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Part 1

SKULKY:

This is Agent Heinous Skulky of the Manitoba Investigative Bureau. My partner,

Detective Fux Mildewer, and I have been on the trail of some unusual activity in the town

of Igloolik. In seems that this sleepy town in the Arctic Circle has had a rash of UFO

sightings over the course of a fortnight in May. Although normally outside our

jurisdiction, we were requested to take part in this case due to our professional reputation.

Mildewer suggested an overnight VIA-GRA Rail train from the capital to the town of

Flim-Flam <

(SOUND, speeding train)

and then a Cessna flight from there. As we boarded the train and fell asleep, we had little

inkling of what was in store for us. The next morning seemed to come much too early and

we stumbled into the dining car. However, my hormones shot my adrenaline into

overdrive when I saw a stunningly handsome waiter coming toward us with a beverage

tray. He was one fine piece of ass!

WAITER (enthusiastically):

Coffee, tea, milk or orange juice?

SKULKY:

I was so mesmerized by the soft blond chest hair peeking out of his shadow-striped dress

shirt that I said, “Yes, please” and got a positively revolting mixture of each.

WAITER:

Auburn hair like yoursreally turns me on. That your natural colour?

SKULKY:

I told him my carpet matched my drapes and he gave me a smile that made me melt. I

didn’t have the heart to tell him I dyed my pubes too. Mildewer managed to get peeved at

our flirty banter and proceeded to jam two cigarettes up his nostrils and then ask the

waiter

MILDEWER:

Got a light?

SKULKY:

I struggled to down the vile concoction in front of me. I flashed the waiter a phony smile

to make him think I drank this swill all the time. “Mmm,” I said, concealing my utter

disgust, “It’s just the way I like.” After the waiter left, I poured my cup into a nearby

potted plant.

MILDEWER (mocking tone):

Be sure to enjoy every drop of that, Mister Geranium. Remember it’s her favourite.

SKULKY:

I reapplied my lipstick and puckered my lips against the white china cup to remove the

excess and continue my flirtation with the waiter. Mildewer asked

MILDEWER:

What do you think you’re doing?

Skulky:

I told him, “I’m trying to convince the waiter that I’m more awake than I really am.”

MILDEWER:

. Leaving your mark like that might convince him of something else

SKULKY:

Jealous?

MILDEWER:

Of him or of you? Hey I got an idea, why don’t you go ask Mister Aryan to give up his

workaday life waiting tables, and start chasing UFOs with us instead, we all could shag

each other silly, and be a gleesome threesome, whadda ya say?

SKULKY:

Sounds great, I’d really love to watch you do it with another guy.

MILDEWER:

What’s gotten into you, Skulky, you used to be so uptight, so rigid, so intimidated, so

easily embarrassed, so…Catholic.

SKULKY (nonchalant tone):

So I’ll go to confession this week. In the meantime, I really need to get laid.

.MILDEWER:

Whatever floats your boat, just don’t do anything I wouldn’t.

SKULKY:

Aw Fux, can’t I have any fun?

SKULKY (continued):

I blew off Mildewer…er, let me rephrase that. I walked away toward the coach class

dining car to see if I could spot the cute waiter who had caught my eye. He was serving

Gigolo brand tea to an elderly passenger. When he finished, I followed him into the

kitchen. He saw me and motioned for me to follow him into his quarters. He slowly

started undressing himself in a sensuous manner that would make a stripper take notes.

Then I saw it and I knew that he was all wrong. The “it,” in this case, was a wedding

band I saw after he took his white gloves off. I was dying for this guy to put his designs

on my virtue, but not with that Spirograph set, oh well, back to the drawing board. I

moped my way back to where Mildewer was sitting and upon hearing my tale of woe he

tried to cheer me up.

MILDEWER:

Don’t look so glum Skulky, it’s not a total loss, you still received a complimentary copy

of Mclean’s out of it all.

SKULKY (angry):

Can’t you cut out the sarcasm for two seconds?

SKULKY (continued):

We repacked our belongings in a huff. The hours dragged while we weren’t speaking but

eventually we got to Flim-Flam and headed for the airport. As we boarded the Cessna the

pilot addressed us from an angled mirror above the windshield. One look at this

handsome towheaded gentleman and I easily forgot my prior romantic fiasco. This fellow

was so adorable in his uniform that when he winked at me I got so giddy I felt as if I’d

wet myself! I spied his brawny hands on the wheel in the mirror and saw no rings.

“Whew,” I sighed. Soon Fux realized the pilot and I were hitting it off.

MILDEWER:

Don’t get your hopes up, that wink was for me.

SKULKY:

I pulled my clenched fists back to show Mildewer I was on the verge of hitting him and

he put his hands up.

MILDEWER:

Whoa, what is it with you and blondes?

SKULKY:

I eased my fists so I could maneuver around his palms to throttle him.

Part 2

SKULKY:

This is Agent Skulky again. At the end of the last entry I sent you, I was doing my second

favorite thing in the whole wide world. Which would be the delight of choking the life

out of my partner, Detective Mildewer. Unfortunately he’s always been clinically braindead,

so even lack of oxygen doesn’t deter him from spewing insults at me.

MILDEWER (wheezing):

Skulky, you’re so long-winded, they should call you Tangent instead of Agent.

SKULKY (screaming):

Oh yeah? Well when I get through with you, you’ll be referred to as Defective rather than

Detective.

SKULKY (continued):

Actually, come to think it, most of his lovers already do that, but I digress. The pilot told

us to stop fighting because we were coming in for a landing.

(SOUND, plane landing.)

SKULKY:

Since the pilot deprived me the pleasure of killing Fux, I told Mildewer. “Go throttle

yourself from either end,” then I gave the pilot my phone number at the hotel in town.

Igloolik Airport is very tiny and the downtown area it’s connected to isn’t much bigger.

It’s so cold in here my nipples feel as if they’re in Nebraska. Just in the time it took us to

get across town the hairs on Mildewer’s ass froze and now they’re snapping like icicles.

(SOUND, icicles breaking.)

I had too many inflight cocktails so the noise is deafening. The hotel we’re staying at is

trying to play upon some sort of French ambience. Unfortunately, christening a hotel “Le

Pension Avec Cassés Caoutchoux” is positively repulsive, it’s pseudo-French for “the

boarding-house of broken condoms.” I sure hope that our Cessna pilot doesn’t find the

name off-putting, he’s such a babe. He told me he wanted to take me to the county fair.

Which is code for “Sit on my face and I’ll guess your weight.” Mildewer is not invited on

this excursion. I told him to look for clues at the hotel but he’ll probably wear out the

VCR playing Infantilism pornos. Thankfully, headquarters sprung for two rooms this

time. Well, my handsome pilot is here on time for our date. Holy shit he’s hot! Hang on

to your hormones, Skulky, it’s gonna be a bumpy evening.

Part 3

SKULKY:

Heinous Skulky here. I know you folks back at H.Q. won’t believe it, but I’m finally onto

something. No, I’m not solving a case, I’m getting horizontal with a studmuffin, which

hasn’t happened since Anne Murray had a hit stateside. Anyway, my date, Alex, has just

arrived.

(SOUND, car pulling up.)

He’s driving a silver Rolls Royce SUV, I didn’t know such a vehicle existed up ‘til now.

But it’s fitting for a pilot who charters this far up north. I’m SO happy to get a break from

Mildewer, I wouldn’t have minded if my date traveled by dogsled and took me out for

whale blubber.

SKULKY:

What’s this music you’re playing?

ALEX:

Doctor Demento.

SKULKY:

Not the music most folks would expect on a hot date, but I’m not most people, I’m

desperately horny.

ALEX:

…it’s a special show, Doc’s on vacation so his intern is in the studio & the theme is

perverted pop parodies.

SKULKY:

I had no idea just how perverse ‘til I listened to some woman who redid Janet Jackson’s

hit “Together Again” as

FEMALE SINGER:

…Ev’ry where I go, ev’ryone I see/

wanna spread my legs, make them go down on me/

I can see their head, in between my knees/

Wanna sit on their face, and I won’t say please…

SKULKY:

But what really jarred me was the very creepy guy who remade the Red Hot Chili

Peppers song “Give It Away” like

MALE SINGER:

…Bob Marley wants to put in you/

Bob Marley wants to put in you/

Bob Marley wants to put in you/

neck-ra-feel-ya, neck-ra-feel-ya, neck-ra-feel-ya, now/

SKULKY:

Barf-o-rama, dude! Luckily Alex, noticing my discomfort, had the sense to turn the radio

to something less offensive.

(SOUND, radio tuner going through dial, MUSIC playing.)

ALEX:

Did anyone ever tell you that you’re a dead ringer for that actress Gillian Androgen?

SKULKY:

Flattery will get you everywhere, except certain parts of New Jersey, in which case

battery will do.

SKULKY (continued):

Just then the radio went haywire

(SOUND, radio bursting into static.)

and I knew in a flash that we hadn’t found the third kind, they had found us. “Oh, rat

spit,” I exclaimed as Alex’s auto was tractor-beamed

(SOUND, energy beaming.)

beamed inside the cargo bay of a giant alien craft. A lavender alien with an elongated

face stared at us in earnest. Before our disbelieving eyes the alien parthenogenetically

reproduced itself twice

(SOUND, splitting noise.)

then all three in unison sang a strange ear-splitting chord progression

(SOUND, discordant crescendo)

that shattered the windows of the Rolls Royce

(SOUND, shattering glass)

and gave Alex and myself such pounding headaches that we both were knocked

unconscious. When I came to, I was in an amphitheatre surrounded by rows of seated

aliens. I was onstage, restrained to a chair that looked like an early version of a bouffant

hairdryer. I found this out the hard way, ‘cuz when I sat up, my head dinged the metal

cone

(SOUND, clang.)

and all the aliens laughed their asses off

(SOUND, crowd laughing.)

I started screaming, “What the fuck have you goddamn pinheads done with Alex… shit,

you bastards really suck ass!!!” Just then the head alien spoke up

FOP:

I see someone’s been watching too much South Park lately.

(SOUND, crowd laughing again.)

Quiet, please. We have come millions of miles to see your kind. I am Fop, a professor of

interplanetary sex & gender studies and this is my class, they wish to study you.

Skulky:

“Oh yeah,” I sputtered, flipping the audience the bird, “study this.”

FOP:

Aahh yes, a perfect example, see that red part of the tip of her finger, that’s nail polish, its

original purpose is unknown and under dispute, however in species that must fornicate to

produce offspring color is used as a sort of code.

ALIEN STUDENT:

Like when mother seagulls have a red spot on their bill and their babies won’t eat until

they see it?

FOP:

Exactly.

SKULKY:

“Oh terrific,” I sighed, “I’ve discovered the first alien species whose main weapon is to

bore people to death. Just what is it that you hope to accomplish here, besides mess with

my head?!?

FOP:

I’m hoping you see that you can either help us to learn. Or hinder us from learning; the

choice is yours.

Prologue to Part 4

Mildewer:

Dear Diary—Minty green phlegm chunks cascaded from my mouth and skated on the

bottom of the shower stall this morning. No matter what mouthwash I use, I still can’t get

the taste of sex, beer and vomit out of my mouth. I hate hangovers!—Hold up, what’s

this?—I’ve just noticed a beautiful woman sleeping in the bed. I wish that I could

remember where we met or anything at all about her but I must have blacked out all of

last night. Did I have anything else besides Rebellion brew? I feel like such a jackass!

Maybe if I’m lucky, she won’t head for the hills when she wakes up. I’ll offer to buy her

breakfast and see if we can talk then. I don’t know what, if anything, I’ll feel like eating,

since my head and my stomach are doing routines that Cirque Du Soleil couldn’t top. Uhoh,

she’s talking in her sleep; what does “Tu es une canon suceuse” and “salope” mean?

Part 4

SKULKY:

Skulky here. I think I may have a plan to get Alex and I out of this spacecraft. If these

aliens want to know about Earth so much, I’m going to tell them so much info, so that

they’ beg me to stop. “Where would you like me to start, Fob,” I said mockingly. “Do

those initials stand for anything?”

FOP (aggravated):

My name is Fop, with a P, and NO, the letters do not stand for anything. If you like, you

may step out of the mental image machine, which has made projectable pictures from

those in your memory, so that you may see them and address the class about each one.

SKULKY:

The chair converted to allow me to stand up. I turned toward the screen and saw my

parents’ apartment complex. “This is the building I grew up in,” I chirped in amazement,

“I never expected to see my old neighborhood again, because it was gentrified 3 years

ago, and is now a metro station. Can I get glossy reproductions of these when I leave?”

Fop shot me an angry glare and I continued nonchalantly. My parents lived and worked

in the worst ghetto in Montreal. They owned this tiny walk up apartment on the corner of

Rue Bidet and Rue The Day. They were seen as so poor and charmless by their neighbors

that even the Haitian and Vietnamese immigrants looked down upon them. They decided

that the only way to change their lot in life was to join “la revanche des berceaux” (“the

revenge of the cradles”) and have more offspring than anyone. I was the 34th of 35

children. After I was born the nurses in the hospital bronzed my mother’s uterus. So

when my little sister was born she came to light with a permanent metallic glitter-gloss to

her skin. I guess we should have seen it coming when she ran away to Rio to become a

showgirl. But enough about her sordid life; let me tell you about mine. As a teenager I

was the earliest and biggest fan of the pop singer Celine Dion. I became her makeup

consultant and we each wore tons of dark, smoky eyeshadow. I not only had to beat the

boys off (being Catholic, I couldn’t go all the way!), but because of all the eyeshadow

moths and butterflies would try to mate with my face.

(SOUND, flapping.)

One summer, a giant monarch attacked me

(SOUND, flapping, SKULKY screaming.)

and ever since I’ve had these horrible nosebleeds.” With that, Fop began to snore and I

realized the entire class was aslee. I tiptoed out of the classroom and found a passageway

leading to a glasslike wall that looked out over several rooms that reminded me of

physical exam rooms at my local hospital. I walked along for a while and that’s when I

saw Alex without a stitch on. What a happy accident! The aliens placed him on a table

with a small dish sunk into the middle of the cushion. I wasn’t sure what the dish was for,

but I had a feeling it wasn’t for a urine sample. I looked for an entrance to the room I was

seeing Alex in, but couldn’t find one. I stared in horror and disbelief as the aliens flashed

a light on him and he shrank to a zygote.

(SOUND, zapping.)

and landed in the dish. In a few minutes he was back to normal size

(SOUND, zapping again.)

except he was transformed into a woman. If I ever get us out of here I’ll have to spend a

few months drinking myself sick on V.S.O.P. Luckily if I can get past that, she IS a total

knockout. As they dressed Alex in a bathrobe I could hear someone rounding the corner.

I ducked down the hall to hide and saw an alien maintenance worker replacing a lightbulb

in the ceiling with an expandable platform.

(SOUND, hydraulic noises.)

I watched as he lost his balance and cashed thru the window to Alex’s room.

(SOUND, glass shattering.)

Another happy accident! Alex’s alien attendants turned the maintenance worker into a

child

(SOUND, zapping again.)

so they could carry him out of the room. Turning the maintenance worker into a child

again probably would speed up the healing process as well. I used the platform to help

me get thru the window.

(SOUND, more hydraulic noises.)

“Hi Alex,” I said, “What’s new?” Alex opened the bathrobe.

ALEX:

Pretty good job, don’t you think…?

SKULKY:

“I can’t believe you’re taking this so well!” I whispered, “ Most people would have a

nervous breakdown. In fact, I’m about to have one for you.”

ALEX:

Okay, “maybe this deserves an explanation. My parents divorced when I was ten years

old. Each of them realized they were queer and ever since then I’ve had two moms and

two dads. Each couple plays with gender, and ever since my dads joined the Radical

Faeries they’re in drag nearly all the time. Combine my personal history, with all that

I’ve seen as an airline pilot, and I’m pretty much shockproof. Besides which, I can’t wait

to call my parents and tell them that I’ve just become the daughter they’ve always

wanted.

SKULKY:

I’m glad to see you’re taking all this in stride, but don’t you think we should try getting

out of here?

ALEX:

Don’t you want to hear their plan for us first?

SKULKY:

Okay, what did you find out?

ALEX:

Well, apparently, they plan to let us go, but first they want us to appear on some sleazy

talk show, make love in front of the audience, and send it out over some alien dish

network. All for the self-aggrandizement of some the host who goes by the name Jabba

the Butt.

SKULKY:

Great, I can just see it now, they can name the episode “Cleave It To Beaver’”

ALEX (dejected):

I’m getting the feeling that we’re going to have to rename it something like “It Don’t

Mean A Thing If It Ain’t Got That Schwing.”

SKULKY:

I’m sorry Alex, but I was really hoping for some guy action before I took a walk on the

wild side. Besides, since I’m here we might as well make a break for it.

ALEX:

Well, I guess I’ll have to find a new job.

SKULKY:

And why’s that?

ALEX:

Because even tho’ I’m female now, the fellas at work still expect me to jump at the

chance to sleep with a dead ringer for Gillian Androgen. Half of them will be so mad at

me that they won’t talk to me, the other half will make me the butt of all their jokes for

decades.

SKULKY:

Yes Alex, you’ve convinced me, deep down inside you’re still one of the guys. Look

Alex, the real reason they might give you a hard time on all this is that they really wanna

know how two women do it. In which case, I recommend you tell them to visit one of

those shop-at-home Internet sites that sells Lesbian erotica, and I mean real Lesbian

erotica, not that crappy porn they saw in college that was directed by a man with two

straight women and a gurgling garden hose.

(SOUND, water gurgling.)

ALEX:

Wow, I just realized I’m no longer the target audience of those films.

SKULKY:

See, you’re getting wiser already. Let’s get outta here, Alex; I’ve had enough excitement

for one night.

ALEX:

The car and the transporter are down the hallway to the right. But where should we go?

SKULKY:

Mildewer’s place, there’s never any excitement there!

SKULKY (continued):

So we left the spaceship

(SOUND, energy beaming.)

and went back to the hotel

(SOUND, car.)

which was odd, since the aliens never seemed upset that we left. We reached Fux’s room

at about 6am, and it was still pretty dark out. Fux came to the door in a towel and a bad

hangover.

MILDEWER:

Who’s your friend?

SKULKY:

This is Alex, I’ll let her explain how she came to be. Can I use your bathroom, I need to

freshen up big time!

MILDEWER:

Sure, help yourself, but be careful, the floor is wet; I just showered.

SKULKY:

As I turned the corner to enter the bathroom I noticed something. “And who’s YOUR

friend,” I asked Mildewer, pointing to the bed. He lifted a finger to his mouth.

MILDEWER:

Shhh, She’s still asleep. I don’t know who she is, we’ll ask her later when she wakes up.

SKULKY:

After I returned from the freshening up, I told Fux he left his diary on the sink. “Oh, and

by the way,” I giggled, “in her sleep she said that ‘You’re a gorgeous hunk of a

cocksucker’ and that you’re also ‘One hot bitch’,” and then I did my best Desi Arnez to

say “Lucy, you’ve got some ‘splainin’ to do.” At this point Mildewer fainted. Alex and I

stared at each other a long time in disbelief with both our jaws agape, and then we

cracked up laughing.

Part 5

SKULKY:

Agent Skulky here. My partner just fainted having realized that the woman in his bed this

morning was a man last night. Apparently Alex isn’t the only one who this has happened

to. Since my partner can’t give me any answers, I’ve decided to wake sleeping beauty.

“Good morning. I’m Agent Skulky of the Manitoba Investigative Bureau,” I whispered,

“What’s your name?” At which point she sat bolt upright and sputtered

SIMON(E):

I-I’m Simon. What’s an MIB agent doing in this bedroom, has J. Edgar Hoover come

back from the dead?

SKULKY (laughing):

No, this is the hotel room of my partner, Detective Mildewer, he’s the guy passed out on

the floor. Do you recognize him?

SIMON(E):

Sure I do, he picked me up at the Queer costume ball last night. He was dressed as a

Swiss milkmaid with a great big bosom the size of MINE, ohmygod!

SKULKY:

I’ll explain that momentarily. Do you remember what happed last night?

SIMON(E):

Sure I do, your partner told me he knew of an udder that needed milking and took me

back here, then he asked me if I’d ever consider wearing diapers during a sexual

encounter, to which I said “Depends” and he said “I don’t think they have that brand this

far North.”

SKULKY (annoyed):

Not your one night stand you ninny, what happened during the night that swapped your

gender!

SIMON(E):

I do remember, but I thought it was a dream. I fell asleep on his shoulder, and I awoke in

some kind of flying saucer with these Martians and I swore that I’d never mix Ecstasy &

Special K again, then I fell asleep on this examination table and next thing I knew little

Simon was Simone, go figure, soon after that I’m on an alien talk show with this host

named Jabba who secretly wears an alien costume and apparently has the aliens fooled.

SKULKY:

Alex and I explained that her dream was really what happened.

SIMONE:

It’ll be good for my career, I have a drag act as Carmen Miranda at the Rainbow lounge.

It’s the local dive that held the costume ball last night, this place really packs ‘em in

lately.

SKULKY:

Alex & I looked at each other and said

SKULKY and ALEX:

“AHA!”

SKULKY (cpntinued)::

We all carried Mildewer to Alex’s car and the four of us took off.

(SOUND, car peeling out.)

to see the suddenly popular nightspot. When Fux finally came to I explained that we were

on our way to the club that he went to the night before. Upon hearing this he tried to

commit suicide by jumping out while we were speeding down the highway. However, I

stopped him, which I’ll probably live to regret. I told him that Simon(e) explained

everything and that I didn’t think any less of him, come to think of it, how could I, I

didn’t think much of him to begin with. Anyway, Alex asked Simon(e) to find a cassette

to play to cheer up Mildewer. She found a tape of a Doctor Demento radio program and

gushed how much she adored his flair for novelty records. Alex and Simon(e) started to

bond and I started getting jealous for reasons I can’t begin to understand. Alex popped

the tape in and the fun began, when we learned that the program was songs dedicated to

zooaphilia/bestiality. I knew that the evil intern was afoot. The first song in the tribute

was a pseudo-rap song about Bigfoot which had a sample of Patti Labelle and The

Weather Girls that went something like this:

SINGERS:

Voulez-Vous Couchez Avec Moi, Sasquatch?/

I love your hairy bo-dy/

To me you’re a real Canadian hot-tie!/

Voulez-Vous Couchez Avec Moi, (Deep voice) Sasquatch?/

You are such a cu-tie/

I’ve become a real gorilla grou-pie!/

Voulez-Vous Couchez Avec Moi, (Deep voice) Sasquatch?/

I real-ly need ya on/

Those lonely nights up in Saskatchewan/

Voulez-Vous Couchez Avec Moi, (Deep voice) Sasquatch?/

I’ve real-ly got to meet ya/

Don’t ya know what they say about big feet, yeah?/

SKULKY:

Next was a parody of Chumbawamba’s “Tubthumping” song, which was named

“Cathumping” and went like so:

SINGER:

I get knocked-UP/ but I get-DOWN again/

Always will land on my feet/

I get screwed up/ but I put out again/

Always will land on my feet/

Hissing the night away/

Hissing the night away/

She drinks some heavy cream/She drinks some light cream/ She drinks some Half and

Half/She drinks some camembert/ She throws-up all over the sofa/

Then gets thrown out the door by her owner

SKULKY:

But all too soon it was time for the funny five and the most requested song of the week

was a parody of “The Love Boat” theme song:

SINGER:

Love/enticing and rude/ come aboard/ we’ll expectorate you/

and love/ I’m as stiff as a board/ let us go/ I need a good screw/

(chorus)

The Love Boat/ soon we’ll be making another run/

The Love Boat/ promises nookie for everyone/

Set a course for my censure/ as I get into your pants/

and lo-o-ove/ won’t hurt anymore/

it’s K-Y Jelly on an open sore/

It’s LOOOVE/ welcome aboard/ it’s love, love, love/

SKULKY:

The song was so beautiful I nearly wept, BRRAPPT. But before I knew it we were at the

Rainbow Lounge talking to the owner, Roy G. Biv. He was very friendly, even before

Simon(e) explained who she was. It was then that Roy disclosed that he was abducted as

well and used to be a pre-operative Transexual woman until the aliens made his dreams

come true, not to mention dissolve a sham marriage.

ROY:

Hey, wanna hear a joke, What’s the best thing a man can use during sex to please his

partner?

SIMONE:

I give up.

ROY:

I’ll give you a hint, It’s located between the ears.

SIMONE:

Ahhh—his brain!

ROY:

What brain?! I’m talkin’ bout a ball-gag!

SKULKY:

Everybody laughed but Fux. Roy showed us around his stunning nightclub. You would

never guess from the interior that the place was a converted barn connected to a Thai

restaurant. Mildewer and I explained who we were and why we were there. Roy offered

his club as a meeting place for all the other alien abductees.

ROY:

After all, they’re half my customers.

SKULKY:

Soon we were on our way to getting to the bottom of this—Finallly! By talking with each

of the abductees, Mildewer and I plotted where each abduction took place and figured out

where the next abduction was likely to take place. We set up an ambush by posing as a

couple. However, my partner was having a freak-out about the whole thing.

MILDEWER:

I don’t know if this plan will work, Skulky, what if the aliens do a gender-swap on me?

SKULKY:

Your IQ will increase 100 points, but you’ll get used to it, trust me.

MILDEWER:

I’m SERIOUS, are you sure this plan will work, I’ve got a bad feeling about this.

SKULKY:

Look if it will make you feel more comfortable, wear your milkmaid costume, and we’ll

pose as a Lesbian couple.

SKULKY (continued):

I wish I hadn’t said that, for the next thing I knew…

MILDEWER:

How do I LOOK, Skulky?

SKULKY:

Absolutely ridiculous, Simon was either drunk or desperate.

MILDEWER:

Good, when I pretend to make a move on you, you’ll be so mortified you’ll pay me hush

money.

SKULKY:

I was relieved when the aliens finally picked us up.

(SOUND, spaceship whoosh.)

Later when I woke up in Fop’s class for the second time, he excused me from boring, I

mean teaching, his class and dismissed most of his students to talk to me in private. He

confided in me that there was something strange going on but he couldn’t put his tentacle

on it. I explained our theory that Jabba was a fraud bent on causing chaos. Because taking

over the town of Igloolik will be a breeze with every couple’s life in turmoil from Jabba’s

henchmen’s dirty work. Fop agreed to help us. First Fop saved Fux from getting

swapped, then Fop got two of his favorite student’s to escort us to Jabba’s talk-show

studio. While we were off stage, we saw technicians were using cloaking devices to make

an Earthling simulcast of a prior show. We spotted the talk-show host in the monitor and

recognized her instantly. When it was our turn to be guests Jabba asked us irritating

questions that showed the creature’s appalling ignorance

JABBA:

So do you two gals feel disgusting and dirty now you’re a straight couple? What do you

think your friends will say when they find out you’re a bunch of breeders?

SKULKY:

One could just imagine what she probably said to the other abductees! I got so mad, I

couldn’t take it anymore, I got out of my seat and punched Jabba in the nose

(SOUND, punch.)

in a way that would make Jerry Springer proud. While Jabba was stunned, I strangled the

creature with the cord from the microphone (Carry Fissure eat your heart out!) I ripped

the mask off and revealed Jabba to be Ickky Fake (a B-movie actress with a talkshow in

the U.S.) I explained to the aliens of the audience Ms. Fake’s evil plan to enslave our

planet and give the entire universe awful T.V. programming. With her dying breath Ickky

Fake grabbed the mike and admitted

JABBA/ICKKY (gurgling/strangled voice):

She’s right folks, I had it all planned out, and it would have worked too if it wasn’t for

you meddling kids, help me I’m melting, what a world, what a world!

SKULKY:

A terrible actress until the end.

Epilogue

SKULKY:

Well, I’m back with my feet on the ground, literally. Alex and Simone hit it off and

hooked up. Do they know something I don’t? I keep running all that’s happened over and

over in my mind and the one that has struck me is that although we saved the day, most

of the couples that were abducted managed to stay together in spite of having one

partner’s gender swapped. Which goes to show that Ms. Fake’s plan probably would

have been foiled anyway because she underestimated people in love. One couple

surprised Fux and I when they said that they fell for each other because they felt they had

truly found their soulmates and would not change their feelings for anything. They

seemed to be speaking for a lot of the other couples when they mentioned that, and really

brought the point home when they said

COUPLE:

We love each other for what’s on the inside, the outside’s just window dressing.

SKULKY:

Mildewer and I have had to look deeply inside ourselves for the first time because of this.

We’ve had to ask, “Are the emotional attachments we have to our partners strong enough

to save the world?” Fux & I are considering changing the modus operandi we use in

relationships because we realize our focus has been too shallow and self-serving. Right

about now we’re feeling lower than dirt.

(SOUND, spaceship whoosh.)

FOP:

Greetings Ms. Skulky, I have great news for you and your partner.

SKULKY:

What is it, Fop?

FOP:

The interplanetary council has sent me to thank you both for your outstanding

contributions to the universe. We have etched your names on the two moons of my home

planet. We are also giving you this scroll of honor and a map, in case you want to come

to visit us, so we can show you our etchings.

SKULKY:

Can I ask you a question

FOP:

Certainly.

SKULKY:

How come you didn’t abduct my partner Fux?

FOP:

Madam, please give us the credit of having SOME taste!

SKULKY:

Certainly, Fop, certainly. Before I forget, what’s going to happen to the people you

swapped?

FOP:

I’m making Ms. Fake’s henchmen go around to each of them and ask if they want to

switch back. Oh, and by the way Ms. Skulky, I almost forgot. I was instructed by the

council to fulfill you and your partner’s sexual fantasies, whatever they may be, please

keep in mind I can take any form you desire during the act including multiples.

SKULKY:

Well, Fop, it’s like my uncle in the navy said, ANY port in a storm…
