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  Foreword



This book is a work of complete and utter nonsense.




All characters, events, superheroes, villains, enchanted stationery, sentient rivers, giant ducks, and overly dramatic scarves featured herein are entirely fictional — especially the ones who bear any resemblance to real public figures.




The appearance of former Prime Minister David Cameron in these pages is purely for parodic, comedic and thoroughly ridiculous purposes.




This version of David Cameron can fly, fight bureaucracy with a magic pen, and occasionally hover into ceilings.




The real David Cameron, to the best of the author’s knowledge, does none of these things (though it would be impressive if he did).




Any resemblance between the events in this story and actual government activity is purely coincidental, deeply regrettable, and frankly impossible, as it takes place:




“DAVID CAMERON: PRIME MINISTER BY DAY… HERO BY NIGHT? In a World That Absolutely Never Happened…”




Readers are kindly advised not to treat this book as history, political commentary, legal guidance, or evidence in any future parliamentary inquiry.




This is parody.




A joke.




A bit of fun.




A silly romp through an alternative Britain where paperwork can explode and the Prime Minister can stop crises with a particularly heroic cup of tea.




If you’re looking for realism, hard facts, or responsible governance, you will not find them here.




You will, however, find a talking cat.




Please proceed with a sense of humour.
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  The Prime Minister Who Wore His Tie Backwards

  
  




The morning sun over London attempted to rise with dignity, but one glance at Number 10 Downing Street ruined any chance of that. The curtains of the Prime Minister’s residence fluttered as if even they weren’t convinced they should be awake yet. A pigeon perched on the black iron railings gave a mildly offended coo as the front door burst open and David Cameron himself stumbled out, wearing his suit as though he’d been assembled by a committee that hadn’t read the instructions.




Most notably:




his tie was on backwards.




Not merely twisted, not mildly askew, not in a state of casual disarray.




No.




It was fully, fabulously, unapologetically backwards, like a rebellious silk banner declaring independence from fashion.




David Cameron blinked at the daylight, his hair standing upright in a style that could generously be described as “frazzled” and more accurately described as “recently electrocuted by a poorly maintained lamppost.” He squinted down at his shoes—thankfully matching—and then up at the cluster of aides rushing toward him like anxious penguins in expensive suits.




“Morning, Prime Minister!” chirped Charlotte, his personal secretary, whose cheeriness suggested she’d already consumed at least two coffees and maybe a tactical energy drink. “You’re… well, you’re… very bright today.”




“Am I?” David said with a tone of heroic cluelessness, lifting a hand to smooth back his wild hair, then thinking better of it. He opted to straighten his jacket instead, but only succeeded in tightening his backwards tie like a noose of fashion embarrassment.




“Sir,” whispered Simon, the Deputy Chief of Staff, leaning forward as though sharing a national secret, “your tie…”




“Yes, Simon, I know,” David muttered. “It’s, er… a new trend.”




“A trend?” Simon echoed, eyes wide behind his spectacles. “Looks like you got dressed during a small hurricane.”




“Oh, we’ve all been there,” Charlotte said diplomatically whilst giving the backwards tie a look normally reserved for marmalade spilled on an important treaty.




David forced a grin, one that strained slightly at the edges. “Well, fashion is cyclical, isn’t it? What’s old becomes new. What’s new becomes… backwards.”




Charlotte didn’t buy it. Simon didn’t buy it. Even the pigeon on the railing didn’t buy it.




But nobody pressed the matter further because David Cameron was the Prime Minister of the United Kingdom, and if he wanted to wear his tie backwards, then by Parliament, tradition, and sheer British politeness, they were going to pretend not to notice.




At least not until after breakfast.




A Night Best Forgotten (But Impossible to Ignore)




As David shuffled back inside Number 10, waving dismissively at various concerned staffers, he exhaled in relief the moment the door shut behind him.




“Blimey,” he muttered. “I can’t keep doing this.”




He trudged down the hallway past framed portraits of past leaders, all of whom stared down at him with a blend of disappointment and judgement that he suspected was not entirely imaginary.




The truth was simple, if not extremely complicated:




David Cameron hadn’t merely woken up late.




He hadn’t simply wrestled with a stubborn tie.




He hadn’t just forgotten to comb his hair.




He had spent the previous night leaping between rooftops in Canary Wharf, battling a masked villain with glowing green gauntlets and a laugh like a malfunctioning hoover.




And let’s be realistic—there is only so much shampoo can do after that.




He stepped into the kitchen, poured himself a mug of tea that could wake a small horse, and collapsed onto a chair.




“Must go over the schedule,” he muttered to himself.




And oh, what a schedule it was.




8:30 — Cabinet discussion on something important, almost certainly involving graphs.




10:00 — Visit a primary school to read a book about a duck with identity issues.




11:30 — Have polite argument with Leader of the Opposition.




1:00 — Lunch with Very Serious Economists.




2:15 — Press briefing about yesterday’s press briefing.




3:00 — “Private Meeting” (which, in the coded language of his dual life, meant heroic nonsense).




4:30 — Shake hands with diplomats from somewhere cold, somewhere warm, and somewhere he wasn’t entirely convinced existed.




6:00 — Return home, pretend nothing unusual happened, act Prime Ministerial.




It was a life of balance.




Of responsibility.




Of dignity.




…while hoping BBC News didn’t notice — though to be fair, they were much more interested in whatever Trump had done with a golf cart that week.




Flashback to Rooftops and Ridiculousness




The battle last night had been particularly chaotic.




He remembered scaling the financial quarter’s tallest tower, wind whipping at his coat as he faced The Gauntleteer, the glowing menace of the week. They clashed under the city lights, punches flying, electricity crackling, at least three dramatic one-liners exchanged.




“Your reign ends tonight, Prime Minister!” the Gauntleteer had snarled.




“I’m not reigning, I’m governing!” David had shouted back, which was not exactly a devastating retort but points for effort.




They had grappled, rolled, slid, jumped, ducked, and—at one point—David had been thrown through a rooftop air-conditioning duct, which gave him a very undignified bruise in a spot no Prime Minister should ever bruise.




When dawn broke, the villain escaped in a puff of neon smoke, shouting something about vengeance and council tax.




David barely escaped with his suit intact.




Barely made it home without being spotted.




Barely had time to shower.




And absolutely did not have time to properly tie his tie.




The Day Begins… Properly?




After tea, David approached the mirror in the hallway. He stared at his reflection: tired eyes, heroic scrapes hidden beneath expertly applied concealer, hair that still had opinions of its own.




He reached for his tie to fix it…




…and froze.




A faint shimmer pulsed around him.




A glow, barely visible, flickering silver like moonlight trapped in a teaspoon.




He winced. “Oh no. Not now.”




The glow faded, but its warning lingered.




His powers—whatever mysterious, unpredictable, occasionally inconvenient powers he possessed—had a habit of reminding him that they existed at the worst possible moments.




He took a deep breath and forced the glow away through sheer willpower and an internal pep talk that would embarrass a children’s cartoon.




“You’re fine, David. You’re normal. Perfectly normal.”




Then he stepped out into the corridor where two staffers immediately worried about how wildly unnormal he looked.




Cabinet Meeting of Utter Nonsense




By the time he reached the Cabinet Room, his hair had settled only marginally, and the backwards tie had become a piece of office lore.




“Morning, Prime Minister,” said the Chancellor, not looking up from his notes. “New fashion statement?”




“Yes,” David said automatically, taking his seat and attempting to look authoritative. “Paris is apparently doing everything in reverse this year.”




“Well, quite,” the Chancellor said, as though he kept up with Parisian fashion trends and was extremely relieved someone had told him.




The Home Secretary leaned over and whispered, “You’ve got glitter in your hair.”




“Oh,” David said lightly, “must’ve walked past the children’s craft table.”




At no point did anyone consider that perhaps the glitter came from the exploding neon gauntlets of a rooftop villain.




Civil servants rarely jump to superpowered conclusions.




The meeting droned on.




Graphs appeared.




Charts multiplied.




Someone complained about fuel prices.




Someone else argued about train delays.




David nodded, sipped tea, and did his best not to fall asleep face-first into an official report.




Every so often, he caught a flicker in his peripheral vision—shadows bending at odd angles, light glinting strangely off the windows, the faintest echo of last night’s rooftop chaos.




His double life tugged at him, like a cape caught on a doorknob.




A Prime Minister With a Secret




Despite the backwards tie, the hair disaster, and the faint humming of residual super heroics in his bones, David Cameron held himself together with classic British fortitude.




No one could ever know the truth.




No one could know that beneath the tailored suits and polite speeches lived a man who could leap across the Thames in a single bound (on a good day).




A man who could punch through reinforced concrete (as long as he warmed up first).




A man who could stop a runaway bus with his bare hands (though it required at least two days of recovery and an ice pack shaped like Wales).




He was Britain’s most unexpected, unintentional, and occasionally uncoordinated superhero.




By day: Prime Minister.




By night: Rooftop Leaper, Villain Fighter, Cape Wearer (in spirit if not in wardrobe).




And by morning: a man whose tie was on backwards because being a superhero is much harder than the comics make it look.




As the Cabinet meeting finally adjourned, and ministers filed out like migrating sheep, Charlotte approached him again.




“Sir,” she said gently, “you’ve had a rough morning. Are you sure you’re all right?”




David gave her his most harmless smile. “Just a bit tired.”




She nodded sympathetically, then hesitated. “We’ve moved your two o’clock meeting. And you’ve got the three o’clock listed as a ‘private matter’. Is that something we need to prepare for?”




He swallowed.




The three o’clock meeting.




Yes.




His “private matter.”




Which was code for:




He was needed.




Again.




Hero business.




Urgent.




“No preparation needed,” he said. “Just a bit of fresh air.”




He walked back to his office, closing the door softly behind him.




The moment the latch clicked, he let out a sigh that contained the full weight of a double life no one could ever suspect.




He loosened his ridiculous backwards tie.




He opened the drawer where he kept his secret tools—the ones no Prime Minister should technically possess.




And he whispered to himself, with equal parts dread and excitement:




“Well then. Round two.”




Because for David Cameron, Prime Minister of Her Majesty’s Government and Britain’s least likely superhero, the day was only just getting started.
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  A Very Suspicious Briefcase

  
  




Morning had barely stretched its arms over London when something decidedly odd thumped onto the doorstep of Number 10 Downing Street. The object sat innocently on the black-and-white tiles like a stray pigeon with impeccable posture. It was a briefcase — polished, metallic, and emitting a faint hmmmmmmm that suggested it either had aspirations of becoming a kettle or was plotting something deeply bureaucratic.




Inside, the staff of Downing Street were already operating at full cluck — as government staff tend to when the day begins with an uninvited object that hums like an irritated wasp trapped inside a filing cabinet.




Charlotte, armed with her clipboard of authority, held the door open as two security officers carefully carried the mystery object into the foyer.




“Prime Minister,” she called, “there’s… something for you.”




David Cameron appeared at the top of the staircase like a man who had forgotten to choose between alarm, curiosity, and dignified resignation. His hair was marginally better today — only half-electrocuted — and his tie was correctly oriented for once. He descended the stairs as if hoping the suspicious briefcase might spontaneously turn into something mundane, like an envelope or a biscuit tin.




“I didn’t order anything,” David said cautiously, peering at the briefcase. “Not recently, at least.”




“It arrived with no signature, no delivery note, no identification whatsoever,” reported one of the security officers. “Just… appeared.”




“And it’s humming,” added the second guard, pointing as though the hum were somehow politically offensive.




David, unfortunately, recognised the hum.




He knew that elongated metallic buzz, that quiet mechanical tremor, that faint subsonic vibration that suggested an object was trying to multiply like a caffeinated photocopier. He froze, eyes widening into classic comic-book alarm mode.




“Oh no,” he whispered. “Not him.”




“Sir?” Charlotte asked.




“THE BUREAUCRAT,” David said in the sort of dramatic voice that deserved a thunderclap, a puff of smoke, and at least one startled bird flapping away in confusion.




The guards blinked.




Charlotte raised an eyebrow.




No thunderclap occurred.




David cleared his throat. “Sorry. That was meant to sound less… theatrical.”




The Bureaucrat: A Nuisance in Several Forms




Of all the villains in the Prime Minister’s secret nocturnal roster, The Bureaucrat was the most maddening. Not the most dangerous (that honour belonged to The Gauntleteer), nor the most dramatic (Madame Mayhem won that by a landslide), nor even the strangest (that was undoubtedly Colonel Corgi and his army of weaponised sausage rolls).




But The Bureaucrat was the most annoying.




His powers were simple, and sinister in a deeply mundane way: he could create infinite paperwork.




Forms, reports, notices, memos, guidance sheets, guidance sheets about other guidance sheets, and—most dangerously of all—triplicate copies.




His devices, always disguised as something innocuous, would begin duplicating documents endlessly until entire city blocks drowned in forms labelled “IMMEDIATE ACTION REQUIRED”.




David still had nightmares about his first encounter with The Bureaucrat: waist-deep in risk assessments in a multi-storey car park, desperately punching through stacks of carbon-copy nightmare fuel. The Bureaucrat himself had escaped while shouting, “YOU DIDN’T FILL SECTION 7-B!” before disappearing behind a wall of receipts.




Ever since that fateful night, David had learned to recognise the villain’s humming devices.




And now… one had arrived at Number 10.




“Right,” David said, forcing a smile that tried — but failed — to look natural. “Everyone stay calm.”




The briefcase gave a louder hmmmmMMMMM as if offended by the suggestion.




Charlotte stepped back. “Should we call the bomb squad?”




“No,” David replied quickly, too quickly, in fact — enough that Charlotte tilted her head at him suspiciously.




“Why not?”




“Er… too busy. Brexit paperwork backlog,” he lied, poorly.




The guards believed him instantly. Charlotte did not.




But before she could question him further, the briefcase emitted a soft click — an ominous click, the type used by villains, malfunctioning contraptions, and evil photocopiers.




A panel slid open.




Everyone jumped back.




Inside was a sheet of paper that read, in gleefully smug lettering:




PLEASE COMPLETE FORM 1094B: ACKNOWLEDGEMENT OF IMMINENT DUPLICATION.




David cursed under his breath. “We’ve got maybe ten minutes.”




“Ten minutes until what?” Charlotte asked.




David smiled politely. “I’ll just, er… take this somewhere safe.”




The Most Suspicious Sneaking in Prime Ministerial History




There are many things the British public expects from their Prime Minister: speeches, policies, handshakes, occasional apologies.




What they do not expect is for him to sneak.




And yet, here he was — David Cameron, Prime Minister, hero in denial — attempting the most suspicious sneak in Westminster history.




He picked up the humming briefcase with delicately pinched fingers and tip-toed backwards out of the foyer like a man trying to leave a room without disturbing a sleeping dragon. Unfortunately for him, the corridor leading to his private office was full of staff.




The moment he stepped into view, he froze.




Everyone stared.




He stared back.




The briefcase hummed louder, betraying him.




“Lovely morning, isn’t it?” David said, voice squeaking slightly. “Just… taking this to my office for… Prime Ministerial review.”




A civil servant frowned. “Sir, is that… vibrating?”




“Everything vibrates on some level,” David replied, moving past at the speed of an embarrassed toddler caught stealing biscuits.




“Do you need an extra pair of hands?” another staffer asked.




“No!” snapped David, clutching the briefcase tighter. “It’s best handled alone.”




That sentence generated exactly the level of suspicion one might imagine.




He hurried down the corridor, taking sharp turns like a cartoon spy, narrowly avoiding departmental advisors, briefings, and one extremely chatty baroness who wanted to talk about biscuit procurement.




Finally, he slipped into his office and locked the door behind him.




Inside, peace settled — briefly.




Then the briefcase hummed so loudly that one of his framed pictures rattled.




Operation: Contain the Menace




David placed the briefcase carefully atop his desk, watching as it shook like an anxious terrier.




“Alright,” he muttered. “Let’s see what you’re planning.”




He pressed the release clasp.




The briefcase sprang open like an enthusiastic clam, revealing a neat stack of blank forms.




At least, they were blank for all of three seconds.




Then, with a pop, they duplicated.




Then duplicated again.




By the ninth second, they duplicated a third time.




“No, no, no — not in here!” David hissed, grabbing the papers and attempting to stuff them back before the duplication reached critical mass. “I’ve just organised this desk!”




The papers multiplied like rabbits with an aggressive work ethic.




Stacks formed.




Piles rose.




His inbox trembled under a mountain of newly printed nonsense.




He knew exactly what was happening: the briefcase had entered Stage One.




It would progress to Stage Two in approximately ninety seconds. After that, Stage Three, at which point Number 10 would drown in documentation faster than any government department in history.




“Right then,” David said, rolling his shoulders. “Let’s do this.”




He threw open the secret cabinet panel hidden behind the bookshelf — a feature he had personally installed using both government connections and covert superhero craftsmanship.




Inside was his toolkit for such occasions.




Not weapons.




Nothing explosive.




Just a pair of anti-duplication gauntlets and a genuine document-disruption baton — all shimmering with the faint silvery glow of his mysterious powers.




He slid the gauntlets onto his hands, feeling energy ripple through him. His skin tingled. The faintest halo of silver flickered along his arms.




Then he grabbed the baton, pressed the activation switch, and it extended with a satisfying fwip.




Much better.




He turned back to the briefcase just as it began expanding — unfolding like some mechanical flower of bureaucratic doom.




“Oh, for heaven’s sake,” he groaned.




Paperwork Explosion: Imminent




A robotic voice crackled from inside the machine:




“PLEASE SIGN FORM 1094B TO ACKNOWLEDGE OVERWHELMING PENDING ADMINISTRATION.”




“No thank you,” David replied sharply, swinging the baton in a wide arc.




A beam of shimmering disturbance shot out, halting the duplication mid-spread. The papers froze mid-air like startled pigeons.




But only for a moment.




The hum intensified.




The briefcase began birthing forms at double speed.




“Oh, come on!” David yelled. “This is unreasonable even for government paperwork!”




He grabbed the expanding machine, slammed the lid down, and held it with all the strength of a man who had previously wrestled supervillains, giant robotic corgis, and the Treasury’s annual budget.




But the briefcase pushed back.




Hard.




A geyser of forms burst through the seam like a confetti cannon gone rogue, launching memos, reports, photocopies, and carbon duplicates into the air.




The office filled with swirling paperwork like a bureaucratic blizzard.




David swatted, dodged, leapt over his desk, smacked away triplicate copies, and caught a near-lethal risk assessment with his gauntleted hand.




“This is ridiculous!” he shouted, though he couldn’t deny the familiar thrill — the rush of super heroics, even in its most absurd form.




He fought the paperwork like a man possessed, swinging his baton in brilliant arcs that cut through sheets like butter, dissolving them into harmless silver glitter that rained softly onto the carpet.




He grabbed the briefcase, slammed it shut again, and slapped a gauntleted palm onto its surface.




Silver light surged from his hand into the device, short-circuiting its duplication mechanism with a dramatic BZZT.




The humming died.




The briefcase fell still.




David exhaled.




He glanced around at the mountains of paperwork now covering every inch of his office.




“Well,” he muttered. “This’ll take some explaining.”




Before he could hide the contraption, before he could clear the room, before he could concoct a credible excuse involving a minor mishap with a photocopier…




Charlotte knocked.




“Prime Minister? Are you alright in there?”




David froze.




Panic flickered across his face.




He shoved the briefcase behind his desk, kicked a stack of forms under the cabinet, and attempted to sweep a thousand sheets of bureaucratic chaos behind his chair.




The results were… limited.




The papers rustled accusingly.




“Er — yes! All fine!” he called, voice strangled.




“May I come in?”




“No!” he blurted.




Silence followed.




Not a normal silence — the kind that comes before extreme scepticism.




“Sir,” Charlotte said in a tone used by schoolteachers who know their pupils are lying about stolen biscuits, “I can hear rustling.”




“Oh, that’s just… ventilation.”




“Ventilation that makes crinkling sounds?”




“Yes. New system. Very modern.”




“Prime Minister… why does it sound like you’re wading through paper?”




David sighed.




There was no escaping this.




With the resignation of a man about to reveal a very silly secret, he opened the door.




Charlotte stared.




Her jaw fell.




The office looked as if an entire library had exploded. A snowdrift of forms coated the carpet. Stacks teetered like miniature skyscrapers. A single rogue memo floated gracefully past her face like a confused butterfly.




“Oh,” she said faintly. “Oh my word.”




David rubbed the back of his neck. “It’s… not what it looks like.”




“It looks like a paper factory had a nervous breakdown.”




“Right. So… it is what it looks like.”




She stepped inside, gingerly lifting a sheet.




“FORM 1094B,” she read aloud. “Acknowledgement of imminent duplication? Sir—what is this?”




David sighed again.




He glanced at the hidden briefcase.




He glanced at the stunned Charlotte.




He glanced at the enormous mess that would take twelve aides and one very determined intern to clean.




And then he said the only thing he could think of:




“It’s classified.”




Charlotte narrowed her eyes. “Classified in what way?”




“In the… superhero way.”




She blinked.




He blinked.




Two seconds passed.




Then:




“Wait,” Charlotte said, “are you telling me—”




“NO,” David interrupted instantly. “I am telling you nothing. Nothing at all. Absolutely nothing about rooftops or villains or duplication or gauntlets.”




She folded her arms.




“So… something superhero-y happened?”




“…Perhaps.”




“And you caused a paperwork avalanche?”




“In my defence,” David said, stepping delicately through the drifts, “it was going to avalanche anyway.”




Charlotte stared at him for a long moment.




Then, unexpectedly, she laughed.




Not a polite little government chuckle — a proper laugh, bright and musical, the kind that echoes down corridors and makes ministers peer out of offices in confusion.




“Oh, Prime Minister,” she said, wiping her eyes. “You are absolutely not paid enough.”




“No,” David said seriously, “no I am not.”




With Charlotte’s help (and three industrial-strength document shredders brought in under the pretence of “data protection training”), the mountain of paperwork was disposed of.




The briefcase, now inert, was locked inside an encrypted safe beneath the floorboards — a safe usually reserved for state secrets and emergency biscuits.




Only once everything was tidied, shredded, swept, or shoved unceremoniously into storage did David allow himself a breath of relief.




The Bureaucrat had been thwarted.




Number 10 was safe.




The paperwork menace was neutralised.




At least until the villain sent something worse.




But that was a problem for another day.




Charlotte eventually headed off, armed with an entirely fictional explanation for the chaos (“faulty ventilation causing a paper shelf collapse”) which she delivered with astonishing confidence.




David watched her go, then leaned back in his chair.




Another crisis averted.




Another secret protected.




Another day in the very silly double life of Britain’s most unlikely superhero.




He sighed, sipping his tea.




Then the drawer of his desk rattled.




A faint hum echoed from inside.




David froze.




“No,” he whispered. “Not another one.”




The hum grew louder.




He slowly opened the drawer.




Inside was… another briefcase.




Identical.




Humming.




Waiting.




A note was attached:




“See you soon. — The Bureaucrat.”




David buried his head in his hands.




“Oh, for goodness’ sake.”
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  The Secret Button Under the Dispatch Box

  
  




The House of Commons was buzzing with the usual level of excitement — which is to say, barely more than a tired bee sluggishly bumping against a window. Members muttered, shuffled papers, and perfected the ancient British parliamentary art of appearing awake while absolutely not listening. The chamber glowed with its traditional green benches, faintly flickering lights, and the faint smell of too many biscuits consumed in too few hours.


David Cameron, the Right Honourable Prime Minister and the Slightly Less Right But Much More Honourable Caped Wonder of Westminster (a title no one but him knew), sat at the front bench pretending to listen to the very long, very beige speech being delivered opposite him.


“…and furthermore, Mr Speaker, the issue of cross-departmental stapler procurement has not—has not—been adequately addressed by this government!”


A collective groan nearly materialised into physical form.


David smiled politely, nodding as if this stapler-related revelation was the key to Britain’s future instead of the single most boring sentence he had heard since breakfast.


But beneath that statesmanlike exterior?


A hero slumbered.


Well—dozed lightly.


His eyes watered slightly as the MP continued: “…and as paragraph fourteen of appendix three clearly indicates, the long-term deficit of reinforced stationery—”


David’s vision fuzzed. He felt the ache behind his eyelids—the unmistakable sensation of having been up half the night chasing down a villain wielding firework-launching briefcases (Guy Fawkes-themed, no less). The morning’s chaos had been real: a backwards tie, two mismatched socks, and at least one junior staffer convinced he’d lost his mind.


But heroes do not nap. Heroes listen. Heroes endure.


Heroes—


Accidentally bump hidden buttons.


It happened as naturally as breathing. David shifted, bracing one hand innocently on the dispatch box to keep himself upright. His fingers grazed the underside—


Click.


A tiny metallic chirrup echoed up his wrist.


David froze.


Oh no.


Not that button.


Not the emergency button.


Not the summon-my-secret-heroic-equipment-which-will-now-rocket-across-London-like-a-metallic-comic-book-bat-out-of-hell button.


His smile stiffened. His pulse quickened.


From somewhere deep beneath Parliament, an answering mechanical rumble sounded. It was subtle, barely perceptible, like a faraway underground train.


But David knew the truth.


His hover-boots had awakened.



Hover-Boots Mk. III were not, strictly speaking, subtle. They had been built by the Prime Minister himself in his secret workshop. They were sleek, shiny, and just a bit too enthusiastic about flight. One boot tended to drift left. The other boot tended to shoot explosively upward. Together they worked about as well as two puppies trying to pilot a jet engine.


Normally, they stayed hidden beneath Number 10 in their foam-lined crate.


Except now they were not staying anywhere.


Because now they had been summoned.


“Oh crumbs,” David muttered softly through his cheerful grin.


Across the chamber, the opposition MP continued blathering: “—and if we cannot guarantee a reliable chain of stapler accountability, how can we claim to run a modern office, let alone a nation?”


Mr Speaker dozed in his chair.


No one noticed the Prime Minister sweating ever so slightly.


WHOOOOOMPH.


Somewhere outside, glass shattered.


David’s eyes widened. That had sounded suspiciously like one of his hover-boots smashing through a window at high speed.


He coughed loudly, disguising his panic. “Mr Speaker,” he interjected, “would it be possible for the honourable gentleman to repeat his last… erm… seven paragraphs? For clarity.”


Groans rippled through the House.


Perfect. That bought him a few precious seconds.


WHOOOOSH.


Another sound. Closer. Louder. More metallic. More “about to crash through an important historical ceiling.”


David kept his smile fixed wide. “Very important points he’s making, don’t you think?” he whispered to the Chancellor beside him.


The Chancellor blinked. “Are you feeling quite all right, Prime Minister? You’re… vibrating.”


“Enthusiasm!” David said, vibrating harder.


The Chancellor shifted away.



The hover-boots were coming. He could almost feel them closing in—like overly affectionate pets bounding toward their owner with absolutely no awareness of fragile architecture.


David leaned slightly toward the Leader of the House. “I say… terribly sorry… would you mind creating a distraction?”


“A distraction?” she whispered back. “What sort of distraction?”


“Oh, anything that would briefly bring this debate to a halt.”


She frowned. “Prime Minister, this is Parliament. The only thing that halts a debate is an asteroid.”


David winced. “Yes, well, something… asteroid-like would be tremendously helpful right now.”


Before she could inquire further, a scream erupted from the public gallery.


Perfect timing.


Everyone jerked upright.


A loud BOOOMPH WHANG CLANG SKRREEEECH rattled across the top
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