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CHAPTER ONE

NEVER SAY ALWAYS ON

James Blond, British Secret Service agent SA-Seven, slowly turned the door handle and gently eased open the door to the girl’s apartment. His current assignment successfully completed, it was time for a little extra-curricular activity before returning to England and Paramount Holdings, the property development company based in London which covertly served as a front for MI6. If nothing else it would help clear his mind from the unpleasant business he’d had to carry out earlier that evening. Killing someone never came easy to Blond, even though he had killed many times before; and even when the villain he had been ordered to dispatch was scum like Morientes, an evil parasite who made his living off the suffering of others. The Mexican had been a drug baron and therefore in Blond’s eyes the very lowest scum; the world would be a happier place without the drugs he dealt. True, it was also a happier place with them, much happier, especially if the drug in question was a few grams of top quality Colombian up your nose. However Blond, no stranger to the occasional line himself, knew as well as anyone that the effect of drugs was ephemeral, that the euphoria a drug brought with it would very quickly be surpassed many times over by the dark depression that inevitably followed.

And the drugs that Morientes dealt were not merely cocaine, a substance that could be kept under control. It was something harder and much more dangerous. Heroin. The big H. Well now the Mexican was in the big H in the sky, if you believed in that sort of thing, or more probably the big H below, and good riddance to him.

He had first seen the girl in the cocktail bar of the Sandals in which he’d been staying. She was in the company of a man, a suitor judging by the close attention he paid her. It hadn’t stopped her returning Blond’s smile on the couple of occasions he had managed to catch her eye, however. He had followed the couple at a safe distance when they left and had thanked his lucky stars when the man dropped her off at the apartment block. Now, some five minutes later, he was entering her apartment.

The girl was drop dead gorgeous. No other words to describe her. On seeing her again Blond, being Blond, immediately began to wonder what she would be like in bed. Passive? Active? A talker? A screamer? He had made love to them all, and many times over. Well it wouldn’t be long before he found out; he was sure to bed the girl, it was a cast iron certainty, he always did.

Blond would have been lying if he had tried to claim he didn’t enjoy the company of women. Yet he invariably treated them casually. Indeed there were some people who would claim, not without some justification, that he treated women as nothing more nor less than a sort of de-luxe willy warmer. But they would be wrong. Like most men of derring-do Blond really loved women. However he only ever made love to women who were ravishingly beautiful. Anything less and he just wasn’t interested. Why settle for a Ford Focus when you can drive a Ferrari? Why eat beefburgers when you can dine on the finest Aberdeen Angus steak?

Still at the doorway Blond took in the room with a practised eye. It was quite obviously the apartment of a woman, but without being in the least ‘girlie’. He certainly didn’t envisage having to kick any cuddly toys off the bed when it came to having his way with the girl; that much was for certain. Bridget Jones she wasn’t.

The large main room had quite obviously been designed by a decorator who knew his stuff, the money expended on the decor self-evident; bright, clean lines, tasteful soft furnishings, unfussy furniture; Scandinavian by the look of it, but definitely a quantum leap up market from IKEA.

He noticed a Harry Potter book on a black glass-topped occasional table. From the doorway he couldn’t make out the title, but guessed at Harry Potter and the Load of Old Bollocks. As it was highly unlikely the girl was old enough to have a child of reading age it told him that in all probability she was reading the book herself. Blond smiled; excellent – he didn’t like his lady friends to be too intelligent.

The girl became aware of him and gave a start, the involuntary hand going to her mouth too late to muffle a surprised little gasp.

Blond tipped an imaginary hat, bowed slightly from the neck and smiled. “Good evening.”

“You!”

Though he had startled her the girl’s voice was completely unafraid. Blond liked that - although he preferred his lady friends to be on the dimmer side of smart he did admire confidence in a woman, and this wonderful example of the species obviously had it in abundance.

The girl went on. “You were in the cocktail bar at Sandals.”

Blond nodded. He closed the door behind him. “Allow me to introduce myself.” He made his way over to her. “My name is Blond. James Blond.” He reached out and took one of her hands in his. It was soft, velvety, the feel of lightly tanned skin, even though her skin was lily white. He fondled it for an instant, not wanting to let it go, before asking: “And you are, beautiful lady?”

“Pisa. Pisa Vass.” Blond smiled. “Pisa Vass. The name suits you.”

Reluctantly he let go of the girl’s hand and stepped back, the better to take in her appearance. He took his time about it. Her face, with its high cheekbones, wide-set eyes and the sort of full, red lips that could drive a man insane, was the sort of face that would always be beautiful. Of Eastern European extraction Blond guessed, with something of the Orient in there, Thai or Malayan possibly, which gave her features a distinctly exotic look. She was wearing a white silk shirt, tied at the waist, its neckline low and inviting, revealing just enough cleavage to get a man interested. Her black skirt, satisfyingly short, showed off her long legs to their best advantage. He wondered what she was wearing underneath. Nothing up top would be his guess - and he was usually right in these matters - and probably a G-string below, black, definitely black. Already Blond felt a stirring in his loins. Finally, after drinking richly from the vision before him he said: “When I first saw you I thought you were beautiful, Pisa. But close up you are beyond beauty.”

She smiled, accepting the compliment without any sign of embarrassment, as if accustomed to such tributes to her beauty. She went to the expensive-looking bamboo and marble cocktail bar. Following her with his eyes Blond noticed over her shoulder that the door to the bedroom was open; a king-size silk-clad bed, mercifully clear of cuddly toys, beckoned invitingly. On one occasion, on the insistence of his lover, he’d had to share her bed with half the cast of The Muppets. Not surprisingly he found being watched by Kermit and Miss Piggy whilst performing the act of love to be such a disconcerting experience that at one point he almost lost his erection.

Now Pisa turned to him, refreshed her smile and said: “A drink, Mr Blond?” 

“If it isn’t too much trouble.”

“I’m having a gin and tonic.”

“I will take a dry Martini.”

Pisa Vass poured the drinks and turned to Blond. “And, James Blond, as is the case with your fictitious near namesake James Bond, would you like it shaken?”

“Yes, but let’s have a drink first,” said Blond, mindful of his boss’s wishes with regard to his coming out with witty lines whenever and wherever possible, good sense yielding to his inherent sense of duty.

He could see from Pisa’s quick smile that the quip was not lost on her, but she merely nodded and handed him the drink. “Your dry Martini, Mr Blond.”

He took the cool glass and looked straight into the eyes of the object of his affection. “Please, all my lovers call me James.”

Pisa Vass returned his look, unblinkingly. “But I have never been your lover, Mr Blond.”

She turned from him as if to walk away, but before she could he caught her lightly by the shoulders and applied just enough pressure to persuade her to turn to face him. “A state of affairs I am now going to take the greatest pleasure in rectifying,” he said, permitting his hands to slide down her arms to encircle her slender waist. He nodded towards the bedroom. “Come, my lovely Pisa Vass.”

“No.” She pushed him away, not at all violently, but firmly enough to make it clear that she meant what she said.

Blond was surprised to say the least. He raised a puzzled eyebrow. “No?” 

“I can’t.”

His brow furrowed. “Can’t? What do you mean, you can’t?”

“I’m having my period.”

“Having your period?”

“Yes. Sorry.”

He was completely baffled. “But....I mean you can’t be....the girls I meet are never having their period.”

“Well I’m having mine,” said Pisa, simply.

Blond simply couldn’t credit it; for he was speaking the gospel truth. Just like the James Bond of book and film fame not once in his entire career had he encountered a girl who happened to be having her period when he came a calling; that sort of thing just didn’t happen to famous secret agents. The girl smiled pleasantly. “I could manage a hand job?”

Blond recoiled, visibly horrified at the suggestion. “A hand job?”

She made to pick up his glass. “Then let me at least freshen your Martini.”

But Blond was in no mood to have his Martini freshened. A diplomatic exit was called for; to depart the girl’s apartment now before he became even more disoriented, before he lost the plot completely. So without even considering a witty parting shot before making his exit, but with a final look of utter disbelief at the lovely Pisa Vass, he turned and left, perplexed, dismayed, shamefaced, embarrassed, all of those things. A minute later he stepped out of the apartment block and into the cold night air. It had started raining, making the evening almost as unwelcoming as Pisa Vass had been.

CHAPTER TWO

A NEW ASSIGNMENT

Two weeks later in Maddox’s office, waiting for the arrival of his boss, James Blond turned his mind to the problem of the one-liners, the corny asides that Maddox now insisted Blond employ when on his assignments.

It had all started when Maddox, previously a rattling good second-in-command, had succeeded Pemberthy as head of MI6 a couple of months ago. Almost immediately Maddox had set about trying to raise the profile of the department. Some would argue, and did, that it might be preferable in view of the nature of its business for the department to keep a low profile, in fact the very name Secret Service suggests it, but Maddox didn’t see it that way. This was almost certainly because he was a huge James Bond fan, and as such took a more romantic view of his profession than might be prudent for a man in his position. (On more than one occasion he had even been heard to refer to himself as ‘M’.) Because of the similarity in names between the real secret agent James Blond and his fictitious counterpart James Bond, Maddox had thought it would be a good idea if Blond were to start behaving in the same manner as the movie icon. It would only be fitting, he had explained to Blond, as due to the enormously popular films the general public had come to expect secret service agents to behave in such a way.

In particular Maddox required him to come out with witty remarks at the drop of a hat, and especially so just before making an exit, a la 007. For his part Blond felt he had neither the time nor the inclination to dream up a stock of droll parting shots for his many assignments, and had argued as much with his boss. This had cut no ice whatsoever with Maddox, who had promptly engaged a scriptwriter to provide him with the necessary one-liners. However the venture had been far from a success as the moment the scriptwriter became a civil servant he completely lost all his sense of humour.

In fact Maddox had once suggested to Blond in all seriousness that Ian Fleming, the creator of Bond, could very well have modelled his hero on Blond, citing the similarity of their names as the reason. Although Blond had openly ridiculed the idea he nevertheless had to admit to himself that Maddox’s theory was not beyond the bounds of possibility, that he did indeed share more than a few similarities with the fictional secret agent; their custom of having cigarettes etcetera especially made for them; their good looks; their fondness for the gaming tables; certainly their penchant for beautiful women, along with the knack of picking them up. Although, unlike Bond, Blond had not had Pussy Galore, he had certainly had pussy galore. Last but not least they shared their essential Britishness. But that was as far as it went. A few similarities, not a carbon copy. For one thing Bond didn’t have problems with his prostate gland, Blond mused ruefully. Indeed as far as he could recall the fictional secret agent had never been to the lavatory once in any of the Bond books and films, let alone visited them with the frequency Blond found himself doing nowadays

It was only because Maddox was otherwise excellent at his job that Blond had gone along with the one-liners idea, but that didn’t mean he had to like it.

Notwithstanding his reservations, Blond was something of a fan of 007 himself, although by no means to the same extent as his boss. He particularly enjoyed the books. He wasn’t as keen on the films, which he felt after the first three or four had become over-dependant on stunts and special effects at the expense of character. He had no criticism of the plots however, which some critics have claimed to be too fanciful or at best unrealistic; indeed he could cite several cases in which he had been involved, in particular the Singh Singh and the Doctor Zog affairs, which on the face of it were much more far-fetched than any case that James Bond had ever been assigned to; indeed arch villains and fancifulness seemed to come hand in hand with each other. As for the actors chosen to play the part of Bond, once Sean Connery had quit the role, well the less said about those the better, although this Daniel Craig chap looked quite promising. Blond too.

Now, waiting for Maddox to put in an appearance, Blond had every intention of making it clear to his boss that he had grown tired of the charade and would have nothing further to do with it. He conjectured as to how he might set about this, the head of MI6 not being the sort of man to whom you refused to obey a direct order unless you had a damned good reason.

The office had changed little since Blond had first entered it all those missions ago. A sparsely but comfortably furnished room; a large oak desk on which sat a silver gilt-framed photograph of Maddox’s family, an antique onyx inkwell and pens, three telephones, two black one red, the latter a direct link to No 10 Downing Street; a couple of green filing cabinets; three comfortable brown leather-upholstered chairs in addition to the one behind Maddox’s desk; an Axminster carpet that had seen better days; a hat stand.

The door suddenly opened and Maddox entered, bringing Blond out of his reverie. The Head of MI6 was still tanned from a recent holiday in the Canary Islands and looked as fit as a fiddle in his charcoal grey suit, crisp white shirt and polka-dot tie. A matching handkerchief poking out of his breast pocket completed the ensemble. Blond could see from his demeanour that his boss was in a foul mood. “I’ve been told to take on a woman for God’s sake!” said Maddox, as he crossed the room to his desk.

Blond forgot his own problems for the moment. “A woman secret agent you mean?”

Maddox nodded as he took his seat. “The powers-that-be have decided that without a woman the department is politically incorrect. Have you ever heard of anything so damned stupid?”

Blond hadn’t. What’s more, he could see a problem immediately, for, from being a man who never thought about women having periods, since the episode with Pisa Vass he had scarcely thought about anything else. “What about their periods?” he scoffed. “You can’t take a week off every month in this game just because you’re feeling a bit off.”

Thrown this potential lifeline Maddox brightened considerably. “Good point, James. I’ll put that to the blighters.”

A little happier now Maddox started to go down Tobacco Road, the name given by one of Blond’s compatriots to the long and tortuous route that Maddox took in the process of lighting his pipe. “Incidentally, what’s the latest on the old prostate, James?” he now asked, between misguidedly ambitious puffs on his ancient briar.

Blond scowled on being reminded of his little problem. “About the same, sir.”

“Dodgy waterworks not interfering with your work then?”

“Not at all,” Blond lied.

“You really ought to get it fixed, you know. One thing’s for certain, it won’t get any better by itself. SA-5 had the same problem not so long back; had a simple operation at St Bart’s, in and out in a couple of days, week’s convalescence and now he’s as right as ninepence.”

“I’ll think about it, sir.”

It was doubtful in the extreme that Blond would think about it, and even if he did it would only be to come up with even more ways of avoiding the operation rather than to advance any plans to expedite it.

Blond, for a man who sometimes killed with cold steel, had a mortal fear of surgery. But perhaps the reason he had such strong reservations on the advisability or otherwise of such a procedure was because he employed cold steel in his profession. He knew only too well what it was capable of, especially if it happened to be a scalpel operating on a prostate gland, and how one small slip could put a premature end to a chap’s love life.

Maddox got his pipe going at last. “So then SA-Seven, to business.” He referred to the dossier on his desk, “Your next assignment.” His earnest grey eyes regarded Blond. “There’s a character by the name of Dr Goldnojaws we want you to take a look at.”

Blond’s ears pricked. “Dr Goldnojaws?”

“And his assistant, BloJob.”

“BloJob? He sounds like a really nasty piece of work.”

“She.”

“She sounds really interesting.”

Maddox frowned and shook his head. “She’s not one for you I’m afraid, SA-Seven.”

Blond was disappointed. “Fat is she? Or plain perhaps?” Blond was particularly indifferent to women who were unfortunate enough to have been born plain or disinterested enough in their appearance to have allowed themselves to run to fat.

To add weight to his words Maddox paused slightly before answering. “She is evil incarnate, James. You remember Oddjob in the Bond film Dr No?”

“Of course.”

“Well what Oddjob did with his bowler hat BloJob does with her brassiere.”

“She wears a bra on her head?”

Maddox looked puzzled. “Wears a bra on her head?” 

“Just joking, sir.”

“Good man. Remember to use that ploy whenever you’re making an exit and you won’t go far wrong.”

Blond groaned. He had been hopeful that Maddox might have forgotten about the one-liner nonsense and now he’d reminded him of it. Why couldn’t he keep his big mouth shut?

“However BloJob’s bra is not a thing to joke about, James,” Maddox went on. “You see she uses it as a weapon. Fills the cups with large cannonballs and uses it like a bolas. I have it on good authority she once brought down a buffalo at two hundred paces.”

Blond was impressed. “That good, eh?” With some difficulty he dragged his attention away from the thought of a buffalo being brought to its knees by a cannonball-filled flying bra and back to the matter at hand. “So then, what manner of evil has this character Dr Goldnojaws been up to?”

Maddox paused before saying, with the timbre of awe in his voice: “Nothing short of total Stockport domination SA-Seven!”

Blond wasn’t at all sure he’d heard Maddox correctly. “I’m sorry, did you say Stockport domination?”

“Thought you’d be impressed, James,” said Maddox, disingenuously substituting the disbelief in Blond’s voice in favour of enthusiasm. “Yes, apparently it is our friend Dr Goldnojaws’s aim to dominate Stockport. And it will be your job to see that he doesn’t succeed.”

Blond sat back in his chair and considered Maddox’s proposition. “I see.” The tone of his voice indicated that he was less than enthusiastic.

“You seem a mite disappointed, James?”

“Well I am, sir. And no bones about it. Usually the criminals and villains I’m asked to deal with are intent on nothing short of world domination.”

Maddox’s tone was conciliatory. “Yes I’m aware of that SA-Seven; but at the moment we have only one case on the books in which someone is intent on achieving nothing short of world domination and I gave it to SA-Three. I did think of you for the assignment, I must admit, in fact I would have preferred you took it, but apparently there will be a lot of legwork involved - and with your waterworks problem....”

Blond, deeply offended, immediately sprang to his defence. “My waterworks problem in no way interferes with my ability to carry out my job as a secret agent! Sir!”

Maddox took his time before replying. Blond was a top agent, the department’s best, and he didn’t want to alienate him any more than he had already. Finally he said in measured tones: “James on your last but one job you lost the trail of the man you were tailing because you had to go to the lavatory.”

“Sir, I...”

Maddox butted in before Blond could go any further. “And there’s no point in your denying it SA-Seven, SA-Fourteen was on the case with you and felt it was his duty to report it to me.”

“I wasn’t going to deny it. The reason I had to go to the lavatory was a dodgy curry, courtesy of Singh Singh, not my prostate gland.”

“Be that as it may, the decision has been made.” Maddox remembered something. “Oh and by the by, our friend Postlethwaite has come up with something that could very well help you to take on cases that need a lot of legwork, which he’ll no doubt brief you on when you see him immediately you’ve finished with me, but in the meantime....” He raised his eyebrows pointedly. “So you’re happy with that, James?” Maddox’s tone of voice indicated he was not seeking Blond’s approval but firmly putting his foot down.

Blond gave a long-suffering sigh. “Very well, sir.”

“Good.” Maddox went on. “So then, to this Stockport business. Incidentally have you ever been there? Stockport?”

“I’ve managed to resist the temptation until now.”

“Then you’re an excellent judge. Frightful place. I spent a day there once. It was like two weeks without a woman. Not that you’d be interested in the women of Stockport. Ugly?” Maddox pulled a face.

“Thanks for the tip.”

“As the actress said to the bishop.” Maddox chuckled. “Thanks for the tip! Good one, eh?”

Blond suspected that the scriptwriter brought in to supply him with one-liners had also been supplying Maddox with them, but laughed politely.

Maddox smiled. “That’s better, James. That’s more like the SA-Seven we know and love. Now then, this Dr Goldnojaws character. Apparently he’s set up a shoe manufacturing company in Stockport. It trades under the name of Façade. Which we’re fairly sure it is.”

“Sir?”

“A façade. We suspect he’s using the place as a front for whatever nefarious business he’s up to.”

“I’m absolutely sure he is, sir,” said Blond, confidently.

“James?”

Blond explained. “His name, Dr Goldnojaws; and that of his accomplice, BloJob. You haven’t noticed anything unusual about them?”

Maddox frowned. “Unusual?”

“Their names are portmanteau words. Invented words. In this instance made up from the names of villains in the James Bond films - Goldfinger, Dr No, Jaws, Blofeld and Oddjob.”

With a gasp of surprise Maddox now saw the connection. “By Jove, so they are! I hadn’t twigged that at all. Well done SA-Seven!”

“And unless I’m very much mistaken the names have been made up by this Dr Goldnojaws character with the express purpose of cocking a snook at the Secret Service. For the same warped reason that he’s called his shoe factory Façade.”

Maddox looked puzzled. “But why? Why would a villain intent on committing a crime deliberately draw attention to himself?”

“I have no idea, sir. But I intend to find out.”

“Good chap. Excellent.” Maddox’s pipe had gone out and he started out on the long road to getting it going again before he continued. “You won’t know much about Stockport I take it?”

“Very little except that it’s in the north-west of England and thus probably very wet. Sale Sharks play there now I believe. Rugger. That’s about the sum total of my knowledge of the place.”

“Thought that might be the case. So I’ve arranged for someone to fill you in when you arrive there. Tell you all about its charms. Should take all of two minutes from what I remember of it, but you never know. Anyway you’re to meet up with him, a Mr Medlock, at the Town Hall tomorrow morning.”

Blond could feel a cloak of boredom wrapping itself around him already. “Will that be absolutely necessary, sir?”

“I’m afraid so, James. There must be some reason why Goldnojaws wants to dominate such a Godforsaken hole as Stockport and once you know a little more about it you might just be able to put your finger on it.”

“You can count on me, sir.”

Maddox regarded Blond fondly. “I know I can, SA-Seven. Off you trot then.”

Blond made no move to leave. Maddox looked inquiringly at him. “Was there something else, James?”

“About the one-liners, sir. Which I’m not at all happy about, as you know. I...”

But Maddox butted in before Blond could state his objections. “Glad you brought that up, James. Have a word with Postlethwaite about it. He’s sorted something out for you on that front. I think you’ll be pleased.”

Blond didn’t think he’d be at all pleased.

CHAPTER THREE

A SLIGHT HITCH

Quickly dropping his trousers and allowing them to fall round his ankles in the men’s toilet at the Tesco superstore Blond cursed Postlethwaite for the umpteenth time that day. Things had started to go wrong from the moment he had entered Postlethwaite’s office following his briefing by Maddox.

Over the years SA-Seven had visited the office of the Secret Service’s quartermaster almost as often as he’d visited Maddox’s. It was where he picked up the tools of his trade. And what tools they were; devilishly clever tools dreamed up by Postlethwaite’s team of top boffins; shoes with false heels where anything from phials of poison to emergency currency could be secreted; a jacket whose narrow lapels held a six inch stiletto and a skeleton key that could open any lock yet devised by man; a gun that looked like a cigarette lighter; and, on one occasion, and intended only as an amusing conversation piece, a cigarette lighter that looked like a gun, and which had unfortunately been responsible for the demise of agent SA-Thirteen when he had pulled it out to offer a light to a member of the Chicago Mafia.

“Come in, come in, SA-Seven,” Postlethwaite, full of his usual bonhomie, called to Blond as the secret agent entered, “I have some rather good news for you.”

“Yes?”

Postlethwaite smiled. “Yes it’s about the one-liners.” Blond’s face fell. How could this be good news? Postlethwaite went on. “We had to get rid of the fellow we engaged as he was obviously not up to the standard required.”

“I’ve heard funnier funeral services,” Blond commented, dryly.

“Quite.” Postlethwaite looked inquiringly at Blond. “Did you ever see Blind Date, SA-Seven? It’s a TV show. Was a TV show. About ten years back, not on any more.”

“I’m not surprised.”

“You saw it then?”

“I once had that unfortunate experience, yes. For about two minutes. I seem to remember some screeching Liverpudlian harpy with a laugh like a demented hyena.”

“That’s the show. Right. So I’d better fill you in then if that’s all you’ve seen of it. Basically it’s a sort of dating show. The idea is that the man, or ‘guy’ as he is often called, has to choose a partner from a selection of three girls. Now he can’t see the girls, they’re behind a screen, hence Blind Date, and the chap has to pick a mate on the basis of the girls’ replies to his questions. He says something like ‘I’m into cricket in a big way so why should I choose you, Girl Number One?’ and she replies with something like ‘Because with me on your side you’re bound to bowl a maiden over’, or maybe ‘Because I’m just the girl to draw your stumps’, that sort of thing. All terribly smutty. And all heavily scripted of course. Well the thing is, I’ve managed to acquire the services of one of the show’s scriptwriters to pen your one-liners. Apparently he’s been struggling for work since the show folded. Can’t think why, he’s excellent.”

Blond made no effort to keep the sarcasm out of his voice. “And that’s good news? That I’m to have the benefit of witticisms written by someone who dreams up such lines as ‘I’m just the girl to draw your stumps’?”

“Well I can’t guarantee they’ll all be as good as that.”

Blond made a mental note to put even more sarcasm into his voice in his future dealings with Postlethwaite as the large helping he’d just used had obviously not been enough.

The quartermaster then produced a crescent-shaped piece of transparent plastic, about four inches long and maybe half an inch wide, rather like a piece of flexible plastic piping cut in half. “I’ve got this for you.”

Blond was intrigued. “What is it?”

“A stiff upper lip,” said Postlethwaite, then added, obviously pleased with himself. “One of my own ideas, actually.”

Blond looked puzzled. “A stiff upper lip?”

“For whenever you find yourself in a tight corner.”

Blond pointed out the obvious. “Postlethwaite, as a British Secret Agent I already have a stiff upper lip; it is a prerequisite for anyone who aspires to the job.”

The quartermaster smiled conspirationally. “You haven’t got one like this little beauty SA-Seven. It’s rather special if I may say so.” He held out the contraption in the palm of his hand so Blond could take a closer look at it. “No ordinary plastic, this. Plastic explosive.” 

“Plastic explosive?” 

“The idea is that when you are about to fall into enemy hands, with all the concomitant nasty things that such an unfortunate occurrence would entail, you simply bite on your stiff upper lip and....poof!” 

“I turn into a shirtlifter?”

“What? No, ‘poof’ the thing explodes. Bang! Much better than a cyanide pill, I’m sure you’ll agree.” 

Blond immediately spotted at least one fly in the ointment. “And what if I manage to break out of enemy hands and on my way to escaping I happen to stumble and bite on this stiff upper lip gizmo by accident?” 

Postlethwaite put on his honest, earnest face. “Well I’d be lying to you if I said that couldn’t happen, James.” 

“You would be taking the piss out of me if you said it couldn’t happen, Postlethwaite,” said Blond with feeling. “Not to put too fine a point on it.” 

The quartermaster was ruffled. “There’s no need for that sort of talk, old boy. We’re all doing best I’m sure.” 

Blond could see no benefit in pursuing the matter further so moved on. “Maddox intimated you had something which might help me with my prostate problem? Not that it’s giving me much trouble nowadays.” 

Postlethwaite’s eyes lit up, the previous disagreement forgotten about immediately. “My piece de resistance, James.” He went over to a filing cabinet, opened the top drawer and produced a weird-looking contraption that closely resembled a colostomy bag with a five inch by two inch flexible rubber spout attached to it. He held it up for Blond’s approval, smiling as might a gardener holding up a prize-winning vegetable. 

Blond blinked. “What on earth....?”

“A urine collector,” said Postlethwaite, with even more pride in his voice than when he had introduced Blond to the stiff upper lip. “Here’s the way it works. You insert your penis in here, so.” He put his finger in the spout. “Press this button here.” He pressed a red button on a small box of tricks attached to the side of the plastic bag. “And the walls of the spout close gently in, trapping your John Thomas firmly but comfortably. The capacity is a half of one imperial gallon and it’s absolutely one hundred per cent safe. On that point you can be fully assured,” he emphasised. “We’ve tested it on animals.” 

“Animals?” 

“A donkey to be precise. Did forty trips up and down Brighton beach without batting an eyelid.” Blond suspected that anyone seeing the donkey trotting up and down Brighton beach with what looked like a colostomy bag dangling from its dick might well have batted the odd eyelid, but refrained from saying so. Instead he took the urine collector from Postlethwaite and looked at it more closely. Certainly if he were to wear it he wouldn’t have to take time out to relieve himself quite so often, but even so....

Postlethwaite broke into his thoughts. “Made from specially toughened plastic with fibre glass impregnated into it so that there’s absolutely no chance of it bursting. We’ve tested it, the sharpest knife won’t even scratch it, much less penetrate it,” he went on. “And to release it you simply press the red button twice. The donkey couldn’t quite get the hang of that but I’m quite sure you will SA-Seven, being much more intelligent than a donkey of course. However the best part is to come.” 

Blond could hardly wait. “And that is?” 

“It turns your urine into heavy water.” 

“Heavy water?” 

“High explosive.” 

“I wasn’t asking what heavy water is, I know full well what it is and what it is capable of,” Blond said, tetchily, “I was doubting the wisdom of such a metamorphosis.” 

Postlethwaite chose to ignore Blond’s criticism of his department’s brainchild and continued: “Then, when the process has taken place, about ten minutes, instead of having say a pint of urine in it you have half a pint of top quality heavy water; enough to blow up a small factory. And I can’t stress too much how useful that might be in an emergency.” 

Blond made sure he’d got it absolutely correct. “So what you’re saying in effect is that I’ll be going about my everyday business with up to half a gallon of heavy water hanging down the inside of my trousers?” 

“Well that’s one way of looking at it.” 

“Which could explode at any moment?” 

The quartermaster began to hedge. “Well, technically I suppose that could happen.” 

“Yes well I don’t think I’ll bother if it’s all the same to you.” 

Postlethwaite’s face fell. “Really? The lads will be most disappointed; they’ve put a lot of hours in on this one.” 

Blond made to leave. “So if that’s the best you can do I will wish you good day.” 

Postlethwaite held up a restraining hand. “No, hold on. I want you to have this








[image: image]


















































[image: image]























































































[image: image]
























































[image: image]








































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































[image: image]







































































































[image: image]


















































































































[image: image]





























[image: image]

















[image: image]



























[image: image]
































[image: image]






[image: image]





















































[image: image]
























































































































[image: image]


d2d_images/cover.jpg
JAMES BLOND

STOCKPORT IS TOO MUCH

TERRY RAVENSCROFT





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





