“A PEN???! You got me a PEN?”

“It’s a silver tipped pen!”

“It’s a PEN!” Shade was outraged; she shook the pen in his face. He hadn’t been expecting this, but then again he hadn’t really thought it through.

“Why are you making such a big deal?”

“For Christmas you got me a castle! A CASTLE. For your birthday I got you a laptop and an MP3 Player, and a new pair of shades. And you got me a PEN? I was looking forward to your present more than most.”

“Well, sorree, princess. I don’t have any money, okay? So you’ll have to make do. It’s the thought that counts!”

“Exactly, you put in NO thought. Oh, whatever, this is so typical of you,” she stormed out, slamming the door behind her. This would have been an excellent dramatic gesture if it hadn’t been for the fact that this was her house. Fireball shrugged, looked around, and then headed to the living room to watch TV.

Shade wandered through the city. She was soooo annoyed. Not really at fireball, just at herself for getting her hopes up and being let down. A pen? What was he thinking? She heard a noise coming from the street corner and moved forward to investigate.


“No please, I swear, I don’t have any cash with me. I can write you a cheque! A cheque to cash!”


“What good is a cheque, huh? I bet you have it bounced.”


“No, if it is to cash you will get the money straightaway. The b-bank is right around the corner.”


“Fine, I won’t kill you if you give me the cheque right now.” The big man, tattoos on his tree trunk arms and a face like a chimpanzee, was intimidating a little mole with glasses on. The mole had a slight stutter; it was only really noticeable on certain words unless you were listening very closely.


“Oh, I, um,” he fumbled through his inventory gloves. “I, oh, I don’t seem to have a p-pen.”


“Oh, a wise guy huh, well then I’ll just knock your block off!”

Shade stepped between them.


“Hey, stop that!” She spoke calmly and clearly. “Here’s a pen,” she gave the little mole the pen Fireball had given her and he scribbled a cheque for 100 rings and handed it over. The big man looked at it, his lips moved slowly as he tried to read it. “Now you get out of here before I knock your block off!” Something in Shade’s voice terrified the man, and despite her appearance and his attitude, he scampered off like a little girl. Shade turned to the mole again. She took out her purse and gave him a note worth 100 rings.


“Here, and don’t let people push you around.”


“What? No, I can’t accept this. It’s nice to meet you. My name is B-Brainy, or at least that’s what my friends call me. What’s yours?” She smiled at him.


“Call me, Shade.”

Just then a big purple portal ripped open in the middle of the street and the two were bodily yanked through. They found themselves lying on an invisible floor in a big swirling mass of red clouds. In front of them were about 12 purple octopuses. The octopuses walked on four of their legs and wore beads and jewellery. Shade got to her feet and dusted herself off; this was unnecessary because there wasn’t any dust to brush off. Brainy’s glasses had come off and he searched the floor for them. One of the Octupuses, the biggest, moved up to Shade, lifted its forelegs up in the air, and squirted ink into her face. She wiped it away, angrily.


“HEY!” She exclaimed, raising her hand preparing her ‘Sonic Fist’ technique. Brainy popped up beside her and grabbed her arm.


“Nooo, these are Octabral D-Demons. If they shoot ink and you it is a sign of respect,” he said hurriedly. Reluctantly, Shade lowered her arm.


“Fine,” she responded, but the Octabral looked angry anyway, his eyes turned red and he began to wave his arms about, as did the others beside him.


“He’s angry because you didn’t shoot ink at him,” Brainy ventured. “He feels you d-disrespect him.” Shade looked down at her pen, there was a little catch, if she pulled it back the ink would squirt out. She aimed and fired ink all over the Octabral’s face. The demon emitted an odd noise, which she figured must be laughing, and reopened the portal to send the two of them home.

They were tossed through another portal and fell with a clatter in a dark forest. It had now turned to night, and the full moon cast an eerie glow on the haar that crawled on the ground below them.


“What was that?” Asked Brainy in a quick, frightened voice. She laughed at him.


“You are hearing things, afraid of the dark are we?” Shade teased. There was a deafening howl of a wolf.


“Oh yeah? Did I imagine that?” The howl came again and the two automatically went back to back. Bushes rattled all around them, and suddenly, out into the clearing, burst a half-man, half-wolf. “EEEK! A lycanthorpe!” Brainy squealed and hid behind Shade. The beast charged at her, at full speed. She didn’t have time to react properly and so simply raised the pen and covered her eyes. The werewolf leapt onto the pen, impaled itself through the heart, and fell at her feet. Its fur disappeared and it became a naked old man lying dead at her feet.


“Oh,” she chuckled, “I forgot, silver tip.”


“Let’s g-get out of here, this forest freaks me out.” Brainy hugged her arm as she looked at the surprisingly useful little pen and led him out of the forest.

They neared SVT City, and they began talking. They didn’t really say much, just discussing their recent experience, and comparing mental notes. They both knew more than the other expected. Sooner or later they came to a small town, the dominant feature being a big research laboratory. Out of the front of which a young cat scientist emerged, flailing his arms wildly.


“HELP, HELP,” he cried. “Run for the hills!”


“What is it? What’s wrong?” Brainy asked the man.


“You need to help, or get out of here fast, the entire population of the PLANET is at stake!”


“Hold on,” Shade cut through the madness. “What are you trying to say?”


“Come with me, I’ll show you,” the man looked terrified. He led the way, running, into the lab. “There has been a tragedy! The machine that keeps the experimental Ebola virus canisters safe, it’s broken down! One of the rods has broken! If this virus gets out it could kill everyone on the planet. What can we do? If only we had a 6 inch metal cylinder containing any form of liquid with a silver or zinc tip, then we could replace the rod!” He yelled, as he showed the two to the big green machine. Shade sighed; it was one of those days. She handed over the pen.


“Thank the Lord! It’s a miracle! The world is saved!”

A few hours later Shade and Brainy had said their goodbyes, and Shade came home. Fireball was still watching TV, as she came in she moved towards him.


“Oh no,” he said, “You’re not here to complain about the pen again are you? I’ve had all I can bare.” She didn’t talk. She just moved up to him, leaned down, and kissed him softly on the lips. Then she gently said to him:


“It was the best gift every, thank you. I’m going to bed, see you in the morning, the guest bedroom is on the left.” Then she left. Fireball sat staring, baffled and confused.


“Ugh, women, they’re all mad.”

