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      Let me get this out of the way first: I have never met Owen Croft, and if I ever do, I will almost certainly cross the road to avoid him. Not out of fear (though that’s perfectly reasonable), but because anyone capable of writing this book is clearly the sort of man who smells faintly of all manner of filth, and who probably greets you by showing you a blurry phone photo of something you can never unsee, EVER!.

      Bumblecock is not a novel. It is a hate crime committed against good taste, the English language, and several perfectly innocent gear sticks. It is the literary equivalent of walking into a petrol-station toilet at 3 a.m., slipping on something that might once have been human, and deciding to stay for the ambience.

      This is a book that begins with a flaccid tool in a Corsa and somehow ends with an air ambulance, a severed two-foot erection in a pickle jar, and a corner shop that still reeks of spunk on rainy Tuesdays. In between those two points lies a journey so magnificently stupid, so heroically British, and so drenched in fluids that the phrase “health and safety warning” feels laughably inadequate. Reading it is like being repeatedly punched in the soul by a man wearing a Union Jack condom on his fist.

      And yet.

      And yet I laughed until I wheezed, until my eyes watered, until I genuinely worried I might need medical attention of my own. Because beneath the tidal wave of cum gags, the Viagra overdoses, and the sheer weaponised despair of Daz McFloppy’s existence, there is something weirdly noble going on. This is the great British working-class anti-epic we never knew we needed.

      Owen Croft has taken the most pathetic corners of our national psyche (the layby, the Greggs loyalty card, the quiet certainty that everything will end in disappointment) and turned them into a myth so gloriously deranged it feels like finding the Holy Grail at the bottom of a Portaloo. Daz McFloppy is not a hero. He is all of us on the night bus home, praying nobody notices the stain.

      If you possess anything resembling dignity, close this book now and walk away. If, however, you have ever flashed your lights twice in a car park, or cried into a Pot Noodle, or looked down at your own traitorous genitals and whispered “come on mate, not again,” then welcome home.

      

      You are among friends.

      And may God have mercy on all our souls.

      Rusty Kevin

      Author of the critically ignored memoir

      “I Once Put My Knob in a Vacuum Cleaner and Other Objects”

      Somewhere near Swindon, 2025
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      Bumblecock /ˈbʌm.bəl.kɒk/ n.

      

      A flaccid or unpredictably semi-erect knob that refuses to obey basic hydraulic principles, often seen flopping uselessly in British laybys like a drunk pink worm looking for its spine.
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            The Origin of the Bumble – A Filthy Fucking Baptism in the Dog & Duck Car Park

          

        

      

    

    
      Darren “Daz” McFloppy was a man built like a soggy kebab left out in the rain. Thirty-eight years old, five-foot-seven in his Primark trainers, with a face that looked like God had started sculpting a potato and given up halfway. His hair was a greasy mullet that screamed “I cut this myself with kitchen scissors while pissed.” His body? A tribute to Greggs pasties and beer. But none of that mattered. Because Daz had a dream. A dream that lived between his legs, in the sad, drooping folds of his undercooked sausage.

      He wasn’t always BumbleCock. That name was earned, like a war medal forged in the fires of public humiliation and cheap lager.

      It all began on a Thursday night in August, the kind of sticky, humid night where your balls glue themselves to your thigh and your arse crack becomes a swamp. Daz had heard the whispers in the pub, the kind of whispers that made his flaccid little heart flutter:

      “Dog & Duck car park. After 11. Flash your lights twice. Bring condoms. And lube. And a torch. And a dream.”

      Daz had none of those things. Except the dream. And a half-empty bottle of Tesco own-brand lube he’d bought for “personal use” but mostly used to unstick his bedroom door.

      He rolled up in his Vauxhall Corsa—rust so bad it looked like it had leprosy, exhaust held on with cable ties, and a bumper sticker that read “Honk if you want a shag” (nobody ever honked). The car park was already buzzing. Cars parked in a loose circle like wagons in the Wild West, but instead of cowboys, it was middle-aged pervs in anoraks, wanking into socks and hoping for a miracle.

      Daz parked between a Ford Mondeo with a baby seat in the back and a Transit van that smelled like feet and filthy fish. He killed the engine. Took a deep breath. This is it, Daz. Your moment. Your knob’s moment.

      He flashed his lights. Once. Twice. Waited.

      Nothing.

      He flashed again. Held the high beams like a desperate lighthouse keeper.

      A shadow moved. A woman. Mid-forties. Bottle-blonde hair fried to a crisp. Lips like two slugs fucking. She wore a skirt so short it was basically a belt, and fishnets with more holes than net. Her tits were out, barely contained by a bra that had given up years ago. She sauntered over, hips swaying like a broken shopping trolley.

      Daz rolled down the window. The smell hit him first—cigarettes, vodka, and something that might’ve been tuna.

      “Alright, darlin’,” she purred, voice like a cat being strangled. “You here for the party?”

      Daz nodded so hard his neck clicked. “Yeah. Yeah, I am. I’m… I’m packin’.”

      She leaned in, tits dangling like two sad water balloons. “Let’s see it then, big boy.”

      Daz’s hands shook as he fumbled with his belt. The buckle jammed. He yanked. It snapped. His jeans dropped to his ankles, revealing boxers with a cartoon dinosaur on them—T-Rex, arms too short to wank. Romantic.

      He reached in. Grabbed his cock. Pulled it out like a magician revealing a limp rabbit.

      And there it was.

      His knob.

      Not hard. Not soft. Just… there. Like a deflated party balloon. A sad, pink worm that had lost its way. It dangled over the edge of the seat, swaying slightly in the breeze from the air vent. No pulse. No pride. Just bumbling. Like it was drunk and looking for its keys.

      The woman stared. Blinked. Then burst out laughing—a proper belly laugh, the kind that makes your tits jiggle and your mascara run.

      “Fuck me, love, is that a cock or a clit with delusions of grandeur?”

      Daz panicked. He grabbed it. Shook it. Slapped it against his thigh—THWAP. THWAP. Like trying to start a lawnmower with a wet noodle.

      “Come on, you useless cunt,” he hissed under his breath. “Stand up! Be a man!”

      But the cock had other plans. It just flopped. Side to side. Like a metronome set to “pathetic.” It brushed against the gear stick. Left a little smear of pre-cum on the knob (the car’s knob, not his—though at this point, who could tell?).

      The woman wiped a tear from her eye. “Mate, your dick’s got the structural integrity of a soggy Rich Tea biscuit.”

      From the bushes, a chorus of laughter erupted. Phones were out. Torches. Someone shouted:

      “OI! THAT’S BUMBLECOCK! LOOK AT THE LITTLE FUCKER DANCE!”

      Daz tried to stuff it back in, but it was too late. The name stuck. BumbleCock. Like a superhero with erectile dysfunction. His cock—now immortalised in 14 different blurry videos—continued to bumble, flopping against his balls like a fish drowning in air.

      The woman patted his cheek. “Don’t worry, love. We’ve all got our crosses to bear. Yours just happens to be a limp prick.”

      She walked off, arse cheeks winking goodbye. Daz sat there, jeans round his ankles, cock still out, now shrinking in shame. A single tear rolled down his cheek.

      But deep inside, something stirred. Not his dick. That was done for the night. But his soul. This was rock bottom. And from rock bottom, the only way was up.

      Or, in Daz’s case, side to side.
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