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VILE

	 


One

	 

	He says, “You cocksucker,” as I put my weight behind the screwdriver. This’ll fucking teach him to be an arsehole to people like me. People say you should pick on someone your own size. Yeah, well they’re not just talking about physical size. My aura is the size of mother-fucking King Kong, man. I am big dick energy. 

	We’re laying on the floor. I’m on top. Of course. There’s a Philips head screwdriver in my hands, his hands are on my wrists, and the pointy bit of the screwdriver is about three inches from the fucker’s eye. He’s holding me back. That’s fine. He’s like twice the size of me. He should be able to twat me off like a fucking bluebottle, but like I said. 

	B.D.E.

	I squirm up him a little more, and get more of my weight on the handle of the screwdriver and it inches a little closer. He’s staring at it. The thought of me, gone from his mind. He’s at one with the screwdriver. Well, he will be in a few seconds. He’s broken a sweat on his forehead. Breathing has gone from casual to hard, to now, not at all. I can’t help but let a little bit of a laugh out. 

	His attention back on me. 

	He’s pushing hard. Hard as he can and he’s still losing this fight. He looks at my grin, and I let some gob out, running from my mouth, over my lips, to dribble down onto his face. Psychological warfare that is. He lets out a grunt. I push again. Harder still.

	The pokey bit breaks through the edge of the eye. Now I’m no doctor, so you’ll have to excuse my explanation, but it’s like the uncooked bit of white on a shitty fried egg … you know … the nommy white bit … you cut into it thinking it’s great, and then you find this layer of half-translucent pus-like shit that hasn’t cooked properly? Like that, but coming up out of his eye. It runs out, floppy like snot and drools over his eyeball and he starts to scream and then he gives way and his muscles stop and the screwdriver is well proper in there. 

	I give it a quick stir, just to be sure he’s lost his sight permanently. Then I pull it out. By now he’s going fucking ape, and staying on top of him is like riding a fucking bronco. So I shout yeee-haw, at the top of my voice. He’s cupping his face and I climb off. The fun gone now I’ve won. He doesn’t get up. He just lays there. I think he’s crying. 

	Punk.

	I grab the circular saw from the workbench and spin it up. I’m not trying to intimidate him. I just want to make sure the thing is plugged in. It whirls around, then to a stop when I release the trigger. Yes. That’s the job. I wasn’t sure until now that I was actually going to finish him off. I thought about leaving him blind in one eye, and walking about like Long-John Silver for the rest of his days. I say, “Aar,” like a pirate, but he’s too busy screaming to ask me why. I stand over him. I feel this tiny-arse pang of guilt for what I’m about to do, but it’s so tiny-arse I don’t pay it any mind. You see in this world you have to be the big dog or not be the big dog. There’s no in between. There’s no airy-fairy skirting around it. Be the big dog. If you talk like the big dog and you ain’t the big dog, then the big dog’s gonna bite. 

	See?

	I spin up the saw again. It’s very irresponsible of the owners of this house to leave things like this plugged in overnight, where any old big dog can grab it up. I’ve half a mind to steal it. But that would be wrong, wouldn’t it? The saw makes this squealing sound like a little pig and I raise it up over my head like I’m Leatherface. Look down on the dog and see his face gurn from pain to fear. Abject fear. Then I let the weight of the saw take the lead and hold on to it as it comes down, from above my head to smack-bang in the middle of his torso. 

	It bounces first. The teeth of the blade not finding a proper grip and it jars, almost getting away from me. I say, “Whoa, boy,” like it’s an angry raccoon, and then I push it down, harder this time, into his guts. The teeth find the meat and it slips into him like a well-oiled cock. The skin parts like the red sea (forgive me if my Biblical references are off, I haven’t been to church), and the blades slick into the cavity it causes. The blood flips off the spinning blade, showering the building site with the guy’s life juices, painting the freshly plastered walls with goo. And as I push harder, it digs deeper into his organs. Bits of him flipping out the hole into the room and, more importantly, over me. Cunt has wrecked my drinking shirt now. I would say he’ll pay, but well, you know. 

	Anyhow.

	He sort of twists himself into an arc as the pain fires through him like electricity, the saw jerking as it finds bone. Still making short work of it, though. His blood is all up my face and I got some in my mouth. As I hold the saw steady, I can taste him. I can taste human blood in my mouth. It’s strange. I mean, I eat black pudding and that’s blood, and I like my steaks bloody, but nothing is quite like this. Then the saw hits a bone it can’t quite make it through and the saw stops dead in its tracks. Dead in this joker, anyway. I release the trigger. This weird feeling of the vibration stagnant in my arms. 

	I stand over him. “I’m going to borrow your car,” I tell him. Then I straighten. I look around the floor of the half-made living room. The house, sitting on the corner of the traffic lights, was tarped closed, and nothing else. My guess is that while they’re doing the building work, they don’t bother securing the site, and this saw was left here by accident. Which is going to be the source of quite some surprise when they get in to work in the morning. 

	I snigger at the thought of Bob the Builder opening the tarps and finding bits of this taxi driver all over the floor. The walls. 

	The ceiling. 

	I turn out the tarp and back into the street. The taxi this dude was driving is still idling at the traffic lights. Middle of the night, no one around. Motherfucker had honked at me as I crossed. It was his right of way, but fuck that. I’m a pedestrian. I should have the right of way. Either way, I’m no longer a pedestrian. 

	I jump in the cab and put it into gear. I own a cab for now. 

	I drive out into the lights, it was red, but fuck it, there wasn’t anything coming anyway, and over the road, straight towards the housing estate. I’ve kinda sobered up now and I’m at a bit of a loose end. It’s fucking two in the morning and no self-respecting bar is going to let me in at this time. I’m also covered in … I look at the I.D. badge of the driver, stuck with Blu-Tak to the dash, “Amed,” I say. I look up and see a hedgehog as it disappears beneath the bonnet. Shit. I should be watching the road. 

	Into the estate. What to do with the rest of the night? I mean, any loser would go home and shower Amed off and hit the hay, but I want something more. I could go to my dealers and see if he’s got anything, but he might be pissed at the time. I could browse the hooker district. See if I could find me a whore. Someone to lick this shit off me. 

	Hm. 

	I’m considering that last one when this chickadee runs out of an alleyway in front of me. It’s like a meet-cute, except I don’t stop and she bounces off the bonnet of the car.

	 


Two

	 

	“Mother fucker,” I say, looking in the girl’s eyes. She’s still on the bonnet. I’m not sure what’s holding her there. I can’t see through her, and so I’m not one hundred percent sure where I’m at, so I yank the steering wheel from side to side, to you know, slide her off. Bitch has got a good fucking grip on my wipers, that’s for sure. 

	I wave her to the side, screaming, “Get out the way,” as I lose one of the side mirrors on a parked car. “You’re going to cause an accident,” I add. She looks a little scared, to be honest. I look in the rear view. I can’t see shit all behind us, so I slam on the brakes and the little lady still manages to hang on. Now stationary, the car askew in the road, I stick my head out the window. “Do you mind?” I say. 

	“Jesus shit,” she replies. 

	I’m not too sure if that’s because of the blood on me, the fact that she’s just held on to the car like that, or that there appear to be several men coming from the alleyway behind us, now some distance back. She clambers from the bonnet and pulls the passenger door open. Jumps in. Shouts, “Drive.”

	What am I, some sort of taxi driver?

	But with the number of men running down the street towards us, I find the suggestion fortuitous. So I floor the accelerator, and the car wheel spins. Cool. We only clip one parked car as we do too. 

	She looks at me. Looks down me. Then to the dash. Then back. She’s breathing hard, and she’s got legs all the way up. I know that makes me sound sexist. Then she says, “You’re not Amed.”

	“Very astute,” I say. “Motherfucker wanted me to move my arse on a set of traffic lights,” I look at her and wink, “so I showed him red.”

	“Funny,” she says. “Next left.”

	“Really?” I snort. Girlie thinks she’s funny. “What do I look like, a taxi?”

	She pulls a gun from her handbag. Little thing. It’s cute. I won’t admit to being worried about it, although this is England, and I’ve never actually seen a gun before. I prefer a more hands on approach to things. 

	I wasn’t worried, the gun was small. 

	“Blow me,” I tell her. 

	“Maybe later,” she replies, “if you take the next left.”

	I take the next left. The back of the car swings out, and I clip a Ford Ka. This doesn’t bother me because Ford Ka’s are silly non-cars. It’s like those twats that ride those electric scooters at thirty miles an hour through the pedestrian zone. Cunts. “Where to, love?” I still call her love so she knows I’m still in charge, but I’m on a promise, and that means something. I look from the road to her tits. Nice. Then back to the road. See a young man diving to the side when I realise next left took us the wrong way down a one-way street. “Are you trying to get me killed, lady?” I add.

	“Right.”

	I turn right. The car halfway around the skid before I consider that maybe she was just agreeing with me. “Take us to the Dorchester hotel,” she says.

	“Like really,” I say. “I’m not Amed. I don’t know where the fuck you want to go. I’m half cut. I barely know where I am.” 

	“Top of the High Street, other side of The Head.” 

	Now that makes sense. Directing me by good old British public houses. “Talking of head,” I say. “This Dorchester place sounds a bit too posh to be letting me in and I’m on a promise, lest we forget.” I look her in the eyes. She’s got piercing blue eyes that could cut through ice. My own words sound cool in my head, I should become a writer.

	“They don’t have overnight on the door. I have a key. It’s fine. You’ll get in.”

	I nod, turning towards the High Street. “So what did those dudes want?”

	“They’re international terrorists. I’d infiltrated their organisation and have acquired the microchip with their plans for world domination on them.”

	Seems farfetched. “What are you like Team America?” 

	“Fuck yeah,” she says. But dry like she means it.

	“Durka durka,” I add, just so I get the last word. Then the theme tune is stuck in my head and all I can think about is her licking my ass and sucking my balls. Fuck. Now I’m getting a boner. “So, who do you work for?”

	“If I told you that, I’d have to kill you.”

	I laugh, and instinct makes me say, “I’d like to see you try.” Then I remember she has a gun, so she probably could. 

	“There,” she says. Points at the bijou hotel on the corner. Opposite the Dole. Very classy, I’m sure. “Park here,” she says.

	“It’s only one hour free.”

	She opens the door before I’ve finished moving. “Then Amed is getting a ticket,” she says. Steps out like a spy would and starts walking towards the hotel doors like she’s forgotten she owes me a blowjob. 

	I get out the car. Leave the keys in the ignition. I can walk home from here later. I hurry over, but stay behind her. She’s got a short skirt on. I can see her arse moving. It’s rather nice. In fact, it’s so nice I’ve almost forgotten what I got so angry about earlier. She opens the doors to the hotel and lets us in.

	“Don’t touch anything,” she says, and I assume that she’s referring to the blood all up me, and not the touchy-feely-touching she’s getting once we’re behind closed doors. 

	Then we hit the stairs. Up to the first floor. Into this posh little room. Double bed. Floral notes in the air. Got a shower room with a shitter attached. Nice. 

	“Shower,” she says. “That blood hasn’t dried. Strip in the shower and leave the clothes in the bottom of it. Most of it’ll come out. Dry by morning.”

	I don’t ask how she knows any of this. But I’m on for getting blown, so I don’t much care. I get in the shower and turn it on before I start taking my clothes off. In my haste, my phone has gotten wet—I didn’t think about it being in my inside pocket. Whatever. There’s a text about my home insurance. It’ll have to wait. 

	I drop my clothes in the bottom of the shower, the water soft and clean hitting me, and thick and red as it rushes away. It only takes a few minutes before I’m clean. She was right. It came right off. I step out. Pull on the robe that is hanging on the back of the door. It smells like perfume. She’s worn it. 

	Back in the bedroom and she’s not naked. Sitting on the bed. Fucking with her phone. “You’re not naked,” I say.

	“I didn’t think I needed to be,” she snaps. Then she beckons me over. I go, because … obviously. She pulls my robe open. She’s all business.

	“No foreplay?” I ask.

	“I didn’t promise any,” she says.

	I frown. Think for a second. “I don’t know. I mean there were a lot of international terrorists,” I say. 

	She sighs.

	The cheek.

	Then she cups my balls, and starts to roll them like she’s about to throw a Yahtzee. (Sorry if I got the rules wrong. I’ve never played Yahtzee. It’s for losers.) I should have mentioned craps. Now my penis is in her mouth. Something is firing in my brain … holy shit. 

	 

	Now listen reader, what happens next is not for the faint of heart and should only be read if you’re absolutely certain you want to read about it. It’s hot. Salacious. It takes this, so far ridiculous story about me, a Joe Nobody, who is thrown into a world of espionage and blowjobs, and becomes a hardcore erotic sensation. You may not be ready for that. Also, as an aside, ‘Espionage and Blowjobs’ would be a cracking title for the sequel. 

	Anyway. Jump ahead to the bit that says ‘SKIP TO HERE’ or something, if you want to skip the sexy stuff. Might be advisable if you’re reading this on a train or something, anyway. 

	Now … on with the sexy times.

	 


THE SEXY TIMES

	 

	I know the title is all in caps, but that’s just a metaphor for my penis. All caps and no punctuation. If you get my drift. 

	Anyway, where was I? 

	So I don’t know this super-spy’s name so I’m going to call her Jane. Like Jane bond. She has her lips on my cock. All sexy like she’s one of those Flake girls. The one’s that fucked the chocolate bars in the bath tub in the eighties. She looks up to me as she sucks. Looks into my eyes. I like it. It sends a tingle up my spine. Makes my cock enbiggen. I saw that word on The Simpsons. Truly, though, she knows what she’s doing. The thought crosses my mind that she’s a whore and is playing me for a chump with this whole spy game thing, but she did have a gun, and there were those terrorists, so maybe not? I don’t know. Either way, I can feel myself getting closer to coming. I’m not premature.

	You are.

	She stops. Like this was a give and take situation. Stands. She pushes me back on the bed and starts to strip. Not sexy like a … like a stripper I suppose … but sexy like a school teacher. Yes. That’s the analogy. She pulls her blouse open. She’s got on a lacy bra thing, like she’s in a Tiktok video where, you know, she’s not allowed to be naked, but with a trick of the light and some camera work she’s naked enough that you don’t need to sign up for her Only Fans to finish. 

	That sort of bra. 

	She drops the blouse to the floor, and pulls her skirt open like a magic trick. Black lacy knickers, too. She can pull a rabbit out of my hat anytime. You’ll have to bear with my metaphors being loose. There’s very little blood in my brain at this point. The bra comes off. Not by itself you’ll understand. She technically takes it off. Otherwise it would have pinged across the room like a flicked elastic band from a school boys thumb. 

	It’s not appropriate to be thinking about school boys at a time like this, but my brain is smart enough to compartmentalise. So the left side is thinking about sex. The right side, school boys. 

	Shut up. 

	Her breasts are massive pendulous marvels unlike anything I’ve ever beholden, and I’ve beholden a lot. I actually have a subscription to Pornhub. They’re so mighty that they emit light like the sun and I think I might go blind for a second. Then, before I know it, they’re about my face, and she’s drowning me in a motorboat. I start making a flub-flub noise with my cheeks. Seems appropriate. Then, she stops, straightens herself and drops her pantaloons. She says, “I want to ride that stick all night.” It’s a strange metaphor, but who am I to talk? Before I have a chance to tell her she’s going to be lucky, because this gear stick is going to blow any second, she’s straddled across me and is bouncing up and down like a cheap hooker. Not that I’d know. 

	*coughs*

	She’s making all these noises like I’m some Fabio fucking Power Ranger, and she’s really enjoying it. Again, I hope she’s no whore. I am broke. I suppose she can have Amed’s car if she wants, but it is stolen, has blood all over the driver’s seat, a her shaped dent in the bonnet. And probably a parking ticket. 

	I jerk wildly as I come inside her. And she makes the appropriate noises that I, too, was amazing, and that orgasm after orgasm has arrived and dropped passengers. Then she slips from me, shaky legged and weak kneed, like I’m a ledge. That’s supposed to be short for legend, but it doesn’t quite look right. 

	I note that I’m extremely wet, and while I produce the appropriate amount of semen for a man my age, I don’t think it’s all mine. I push my finger through it and sniff it. They say woman squirt is pee. I’m not so sure. It doesn’t smell like—she’s off now. Going to the bathroom. Probably needs to relax the old muscles. 

	She didn’t even say thank you.

	I get up onto my elbows and that’s when the door of the hotel room is kicked in by terrorists. 

	 


SKIP TO HERE

	 

	You missed something there, didn’t you? But that’s okay, if you feel inclined, you can go back a couple of pages later.

	Now for those of you that skipped to the SKIP TO HERE bit (pussies), I’ve just finished my amazing, nay, incredible feat of sexual prowess, and Jane is in the shower. The terrorists have just kicked the door in. 

	Oh, er, shit. Her name’s not really Jane. I just made that up for literary convenience. Call it a literary device. Call it what you like. 

	 

	Now I’m no racist. The terrorists burst in and I’m stood there, cock in hand (metaphorically, of course, what with me being covered in my own jizz (like, who else’s would it be?) and possibly pee. For those of you that skipped ahead, that probably puts a weird yet sexy picture in your head. Don’t forget to come back later. (That’s what she said.) One of them raises a knife at me. 

	Good. 

	I can deal better with a knife than a gun. Knives don’t go off in your hand. Like my cock. Sorry. I’ll stop now.  

	The other rushes towards the bathroom, the sound of running water. I’d call out to warn her, but I’m stopped because the only name I know is Jane and unless I’m very very lucky, she’ll think I’m just making shit up as I go. So I let her take her own chances with him, her being a spy and all. I suck it up and throw myself across the bed at the one with the knife. 

	He’s quick. Not as quick as me, though. He ducks to the side and I get a hand to the wrist in which there is a knife held. With me? Good. He tries to pull free, but I hold him back, pushing against him until we’re at the wall. His back against it. I hear ruckus noises from the bathroom. Hopefully she’s kicking his arse. 

	I look into this one’s eyes. Say, “Do you see the devil in me, boy?” Then I twist his wrist. Push the knife back towards him, twisting it to face him. The point aimed at his chest. I push. Put some weight behind it. 

	He’s strong though. Stronger than a late night taxi driver, so I do what I do best and take him off guard. I raise my knee and crack my patella into his nutsack. Every muscle in his body weakens and the knife’s resistance falls. I push hard in that split second and the blade slides into his body, just below the sternum, twixt the ribs. He’s hissing air in and he makes this chugging whistle as he does. He goes pretty limp and I pull the knife out. The wound wheezes at me like a fat asthmatic kid playing rugby, his lung deflates and blood comes from his mouth in a mist. He clutches at himself and slides down the wall. 

	Hand coming out to reach forward like he’s in a movie. 

	I lean into him. The knife in my hand now. Pointed outwards towards him. I stab it into the body, just a little lower than before. In and out. Over and over. Mincing his fucking insides with the eight-inch blade. What kind of crazy man brings an eight inch knife to a fight? Like any fight? I ask you. Pfft. I stab him so many times his torso is sort of soft and hollow. My stabs continue as I get deeper inside him. He’s stopped moving, all but the flops caused by my thrusts, when I remember Jane. 

	I suppose I should help her. 

	I turn. Leap the bed, and get to the door of the bathroom in time to see her reaching into his mouth. With like, her whole fist. Pushing it in. The dude is still alive. His eyes are wide, full of terror. She’s pushing her hand in, deeper. I can see his throat expanding as she’s reaching down inside his neck. Deeper. He’s making a grunting, groaning sound, her forearm in between his teeth, wedging his mouth open. Then she wiggles a bit and he screams a dulled horrible scream. He makes a sharting noise and his trousers fill with blood. 

	Then she pulls her fist out. Has a hand full of internal organs. He slumps to the floor, but she’s still holding them, and she basically turns him inside out, using only the force of his own dropping body. She’s stood there, naked, covered in this dudes blood, and holding a long string of interconnected organs, when I look at the knife and I say, “So you don’t need a hand then.” 

	She winks at me. “In the shower,” she orders, letting the man’s inside go and getting in herself. 

	“Again?” I ask. “I’ve only just lost my last erection.”

	Then she shakes her head. “You’re covered in three people’s juices. You need to wash.” She kicks my clothing out of the bottom of the shower and starts to soap the second guy’s goo off her breasts. 

	Fuck. I’m getting excited again. I get in with her. Try not to poke her with it. Start to wash off all the bits of Johnny Insurgent out there, along with my cum. And her … “Did you pee on me?” I ask. Now seems as good of a time as any. 

	She just looks at me and frowns. Gets out the shower, careful to step around Johnny Insurgent II’s insides. “What a strange question,” she says. Starts drying herself off with one of the clean towels. That’s what always impresses me. Clean towels. 

	“Dress,” she says, nudging my clothes with her foot. 

	“But they’re wet,” I say, disapprovingly. 

	She shrugs. “Wear the fluffy white gown for all I care,” she retorts. “But we have to leave.”

	I get out the shower and showing as much displeasure as I can, I start dressing in my wet, but less bloody clothing. 

	She’s in the bedroom. Dressing in her clean dry clothing. I suppose, if she is the spy she says she is, then experience dictates that she have finer clothing than I, after these types of scuffles. 

	She’s going out the door as I come from the bathroom. I follow, gracefully jumping Johnny Insurgent’s goo that has slicked from his corpse all over the floor. Pooling in the carpet. It’s probably going to be dripping through to the floor below soon enough, so perhaps it’s best we do leave. 

	Not before we deal with the two more terrorists in the hallway. One of them has what looks like a child’s toy gun. 

	It is not.

	Guy squeezes the trigger the small narrow hallway fills with the sound of a thousand thunder storms all at once. Jane pulls me to the side and uses her back to force another room open, the two of us rolling onto a porn set. 

	I have my hands over my ears, and there are holes appearing in the walls as the bullets from a sub machine gun come spitting through the wallpaper. 

	“Jesus Christ,” I shout, looking into this poor girl’s eyes as she’s being reamed by two other dudes. Jane doesn’t stop moving. I do. Fucking hell. I’m on a porn set. I feel this longing to introduce myself to the director (who I guess is the guy not naked, sitting on a chair. Looking surprised.) 

	Jane’s already throwing herself through the window. We’re on the first floor. That’s like a twelve foot drop. 

	Then Machine Gun Kelly rounds the door and fires into, what is now, the crowd. This dude with a big knob. He’s on the bed. His head sort of explodes outwards. A stray bullet, presumably meant for me or the missus—who is in slow motion, crashing backwards through the window—has gone into the back of the dudes head and rocketed through his brain. Penetrating him deeper than he was, the chick on the bed only a second ago. It pops his eyeball on the way out and rushes across the room lodging itself in the wall. 

	The director shouts, “cut,” and stands. I run across him, my chances better with Jane than without at this point, when shortly after he’s riddled with bullets turning him into a human slab of Emmental. He looks like an extra out of Robocop. The original one. The good one. I glance to the cameraman. He’s shit himself, I guess, holding onto the seat of his trousers like the invisible man has just stuck something up his bottom, and the living dude on the bed is rolling to the side, hoping, I think, to roll off the bed, and hide. 

	The girl’s not so lucky. She already has three new holes in her. One of the bullets has gone into her left tit. Through it, out, and into the right. She’s screaming the hotel down, this weird liquid from her implants drooling out, as another bullet penetrates her spine, and the porn shoot becomes one of those weird cripple shoots, where everyone is fucking the chick who came in the wheelchair. 

	Shoot. Lol. 

	Jane is gone from the window. Down to safety one would imagine, and as the camera man is riddled with bullets and the firing finally stops, I decide that the best place for me, right now, is with her. 

	I throw myself through the window and out, down to the ground below. Jane is already on her feet and running for Amed’s car. She clearly knew how to land and she’s fine. I, on the other hand, feel like I’ve broken half the bones in my body. I push myself to stand, hearing the screams of the two terrorist, plainly not brave enough to jump, and start running. Well, hobbling. To the car. Jane starts the engine and lurches the car forward to my side, and I crash into the passenger seat. “Go, go, go!” I shout, pathetically as the car is already moving. 

	I do consider at this juncture that if I wasn’t in the car, she would have left anyway. I right myself in the seat and we’re heading towards some geezer standing by a car. I have no idea if he’s involved, but Jane seems to, as she’s using the car as a weapon, and aiming it firmly at him. “What if he’s just a barman from the local?” I scream.

	Then he reaches into his pocket and pulls a gun.

	Probably not, then. 

	He bounces off the bonnet of the car. He’s sort of slipping about and sliding up the windscreen as Jane is swerving left and right, much like I was a little while ago when she was on the windscreen. I reach over and turn the windscreen wipers on, trying to be helpful. 

	That’s when the car hits something and we stop. Like stop-stop. Instantly. 

	And everything goes black.   

	 


Three?

	 

	As I slowly open my eyes I can see my junk. Strange. Last thing I remember I was in the car with Jane. Damn. I must remember to find out what her name is. 

	Wait. Why am I nekkid? 

	I blink the warm sleepiness from my eyes and try to lift my head. Slumped forward. I appear to be sitting, naked. I managed to get my neck up and look out in front of me. I’m in a warehouse of sorts. Naked. Tied to a chair. I can feel the air on my balls. That means it’s a queening chair. Now, either I’m a dom and I don’t know it, or, heaven forbid, they’re going to do to me what they did to James Bond in Casino Royale. I blink some more trying to get my body—or at least my head—to catch up with my brain. Fucking hell. I rock my head back, neck hurts, and I boop something behind me with the back of my head. A hollow knock and I lean forward again. 

	“You’re awake.”

	Jane. I recognise the voice. “Apparently.” I twist to try and see her, and it looks like she might be tied to another chair, behind me. I wonder if she’s naked. 

	“Are you able to move?”

	Seems like a silly question. But I wriggle, failing to move so much as an inch. “Am I going to have to pee on somebody?” I ask. 

	“What kind of question is that?” she snaps.

	“Are you in a queening chair?” I ask.

	“No. Why?”

	That doesn’t bode well. “Look, I haven’t introduced myself—”

	“Neither have I,” she says cutting me off. “Maybe they’ll be a chance for that later, you know, if we survive.”

	“Vhere is the information you stole from us?” The third voice comes from the side and we both look together. It’s a terroristy looking geezer. You know, leather boots. Hat. Nazi-ish. Has a German accent. Might be putting it on for effect. 

	“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I say. 

	“You’ll never find it,” Jane says.

	“Oh, yeah, right,” I continue. 

	Nazi-man over there starts walking over, pulling his leather gloves free, one finger at a time. Jesus Christ. I might actually be in a Bond film. “You can do whatever you like to her, but she’ll never talk,” I add, bravely. 

	Nazi-man comes closer. 

	 

	Hold on, I can’t keep calling him that. It’s too long winded. In the past I’ve gotten around this by abbreviating. Like NM? How does that work for you. Or Adolf? I like Adof. Shit. Already spelled it wrong. Where was I?

	 

	Adolf comes close. He stands in the middle space between the two of us. “You did vell,” he says, “laying in vait like that for months to gain access to the information … you stole.”

	“You won’t get anything from torture,” I say.

	“Shut up,” Jane hisses. 

	Then Adolf comes around to face me. “And who are you?”

	“Someone cooler than thou,” I retort. Adolf reaches forward, puts his hand on my shoulder.

	He says, “Can you feel the air tonight?”

	“Isn’t that a Phil Collins song?” I ask. Then I remember my balls (how could I forget. LOL.) 

	“It’s torture,” he says.

	“Could be worse,” I answer. “Could be Abba.”

	He releases me and rounds me to face Jane. “You have it about you,” he says. I can feel Jane wriggling.

	I lean my head back. “I thought you were naked too?” I whisper.

	“Oh she is, and how lovely she is, but because one is vithout clothes, does not make one vithout a computer chip.”

	“Oh,” I say, none the wiser. 

	Then Jane screams. Grunts. There’s a smell that rises, and it wasn’t me. I wriggle, trying to get free, and can feel Jane squirming. She’s holding her breath and then breathing out, in long, painful gasps. “You all right, love?” I ask, but she doesn’t answer. “Love?” 

	Then Adolf puts his hot, vet, sticky hand on my shoulder. I can feel the stank of iron and copper raising from it. Blood. I give it a quick glance. Yep. Her blood. “What have you done, you monster?” I hiss. I thought it sounded cool. It was pretty obvious what he’d done, to be honest. 

	“I needed to probe her for information,” he says, cackling. 

	I don’t see the joke, personally. I lean my head back again. “Love? Are you okay?” 

	“She’s having a nap,” Adolf adds. 

	“What have you done?”

	“It’s surprising vhat agents will use as deposit boxes.” He laughs again. Like a nazi villain. Ha-haha-haaaaaaaaa. Then he holds up something. It looks like a pocket. A vet sticky pocket. Cut it from the inside of a suit, perhaps. Or a fur coat. It’s a furry pocket.

	The penny begins to amble to the edge. 

	A furry, vet, sticky pouchy-pocket thing, that’s covered in blood. 

	“That’s a vagina,” I blurt as the penny finally doth reach its destination and tumble to the abyss. 

	“Exactly,” he says.

	My face gurns in horror and I lean my head back. “Was that microchip in there the whole time?” I say. Not very sanitary, I think. Then I return to face Adolf. He now has his hand in the pocket and appears to be rummaging, like a filthy old grandad trying to find the last Murray Mint covered in lint from his dirty mac. “So, you have what you came for,” I say, (came for, lol), “then you don’t need me.” My voice cracks a little at the end of the sentence. Maybe a little more worried than I choose to let on, eh? 

	“Oh no, Mr….” He waits for me to finish his words.

	I let them hang. “You gonna torture me for fun then, Adolf?” I drop the A word because I know that Germans regard that point in history with hate, and angst. A terrible time for them, historically. Pretty terrible for the rest of us at the time, you know? 

	“You vords vill not hurt me.” He discards Jane’s semen catcher to the side and it spaps loudly on the ground, before sliding to a stop. 

	I wonder if any of my cum was still in there?  “I’ll take that as a yes. You’ll get nothing from me,” I taunt him, like the brave little toaster I am.

	He pulls a potato peeler from his coat. Holds it in his fist, Jane’s blood drooling onto it. “You have seen Hellraiser, yes?” he muses.

	I have. But I’m not telling him that. I need to buy time. I’m working my hands back and forth. Trying to get one free from the binds holding them behind my back. “No, why?”

	“Uncle Frank had no skin.” He steps towards me, running the peeler back and forth in the air. Teasing me. Teasing is probably the wrong word. 

	“But what’s the point?” I ask. “You’ll just blunten the peeler. You’ll have to resharpen it later. Think of all that work. I can tell you nothing, so really … you might as well just let me go.”

	“I have money to buy a new von,” he says, leaning in close to my face. His words all but a whisper.

	Well, that’s my arguments done. But he’s closer now, and my hand is almost free, so I pull my head back, booping it off Jane’s, and then thrust it forward, head-butting Adolf in the nose. 

	The nose shatters due to the thick bountiful forehead I have, and Adolf rocks backwards, falling onto his rump. He reaches up as his face starts to gush. Blood running from both the nose holes and the split skin. Flesh hanging loose. “Ha!” I shout, pulling my hand free of the rope. I yank and drag and fight my way clear of the ropes and get from the wooden chair before Adolf has his wherewithal. I round to Jane. “Jane,” I say, shaking her. Her boobies wobble, so I do it again. 

	Then she opens her eyes. 

	Praise be the lord she’s alive. 

	“Take my vagina and run,” she says. “There’s a backup copy there he hasn’t found.” 

	I look down at myself. I didn’t feel either of them. She must have been cavernous. A glance to Adolf, and he’s up. On his feet, cupping his new face hole. “Okie dokie,” I say. I stop myself before I bolt. “What do I do with it?”

	“They’ll find you,” she says, her head dropping forward as the blackness takes her. 

	“Righty tighty,” I mumble running across the room to the unfettered by flesh, vagina. I bend down and scoop it up and start running for the door. “The things I do for my country,” I mutter, bursting through the doors at the edge of the warehouse. 

	Beyond, the daylight. 

	 


Four

	 

	Covered in blood and carrying a vagina (another good name for a sequel) I run naked out of the warehouse. The sun is just breaching the building tops. I reckon that makes it about five in the morning. People will be on their way to work soon. 

	I look down myself. They probably don’t want to see this sort of thing, do they? My todger swinging like a vine down my legs, bapped from side to side as I run. One foot in front of the other. 

	To the gates. The street. 

	I know where I am. I’m in the industrial estate just out of the town. Score. I’m not far from a bus stop. Shit. I look down myself again. No bus money. Where the fuck are my clothes? I start to jog along the path towards the town. I should head to the police station. Then I look at the vagina. 

	Maybe they wouldn’t understand. 

	I look behind me. Germans run from the building. Where the fuck they’re all coming from I don’t know. I duck into an alleyway. I know the town like I know the back of my hand. Head in the general direction of home. 

	If I can reach the building without them seeing me going in, I’m home free. 

	As I run, my feet getting sorer with each step, I think that I’d be remise in not pointing out that none of the blood on me is mine. There’s Adolf’s. And Janes. Probably some from the dudes in the hotel. But none of it is mine. 

	It’s like I’m charmed.

	I stop at the mouth of the alley and look across the street. There’s a newsagents over the road and a paperboy getting on his bike. He sees me and screams. Pedals off like a loony. “Don’t get into an accident,” I call after him. Too late, though, as his front wheel comes off the kerb and he falls. I hiss air in as I run by, his body and legs contorted into the frame of the bike. “Looks nasty,” I call over my shoulder, running down the road. 

	I’ve been running for so long now that I’m no longer leaving bloody footprints. Which is a win, I must say. 

	No trail. 

	I open the gate to the block of flats I live in. Burst in through the communal front door, which is open, like always. And just as well, because what am I going to unlock it with? This vagina?

	I climb the stairs two at a time and get to my floor. I knock on next door. A nice chap lives there. His name is Gerald. He holds a spare key for me.

	Gerald cracks the door and looks out. He looks me down. Painted in red and holding flesh. Eyebrows up. “Locked yourself out again, old chap?” he asks. Lets the door open a little more. 

	I nod. “Sorry about the time.”

	He reaches around the wall to the hooks and takes my flat key, hands it out to me. He doesn’t say anything, but, to be fair, he’s seen me come home in worse states.

	“Cheers,” I say, turning towards my own front door. “I’ll drop it in through the letter box later.”

	“Cheerio,” he says, chipper, before closing his door. 

	Nice guy, like I said. His wife’s good in the sack, too. I open up the front door and in, close it, and immediately go to the shower. Even before the water is warm, I step in, letting the water hit me. Wash me. The dried blood hydrating and flowing free. I look at the vagina in my hand. Poor Jane. Then by it, to my cock. 

	Now, bear with, but have you ever wondered what it would be like to jerk off with an actual vagina? 

	I stare at it for a moment, while my brain reboots. Then I fish about in the flesh pouch and find a second microchip. Stroke the fuzzy hair on the vagina in memorial, and then climb from the shower. I wonder what to do with it, then I toss it in the waste bin. The vagina. Not the microchip. 

	The microchip makes me a real Goddamned spy. 

	I’m like James fucking Bond now. I sing the theme tune. Bum-bum-BUM-buuuuum-bum-bu-bum. While finger gunning into the mirror. 

	I place the chip down on the side and quickly dress, checking out the window. I know what the Germans look like. I just wonder what The Agency will look like.

	 

	The end … or is it?

	 

	 

	 

	 

	I might return in … 

	ESPIONAGE AND BLOWJOBS

	Or … COVERED IN BLOOD AND CARRYING A VAGINA
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