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The Jungle is tranquil. A few birds twitter in a tree. Then suddenly there is the sound of machine-gun-fire, and a woman appears on the on the scene, running, firing her M16 point-blankly behind her, pursued by three large men, also shooting.

Lara: Take THAT you evil bastard!

Cronie 1: (Crumples at the foot of a tree)

Lara: EAT LEAD FATSO!

Cronie 2: (Blows up gracefully)

Lara: SEE YOU IN HELL GREASEBALL!

Cronie 3: (Goes cross-eyed as a hole appears between his eyes)

Jane: What’s all the hullabaloo about? (Sees Lara’s gun pointing at her) AAAARH! PLEASE DON’T KILL ME!

Lara: (Pointing gun at Jane’s head) Who are you? You’re not usually in this level?

Jane: Wha?

Lara: WHAT IS YOUR NAME?

Jane: UHH…JANE!! PLEASE DON’T KILL ME!

Lara: JANE WHAT?

Jane: UHH…PORTER…PLEA-

Lara: WHO DO YOU WORK FOR?

Jane: N-N-NO ONE…WHAT DO YOU MEAN?

Lara: TELL ME THE TRUTH OR I’LL BLAST YOU TO PIECES!

Jane: I SWEAR I DON’T KNOW WHAT YOU’RE TALKING ABOUT!

Lara: (Is about to pull the trigger when she is pinned to floor by a young girl, aged about seventeen, her arms locked behind her back and her head underneath the girl’s foot) HEY! THAT’S NOT FAIR!

Tora: WHAT DO YOU MEAN? YOU WERE ABOUT TO KILL MY MOM! I’LL GIVE YOU UNFAIR! (She wrenches Lara’s arms upwards painfully)

Lara: OWWW! GET OFF ME AND FIGHT ME PROPERLY!

Tora: I WON’T GET OFF UNLESS YOU PUT DOWN YOUR GUNS TALK TO US IN A CIVILISED WAY! WHAT DID MY MOM DO TO YOU?

Lara: (Struggles)

Tora: (Pulls arms tighter)

Lara: OWWW! OKAY OKAY I PROMISE!

Tora: (Releases Lara and steps back beside Jane, who still looks shocked) So who are you anyway?

Lara: (Out of breath) My name is Lara Croft. I’m here to…no I’m not telling you.

Tora: Fine then.

Lara: Don’t play like that with me. I know you want to know really.

Tora: We really couldn’t care less.

Jane: (Looks protestful, but says nothing)

Lara: Well, you’re the first. Who are you people?

Tora: I’m Tora, and this is my Mom, Jane. Why did you try to kill us?

Lara: Can’t be too careful in Jungle levels. Untrustworthy people, hiding behind every tree. It’s odd though, they are almost always men. I was a little surprised to see you.

Jane: Hmph. Not nearly as surprised as me.

Tora: What do you mean, Jungle levels?

Lara: There is only one in this game: Abduction in Africa. (Shadow falls across her face, background dims and mysterious darkening music plays from somewhere) My purpose here is to find rescue the gorillas from the mutated alien race (Tora and Jane are looking around for where the music is coming from), whom inhabit the planet Ecksalobien, ruled by Queen Ecky, and to not let anything, be it straw people or stupid-cronies, to stop me.

Jane & Tora: (Exchange glances. Tora makes a movement by her ear with her finger, mouthing the word ‘wako’ at Jane, who nods)

Lara: (Turning to them happily, as music fades and the background returns) It says so in the user’s manual. What?

Tora: Riiiiight. Okay, you get on with your little…game…just don’t shoot me or Mom, or my Dad or anyone in the process. I hope you have fun.

Lara: Who’s Dad?

Tora: My Dad. Tarzan.

Lara: Tarzan? As in ‘Tarzan of the Apes’? Okay, you’re crazy.

Jane: WE’RE CRAZY? YOU’RE THE ONE GOING ON ABOUT MUTANT ALIENS AND STRAW PEOPLE. YOU’RE THE CRAZY ONE.

Tora: Okay cool it Mom. We’re all crazy. Look at it that way.

Lara: AHH! Look, the aliens are here!

They turn and squint up into the glaring lights of a vast lampshade-shaped craft, a strong gust blows into their faces. A hole appears in the underside of the space ship, and they see a yellow beam shining down on the treetops. Silhouetted around the rim of the opening they can see three or four oddly shaped figures, bent slightly in looking downwards. Suddenly, five or six shapes appear from under the tree canopy, travelling up the beam towards the ship.

Lara: They’re taking the gorillas!

Tora: (Running forwards) And my DAD!

Jane: (Faints)

*~*~*~*

Lara: Are you sure? These are aliens we’re talking about. You know Meep meep blurgh blurgh laser-beams etcetera.

Tora: ‘Course we’re sure. I’m not going to leave my Dad’s life in the hands of an insane psycho who fires machine guns just for the sound of it. No way.

Lara: Hey! I’m not a psycho! Psychos kill for no reason. I kill for money.

Jane: Why are they abducting gorillas? And Tarzan?

Lara: I don’t know. All I know is, as I said, I’m supposed to get them back.

Jane: (Pointing up at the hovering spacecraft) How are we going to get up there?

Lara: Not a problem. The thing we have to deal with right now is you two.

Jane & Tora: What about us?

Lara: Well for one thing, I’m not sharing my hunting grounds with two people dressed like that…(Gesturing towards the girls apparel)

Tora: What’s wrong with my clothes?

Jane: Yes. Just because we don’t dress like you. You hardly wear anything.

Lara: (Ignoring them) And secondly, neither of you have anything to fight with anyway.

Tora: ‘Knocked you pretty flat.

Lara: (Still ignoring her, produces the tiny bag slung around her shoulders) So I’ll have to help you won’t I.

Jane: What can you possibly fit in there?

Lara: Oh, just the essentials: Medi packs, ammo, keys, guns, grenades, clothes, artefacts, easily loosable pieces of paper with cheat codes on them, flares-

Jane: (Dis-believingly) In there?

Tora: Cheat codes?

Lara: Oh yes.

Tora: What sort of cheats?

Lara: Lemme see…(rummages in bag)…here we go- All weapons, level skip, you name it. (Whispers to them behind her hand) There’s even one that makes me strip!

Tora: YUK! I DON’T WANT TO KNOW!

Jane: That’s disgusting!

Tora: Is there a cheat to get my Dad back?

Jane: Of course there isn’t, or she would have used-

Lara: Yes.

Jane & Tora: WHAT!? CAN’T YOU JUST USE IT?

Lara: Nooo, of course not! That wouldn’t be any fun. What’s the point of making the game if you just skip all the levels?

Tora: This is not a game.

Lara: Yes it is.

Jane: But...but…

Lara: Anyway, weapons for you two. Give me a second.

She walks backwards away from them a few paces. Then she takes a step back, a step forwards, turns three full circles, then jumps back.

Tora: What was that for?

Lara: All weapons cheat.

Tora: Oh. So you won’t cheat to get my Dad back, but you will just to get us weapons?

Lara: Weapons are different. (Puts bag on floor, and sticks her whole arm in it. Finally she produces two holsters containing Uzis) Here ya go. (Hands them to Jane.)

Jane & Tora: (Both staring at Lara)

Lara: (Not noticing) And….where is it?…(Arms and head in bag. Clanking noises can be heard from inside)…Oww…Oh, here they are. (Hands a shot gun to Jane, and a grenade launcher to Tora)

Jane: I don’t like shotguns. In fact, I don’t like any guns.

Tora: Hey, she gets three!

Lara: Yes. But you get a grenade launcher.

Tora: Ohhhhh.

Lara: Geez I almost forgot (Now has the whole of her waist upwards in the bag, searching)

Jane & Tora: (Exchange glances)

Lara: (Gets out of the bag, with two hangers of clothes in her hand) Here. Put these on.

Jane & Tora: (Regard the clothes with dis-taste)

Jane: Um…do we have to? Trousers aren’t really…my kind of thing.

Tora: Actually, they’re kinda cool.

Jane: Tora!

Tora: What?

Lara: That’s what I like to see. Now, take these and put them on.

Jane: (Takes a hanger reluctantly)

Tora: (Takes the other eagerly)

The two girls disappear behind the trees. Tora emerges after a few minuets, adorned in a pair of denim hot pants with suspenders and strap-top, and some very spikey brown boots.

Tora: Where’s Mom?

Lara: She is refusing to come out. Something about tents and people who go through men’s wardrobes. Can’t imagine what she means.

Tora: (Rolls her eyes and walks towards the trees) I’ll go get her.

Jane finally appears, dragged along by Tora, wearing some very baggy pants and a jacket, and huge boots.

Lara: (Beams) See? They suit you, really.

Jane: (Makes grumbley noises, glaring at the floor)

Lara: Something’s missing….ah! (She searches through the bag again, finally producing a baseball cap, with ‘Phreak’ written across the front. She hands it to Tora)

Tora: Cool.

Lara: And finally- hair! (She braids up the girls’ hair) There! Now you both look just like me.

Jane: And that’s…a good thing?

Lara: (Ignores her again) Now! To the space ship!

She reaches deep into her bag, and pulls out a box. On it is written ‘Do It Yourself Jet Packs’.

Lara: This will only take me a minuet. (She constructs the rockets)

Jane: How do you get so much stuff in there.

Lara: I’d never thought about it really. Here you go, put these on as well.

Jane & Tora: (Take a jet pack each) Um…

Lara: This button makes it go, this makes it excelerate, these steer it and this one cuts the engine.

Tora: Okay, I’ll try to remember those. Mom? You can go first.

Jane: (Looks at Tora pleadingly) But…I…

Lara: Go on then.

Jane looks at them desperately, then groans and presses a button gingerly. She finally comes to land…well, crash, into a tree, after a brief moment of airborneness, during which she pulled off a spectacular triple loop and nosedive. Unfortunately, all she’d wanted to do was get up to the ship.

Lara: Well done! You’re a natural.

Jane: (Makes a moaning noise from her suspended position in the tree)

Lara: Well come on then! Theres no time to lose, the aliens could leave any moment now!

She fires up the rockets and blasts expertly upwards towards the ship. She lands on the edge of its rim, and peers down at the others, who are zipping around wildly below her.

Lara: Come on, there’s no time for fun and games now, we have gorillas to rescue!

When they finally get control over the jet packs and land next to her, she provides them with climbing equipment.

Tora: Who packs your bag for you? The mountain rescue team?

Lara: No, the author.

Tora: (Shaking her fist at the sky) This is all your fault! Why did you have to get us stuck with this madwoman, and get my Dad abducted by aliens who travel around in a flying lampshade? Why couldn’t you just leave us in peace?

Author: Because then this wouldn’t be a very interesting fanfic.

Tora: GRRRRRRRRR!

Suddenly, hairpins start flying out of the sky.

Tora: Owww! Quit it!

Author: Well stop complaining about my story.

They begin to climb along the underside of the space craft towards a ventilator. Tora looks murderous.

Tora: Too right!

Author: Shut up.

When they reach it, Lara gets out a screwdriver, and begins to twist the screws.

Tora: What, you mean you don’t have a blowtorch?

Lara: I could have if I wanted to, but that’s too easy.

Tora: This is really starting to annoy me.

They crawl along the shaft until they reach the end, where there is another grate. Lara, in the lead, squints through the gaps into the dimly lit room inside.

Lara: Looks like a storage chamber.

Tora: How original. It would never be the control room or where the gorillas and my Dad are being kept would it?

Jane: Can we get out. I just discovered what a gas chamber is.

Tora: Eww! Whoever smelt it dealt it.

Jane: Whoever rhymed it-

Lara: Oh shut up and get out.

They crawl out of the shaft and into the room. Lara inspects a crate.

Lara: Assorted Parts of Male Science Teacher? Oh my God! This can only mean one thing!

(She turns to the others, speaking darkly) We are on the Mothership…Of the Alien Fionas!

Jane & Tora: (Blink)

Lara: I will repeat: The Alien Fionas!

Jane: We did hear you the first time.

Lara: Then why are you not running around and screaming hysterically?

Tora: Why aren’t you?

Lara: You obviously do not know who the Alien Fionas are.

Tora: Other than the fact that they like Assorted Parts of Male Science Teachers, no.

Jane: Well tell us then?

Lara: (Turning away from them and speaking in hushed tones) The race of aliens known as The Alien Fionas live on the planet Ecksalobien, where the live harmoniously with their Queen, Queen Ecky, who is a Lobien.

Jane: How come the lights always do that whenever she opens her mouth?

Lara: With their fascination by male science teachers, and their Queen’s love for anything gory, they have found a way for them all to be happy, by finding male science teachers and chopping them up. They travel to distant corners of the universe, finding and dissecting the poor helpless beings, and bringing them back by the crateload to their planet. With their superior brainpower, they are almost unstoppable, especially in great numbers. They do though, have two weaknesses- One, make one feel guilty, and it will follow you around for the rest of its life saying ‘Gnnnnnni’m sorry, 

gnnnnnni’m sorry’, but the problem is, they’ve probably dissected you before you can even open your mouth. There is one other way, though. The only being who can control them, besides their psychotic queen, is the one named… (Drums roll and trumpets blast from somewhere, a bright spotlight falls on her)…RRRRRRRRRRAMBO STYLE FIONA! (Choirs can be heard singing ‘GO GO RAMMMM-BOOOOOOOO’, as she takes a deep breath and turns round to face the others)

They are asleep.

Lara: OI! WAKE UP! YOU MISSED MY FINALI!

Jane & Tora: (Snore loudly)

*~*~*~*

The three girls creep through the many passages and corridors of the ship, until they see a light shining from a doorway ahead. Muffled voices can be heard. They shrink into the shadows.

Mystery Voice 1: ……Gnnnnnnnnot a gorilla…….Gnnnnnnnn

Mystery Voice 2: …Gnnnnnot a male science teacher?….

Mystery Voice 1: ….Gnnnnnnno…..

Mystery Voice 2: ……….Gnnnnnnnnnnmost similar to gorilla or…….

Mystery Voice 1:……………Gnnnnnnnnnnnnorilla……….

Lara gestures to the others to stay put then moves silently towards the doorway to listen to the conversation. She peeps round the corner of the door into the room beyond. It looks like the sleeping quarters of a high ranked whatever-it-was. Two Alien Fionas were stood talking to each other, oblivious to the eavesdropper crouching outside.

Alien Fiona 2: ….Gnnnnnenter it in the log.

Alien Fiona1: Gnnnnnnnyes your captainness.

Lara stands flat against the wall as one of the Aliens walks out, passing her without notice. Neither does it notice the other two girls as it continues along the passage. Lara looks back into the room.

Alien Fiona 1: Gnnnnnneverything is going as planned! Gnnnnnand not a sign of that meddler, Rambo Style Fiona! Gnahahahaha! Gnnnnnnnnnwe have finally seemed to escape her! Gnnnnnnnnnothing can stop me now! GNAHAHAHA! (More insane alien giggling follows)

Lara turns and slinks back over to the others. They converse in whispers.

Jane: What did you hear?

Lara: Something about something not being a gorilla or a male science teacher, but closer to a gorilla.

Tora: That would be my Dad then.

Jane: (Looking worried) Did they say what they were going to do with him.

Lara: No. I still don’t understand why they are abducting gorillas anyway.

Jane: Perhaps we should try to find out?

Lara: I guess that’s a good start. Did you by any chance see where that other alien was going?

Tora: (Points along the passage towards a door)

Lara: Okay, lets go.

They follow a winding passage beyond the door. It leads gradually upwards towards the top of the ship. A sign above a door reads ‘CAPTAIN’S OFFICE’. It is empty, and they enter cautiously. On a table is a thick book, with ‘Logbook of the Mothership Apology’ written in scratchy green lettering across the cover.

Lara: This must be the ship’s log!

Jane: Well what does it say then?

Lara: Day one of operation Lab Specimens- After narrowly escaping the telepathic thought rays of Rambo Style Fiona, we received orders from our queen to travel to the planet Earth, and retrieve gorillas for the new breeding program. We started the journey immediately, without hitches.

Day two of Operation Lab Specimens- Everything is going smoothly.

Day three of Operation Lab Specimens- We were intercepted by Rambo Style Fiona at 1542 hours today! Somehow she had tracked us, but we reflected her telepathic rays back towards her, leaving her temporarily paralysed, while we escaped at great speed.

Tora: Who is Rambo Style Fiona anyway?

Lara: I did explain, but you fell asleep.

Jane: Keep on reading.

Lara: Day four of Operation Lab Specimens- We are nearing Earth, and there has been no sign yet today of RSF. Perhaps we have shaken her off.

Jane: Whose RSF?

Tora: Rambo Style Fiona of course.

Lara: Day five of Operation Lab Specimens- We have landed on Earth, and abducted some of the species called ‘Gorilla’. We also abducted another being, we are not sure what its species is. We thought perhaps it was related to the species that RSF is, but its characteristics are completely different. It walks like a gorilla, and so we decided it must be a mutated one-

Tora: Hey! My Dad isn’t mutated!

Jane: Shhh! Someone will hear us!

Lara: -So we have decided to keep it aswell. That’s everything.

Jane: We still don’t know why they are stealing Gorillas.

Tora: I think someone s coming! Hide!

Lara: Hide? Me? Never!

Jane: No Lara! This is no time to get discovered!

They pull her under a table to stop her blasting whatever-it-was to pieces when it came in. In comes the captain. It picks up the log and walks out again.

Tora: (Hisses at Lara) See? I think someone would definitely notice if the captain suddenly went missing. Come on, let’s get out before someone else comes in.

Jane: I suggest we split up. Tora, you go see if you can find out why they’re abducting gorillas, Lara, you go find the control room, and I’ll try to find where Tarzan and the gorillas are.

Lara: Since when have you been leader? It’s my mission!

Jane: I’m eldest, so do as I say.

Lara: Fine then.

Tora: Snap out of it you two.

Lara: Why should we? We’re both older than you are.

Tora: (Sighs) Well, you’re acting like children.

Jane & Lara: Are not!

Tora: Just move it, or there will be no dessert for a week.

Jane & Lara: (Get up, still glaring at each other)

Tora: Come on.

They all leave and go in different directions.

*~*~*~*

Stealthily, Tora creeps from room to room, listening for snatches of conversation, but is only rewarded with things like “Gnnnnnwhy do I have to slice up the new batch of Male science teachers? It’s almost like they’re too cute to ruin” and “Gnnnnnnnni hope the slaves downstairs are working hard to refuel the ship. Gnnnnnnnnthis planet’s supply of Male science teachers is getting low, we need to find more.”

Tora: (Whispers to self) What is it with them and Male Science Teachers? Hmmm, mabey I’ll find out a thing or two from these ‘slaves’.

She travels along passages leading downwards, until she reaches a thick door, with a keypad. Above it is written ‘ENTRANCE CODE’.

Tora: Dammit. Where am I going to find the ent- (Sees another, smaller sign below, which reads ‘ENTRANCE CODE IS --F10NA_GR00V3YG1Rl--’) Well, that’s a bit stupid. Such a high security number, and they leave it pinned up everywhere so that anybody could see. (She punches in the numbers, and the door opens)

Inside, she can see what looks like an engine room, teaming with tiny creatures that look like walking blades of wheat.

Tora: Oh, so that’s what straw people are.

Straw Person 1: Hello. We are straw people. Would you like to see us strip?

Tora: No I...think I’ll pass on that one.

Straw Person 2: But stripping is what straw people do best!

Straw People: (All start to strip)

Tora: No, really, all I want is to know why the Alien Fionas are abducting gorillas?

Straw Person 1: Ahh, she is a nosey one! Are you with or against the Alien Fionas?

Tora: Against! THEY TOOK MY DADDY!

Straw People: (Converse in whispers)

Straw Person 1: We have decided to tell you the reason, as we also dislike the Alien Fionas, for enslaving us.

Tora: The number to get out is pinned up by the door. Why haven’t you tried to escape?

Straw Person 2: We are happy, as long as we can strip whenever we want to, and we can do that here.

Tora: Then, why do you hate the Alien Fionas for enslaving you, if you’re happy?

Straw People: (Murmur amongst themselves questioningly)

Straw Person 2: Actually, I don’t know. We’re supposed to hate being enslaved, that’s what the author-

Tora: Oh yes, of course. The author. Ruining everyone’s lives just so she can write this crappy fanfic.

Author: Shut up, or you’ll be in deeper shit than a fly that lives beneath a cow’s guardorobe.

Tora: Anyway, tell me the reason then.

Straw Person 1: Well, up until recently, the Alien Fionas have kept up their supply of Male Science Teachers by travelling all over the universe to find them, but now, the supply is thinning, and they have introduced a new program, which allows them to breed Male Science Teachers on their own planet, so they don’t have to travel so far.

Tora: But why do they need gorillas?

Straw Person 2: The Teachers they have succeeded in breeding are thin and weak. They have worked out that they are unhappy, because they want to do lab work all the time.

Tora: How did they work that out?

Straw Person 1: Well, apparently, they were constantly screaming ‘The test is best! The test is best!’ and ‘Give us lab work you mutated jerk!’ through the bars of their cages.

Tora: Oh.

Straw Person 2: Anyway, the Alien Fionas decided to provide lab specimens for the Male Science Teachers to play with, and the most popular choice seemed to be gorillas. They worked out that gorillas inhabit the planet Earth, and so they sent this ship to go to find some.

Tora: Okay. Now it all makes sense. I’ll go now and find- (Stops as she hears loud explosions from above) Oh no, LARA! (Starts to run for the door, but is blocked by a wall of straw people)

Straw People: Hold it right there! You’re not going until you’ve seen us strip!

Tora: NOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO!

*~*~*~*

Sprinting down a corridor, Lara is beginning to wish she’d listened to the others, and not started a commotion. These aliens were smart, not like your average mutated atlantian. She rounded a corner, alarms blaring in her ears, and found that she was faced with another door. ‘GALLEY’ it said above the door.

Lara: Right, this’ll do.

She opens the door and sneaks in. The room is empty. Lara glances around for somewhere to hide then sees something better. Another ventilation shaft.

Lara: Why didn’t I think of that before? Ventilation shafts will be running all over the ship!

She clambers in through the small opening and crawls along on her hands and knees, peering out through the grates to see where she is. Nothing that looks like a control room. Tired from crawling and the lack of oxygen inside the shaft, she stops for a rest, and peers out of the grate now in front of her. The room beyond is dimly lit. There is a table, and several flags pinned on the walls. Cabinets full of trophies stand in one corner. The table itself is oval shaped, metal, and surrounded by chairs. Must be a conference room, she thought. Suddenly, two alien Fionas entered, both dressed in important looking uniforms.

Alien Fiona 1: Gnnnnlook, how could she have found us? Gnnnnnnnwe were cloaked and everything. Gnnnnnnnwe shook her off back near planet whassit-called, when we temporarily paralysed her, remember? Gnnnnnnnnhow can she be on the ship?

Alien Fiona 2: Gnnnnnnwell, I don’t see what else it could be. Gnnnnnnno creature on this planet has the intelligence to board our ship unnoticed. Gnnnnnnnnnnunless, of course it was a…

Alien Fiona 1: Gnnnnnnmale science teacher?

Alien Fiona 2: Gnnnnnnnnnexactly.

Alien Fiona 1: Gnnnnnnhey, do you hear something? (Both heads turn towards the grate, where Lara crouches, holing her breath)

Alien Fiona 2: (Whispers) Gnnnnnnni bet theres something in that shaft.

The alien walks towards the grate where Lara is hiding, and peers through the slats. There is a clang, and the alien finds itself with a grate-imprint on its face, and Lara’s foot protruding from the dark hole. It keels over before it can say anything.

Alien Fiona 1: GNNNNNNNNNNALERT! GNNNNNNNNNNALERT! GNNNNNNINTRUDER IN THE VENTS! GNNNNNNNNNNNINTRUDER IN THE VENTS! (The Alien grabs the grate and jams it into place again, blocking Lara’s escape into the room after it. It runs out, still screeching)

Lara: Damn. Have to find another way out- (coughs violently as a yellow gas it released out of ducts in the side of the shaft) Ack! Gas! I gotta get out!

She scrambles forwards unsteadily along the shaft, choking and coughing, until she finally collapses, unconcious, as alarms in the rooms beyond the metal walls screech “GNNNNNNNNIVACUATE ALL SECTORS! GNNNNNNNNIVEACUATE ALL SECTORS! GNNNNNNNNNNNNNNGAS RELEASED IN ALL SECTORS! GNNNNNNNNNIVACUATE!”

*~*~*~*

In the meantime, Jane runs quietly down corridors, peeking through gaps in doors and through windows as she goes, searching for the room where the gorillas and Tarzan are being held.

Jane: Ugh. I’d recognise that smell anywhere! (Turning down a passage the is confronted by a wide white door, a sign on which, attached with duck-tape and written in magic-marker read ‘Live Specimens’. Pressing the button where the handle would normally be, Jane waited for a few seconds, until a speaker from somewhere yelled loudly “Gnnnnyou are not an authorised personnel. Gnnnnnnentrance not granted”) Oh well, I’ll just have to take a little advice from Lara. (She backed off a little, then ran towards the door as fast as she could, and leaping into it, making it implode. She stood up, looking pleased with herself, and dusting off her hands. Then she glanced around the room. Around the edges were large barred cages, all containing at least one gorilla. One however contained-) Tarzan! Are you alright? (Rushing over to the cage. They held hands through the bars) Are you alright dear?

Tarzan: Yes were fine. How did you find us?

Jane: Uh, well I could smell the gorillas from down the corridor (turning to the gorillas) no offence guys.

Gorillas: None taken!

Jane: How are we going to get you out of here?

Tarzan: Hehe. That should be quite easy, now that you’re here. The Aliens think that ALL of us are dumb animals that can’t talk, but I can, and I know where the keys are! Hehe. I’m such a clever gorilla!

Jane: Tarzan? You’re HUMAN. Get over it.

Tarzan: Oh.

Jane: Where are the keys?

Tarzan: Oh yeah. They’re in that cabinet right over there.

Jane: (Retrieves the keys, and unlocks Tarzan’s cage. He jumps out and holds Jane in his arms.) Oh, Tarzan, you’re my hero!

Tarzan: Oh it was nothing…hey, wasn’t it you who rescued me?

Jane: Oh...yeah. (Kisses Tarzan.)

Tarzan: Jane?

Jane: Yes Tarzan?

Tarzan: Uh, what are you wearing?

Jane: (Withdraws slightly.) Oh, I uh…just got a little wardrobe change from Lara.

Tarzan: Who’s that?

Jane: Oh, she’s just this person who came along and helped Tora and I get up here. Don’t we have some more rescuing to do?

Tarzan:  Oh yeah, we’d better get them out too. (He turns to the far wall at the back of the room, where the gorillas helpfully punch a perfectly square hole through the steel. Tarzan jumps back, shocked into a stunned silence as ‘27 Women’ blasts out of immense loudspeakers in the other room. Millions upon millions of what appeared to be little blades of wheat with arms and legs were dancing around his daughter, who stood still as a rock, her eyes wide and glazed as the zillions of straw people stripped around her.)

Tarzan: Holy bananas, what the hell is going on here? My Jane and Tora are here to free you people, and all you can do is have your perverted fun with my kid!

Straw People: We’re sorry Mr Tarzan guy, we promise we’ll never do it again! (Leave hurriedly in a flood of grass cuttings.)

Jane: Are you okay sweetie?

Tora: I…was…just…almost…de-flowered…by…a…load…of…talking…grass! Oh…my…God …I…need counselling.

Jane: Oh, it’s okay sweetie (Hugs her shaken daughter.)

Tarzan: (Is still yammering at the straw people through the hole in the wall.) YOU COME NEAR MY DAUGHTER AGAIN AND I SWEAR I’LL-

Jane: See, you are human Tarzan.

Tora: Mom? Where’s…Lara?

Jane: I don’t know. Mabey she found the control room already.

Jane just finishes her sentence before she and the others look up sharply, as the alarms start screaming “GNNNIVACUATE!! GNNNNNNNINTRUDER HAS BEEN DISCOVERED IN VENTILATION SYSTEM!! GNNNNNNLETHAL GAS RELEASED INTO VENTILATION SYSTEM!! GNNNNNNIVACUATE!!”

Jane: She must have been travelling through the vents! But then she’s…dead. (A solemn silence falls on them for a few moments.)

Tora: (Brightly) Oh well, never mind.

Jane: We best be going then shouldn’t we?

They head troop-wise towards the door, but before they can get out there is an explosion behind them, followed by screams and insane laughing.

Jane: Oh…she’s alive.

A silhouetted figure stands in the opening punched by the gorillas, flames leaping out around her. As they gasp and stare in awe, she throws back her head and yells “Is it just me, or is it hot in here? Oh yeah, of course it’s me, I’m just soooo hot!” Then she steps out so they can see her, hair billowing out behind her.

Tora: You’re not Lara!

Rambo Style Fiona: No I am not. I am the one and only RRRRRRRRRAMBO STYLE FIONA!!! Hear me roar! No, that’s cat woman. Oh well. HEAR ME-

Jane: Where’s Lara?

Rambo Style Fiona: Oh her. She’s right back there. Pissed off ‘cos I saved her.

Lara: (Emerging from the hole) so, uh…you found them then.

Jane: Yup. You found the control room?

Lara: Well I uh-

Rambo Style Fiona: She collapsed noisily by the control room vent, where I was, and I rescued her!

Lara: Rub it in then why don’t you.

Tora: You have the ship under control then?

Lara: Fine then, just forget I’m here, I don’t care!

Rambo Style Fiona: Well, it can’t fly away now, but I thought, much more fun than leaving the ship on self destruct, that I could wipe out the whole of the alien Fionas myself, and of course my secret army of straw people!

Lara: And us you mean.

Tarzan: No. Straw. People. Are. Coming. Near. My Tora. Again.

Jane: (Hugging Tora, who has gone back into a daze) No. No straw people.

Tora: Do-do-do-do-do

Tarzan: LOOK! LOOK WHAT THEY’VE DONE TO HER! NOW SHE’S SINGING ‘27 WOMEN’ BECAUSE OF YOUR STUPID GRASS THINGS!

Rambo Style Fiona: Oh if you insist.

Jane: Damned well right we do!

Rambo Style Fiona: We’ll just have to use the gorillas then.

Tarzan: WHAT?

Rambo Style Fiona: Well I can’t take over a ship without an army! It’s not dramatic enough!

Tarzan: Fine. Let’s just get out of here.

Lara: (Twirling her Uzis in her palms) Let’s go girls.

Tarzan: What about me?

Lara: And gorillas.

Tarzan: Well, I can’t say I’m offended.

The five humanoids walk dramatically towards the door followed by the ape-army, Rambo Style Fiona in the lead, hair billowing out behind her.

Tora: Does your hair always do that?

Rambo Style Fiona: Yeah. It’s a nightmare for my stylists. But then it’s worth it, to have such dramatic entrances.

Tora: Cool. Mom, can I-

Jane: No chance.

They progress through the ship, atomising every alien Fiona to cross their path, they make their way upwards, heading for the control room again. When they reach it, Rambo Style Fiona flies up over their heads and yells down at them.

Rambo Style Fiona: ATEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEENTION TROOPS! YOUR ORDERS ARE TO STAND POST, KEEP OUT ANY ALIEN THAT TRIES TO ENTER BY FORCE! MANY OF YOU WILL NOT RETURN FROM THIS BATTLE, BUT REMEMBER, TO SURRENDER YOUR LIVES FOR ME IS A GREAT HONOUR! SALUTE!

Gorillas: (Salute Rambo Style Fiona) SALUTE!

Tora: What the…

Tarzan: Since when do they speak English?

Lara: I told you, she’s Rambo Style Fiona; she can telepathically control anything.

Jane: Then why doesn’t she just get the Alien Fionas to dissect themselves then?

Lara: She only uses it to aid her ego. She doesn’t find any fun at all in using it to kill things, unless she’s really stuck.

Rambo Style Fiona: Which NEVER happens of course.

Lara: Ha!

Rambo Style Fiona: (Not noticing) COME GIRLS! INTO THE CONTROL-

Tarzan: What about me?

Rambo Style Fiona: You stay here with the troops.

Jane: (Throwing herself upon Tarzan in floods of tears) No! I’m not losing him again!

Rambo Style Fiona: OH FOR THE LOVE OF JUPITER, YOU’RE RUINING MY IMAGE! FINE THEN; BRING THE GORILLA GUY, BUT HE’S NOT GOING TO BE IN THE NEWSPAPERS NEXT TO MY NAME WHEN I SAVE US ALL!

Tora: God, she thinks a bit highly of herself doesn’t she?

Lara: Well, she’s spent her whole life on top of people’s shoulders hasn’t she? Or on top of people anyway.

Tora: NO?

Lara: Oh yeah. It’s a widely known fact that the reason she’s so mad at the alien Fionas, is because she is equally attracted to male science teachers as they are, and wants to save them all from being sliced-and-diced. You know what I REALLY think they use to make her hair stay so stiff like that?

Tora: I can guess.

Rambo Style Fiona: Okay enough chitchat. We must now announce to the Alien Fionas that we have taken over their ship. (She presses an intercom button on one of the control panels) THIS IS A PUBLIC ANOUNCEMENT! No, that doesn’t sound right. ATTENTION ALL ALIENS! I, RRRRRAMBO STYLE FIONA, HAS BORDED AND OVERPOWERED YOU AND YOUR SHIP! SURRENDER NOW AND YOU WILL DIE JUST AS PAINFULLY AS YOU WOULD IF YOU SHOULD DECIDE TO FIGHT!

Tora: She’s not exactly merciful either.

Lara: Yeah, well she really likes those male science teachers.

They all stand about the room as they wait for an answer from the captain. Rambo Style Fiona is leaning over the control panel, squinting at the tiny videophone screen. Tora and Lara are sniggering in the corner. Jane and Tarzan are kissing.

Lara: You know, you two really make me sick.

Jane & Tarzan: (Ignore her)

Rambo Style Fiona: Ah! They are responding to my message of doom!

Intercom: Gnnnnnnwell, we must congratulate you RSF for tracking us. Gnnnnnnnngood effort. Gnnnbut I’m afraid, this is where it ends- for you. Gnnnnnnntake a look out of the window.

They all turn slowly, then stare in horror out through the control room windows. Thousands upon thousands of tiny spacecraft are hovering before them, from each pilot seat, a pair of huge black alien Fiona eyes stare out at them. As if the scene was not awful enough, a huge purple and red craft descends through the air infront of their window, and a new figure grins evilly at them from its cockpit.

Rambo Style Fiona & Lara: It’s Queen Ecky the Ecksalobian!

Tora & Jane: (gasp)

Tarzan: (Faints)

Jane: Uh…I believe that’s what I’m ment to do in this situation.

Tarzan: Oh sorry (gets up and holds out his arms)

Jane: (Faints and falls back into them dramatically)

Queen Ecky: BWAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA!

Tora: There really is NO originality in this fanfic is there?

*~*~*~*

One by one the five humanoids wake up. They are all suspended over ten-square-metres of chainsaw blades, each tooth gleaming in the ghoulish green light.

Tora: Oh it just gets more and more predictable doesn’t it.

Queen Ecky: (Calling up to them from a purple and red velvet throne) Sleep well? (Getting up and walking slowly towards the chainsaw pit) Did you know, the best thing you humans ever gave us was the Texas chain saw massacre? Best entertainment I had since the first time humans wondered if they could hold fire. Now, I’m going to sit down and watch you being liquidated. Take time to enjoy the view. It’ll be your last, so make the most of it. (She walks over to a red bumper-button and presses it. The chainsaws roar in unison and the five of them feel themselves being lowered slowly downwards)

Lara: Fiona? This would be a good time to use your powers!

Rambo Style Fiona: It’s Rambo Style Fiona to you. And no, that would be no fun.

Tora: More fun than being turned into human-soup.

Jane: Ohmygodohmygodohmygodohmygod…

Tarzan: (Faints again)

Jane: Would you quit doing that?

Tora: How about, you use your power, and you can take all the credit in the newspapers, huh?

Rambo Style Fiona: Never. But…keep talking.

Lara: I know, how about, we don’t get mentioned at all?

Rambo Style Fiona: Tempting, but-

Tora: OR! HOW ABOUT, YOU TAKE ALL THE CREDIT, AND ALSO, YOU CAN HAVE HEROICLY RESCUED FOUR HUMANS ALONG THE WAY! PICTURE THE HEAD LINES: RAMBO STYLE FIONA STRIKES AGAIN, RAMBO STYLE FIONA, YOU’RE OUR HERO, RAMBO STYLE FIONA, RUNNING FOR MAYOR, RAMBO STYLE FIONA ELECTED QUEEN-

Rambo Style Fiona: You got yourself a deal girl! (She commands Queen Ecky) QUEEN ECKY THE ECKSALOBIEN! SWITCH OFF THE MACHINE AND RELEASE US!

Queen Ecky: (Gets up) ANYTHING YOU SAY RAMBO STYLE FIONA! (She presses an ‘emergency stop’ button on the arm of her throne. The machine stops, and she unties the five of them)

Jane: Ohmygodohmygodohmygodohmygod OH MY GOD!!!

Tarzan: I…could…feel…the…wind…from…the…whirling…blades…on…my…face…

Tora: Phew.

Lara: Good work Tora.

Tora: Thanks.

Rambo Style Fiona: NOW QUEEN ECKY, WE SHALL BATTLE TO THE DEATH!

Queen Ecky: I SHALL SURRENDER NOW, AS I KNOW THAT I CANNOT DEFEAT YOU MYSELF, RAMBO STYLE FIONA! BUT, BEFORE YOU KILL ME, HEAR THIS: I AM YOUR MOTHER!

Rambo Style Fiona: Oh…my…(faints)

Tora: Are you REALLY her mother?

Queen Ecky: No of course I’m not her mother. I only said that so that she’d faint and then I could kill her, and you.

The evil queen flies up and fills the air above their heads like diorreah in a bathtub. She leers down at them,  as they cower back in terror.

Jane: Is this…

Tarzan: The end…

Tora: Are we helpless Lara? Is there nothing we can do? Are we all going to…die?

Lara: Not if I can help it. It says in the player’s manual, that there is no way to defeat the evil queen Ecky unless you have completed all levels, sub-levels, and found the mystical jade fungi on the foot of Midas, but you see, I went and looked at the walkthroughs in Playstation magazine, and it says there-

Tora: JUST CUT THE CRAP AN TELL US HOW YOU KILL ‘ER!!!

Lara: Oh, yes, sorry. Anyway, the one thing Queen Ecky can’t stand, apart from the tooth faerie, is anything sentimental. Romantic movies, violins, roses

Tora: MOM, DAD, THIS IS THE PART WHERE YOU SAVE US ALL! YOU KNOW WHAT TO DO!

Barely without thinking, Jane flings her arms around Tarzan’s neck, and they kiss, violins striking up from no where, the room filling with pink light and the smell of roses. As Lara throws up on the floor, the evil queen screams and writhes, shrinking back into her original form, features contorted. Tarzan and Jane sink to the floor in each other’s arms, as Queen Ecky explodes in a flurry of white doves and pink ribbons.

Lara: YEEEEEEEEEEEEES! THE EVIL QUEEN IS DEAD!

Tora: See, love does conquer all.

Lara: Oh don’t you start too!

Rambo Style Fiona: (Waking up) Did I kill her yet?

Tora: Uh…yeah, you did. (Turning to the others.) It’ll make things less complicated I guess.

Tarzan & Jane: (Are still kissing)

Lara: Oh knock it off already.

Rambo Style Fiona: IN THAT CASE, IT’S BACK TO MY HOME PLANET TO RECEIVE MY GLORY!

Lara & Tora: (Roll their eyes)

Tora: Come on theeen.

After flying the ship all the way back to Rambo Style Fiona’s home planet, they all get off (led by Miss Rambo herself of course) who leaps into the arms of the adoring crowd, under a sea of cheering and confetti. She is carried off on their shoulders.

Jane: So we don’t get any credit whatsoever?

Tora: Not even a thankyou note?

Lara: ‘Fraid not my friends. That’s why I always do my missions by myself.

Jane: So…how do we get home now?

Lara: Oh, I can fly this thing simple enough.

*~*~*~*

A few days later, Jane and Tarzan are sitting in each other’s arms on the branch of a tree in the jungle. Everything is back to normal. The gorillas are speaking in grunt, bananas are plentiful, and Lara is back killing tyranosaurus-rex’s in some computer somewhere in the world. Like I said, everything is back to normal. Except…

Tora: (Bursting through the bushes screaming) AAAAAAARRRGGGGGGHHHHHH! MOM, DAD!

Tarzan & Jane: (Standing up quickly) WHAT HAPPENED?

Tora: IT’S…THE STRAW PEOPLE! THEY’RE STILL HERE!

Straw People: (singing) 27 WOMEN, NEVER MADE A MAN OUT OF ME! DO-DO-DO-DO-DO, DO-DO-DO-DO-DO!

Tarzan, Jane & Tora: NOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO!

~ THE END~

*~Author’s note (again)- The only characters I do not own in this fanfic are Tarzan, Jane and Lara Croft. I do not own Tomb Raider, Disney or Tarzan, or the Song ‘27 Women’ or The Texas Chain Saw Massacre. Many of the lines in this fanfic were taken or inspired by/from other movies/shows/whatever, but the gas chamber joke, the deeper shit joke and the I’m so hot joke all belong to me, Ashren. They’re mine, mine I tell you MINE! Just kidding. The Billowing hair joke was Ifif’s. ~*

