTONE: Kiss arse.

KAYFU: Excuse me?

(He furrowed his brow.)

KAYFU: You’re in no position to give me grief, Shankstone.

SHANKSTONE: Yeah... fine.

KAYFU: Consider yourself lucky the king hasn’t heard about your son yet.
SHANKSTONE: You bastard.

KAYFU: Yes,  am. Remember that tonight when you’re watching Bonson. I want
you to watch him right up until the tournament starts, you hear me?
SHANKSTONE: Yeah, fine.

KAYFU: Good.

(He snarled.)

KAYFU: And if either of you put one foot wrong...

SHANKSTONE: I get it!!!

KAYFU: Good. Glad you do.

(Shankstone looked to him bitterly for a moment then bit his lip.)

SHANKSTONE: Say, what did Bonson do anyway?

KAYFU: Excuse me?

SHANKSTONE: What have you got on him? What is this secret?

(Kayfu grinned at him knowingly.)

KAYFU: You really wanna know?

SHANKSTONE: I do actually.

KAYFU: Very well...

(With that, he checked nobody was in earshot then stepped up and whispered in
Shankstone’s ear. At once, Shankstone’s eyes rocketed open and he gaped in horror.)
SHANKSTONE: Fuck off! No way.

KAYFU: | know, right? Now keep it to yourself.



SHANKSTONE: That’s... that’s... holy shit! If the king knew that he’d chop
Bonson into tiny fragments, dunk them in horse crap then set fire to them. Wow.
KAYFU: So now you know.

SHANKSTONE: | tried to guess what his secret was and | came out with several
extreme, awful things. That though... I never even dreamt of anything that bad.
(As Shankstone shook a disgusted head, Kayfu, hid his face, highly amused that
Shankstone had believed his lie so easily.)

SHANKSTONE: Bonson used to do that to camels??? Really? To the kings
favourite horse t00?

KAYFU: Yup. Now tell nobody.

SHANKSTONE: I won’t. They’d never believe me anyway. The man’s sick.
KAYFU: Quite! Anyway...

(He stood tall then looked away.)

KAYFU: When you’re done with my carriage I’d like it back, please. I checked the
castle parking area earlier and it wasn’t there.

(Shankstone looked to him and sneered.)

SHANKSTONE: There’s a good reason for that.

(Kayfu looked to him and frowned.)

KAYFU: Oh?

(Shankstone faked a sympathetic smile and sighed.)

SHANKSTONE: Some bugger stole it while Flaxley was registering for the
tournament.

KAYFU: What?

SHANKSTONE: Like you said, these tournaments attract a criminal element.
Shocking really.

KAYFU: And my horses? They took my horses too?

SHANKSTONE: Well, yeah? What sort of carriage thief would unhook the horses
then push the carriage away?

(Kayfu shook his head.)

KAYFU: Quite... silly question.

SHANKSTONE: Silly person.

KAYFU: I"d better sort this out I suppose. You can go.

(Shankstone nodded then started to head away.)

KAYFU: Just remember, if Bonson tells Flaxley the truth and you don’t inform me
straight away... your son is going to regret ever meeting the princess.
(Shankstone clenched a furious fist then headed away, leaving Kayfu sneering at his
back. Watching as Shankstone disappeared from sight, he shook his head then
mumbled under his breath.)

KAYFU: As for my carriage...

(He then turned and glanced over the balcony again.)

KAYFU: The cost of replacing it is coming out of your wages.

(Half an hour or so later, as afternoon turned to early evening, Flaxley proceeded to
carry out his promise to the king. Having met up with Mandika at the castle’s rear
exit, he found himself accompanying her on her evening stroll along the castle’s
secluded stretch of private beach. The fading sun was starting to disappear into the
sea, leaving an orange reflection on the water. The darkening sky and long shadows
making for a perfect romantic scene. Slowly stepping forth, he walked tall and



glanced around at the picturesque scenery as the princess at his side, pouted and
ambled forth with a saddened look in her eyes.)

MANDIKA: This walk won’t be the same without...

(She bit her lip and sighed.)

MANDIKA: Him! My Lefiat.

(Her shoulders sunk then she glanced out to sea.)

MANDIKA: Am | doing the right thing by choosing my title over love, Flaxley?
FLAXLEY: Who am I to judge, Mandika? That’s entirely your call. It’s not
something /’d do though.

(Mandika pouted at him.)

MANDIKA: So you think I’'m doing the wrong thing?

FLAXLEY: I didn’t say that. You have to be your own judge of what’s right and
wrong, Mandika. All I can tell you is, you’re doing an understandable thing. As for
whether it’s the right thing or not, look into your heart. What’s it telling you? I
mean, would you feel so guilty if you thought you were doing the right thing?
MANDIKA: I don’t feel guilty. I feel sad for me.

(She shook her head.)

MANDIKA: Wow, that sounds awful. You must think me a terrible woman!
FLAXLEY: Well... that last statement didn’t reflect brilliantly on you, it has to be
said.

(They continued on in silence for a few moments then Mandika glanced at him
nervously.)

MANDIKA: You see my point though, right? | mean, you understand why I chose
my title over him?

FLAXLEY: Oh | understand it, of course I do.

(He offered her a warm smile.)

FLAXLEY: But now you’ve made that choice, you have to find a way to live with it.
Fact is, you were given the choice to be with Lefiat and you didn’t take it. So you
can’t really expect sympathy where he’s concerned.

(Mandika nodded solemnly.)

MANDIKA: | suppose not.

FLAXLEY: Though if you want my opinion...

MANDIKA: | do.

FLAXLEY: He’s not good enough for you anyway.

MANDIKA: Flaxley... I know that. I always have, but... the heart wants what it
wants, you know?

FLAXLEY: And yours doesn’t want Lefiat, it wants to be queen someday.
MANDIKA: It wants both. It just wants one slightly more.

(She sighed then looked to Flaxley imploringly.)

MANDIKA: Do you think we’ll still be friends after all this blows over?
FLAXLEY: Of course we will, Mandika. What an absurd question. According to the
knight’s code, I’'m contractually obliged to be your friend for life.

MANDIKA: I meant Lefiat and I. Not that | deserve his friendship!

FLAXLEY: Don’t you worry about that, Mandika. Like I told you earlier, I can’t say
much right now, but... if  have my way, it’s not quite over yet between you and
Lefiat.

(Mandika’s eyes immediately filled with hope.)

MANDIKA: Really?

FLAXLEY: I can’t say anything, so don’t even ask. Just... don’t give up on your
love just yet, okay?



(Mandika beamed and glanced away.)

MANDIKA: Okay... thanks, Flaxley.

(Flaxley then glanced towards the sea and shrugged.)

FLAXLEY: That said, if my plan goes pear-shaped, it’s still not the end of the world.
You’ll soon forget about Lefiat. Give it a few months and you’ll be amazed you even
looked at the annoying halfwit twice.

(She then stopped walking and stood up straight.)

MANDIKA: Please don’t say mean things about him. For all his faults, I love him
and hearing you say that kind of thing right now, hurts me.

FLAXLEY: Too soon, eh?

(She sighed and started to walk on.)

MANDIKA: Way too soon.

FLAXLEY: Fair enough.

(Unbeknown to them as they strolled innocently along the seemingly peaceful
seafront, they were not alone. In one of the lower rooms of the castles main towers,
the king watched on from a carefully chosen vantage point with a knowing glint in his
eye. Standing excitedly in the window he nodded to himself menacingly.)

KING: Okay, chaps, it’s time... release the grendith!

(The king’s men immediately did as he ordered without question. Upon a single pull
of a lever, a cage door leading to the beach crashed open and three scaly, dog-sized
creatures with enormous fangs, charged from it. Heads down and drooling with a lust
to kill, they headed straight for Flaxley and Mandika snarling venomously. Much to
his men’s amazement, the king, who’d planned the whole thing, looked mortified and
flailed his arms furiously at them.)

KING: Three of them???

(The guard beside him nodded knowingly as he watched on excitedly.)

GUARD: Yes, sir. Three ought to do it!

KING: Idiot! There’s only supposed to be one!

GUARD: There is?

(The king clasped the sides of his head in his anguished hands.)

KING: They could be killed!!!

GUARD: | thought that was the idea!

KING: The whole idea is for Flaxley to save her from it and become her hero, you
cock!

GUARD: Well, nobody told me that!

KING: Idiot!!! You’re fired!!!

(The guard was crestfallen.)

GUARD: You can’t sack me! This was all your doing.

(He stood tall and snarled defiantly.)

GUARD: If you do, I’ll tell the princess everything!

KING: Fine, I’ll have you executed instead then!

(Defeated, the guard grimaced and trudged away.)

GUARD: Bloody kings have an answer for everything!

(Meanwhile, at the oceanfront, Flaxley and Mandika were both oblivious to the
incoming foes and continued their conversation in what they thought was the
tranquillity of the empty beach at sunset.)

MANDIKA: But, there’s a chance Lefiat can win!

FLAXLEY: Is there though? Let’s be honest, if the other fifteen entrants all got food
poisoning and died in the night, he’d still manage to find a way to come second. The
boy’s useless.



MANDIKA: Maybe.

FLAXLEY: Mandika...

(He paused for a moment and looked uncertain. Set on edge by his sudden change of
demeanour, Mandika stopped walking and turned to face him.)

MANDIKA: You okay, Flaxley?

(Well aware that he could save her from the dangers of being married off to some man
she’d never met by just telling her what her father was up to there and then, Flaxley
bit his lip. He was visibly tempted to tell her but having promised Bonson he
wouldn’t he swiftly resolved himself to not doing so. If he told Mandika, she’d throw
a hissing fit at the king and the whole thing would end up coming back to Bonson for
having told him. He couldn’t put his aging friend in that position, not when there was
another way. If he didn’t know it already, he became absolutely certain in that
moment that the only way to save Mandika without causing grief for anyone else was
for him to win the tournament himself and give Mandika to Lefiat. That way, only
the king would lose out and if he made any protest, his plan to marry Mandika off to a
stranger would be revealed and Mandika would be livid at him. He knew the king
wouldn’t want that. And so, convinced it was best to say nothing, Flaxley just gave
Mandika a kind smile.)

FLAXLEY: I'm fine.

MANDIKA: Are you sure, you looked a bit...

(Just then, she stopped mid-word and started to gape in horror.)

FLAXLEY: Looked a bit what?

(Wearing a troubled expression, he glanced over his shoulder and saw three savage
beasts approaching at great speed.)

FLAXLEY: Grendiths!!!

(With that, he yanked his sword from its sheath and jumped in front of the princess,
ready to defend her from these vile foes. Perfectly still, he stood there in full battle
mode when a confused look enveloped his brow.)

FLAXLEY: Grendiths? On a beach?

(He shook his head.)

FLAXLEY: Oh well!

(With that, he leapt forward and slashed at the first grendith, sending it sprawling
back, yelping out in pain.)

FLAXLEY: God, I’'m good.

MANDIKA: Flaxley, Flaxley!!!

(He swiftly turned and saw another grendith pounce towards the princess he’d been
asked to protect.)

FLAXLEY: Not in this life time!!!

(With that, he lunged forwards as if on springs and plunged his sword through the side
of its head, seconds before it could sink its teeth into her.)

FLAXLEY: One down, two to go!

(Having thought her number was up, the princess fainted to the sand.)

FLAXLEY: Yes, you lay there, Mandika, I’ll do all the work!

(Clearly enjoying himself, the brave knight then leapt forward with his massive blade
aloft and decapitated the grendith he’d earlier wounded.)

FLAXLEY: And then ther