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Dedication

 This volume is dedicated to those who will
bring the corrupt Red Chinese empire crashing down.
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Stories



Travel

In our line of business certain things are done. Sometime
those things are legitimate and other times illegal, as we say
business is business. Our aims are our goals and vice versa. Take
the other day I was in the mountains in the far north. There I met
a man whom I did business with. We share a similar view and want
the same desired result. I’m not at liberty to say what those are
or what we discussed except to say we did business. I also ate his
wife’s cooking and intimately got to know his sister and drank with
his brother. Such things are allowed and encouraged in our line of
work. This is
similar to a trip I once did in the Arctic three summers ago. I
miss the cold and whiteness of the snow. The desert is different.
It doesn’t matter if I don’t like it; the concern is that business
gets done. Some things must be done face to face and not by letter,
by messenger, by satellite phone or other means. So my boss sent me
to that place to meet those people and to work. I travelled slowly,
simply, securely and serenely in a different world unlike the city
or snow lands or off world planets. How many people still
considered that part of our own world could be alien? They were too
busy looking upwards where they saw wonderful things and made new
discoveries. I’d shared their desires, joys and beliefs but rapidly
tired from it. I decided to keep my feet on the ground and stay on
world. I believed in what was here and took an oath to protect it.
I liked to feel I did my bit while others lived their mundane lives
oblivious of the truth. We made it that way for a reason and would
continue to do so. My job here was done and results had been
achieved. I had two days off to meditate or explore the shifting
sands and mountains. Then I would be reprofiled and sent elsewhere.
I had a sneaking feeling I’d end up deep in the jungle next time. I
had some acclimatisation pills just in case. Anywhere was fine for
the work was the same as was our cause. I missed my sister who had
vanished three years before. We knew where she was but couldn’t get
her back or even a message to her. I worked for two reasons. They
were my cause and my firm belief I would see her again. Our line of
work had risks and the rewards far outweighed them. That didn’t
stop me missing her or wondering what she would’ve achieved if she
had still worked with us. Her capabilities were far more than mine
and the results she obtained were equally impressive. No worries, I
was pleased with my work here and would be equally committed to my
next job. If it was jungle or high seas. You see we simply had no
choice doing what we did. If you were one of us then you’d
understand. And if I could show you then all would be fine. I
planned to relax over the next two days. Then anything would
happen.

 


 


 


Raven’s
Blade

The man had a sinister talent. He could open beer bottles with his
arsehole and send the bottle caps spinning with enough force to
kill people. He used this skill many times and had executed
unwanted opponents. Just seconds ago he popped a cap and sent the
lid into the windpipe of a German Neo Nazi eradicating him before
he could spit his racist spiel. Then he wiped out a Russian
dictator who kowtowed the Chinese capitalists and tried to form a
new political group. No good now for he was dead with a bottle top
lodged in his brain via his right eyeball. Not the best way to die
not after seeing the odd man drop his kecks open a beer and kill
you. What none of them saw was him drink the warm beer then pull up
his trousers. Nobody told him off or mentioned his small penis.
They were scared to die next. What they didn’t understand was that
the strange guy only killed when there was a reason. Not for fun or
boredom. He’d offed a French soccer player who smoked dope and
wrongly influenced teenagers. Drinking beer was far safer and more
environmentally friendly. Not to forget the Welsh woman who
actually shagged sheep with a strap on dildo. She was left of
centre and it took two bottle tops to do her. She full of so many
beans. The guy with limitless beer bottles and tops eradicated and
enjoyed his work. After each kill he had a right good drink.
Nothing got in the way of this. It was like he was magically or
divinely protected. Till it was time to perform the next act of
eradication. How he got his targets’ names was also a secret. It
appeared to be from on high and full of white light goodness no
matter how odd the happenings. He simply acted and got on with it.
That beer was the driving force and its percentage must be illegal
for his killings were almost legal.

 


 


 


Mercury’s
Goodness

Amy was a girl from Planet Mercury. Her hair was green and
her skin was lilac. Her eyes were white and her smile was
lush. She
looks like that sexy Venezuelan Aljazeera news reporter Sandra but
is coloured differently and from a different planet. I wonder if
both gals would be friends if they met in a bar or on a remote
mountain. Amy has several friends dotted about the universe. She
met them all randomly while travelling.

Some are humanoid others insect like some alien and one is
even invisible. Amy is open to new things and understands life is all
different. This is why she was created by the galactic creator to
heal the universe and cease the wars and planet collapses. She’s
very busy and enjoys her down time. She restored an old H Model
spaceship she found abandoned on an asteroid. It took 327 years to
rebuild it but this she did. Amy flies it when in the mood. She
also paints pictures using moon dust. Amy is quite a gal and you’d
like her. Most earthling guys would want her and some gals too. She
knows what to do in bed with them and also with aliens. Her skills
are galactic and what she doesn’t know she’ll learn. Her age is
questionable but being of different biological make up it’s not the
same like ours. Amy admits to simply being herself though she would
be classed as Mercurian. She holidays on Earth and on a planet
named Dash 97 which is fifteen point two light years from our
galaxy. Amy is now drinking tea with me and we talk about life in
general…

 


 


 


Fixed
Wheels

The car had fixed wheels which didn’t turn. To turn the car a
series of hydraulic jumping equipment physically lifted up the car
in short almost violent actions. The car was quite famous and had
been featured in music videos with Aerosmith and Eminen. In the
town where the car was from it was a regular scene and there were
various wannabe homeboys and their biatches posturing and posing.
One or two had rival cars but none were equal to the matt lilac one
which was a legend. It was made from a lesser known marque not a
GMC or Chevy or Ford. Or even a Buick or Pontiac. America made
great cars and it was an American vehicle and it was all that
mattered. People stopped to look or point. Most had photos or
videos for their blog or sites or posterity. This was an icon a
machine that belonged to another age that of the past but it was
still relevant now and would so. It had a mix of old skool and
state of the art equipment from clock like dials to a digital
music/game/TV player. The owner was quietly happy that he was the
custodian of such a special vehicle. One with a fixed steering
wheel and hand held controls to kick in the hydraulics to turn it.
They worked very well even at top speed and were very different
than the normal steering wheel way. It was the coolest car in town.
A lilac one off by a small defunct company. Everybody wanted this
but a photo was enough to prove they’d seen that car.

 


 


 


Alive
Jeep

The man sat in front of the jeep which drove about with no
driver. He was in the passenger seat of the driverless vehicle. It
had a mind of its own and went here and there picking up
passengers. It was like a robot computer car with no driver and top
level capabilities. The passenger just sat there checking his emails and
writing a story on his phone. All the while the driverless jeep
plied its trade on the usual route 24/7. It was unusual but when
you spent a day sat in the front seat it was fine. It was boring
once the novelty wore off. Even seeing the controls use themselves
the steering wheel gears and foot pedals like a ghost was there.
There was no supernatural entity just a jeep with a mind of its own
doing a job moving passengers. See the lights at night pulse flash
and throb. Listen to the loud high watt music boom your body.
Marvel at the unsilenced exhaust as the jeep with no driver goes
top speed on the open road. Few things are as cool as this vehicle
or taking a trip. It’s perfectly safe and a life changing event.
Why? The jeep has no driver! A back full of passengers and you sat
in front by the empty seat!

 


 


 


Sales
Pup

There’s a certain boss who’s a supervisor but wants to be a
manager. His position is higher than his chair. He has sales skills
he mirrored off his master who helps and guides him as one does a
gay pink lapdog. This is what the alpha male TL resembles. He rocks
on his feet can never be still. Maybe he’s keen to close a sale and
bump up the user count from one to five, the magic number.
The master of sales
trained his puppy and together they put together a sales system
with three steps. This was four years ago and both still use it and
train us how to. It’s fine and works bringing in the sales. No need
for metrix manipulation like the master and his puppy can and often
do.

I look listen and write about all of this. Make them both
famous beyond their years. They’re legends in their own ways. When the sales
master was forced out due to sales incentive dishonesty the puppy
tried and failed to fill the empty boots. The sales master was
brought back. When in a million years the sales master vacates his
post the pup will try on the boots. A new pup will then fill his
role. All part of sales dishonesty in a certain line of
work.

 


 


 


Gay Devil
Bullied (inspired by Rob Zombie video Dragula)

In a
small parking lot in downtown Boston, late 1998. Two men had a
disagreement after a heavy metal/goth gig. What caused it didn’t
matter. How it ended did. The man hit the other guy hard one twice
three times. Then a snap kick a front kick a side kick and more.
One was offensive the other defensive.

 


Later,
Satan was rather busy with a gay lover who had called him a name.
Satan was giving it to him up his skinny tight white ass. Without
lube. It went like this.

 


“Do you not know who I am?”

 


“You… you
are nobody. I know who you are. Nobody. I already kicked your ass
once tonight.”

 


“I am the
Devil! And you hit like a girl.”

 


“Ok then. That makes me Al Capone then. You’re full of
shit! I’ll
whip you again. The Devil my ass!”

 


“How dare
you bully or threaten me or not believe me...”

 


“How dare
I? I will do what I want to you, again! Take that!”

 


“You dare
strike me again? Again like a girl.”

 


“I’ll do
a lot more than that you fake devil. You fucking wannabe! I’m ten
times the man you are.”

 


“You’ll
see what it is to be bullied and endure the consequences of you
actions! Take that…”

 


“I’ll get you, I’ll get you, I’ll get you…”

 


“This is
why I like American male asses and attitudes. You’re so fucking
anally tight and never know when to quit! Take that you stupid
asshat lunkhead!”

 


“Oh my fucking God! No no no, not up the bum! Please do not
take my bum hole. Please dear Mother Mary no! By my Catholic mother please no.
Not my fucking ass!”

 


“Tight white skinny Yankee ass with a bad attitude who never
fucking quits. And you dared bully me? Again, don’t you know who I
fucking am? I am Lucifer, Satan, Beelzebub. I am opposite fucking
God you stupid American asshole! Take my big two foot long big
black Devil
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