Five Go Mad At Top Banana


(All persons represented within, even those based on real people, are entirely fictional. No liability accepted for emotional damage suffered by the reader.) 





1.


	It was Monday night. We were bored. Having failed to find anything else to amuse us we had, resignedly, elected to do Top Banana. I stood, examining myself in the mirror (I’m quite glad I didn’t inherit my fathers hatred of mirrors), as per usual I wore my black shirt, trousers and knee length boots. Over this I threw my blue/purple cloak and concealed my well polished long sword under it. Satisfied I looked passable while still being unencumbered should duty call I picked up my wide, black Stetson and glided out in to the hall to see how the others were progressing.


	I listened at Jude’s door then, hearing movement, knocked.


	“Wait, I’m still strapping my boots on,” her voice announced. I waited. The door across the hall burst off its hinges. At the sound I turned to watch Alistair, clad in bikers leathers, step over the wreckage, slip on his shades and proceed down the stairs. Half way down he pulled a rocket-launcher off his back, blew the front door in to the middle of the road and replaced the launcher but didn’t stop. Moments later there was the whine of tires and angry buzz of car horns, which then gradually subsided.


	Finally the door swung open behind me and out stepped Jude. She was clad in her now familiar brown leather top and studded leather skirt, with additional armour at strategic points, thigh boots and bracers. She cocked an eyebrow,


	“Well?”


	“ You aren’t planning on carrying that openly?” I gestured at the broad sword slung across her back. She sighed, shrugged then unstrapped it and tossed it back on her bed.


	“I’ve still got my chakram,” she noted, “But more importantly, do I look alright?”


	I glanced over her. I couldn’t quite remember when she had become so muscular as to fill out her outfit as she did but then all of us had changed somewhat the past few weeks. Words surfaced in my mind. A slight smile touched my lips,


	“Those boots, that leather, those legs ... those were the words of your last lover, weren’t they? And if you mean, should you change, you can’t, that’s the only out
