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FLASH FORWARD / NEW WORLD ORDER

Daniel exhaled in a slow rushing breath. The black clad assassin screamed, his words furious and incoherent, as he stabbed Sandra in the stomach. The words repeated, a foaming blather of misspoken rage.

The blood rushed out of Sandra to the ground, and she looked in his eyes. The assassin was impossibly big, his blue eyes filled with hate, as he fought against the tiny, blonde haired girl. He filled the entire corridor, the requirements of fighting in space requiring him to hold the sides of the room whilst wielding the knife. Sandra grasped at the room edge fruitlessly as she spun in globules of free floating blood, microgravity letting them form perfect reflective spheres of dark red.

Daniel watched as Sandra and the assassin fought inches in front of him, as clear as if he was there.

‘Death to God.’

Sandra felt him pull the knife out and again pushing into her stomach. The assasin screamed ‘Death to God.’ again as he plunged the knife back inside her. Daniel noted the knife was serrated with a mark saying ‘Deus Ex Nihilo’.

The assassin had markings under his black robes. The purpose of the black robes was unclear as he pushed Sandra’s dying body backwards.

Daniel felt Sandra’s terror, real and visceral. He couldn’t work out how they’d made the recording. He looked at Sandra’s body and saw dozens of body implants inside it, weird tubular metal. Lost things from a more advanced past, maddeningly curious.

The assassin moved with passion, almost dancing in beautiful little movements of zero g climbing. He kept climbing upwards to the center of the ring. His black robes floated in zero G as he entered the center. Daniel followed up at a distance, climbing up the ladder behind him. Daniel was close to forgetting he was in the recording. Underneath the black robes he saw intricate black tattoos that took up the whole form.

Blood began to trickle down into the corridor, the slight pitch of the space station rolling the blood spatter down the corridor. The assassin took another flight crew member, a diminutive Chinese pilot with Chen on his suit, and shoved him head first into the side of the corridor.

The assassin broke his neck, Chen’s face draining of colour. He laughed as he shoved him forwards, moving him in front of him. Daniel noted the laugh was dark, and heavy.

He descended down another corridor, following to the outer ring. Daniel thought he’d side with the flight crew as he touched his blinded eye, but the assassin captivated him. The assassin moved with purpose and grace.

He turned directions at the last second, sliding by his hands down to the second ring. The gravity here was more than Earth’s, Daniel feeling the simulated pull downwards, instantly tiresome after the simulated zero g which had made him giddy..

A thin white man sat in his work chair. His shaking hand was visible.

The assassin stopped, holding up a shape that looked like an intricate celtic cross but made of black obsidian with silver trim. As the Assassin’s black fingers held it up, Daniel tried hard to remain objective. The assassin screamed cool.

‘You can’t do this.’

‘It’s our century human.’

The assassin strode over to the tiny 5 foot tall human and kicked him unconscious with a single blow. Blood flew everywhere.

He walked over the man’s body, named Siegfried on the flight suit, and slit his throat.

Outside the window scene, Daniel had repeated many times. Space ships of impossible detail and precision attacking each other. While the Assassin fiddled with the controls, Daniel turned off the holoset.

He sat up, Mei at his feet. His sister Samantha looked over at him. She was naked from the waist down, her breasts jutting out, silhouetted by the dying light from the small outside window. Her long black hair in dark curls. She looked up at the ceiling, barren and cheap.

‘Do you think it’s real?’

‘It’s real alright. A recording, not a simulation.’

Daniel wondered what she would do. How close do family ties extend? To junkies? To murderers?

There was a long pause as Samantha moved to find a cigarette.

‘What are you going to do about Christian?’

‘I’m going to kill him.’

Samantha lit a cigarette.

‘Good luck.’
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SINS OF THE FATHEN

Samantha looked out at the orange banners outside the church. The nine year olds face filled with excitement as they saw it’s simple church. She saw the streaming orange banners. They looked beautiful to her. Her aunt Jess disagreed.

‘They shouldn’t have banners on a church.’

‘Who are you to tell them what banners they put on a church?’

Aunt Jess and her Dad snipped at each other since the baby had died. Her mother came up and held her Dad’s hand, as well as Aunt Linda.

‘We know what Orange stands for. The future of the Williams.’

Linda clucked in agreement with her mother. Samantha’s Dad caught her eye.

‘Hey, Samantha do you like the banners? And the big tall roof.’

‘I love them. They’re so beautiful.’

‘That’s my girl.’

She smiled. Hallie walked on ahead with her friend Kyla, the two holding hands. Samantha saw her brother Christian and Daniel as altars boys waiting outside the church.

They started to sing as the congregation streamed into the church. Her father greeted all of the fathen, their wives, then his sons and daughters. Then her fathers would greet her. She spoke to all of them. Hallie just grunted. Samantha listened in closely behind her father. This part always took forever so you might as well listen.

‘Robert not here today.’

‘He was threatened by the police today. The Blues are back in power.’

‘My job’ll be gone soon enough.’

‘That’s not the worst of it. They’ll tax us all to death and take control of the schools.’

‘Do you think they can enforce that down in Kent?’

‘These nobbers have no kids and no fathen. They’ll do anything to start a fight. Apologies father.’

‘I quite agree with you Bill, but try not swear in front of the children.’

They sat down on the wooden seats. Her fathen sat in the front on a raised podium. High Father Hal started with a prayer. Behind multitude of children squirmed in their seats, whispering to each other, being shushed by the mothren. The Aunts without children sat at the far back. Samantha looked back and saw Aunt Jess stoney faced.

Our Fathen

Reign in Heaven

Nine Sacred Of Name

Voz will be done

Over Nine lands

And Eight seas

In the hearts of man

In the hearts of giants

And of the animals

And of the plants

And even of the rocks themselves

Give us daily bread

Forgive trespass

For and against us

Strengthen the will

Deny the temptress

Deliver us from Evil

Take us to the sacred valley

Of deep Aburra

For voz

Is the power

And glory

Amen

They all rose after genuflecting. The fathen did it lazily and the children and the aunts took it seriously. She saw her grandmother shooting a death glare over them.

‘Today we celebrate the coming of age of nine our brothen. Come forwards and take the sacrament.’

Samantha saw the children shuffle forwards. Most needed pushing. Samantha almost ran to get her communion causing some of the Fathen to laugh.

She ran up to take the wafer, a piece of chocolate and some bread.

‘Now today we will read from the Book of Beginnings and the Book of Betrayal’

There was a groan from the Fathen that reverberated around the room. The children couldn’t help hide their excitement, whispering to each other. The Priest always got very excited when he read from the Book of Betrayal.

She heard Aunt Gemma whispering very lously to her mother. ‘He’s so hot when he gets angry.’ Gemma ignored the glowers of half the hall. She couldn’t help noticing the High Fathers grin, as he looked down at his Holy Book.

In the beginning

A world with shape

A cosmos without form

A void without light

A space without time

Then out of nothing came

Twelves strings

And out of the Twelve strings

Twelve players

And they were the Twelve Fathen

And the Twelve All Fathers

Did name themselves after the first note

They said

Chronos, Delling, Dionysus,

Erebus, Eros, Fascinus,

Gamma, Gelos,

Alpha, Alastor,

Baccus, Baldor

The fathen did make music

They played such a song

That the world did appear

And their voices carried such a unity

That they became one

The fathen did create life

And they did create the stars

As their hearts played pure

And all was in harmony

Into the universe they made life

And from the Twelve Fathers

Did they make all the animals

And creatures among the world

And so it came that they wished for company

And they did play such a song

That they made a new being

And she was of all the notes

She was Freya

And she heard the song of the twelve fathen

And the twelve fathen did woo her

With the most beautiful melody

And Freya became pregnant

And all the Fathen did visit upon her

And she birthed a child of Chronos.

And twelve times she did birth a child

Till all the Gods had of one father

And she birthed all of them ten times

Till there were nine of Chronos

And nine of Delling

And nine of Dionysius

And nine of Erebus,

And nine of Eros,

And nine of Fascinus,

And nine of Gamma,

And nine of Gelos,

And nine of Alpha,

And nine Alastor,

And nine of Baccus,

And nine of Baldor

And the nine children that were slow and heavy placed themselves

Those who were Deep in the Earth where it was warm

Those who were light high in the heavens where it was cold

And all of The All Fathen

Did dwell in the light of Freya

And Freya did lie

Ravished in their light

And the All Fathen and their archangels

Caused Freya gave birth twelve times

And three more women came from each birth

And they were taken as wives

By the all Fathen

And the All Fathen

Played to the All Mothrens

And Freya reigned Supreme above the notes

With Chronos as the first of the Fathen to sound

And the first of the Women

And all the notes did fight to play for Freya

And Freya did give birth Twelve times

To a likeness of the Twelve Father

And Giants walked upon the Earth.

And the All Fathen saw that it was good

And they said to Giants

You shall have dominion over the Earth

And you shall make it with your hands

And it shall be yours.

Like us you shall live in twelve

And shall raise children together

And share thirty six women between you

As of your volition

And choose one of your number as the All Father

And the first giant they named Alfonso

And the twelve giants were

Camilo, Domingo, Duilio,

Edgar, Eduardo, Felicionao,

Gabriel, Guillermo,

Alfonso, Angel,

Benjamin, Bernard

And the giants took thirty six wives,

and increased their number ten fold

And the All-fathers ruled over the Skies

And the Giant bestrode the Earth

And in turn the giants created a race

and Adam was the first of them

And they were called Man

And Man worked with his hands

And proved his worth

But Freya stroked enemity between the All Fathen

And instigated Rebellion against the Chronos

Delling,  Erebus, Gamma, Alpha, Baccus,

made war upon the righteous Gods

And all was in discord

And the stars lost their harmony

And the Giants Domingo, Edgar, Feliciondo,

Gabriel, Guillermo, Angel, Bernard

Made war against the reighteous Giants

And their souls were in discord

And the Earth lost all beauty

And war was made upon the Earth for generations

And Fathens became weak

And women dissolute and disrespectful

And brother turned against brother

And Chronos came upon those who had become dissolute

And said to them

You have committed the sin of listening to women

And hellfire is coming to you and your kin

With the wailing and gnashing of teeth

The church had heard the words before, but the women murmured. Aunt Jess was pushing past trying to leave.

‘I can’t listen to this shit.’

Her Dad got up. There were hissing from aunts.

‘Sit the fuck down.’

Her Dad followed her upside.

Her grandmother’s whisper carried across the entire church.

‘It was the judgment of God.’

No one spoke.

Christian stood up and walked out of the church after the Williams.

Seconds later, Samantha saw a man in black military camo with a blue flag. He shoved his way in. He was a followed by a dozen more. Christian was bowled over.

They fired shots that knocked little puffs from the ceiling. The children screamed.

They dragged the preacher from the stand. There was a wrestling match of men grabbing at each other between the pews.

One of intruders stood where the preacher stood.

‘The Republic of England has charged you with with Religious Preaching without proper Authority. You will have a chance to defend yourself in a court of law. All statements taken before will be disregarded.’

The children streamed outside as the took the High Father away in handcuffs. Shoved into a van.

Samanatha ran outside and saw her father having his neck being pressed faced down into the grass.

‘Fucking Nigger! Stop moving.’

Another man addressed the mothren while waving a gun.

‘You are in breach of laws on large scale gatherings. All gathering of more than five will be broken up.’

A man with a blue lapel was laughing maniacally as he tore down the orange party banners from the outside of church.

‘We’re back baby! We’re back!’
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SISTER SISTER

The small boy screamed at full volume, for the tenth time today, his older brothers rap album at the teacher.

Ain’t no blood like me

thirty two brothers

they all got bullets

despite me

As he stood directly in the middle of the classroom, Miss Hennerty fought back an overwhelming urge to punt him like a rugby ball through the one remaining glass window. Boarded up windows and pock marks of paints were traces of the school’s history as a paintball adventure zone.

The government bid had been cheap, as Greenington Paintball and Gaming Area had collapsed under several lawsuits. Some of the marks still looked suspiciously like blood.

Greenwoods Primary School had been open five weeks, the exciting after product of a local fertility boom. The government cited ‘Advantageous government initiatives.’ Local rumors blamed an influx of Jamaican’s into Kent.

Miss Hennerty didn’t care for the delay in repairing the school. She had been assured by the headteacher the windows would soon be fixed, the teenage children in the class would be moved to appropriate classes at Jess Lean Middle School and the 3d holographs would be installed in every classroom. She had been assured of this without fail every weekly meeting and looked forward to be assured of this again.

In the meantime, Miss Hennerty had to rely on home-made paper print-outs and board games inside the boarded up classroom. She had not been paid for this overtime.

Today though, she had something special lined up. She escorted young Jule to the back of the class, his rap monologue coming to an abrupt end. The Teaching Assistant distracted the class.

Miss Hennerty went into the other room, looked at the cardboard box full of litter. Walking back in the classroom she triumphantly brought a black and white cat.

‘What’s this children?’

A little bouncing bundle of enthusiasm, Samantha stuck up her hand. She was practically jumping out of the chair. Her neat dreads bounced in rhythm she jumped up and down in of the seat, her need to answer the question insatiable.

In her neat blue uniform, Samantha was by far the biggest of the class.

A split second later all of the students were following her lead. Suddenly the class of 9 years old were furiously competing to put their hands up with cries of ‘Teacher, teacher.’ or ‘Cat, cat.

Miss Hennerty laughed before she said ‘Yes, that’s right class, it’s a cat.’

Samantha shouted ‘It’s a baby cat.’

The eagerness of some of the children was too much to hold back, so soon they ran up to the front of the classroom to look at the cat.

The primary school teacher used her quiet voice and said ‘We have to be very quiet, so the cat doesn’t get scared.’

There was a hush of ‘Quiet, quiet.’ as the children repeated it, taking great fun shushing each other.

The class had several twins and triplets, who competed to shush each other before the other one could. Samantha, an only child, contented herself with shushing Laura.

Typically twins and triplets were sent to different schools, but increasingly the school districts in the villages had to merge as Kent had gone through a series of bust years. When the children didn’t come, they had come in a wave of births. Long gone were the boom years of schools of hundreds or thousands of students in Kent.

This class only had 28 children, but only 4 boys so the whispering took on a distinctly high-pitched tone. They’d sneak some of the girls up or down to come to this class. The boys ignored all the rules and came to the front, meaning Miss Hennerty had to direct them back.

After the entire class had looked and held the cat, a black and white tabby called Jason, Miss Hennerty had some prepared questions for the class about the cat.

‘So who looks after the baby cat?’.

‘I know, I know.’ Samantha competed with a blonde girl called Laura next to her to answer.

They both learnt over the desks. Samantha had waved at her most furiously, so Miss Hennerty relented and picked her. ‘All the aunties in the mothren.’

Miss Hennerty said ‘Very good.’

Laura said ‘The mummies do miss.’

Miss Hennerty said ‘Very good Laura.’

It wasn’t typical that all the members of the mothren had kids these days, but Miss Hennerty had a feeling she wasn’t teaching the typical class.

Samantha said ‘I already said that.’

She pulled a face. Laura pulled a face at her.

Jacob, a shy, pale boy who sat at the back of the class said ‘And all of the fathers.’

Miss Hennerty didn’t know why these women insisted to their sons that they have more than one father. It was hard enough finding one decent man.

All these scats who told their sons they had other Dads, would be the ones complaining in the mothren. Miss Hennerty wondered what was going on inside the heads of these women. Minds formed by TV drivel and self-driving cars. Nothing to work for, nothing to do. Miss Hennerty found herself rueing bitterly, spacing out in front of the class.

She decided to put an end to Jacobs thinking. ‘You only have one father Jacob.’

Suddenly Samantha was speaking over them Samantha said ‘I have 12 fathers, my mum tells me.’  

Miss Hennerty repeated ‘You only have one father too. Samantha.’ 

Miss Hennerty’s serene pre-school voice was failing her. Her lack of interest in teaching past this semester ratcheted up with every observation and argument with a mother. But that wasn’t the real reason you’d hang onto a teaching position.

Another boy turned around to Samantha and said ‘Only boys have multiple fathers. Girls only get one.’

Samantha was absolutely adamant. She repeated angrily ‘I have lots of fathers. I have a big Fathen, just like you have a big Mothren.’

Miss Hennerty saw the direction of the class had escaped her. This was terrible ground to tread on. She’d have all their mothrens coming and complaining. Miss Hennerty knew they’d complain either way. She knelt down and said ‘Little babies only have one father.’

Lucas yelled ‘I don’t.’

Miss Hennerty said ‘They only have one father.’

Samantha said ‘No, I like all my fathers. They love me and give me presents.’

Laura complained. ‘That’s not fair. I want presents too.’

Her teaching voice came back. ‘Samantha we can talk about this after class.’ Miss Hennerty continued ‘We’re going to draw a picture of the cat now.’

A chubby ginger girl said ‘I have John’s nose, but my other father gave me his ears and his smile.’

Am older boy, Christian, who’d been moved down three years for lack of students in his year had a habit of shouting various rap songs at the class uninvited. He was without a doubt, not meant to be in a class of 8 and 9 year olds. He proved the point by yelling a particularly disturbing verse.

My fathen gone

Won’t be long

Their family hung

Should’ve slung

Miss Hennerty was glad she wasn’t being observed, the specky little woman from the educational board having disappeared last week. She made a mental note to throw Christian out. His family would have to find a school for children his age in London. Demographics were not her problem.

Long after she’d got the rest of the class back to attention, Samantha was still causing problems.

Samantha stated ‘I have my mothers face but my second mothers nose.’

Miss Hennerty repeated ‘You only have one father and one mother.’

Samantha was not going to back down ‘No Miss, I have fifteen fathers and two mothers. That’s why I’m a Kamsatashara.’

Saving a repetitive. The headteacher Mr Asher came in escorting the new pupil, Lucy. Mr Asher had attended the same school he now run, a fantastic achievement for someone who had a tenth of the teaching experience Miss Hennerty didn’t. Mr Asher looked calmly at Miss Hennerty, Lucy looked very nervous though.

Mr Asher introduced her ‘Come on children, meet your new classmate Lucy.’

Samantha ran up to her and said ‘Hello sister.’ before hugging her. Suddenly Laura and Jessica were also running up to hug her, along with Christian.

The black girl hugging a blonde girl as her sister shouldn’t have made sense but there was no doubt in her mind that they were related. Samantha already had two that she knew of, Hallie and Christian. How could he have so many? Most people struggled to have any children at all.

Miss Hennerty looked at the class from up high. She was outnumbered as the class surrounded the girl and decided whether she was a cousin or a sister.

Miss Hennerty suddenly realised the children had got something she had once known as a child and lost.

‘How...’.

The words failed her.

The headteacher shrugged his shoulders. ‘There’s always a new generation coming up. A river has streams as a man has fathers.’

An irrepressible urge to punch him developed in her. Miss Hennerty said in a perfect dead pan ‘The. Class. Can. Hear. You..’

Lucas yelled ‘A man has fathers as a river has streams.’

The Headteacher shrugged. Miss Hennerty saw the maelstrom forming around her, competing fathens, brothens, mothrens and a child as a bass. So much for a new start.

Samantha said ‘What about a woman?’

Miss Hennerty saw Mr Asher had finally realised the parent’s complaint might be a nuisance for him too. He’d met Samantha’s mother repeatedly, her mother scolding him like a child for inattention to Samantha and Hallie’s ever growing academic needs. An entire music curriculum had finally been added at great expense, much to Miss Hennerty’s amusement.

He cleared his throat and directed the class to making a papier mache greeting card for Lucy, the new student.

Always a new generation coming up. Hopefully she’d only have one mothren complaining next year. There seemed to be more and more of Samantha’s fathers children coming up.

Miss Paula the music teacher took over. Miss Hennerty and Mr Asher walked away down the corridor.

‘Lot of kids this Mr Williams has.’

The Headteacher said ‘At this rate they’ll only be one mothren to complain about. He’s packing them in.’

Miss Hennerty seemed unsure what to say. She had a sudden moment of clarity. ‘We’ll never remember this conversation now.’

The Headteacher said ‘I have excellent memory.’He tapped his head.

Miss Hennerty ‘That’s what I said, when I was your age.’

The class including Samantha now seemed engrossed in the Papier mache and the assistant teachers had come over.

She wrote the Head teacher a note  

‘Every time people discuss a man’s dirty laundry no one can remember anything. Miss Hennerty, a result of the conversation you won’t remember.’

He took the sheet of paper. He looked at her like she was crazy and simply repeated ‘I have excellent memory.

Miss Hennerty looked at him. She said ‘You’re a young fellow aren’t you?’.

He replied ‘32.’ Miss Hennerty said ‘Yep, a young fellow.’

He suddenly changed expression and his face fell.

He looked at the paper in his hand and said ‘I already feel like I can’t remember why I’m here.’

Miss Hennerty said ‘Keep a diary. Might remember all the sex you’ve had for a change.’

The Head teacher said ‘Why would I forget sex?’.

Miss Hennerty said ‘Why indeed?’

She walked off and disappeared into his office. The headteacher looked down at the note in his hand. Miss Hennerty didn’t have to look back to know it was already all slipping away from him.
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SAMANTHA’S N-SEC – ECONOMICS - GLOBAL PRICES INDEX

Global prices of Copper sky-rocketed today due ongoing labour strikes in the Norwegian minefields. The Norwegian government faces the possibility of a 4th collapse in two years. Meanwhile Lithium fields in Russia faced ongoing shortages due to a ransomware attack that destroyed a fleet of self-driving scavenger trucks.  

As a second decade of massive inflation in resources prices, conventional economics looks disarrayed as technological advances are threatened or overcome by human interventions. Conventional methods of discovery have proved ineffective to both private and public sectors.

The scale of heights has resulted in rationing and living standard cuts in many countries including England. Once infrequent downturns in economies have become more common than economic growth. Multiple years of global negative growth are hard to record as countries pull out from conventional economic metrics and conventions. Large swathes of Asia or Africa remain black areas where stated economic growth, prices and statistics can be de facto regarded as fraudulent.

Pulling the wool over their public and international investors is a short-term move, as the Norwegian government is likely to learn. As the ‘African sickness’ moves closer to the shores of Europe, previous gloating of ‘first-world’ standards may look short term.

Economists look for a single golden trigger to explain the triple-dip global depression. With global prices in Lithium low, it’s likely the car market will revert to increasingly common synthpetrol cars to the detriment of the environment. While older cars become victims to recycling, newer battery models lack competitive pricing. Given the known health and environmental effects, the resulting synthpetrol regression is described as ‘an absurdity’ by market analyst firm Jaden House. But as ‘absurdities’ dominate markets from retail to electronics, traditional economists lack a coherent explanation for technological regression.
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UNIVERSITY MEETING

Samantha pumped across the university forecourt, little beads of sweat forming on her head. Late for her own meeting, a terrible anger formed across in her stomach. Her Aunt June had taken forever to eat a grapefruit, the bus was late and she found herself running to the University’s drop in desk to hand in a written copy of the document.

She walked towards the University of London’s hallway. The University’s Digital Tech building was a felled skyscraper, leaning out over the South Fork. The river splashed away in the background. There were a few students eating Randcromb’s baguettes on stone seats outside the entrance way. The strikes hadn’t affected much here, a bored University student waving a sign that said ‘Aderholt Out.’

Entering the Digital Tech building was strictly controlled after the South African students had nicked every computer and projector at the end of the last year.

First the student would put their bag, purse and phone on a plastic tray were pushed through an air port scanner. Then the student would walk inside a giant circular glob of plastic as the scanner doors closed.

Then the metal ring would descend scanning their vitals and send complicated information to the university security desk situated to the right. The student. then give eye and thumb print scans. At the security desk the student would be greeted by three stern faced middle aged women who checked the ID badge against her biometric readings.

Samantha turned a corner and looking at the Security desk saw a man kicking down the last plastic part of the scanner. Another yanked off the metal bit. Samantha was thrown by a sudden collapse of her daily routine.

‘Hey, what do you think you’re doing?’.

They didn’t want to look at her. They were wearing dull red overalls. She looked across to the security desk next to her and felt she’d broken some kind of rule by speaking to them.

Their eyes were red, their skin blotchy and unhealthy. They had recoiled in fright when Samantha spoke to them.

At the security desk, the three security women stared angrily.

‘Don’t speak to them, they’re just workmen.’

The workman visibly recoiled from the insult.

One of the security women turned to Samantha.

‘They’re getting rid of the scanner.’

‘Why?’.

‘Someone complained.’

The workman who was taking down the metal ring said ‘They’re hard to maintain..’

The security woman visibly bristled at him speaking.

The longer the staring match went on for, the more Samantha felt herself siding with the woman, visibly pulling back from association with the workmen.

The other woman simply beckoned her too the other side of the desk, away from them.

‘You can just use the turnstile and your ID card for now.’

She swiped it for Samantha.

As she went through, the security woman whispered ‘The workmen are from a prison release program, so you shouldn’t speak to them.’

Samantha felt a wave of anger that they’d let them into university. Why was she now having to be reassured she was safe?

Suddenly a small, neat looking man with tight blonde hair appeared out of the entrance of the hallway. He had a name tag saying ‘Lambias Holdings.’

‘Don’t worry Miss. They’re just here for odd jobs, don’t worry, you’re perfectly safe.’

Samantha looked at him oddly. The workman mumbled something.

Samantha pushed further inside the building, breathing deeply when she passed inside away from the milling security people and workmen.

There were only a few projects to do before the end of the year, so tired students sat around the open glass door meeting rooms and computer terminals.

There were a huge number of foreign students milling around the computer terminals from the Finance Tech courses, the dull whisper of a mass of people speaking in a flurry of Cantonese, Mandarin and Urdu.

As Samantha headed upstairs, the dull whisper seemed different to the usual. There had been some drama between the students before she’d gotten there.

The first year of the University course had been an eye-opener for Samantha. She thought the petty squabbles of school might have ended, but there were cliques and fights over boys. Same as it ever was.

Luckily by the time she walked up the flight of stairs, Samantha was overjoyed to see her group had actually turned up for a meeting. There were five of them, but Samantha ended up doing the majority of the work.

Samantha didn’t feel bitter, she’d realized years ago that it’s usually easier and more enjoyable to do all the work yourself than bitch everyone into doing their part. She thought about putting them all in red overalls too. She burst out loud laughing.

Her course director, Mr Belton turned up behind her, saying ‘I like to see people in a good mood, Samantha.’

She said ‘I’m enjoying the audio assignment.’

This wasn’t true at all, the audio assignment had turned out to be one of the biggest pains in the arse. The first segment an interview with an artist who painted murals had been enjoyable. A second one with an Army officer had been less interesting. She still had a third to do though.

The whole interview process was a nightmare. She had to be in a separate group than her video assignment and run across town endlessly to chase them up. Samantha was ploughing onwards, very close to the end of her course.

Mr Belton couldn’t help but smile and said ‘We’ll be sorry to seeing you go Samantha, we all miss your enthusiasm.’

He had placed himself between the rest of the group, seen through the glass door and Samantha still in the hallway. It was obvious what he wanted, though Samantha played dead-pan. Grinning obliviously he winked at Stacey still inside.

‘Is this your interview assignment group?’

Samantha said ‘Yes, that’s them.’ 

He waved cheerfully ‘Hi guys.’

Stacey waved in a bored manner. Kayla waved coquettishly.

Samantha didn’t know what was wrong with Stacey. They needed Mr Belton to give them good grades.

‘How are you girls?’

Kayla gave up a thumbs up. Mr Hillow showed no sign of being driven off.

‘Well, I’m glad you’re all here. It seems that this new strike is stopping a lot of people coming in.’  He paused ‘No Tim, I see.’

Samantha said ‘I’m sure he’ll turn up soon.’

Kayla spoke through the glass ‘He’s ill. Pneumonia.’

Mr Hillow spoke in his chirpy Black Country accent ‘Well, tell him we look forward to his presence when he’s recovered.’

He then started walked off whistling. She could see his erection poking out of his trousers.

Samantha talked to him just before he walked off.

‘Mr Hillow, do you think it’s appropriate to have prisoners working here.’

Mr Hillow stopped and looked thoughtful.  He turned around.

‘I don’t as a matter of fact.’

Samantha then became very conscious that her group was listening to them. Samantha looked at him for a while, unable to think of a better reply..

He shrugged again ‘I think it’s a temporary measure, but we are discussing it on campus. I’m not the only one who thinks it’s a bad idea.’

Samantha said ‘Thank you.’

Samantha walked through the door to join Kayla and Stacey.

Stacey said ‘I don’t know how you can talk to him, he’s so annoying.’

Samantha repressed the urge to hit Stacey around the head. She had to play the game.

Kayla said ‘I think it’s good you said something, I didn’t like it either. Bit weird that you thanked him for it.’

Samantha responded ‘I thanked him for listening.’ Samantha paused.  ‘These prisoners makes me nervous.’

Kayla said ‘It’s not that, it’s just I saw their skin. All red and blotchy. They disgust me.’

Samantha looked down. ‘Maybe we need to discuss the project.’

Stacey said ‘I don’t know what we need to do.’

Kayla said ‘We still need a second interview. You were right it was in the briefing.’

Kayla added ‘But Tim has the only copy of the first.’ Kayla said ‘ So we need Tim to give over the files he already has.’

Samantha said ‘I can go around get them.’

Stacey says ‘No, I’ll go. But he sent this weird message.’

Samantha said ‘I hope he’s not quitting. Trust us to get stuck with the idiot who quits in third year.’

Kayla says ‘I think we should all go in my car this evening, because there’s no time.’

Samantha saw Kayla really wasn’t kidding when she said she was turning a new leaf this year, she seemed full of momentum. Samantha suddenly could imagine her as a runner in a TV station, running around to do the million odds tasks.

Kayla added ‘Before we go, we need another idea for the other 15 minutes of interview. Does anybody have any ideas?’

Stacey said ‘We could interview a stylist.’

Samantha said ‘I thought we could interview a convicted criminal.’

‘What!’. Kayla and Stacey both seemed aghast.

‘We can’t do that, it’s dangerous.’

Samantha said ‘They have two inmates downstairs, taking down the scanner how’s that different.’

Kayla pushed her dark red hair back, and said ‘I think you need to think it through. Because we need to look out for your safety. I mean our safety.’

‘I think if we got a security guard in, we’d be safe.’

Samantha said ‘Well, it would tie in nicely with the interview from the army officer. See things from the other end.’

Stacey said ‘We need to keep ourselves safe.’ She paused ‘Safe from them.’

Samantha said ‘Well, we could screen for a good one.’

Kayla said ‘A good one! What planet do you live on.’

Samantha said ‘A good one who’s doing his work detail and about the be released.’

Stacey said ‘Soon to be released he can hunt us down and rape us. And burgle us.’

Samantha shrugged. Samantha said ‘Well, if you want we can do the stylist.’

They sat around discussing style magazines for five minutes.

Kayla said ‘Well now, I’m bored. First we were going to be locked in a room with a maniac who would later hunt us down and rape us, now we’re going to here some stylist tell us things a stylist would like.’

Stacey said ‘I think it’s edgier. Might be easier to write the coursework about it.’

Kayla said ‘Let’s go in my car then. Discuss it on the way.’ 

They started out of the meeting room, picking up their coursework briefs.

Kayla said  ‘Part of me still just don’t like it. You’d be interviewing him so you might be threatened.’

Samantha said ‘Why are you concerned about my safety and not your own.’

Kayla said ‘You’re the one in front of the mic, so you’re the talent.’ Kayla started making fun of her.

‘A horrible, little man with thieving hands. Also you’re very delicate.’

‘I’m a foot taller than you.’ Samantha was baffled.

Kayla said ‘Well, it’s like chess. You’re tall one. The Queen, so we need to protect you.’

Stacey burst out laughing. Kayla really didn’t seem to be making a joke though. She cared more for Samantha’s safety than her own.

‘Are you kidding me?’ 

‘That’’s not how chess works though. The Queen knocks all the other pieces off the board.’

‘That’s how chess or life works sis. There’s a new generation coming up, and you if you lose the Queen, odds are you don’t get past the mid game.’ Kayla turned around simultaneously yelling ‘Checkmate!’ and wagging her finger.

Stacey chimed in with ‘I’m short so I need to get to the end of the board.’ She held up a piece of paper as if to show it.

Laughing they made their wall down the hallway. The upstairs was a labyrinth of corridors with corridors, splitting off in other directions. The building itself a building within a building. The maze was usually bustling, but lectures had finished so the majority of the remaining students panicked over last minute assignments at the IT resource room.

As Samantha walked down stairs past the, she saw a suddenly empty bank of computer terminals, only maybe a dozen people still there. The few students left quite suddenly in anticipation of everything closing.

The place had a vibe that it was shutting down permanently, little bits of paper left all over the floor. More inmates were there cleaning up in red overalls. They all felt the odd tension in the air.

Samantha suddenly did feel like a Queen, a giant eight foot tall woman escorted by two tiny foot guards, an army of convicted workers beneath her to be knocked off the board. She couldn’t described her revulsion at these people. There were an army of ugly, red-suited men. She began to rethink interviewing one of them.

Kayla ahead of her, Stacey behind. As they walked out the security entrance, there was smashed glass all over the floor. They walked out the university entrance into the larger building. It felt surreal.

As they left the entrance into the fading light, Stacey said ‘They shouldn’t have those people working. They used to have robots.’

Kayla added ‘Everything’s going backwards. All the wrong people in charge.’

They floated down the series of escalators. From behind her Stacey sang a surprisingly tuneful melody, Samantha couldn’t put her finger on..

When nothing is right

Good is in flight

Decent people go black

The bad ones attack

Samantha frowned and said ‘I didn’t think our university would use slave labour.’

Kayla says ‘They just have no respect for our university, if they let them in. They should be shot.’

Samantha said ‘That’s fairly harsh. I thought they were being rehabilitated.’

Kayla cut across her dismissively ‘You just think like that because you’re from London. If you were from Bristol, you’d know they’d be better off shot.’

Stacey asked ‘What happened in Bristol?’.

Kayla said ‘They burnt down the city center and destroyed the metro system. 5 years ago now.’

Kayla had got t of the door of her car.

Samantha said ‘I thought that was a far-right protest.’

Stacey shrugged ‘Same difference. Same ugly faces.’

Kayla suddenly said ‘Stacey gets it. You know what your problem is, you just want to pretend to be nice to everyone because you’re not the one they’d attack.’

Samantha responded with ‘Why wouldn’t they attack me.’

Samantha stopped by the car door and looked across at her as Kayla put her hair back in a bun.   

Samantha repeated ‘Why wouldn’t they attack me.’

Samantha said ‘I thought I was the Queen.’  

Kayla said ‘You don’t see it because you’re in it.’

Samantha said ‘In what?’

Kayla just repeated ‘You’re the one in the system. It’s all for you.’

Samantha found herself getting angry with Kayla. Samantha asked ‘How is it all for me? You know I’m black right.’

Kayla got defensive about her comment in the car for several minutes, before tersely cutting it off with ‘Listen, I don’t know what I’m talking about. I’m sorry I made any comment about you being tall or black. Or the Queen for that matter.’

Samantha had lightened up. She eventually said ‘Would you still defend me?’.

Kayla said ‘You have to defend the one everybody’s jealous of.’

‘Jealous of me.’

‘Oh, I don’t know. Let me concentrate on this intersection.’

Stacey says ‘It’s like the coursework, you just knew what to do. Or speaking.’

Samantha didn’t know why the flattery made her awkward, but she changed the conversation to music.  Finally Kayla contested ‘You don’t like it, because it means you’ll have to take charge.’

Samantha says ‘People don’t like it when a woman takes charge.’

Kayla said ‘Then why are we driving to Tim’s to do the project that was your idea. And we will interview a thief, if that’s what you want. Because you’re the one in charge. Not that Tim’s much better.’

Samantha pulled back feeling bitter and leaned back in her seat. She had all of the space as she’d pulled the seat back. When she thought about it, Kayla was just getting at her being from London, but she thought there was something more there. She took a deep breath. Kayla liked arguing, and it was bad form to argue with someone who was driving. Samantha worried about the black comment. White people didn’t like it brought up. They always remembered.

Samantha’s inner critic dissipated as night fell. She couldn’t help notice that London looked increasingly empty. They rolled through roadworks with an abandoned construction crew so Kayla had to skirt around a temporary light stuck blinking on green. Half the shops were boarded up. There was an odd smell in the air. Lone people walked around looking equally paranoid, as a police helicopter hung overhead. Who they were searching for was not obvious as they seemed to be hovering around, intermittently shining the light in different houses. There was barely any traffic as they crossed the North Ford and by the time the rolled through Stentridge they were the only car on the road.

Kayla decided to take through the magic roundabout at high speed, tyres squealing as they slalomed through raised center bumps. They roared with laughter, but it ended as a police car lieing in wait flashed them in response. They slowed and the police car raised their beams, and waved them on.

Kayla murmured thanks as they approached Notting Hill overpass. Lost in the spaghetti strands, they became hypnotized by the pulsing lights of the overhead lanterns on the dash and the strange rolling motion on the Winchester turn.

As they rolled under one of many overpasses, Stacey said ‘I don’t know why every year, it’s like half the people have disappeared by May.’

Kayla said ‘Flunked all their exams and dropped out.’

Stacey said ‘Yeah, I know but why’s half the city empty?’.

Kayla didn’t have an answer.  Stacey’s question hung there as the car headed north. Samantha didn’t have an answer and she increasingly found herself falling into some kind of stupor.

She shut her eyes and heard only the engine.
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THE HAUNTED HOUSE

They arrived at Tim’s house, a dead suburban street. Tim’s lights was one of the few on in the street. But there was no one around. The streetlamps provided little pools of bright blue light which dissipated into blackness. The lights that were on provided just enough light to show houses with guttering falling away and large bushes grew untended from ancient gardens.

Kayla whispered ‘Welcome to Lancaster Drive.’ as they peered out of the car.

Stacey was adamant the house was further up the street because the phone told her, even though they could see the bold 53 jutted in red. Samantha just felt ill when they looked at the street and the car, a nausea in the pit of her stomach.

Finally Samantha got out and knocked, the rest following behind. They all huddled under jackets as it spat with rain.

Samantha knocked on the window when the doorbell didn’t work.

‘Tim, we need to speak about the project.’

She heard no voice in reply. She looked up and down the darkened street with increasing worry.

Tim’s voice at last. Weak and weedy ‘Go away, I’m ill.’ 

Samantha said ‘We’ll stand on the other side of the room.’

She waited a while and finally Tim opened the door.

Tim didn’t look ill but his face looked sunken, his eyes depressed. But then Samantha couldn’t help noticing his skin on his hand had blotchy mark. Kayla said ‘Urgh, what happened to you?’.

Tim retreated inside. He just repeated ‘I can’t go out.’

Kayla said ‘Why not?’. She rounded on him.

Stacey said ‘We need you to edit the audio files.’

Samantha said ‘Maybe we should sit down.’

Tim walked, his mood edgy, jumping at every sound. The entire house seemed empty, the upstairs hallway creepy and abandoned.

Kayla said ‘Jesus Tim, do you live in a haunted house?’

Tim said ‘My flatmate died.’

Kayla said ‘Jesus.’ She couldn’t keep the panic out of her voice. ‘I’m sorry, Tim.’ Her voice had a hollow tone, insincere.

Samantha asked in a whisper ‘What happened?’.

Tim opened a door that led to the kitchen, just in time for an equally sinister figure to emerge from upstairs. A thing with gaunt eyes, the door opened slowly, a small face, it just said ‘You shouldn’t be here.’

Stacey jumped out of her skin ‘Jesus.’

‘What the fuck!’ .

It reiterated ‘You shouldn’t be here.’ Samantha couldn’t even interpret it as a person.

Tim croaked ‘That’s Garvey, he’s my other roommate.’

Garvey suddenly disappeared back with a door shut. Tim spoke irritatingly slowly, his weak, slouching body standing over uncertainly. Samantha felt contradictory urges to both punch him and leave as quickly as she could.

‘I don’t know why you came here.’

They stood there for what for a long time, the four of them looking at each other. Three determined media students and the gaunt figure of death hanging over them in a cruel imitation of a man called Tim. Samantha realized she’d seen the scenario before. It gave her the confidence to take charge.

Samantha ordered them ‘Let’s go in then.’ She pressured Tim into the kitchen, it’s door half open. They had to get away before Garvey spoke to them again and their skin crawled at the sound of his slithery voice.

The kitchen had a surprisingly clean table. But the sink was a horrific mess of crockery. There was something smeared on the window above the kitchen. It was better than more interactions with Garvey in the wood-pannelled hell of the other room.

Stacey said ‘We need the audio.’

Tim had suffered a terrible loss at Stacey’s comment. ‘I thought you’d come to see me.’  

Samantha thought that the first dozen times they’d asked for the audio should have been give away. Samantha confronted Tim ‘The deadlines approaching, you can hand it over and get a mark or fail us all.’ Samantha felt no urge to be nice.

Kayla said ‘We did come to see you, but...’

Samantha couldn’t believe Kayla was now changing her tune. Tim was a disaster about to fail his degree, and it was not Samantha’s problem.

Stacey looked around and said ‘This is a mess. You know we’re girls right.’

She stood up and washed the window with a table-cloth.

Suddenly the room seemed less oppressive. Stacey turned to Tim who was hovering still by the door not sitting and said ‘Wash your dishes, Jesus.’

She started towards them before halting mid-stride.

Samantha looked around. Student houses were a mess, but these weren’t student messes. It was like a dying old man lived her. Seeing Tim seemed to have suddenly developed hair loss. She saw little bits of hair seeming to come off him.

Samantha said ‘Tim, if you could just give us the audio we’ll see you in university.’

Kayla added conversationally ‘They’re redoing everything. Whole new building.’

Samantha couldn’t work out why Tim wouldn’t get the audio, the one thing she needed. He was just not capable of thinking.

She said ‘Is it on your computer?’.

‘Yeah.’

‘Can we go in your room and get it?’

Samantha sensed Stacey’s sudden fear of seeing what Tim’s room was like.

Tim walked infuriatingly slowly to his room, turning the knob as if he had no strength to do it. In the room, there were pizza boxes littered all over the floor, a snickers wrapper on the mantelpiece and a million other pieces of garbage thrown about. The sheets weren’t clean. Samantha was beginning to wonder if Tim had actually pissed himself in the bed.

Samantha could hear Stacey silently mouthing ‘What the fuck’ behind her.

Tim had dug a pit for himself to die in.

Part of Samantha thought she’d tidy him out, wash the dishes, wash the sheets, clean the floor, tell him to go for a walk, throw out the pizza boxes away and a million other things. But she just watched in horror, knowing the moment the got the audio it wouldn’t be their problem.

There was a big was of bank notes on the windowsill. Samantha fought the urge to take them. He didn’t need them. No, he didn’t deserve them.

Kayla said ‘Can I go on your computer?’. Tim was agonizingly slow. He said ‘No, I’ll do it.’ Stacey produced the USB. They sat around. Kayla said ‘Maybe you can leave Samantha.’ Samantha didn’t need to be told twice.

She walked around in the hallway and sensed Garvey looking at her. She yelled ‘Why don’t you go out for a walk.’ Garvey closed the door with a click. Samantha felt vulnerable there. Stacey came out to stand with her. Stacey stood in silence. They both felt the creepy tension.

There was wood paneling everywhere, to complete the haunted house vibe. Any small movement sounded deafening loud. She could here Garvey or someone else’s heavy breathing. There were 4 doors upstairs. Samantha dreaded someone else turning up.

Stacey asked ‘Kayla, are you alright?’.

Kayla said ‘Yeah, it’s just uploading.’ She could hear Tim’s breathing. After a few seconds, Kayla repeated again ‘Yeah, it’s just uploading.’

After a few moments Kayla said ‘Got it.’ She suddenly left.

Tim said ‘You can stay.’

‘No thanks Tim, Lot’s to do.’

Tim seemed slightly animated ‘I’ll come in next week.’

He was in the doorway. Stacey said ‘Yeah, we’ll see you there that.’

They than all ran out the door into the car. Samantha jumped in the front seat and Kayla into the drivers. She yelled ‘Drive, drive.’

Stacey burst out into ‘Oh my god, what the fuck.’

Kayla said ‘It was like a haunted house or something.’

The girls drove off talking animatedly. Their fear turned to excitement somewhere along the way.

Samantha asked ‘Was I the only one who thought about taking the money?’

Stacey said ‘What money?’

Samantha said ‘There was a bunch of money on the windowsill, like he wanted to be robbed.’

Stacey said ‘I didn’t see that.’

Kayla looked ahead and said ‘Some of us didn’t think about it.’

Stacey said ‘That’s good.’

Samantha went quiet and looked at Kayla who deliberately turned away, focusing on the road ahead.

Tim didn’t come in for university, either that week or the next. Kayla did come in with a new mink coat.
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WRITTEN ASSIGNMENT – MUSIC REVIEW - BREAK INTO SKINS

Strumming their electric mandolin’s and blaring synthetic trumpets, the band Breaking Skins broke onto the indie scene a decade ago, recording 50,000 sales of their hit single ‘Titillate.’ After early success, Break Into Skins were nearly ground out of the music business during the predominance of rock-house era. Lead singer Kate Ashcroft, bassist Gale Cusher, twin mandolinists Kerry and Terry Sonsona and keyboardist Nelly Hughes’s first album showed promise. (Putting all their names isn’t necessary – Mr Hillow)

With their unusual set-up Break Into Skins mixed the sounds of the fem-rock scene and electromand movement with the distinct influences of 20th century surf rock. Early gigs leading bands like The Groovers and KillerRack confused those expecting the hard raps and aggressive lyrics of simpler bands. The technical complexity earned them them a dedicated fanbase, touring all over the country. (Good.)

Gale Cusher pointed out the pitfalls ‘We had 6 women in a van driving all over the UK, with twenty instruments and ten amps. We’d drive seven hundred miles to York Setting up took twice as long as playing. Then we’d get twenty obsessed fans in the front, and fifty bored people in the back asking us to play a rock-house song. But you get up, and do it again.’ (Excellent. Quotes+ original research)

Hitting their late 30’s, the self-styled sisten kept their band together by throwing caution to the wind, by slowing down their sound and switching the electric bass for a Bass-pipe. Truly throwing away their fem-rap roots included a new male singer Dean. Dean took the band further towards their eclectic mix.

A new single ‘Thirsty Plants and Government Plants’ shows an increasingly political and prog rock stance. Dean is quoted as saying ‘You can’t drive around this country and not be political.’ Whether you agree with Dean’s revolutionary politics or not the ‘Thirsty Plants’ will have your head bobbing to a banging bass beat and hypnotic lyrics.

Other tracks on the upcoming LP show an orchestral sweep as the band showcase their complexity, with sparse, abrasive electronic drum beats, high-pitched electromand solos and bass-pipe instrumentation. Choral singing turns into drum-house beats. A few songs like ‘Fuck me sideways.’ show old fem-rap  roots and house loops. Not for the faint of heart.

The new album ‘Dead Sex Patriot.’ released by VIP Records will hit the charts June 7th. (I looked around and couldn’t find it – Mr Hillow)

Five out of five stars.

I’m delighted you actually got quotes from the band. Friends of yours? If you met them in person or contacted them from the review, I can considered that original research. The writing style is good, enthusing the reader. I recommended it for the University Magazine.
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‘POLITICAL’

Natalia watched Gemma curl her hair, phone open. Gemma was hanging out of their shared en-suite bathroom. Natalia couldn’t help but smile evilly.

‘Gemma, twinnie, don’t be like that.’

Gemma pointed at her, curlers raised. Identical figures but world’s apart, the two of them fit awkwardly into a shared apartment in Kensington.

‘Listen, all I’m saying is, you’re a music slut. I’m just a political slut.’

Natalia felt annoyed on camera. Her voice picked up a notch.

‘Nah, because I actually am talent in music. I’m motherfucking Natalia.’

‘Woo-hoo. I’m actually interested in politics you know.’ Gemma paused. ‘Specially if there be some big, rich men there.’

Natalia waited a perfect moment sniggering.

‘Gemma you know I’m Gabbering this right.’

Gemma walked in and saw Natalia broadcasting her in her bath towel to a few dozen people.

‘What the fuck.’

Natalia said it at the same time aping her voice.

‘You fucking little twot, I’m gunna fucking beat you.

Gemma reached over and they fought for the camera, Natalia gasping like a mad man. Gemma was raining down blows on Natalia’s head when Natalia said ‘It’s off, it’s off.’

Tears formed in Natalia’s eyes. ‘You actually could have hurt me you know.’

‘You’re a real fucking teenager you know that. You’ve fucking ruined my reputation for a laugh for your mates.’

Natalia felt bitter.

‘You’re the one who wants to whore for them men.’

‘You’re the one who whores to get a music video made. How did that work out?’

Natalia wouldn't let it go. She had to win.

‘Hey, at least I’m trying to make something.’

Gemma looked in the mirror. ‘I work every day so we have this place, don’t talk to me of making something. Make some fucking money.’

Natalia walked down the dilapidated staircase, moving the entire rail which was guarded insecurely.

She past a dozen other women in the five bedroom house. Three Latvian sisters who worked for a car insurance company, some Polish twins who wore demeaning red uniforms in a burger joint and some Indian girls who refused to speak to anyone.

The Polish girl complained of the noise. ‘You are arguing again. This is a house for working people.’

‘What you been working then?’

Natalia slipped outside onto the cool, red of the house. An overcrowded house full of hoes who bitched continuously and stole. A shitty address miles off South Fork, hours into town. No man. No record deal.

The words rang in Natalia’s ears.

‘Make some fucking money.’
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MENAGE A TROIS

Christian lay on the floor, his feet on the side of Gabrielle’s settee. His felt like he was soaking into the glorious white sheepskin rug, it’s soft woolen texture tickling his ears. He smiled from ear to ear.

Gabrielle with her tan skin, luscious lips and French figure had slipped out of sight into the bathroom.

‘Are you ready yet?’

He got up groaning. He got closer to the door.

‘No, it is taking time.’

‘Is it?’

She opened the door. A smile bursting on her face she laughed. She stroked Christian’s nose with the end of her finger.

‘Is it?’

Mariana moved about in the bed in the corner of her room. An identical cut French figure revealed itself only dimly under the sheets. She reached out with her arm ‘Come back to bed lover.’

Christian ignored her, making out with her twin his hands over her face. Her twin tried to entice.

‘Are you ready for us to dance?’

Gabrielle pouted ‘This is not fair, this is my house.’

Christian put his hand on Gabrielle’s arse, playing the negotiator.

‘I’m looking forward to it.’

‘Today, I learn a new word in English. Sob sister.’

Gabrielle hit Mariana playfully with a pillow. ‘You are a sob sister.’

‘I am no sob sister.’

They argued, while Christian put on his white Allana trainers with custom web design.

He went downstairs, making sure he had his wallet. You could never be sure what they’d nick from you, especially if you could get it up.

As he looked the house seemed dismal. Damp had got in under the window sills. Coffee stains on a side wall permeating the once white interior. Christian asked himself who they rented this off.

Christian was heading to the double A club Bishops Head. There was no need to message anyone, he knew who’d be there.

He listened to them argue above.

Christian sat on the downstairs couch, rolling a blunt nice and slow. He smiled to himself.

Christian said ‘I’m going, you can come or not.’

The arguing continued more voraciously and he heard swearing and hair-pulling.

He picked up little bits of French here and there, but that was more his sister’s scene.

He opened the door a crack. He heard Gabrielle shouting angrily at her sister.  He slipped slowly outside on the front porch and closed the door with a click. Outside he breathed in the warm March air

Canterbury was boring as hell, as usual. A car stopped in front of him. It was Hallie.

‘Hey sis.’

‘Hey listen, be careful.’

‘I know, I know.’

‘No, someone attacked Joshua.’

‘What the fuck.’

‘Is he ok?’

‘No, he’s in hospital?’

‘Who was stupid enough to send him there?’

‘Aunt Jemma’s heading there, but just lay low for a while.’

‘Should I go?’

‘No, you might be injured.’

The French twins opened the door. ‘Come back.’ Hands pulled him.

They panicked, swearing at each other in French. Arms up in the air. Christian was calm.

‘Christian you might have been hurt.’

‘You are injured.’

Christian ignored them and lay back on the couch.

‘It is the feud of the black gangs. Bang bang.’

Christian laughed. ‘That’s pretty offensive.’

‘You are gang member. They will kill you.’

Christian held his hands up. ‘We don’t know what’s happened.’

‘We must stay in here and stay safe.’

‘I have a date. I’ve got to meet Sean’

‘No, no. Stay here.’

He found himself weakly resisting, pushed back onto a couch. His boxers were taken off. Gabrielle sucked him off, looking up at him with sharp brown eyes. Mariana massaged his body, licking his neck. He shooed her off when she started biting him.

One of them had fiddled with the hi-fi, a cheap looking slab of plastic.

Christian found himself listening to insipid rock-garage music, mildly disengaged as he sat there stoned feeling them make love to him. The guitar loop was particularly weak and irritating.

You need a woman

Who needs a man

Who’ll take you hand

In hand

Back to our land

He realised half way through it was Daniel’s band, meaning the girls had obviously been doing the tour.  

The dull realisation that they had both fucked Daniel, and presumably the entire band, while listening to Daniel’s voice drone on about women was particularly horrific.

‘Oh for fucks sake.’

The dull realisation suddenly hit him with crystal clarity. The image of him being beaten to death on a dead end Canterbury street woke him up.

Mariana was trying to mount his penis, one hand on it trying to position it correctly.

Daniel fought them, trying to pull on his trousers.

They pushed him back down.

Christian heard a car pull up at the house. The fucking door was still open.

Daniel stood up. He was only seven foot tall but he was broad and strong. Mariana tumbled off him and banged her head on the fireplace.

Gabrielle screamed ‘What the fuck.’

At that moment, a brick flew through the window, spreading shards of glass everywhere.

Mariana screamed something incoherent and pulled her sister upstairs. Christian just went with his instinct, battering the door open, running outside in his keks.

He couldn’t believe it for a second. It sped off, but for a brief moment they shared perfect eye contact. It was Sean driving, and his band in the car.

Christian sat there, a bitter taste in his mouth, the dull twilight coming off the cars. There was blood dripping down his shirt.

He looked down and paused.

He picked a large sliver of glass out of his hand.
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CHAPTER 10
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A THIEVES INTERVIEW

Kayla sat opposite Samantha in the media studies department. The university had issued an email to the effect next year the prison work detail program would not take place on university campuses and no one should feel threatened by them in the intervening period. Tim had officially been taken out of the group with the module lecturers blessing.

Stacey wasn’t there, she had instead sent a cryptic text message about being late for the landlord.

Got to waif. Late for Landlord. New boy at Salford.

Kayla opined ‘I think it means she’s following a boy around.’

Samantha felt annoyed. ‘It’s the last day of term. And why would she follow a boy around?’

Kayla frowned. ‘So you’ve never followed a good looking man around?’

Samantha said ‘No, they’re meant to speak to me.’

Kayla said ‘Doesn’t work like that for some of us. Got to jump on them while you can.’

Samantha tried to focus her back on how they could get a thief. ‘I want to interview them, I need some evidence I’ve been up front as talent for the coursework.

‘Are you sure you wouldn’t be intimidated by a thief?’.

‘Be less intimidating than the weirdness at Tim’s house.’

‘How do we find a thief.’ Kayla answered her own question, wagging her finger ‘Hey, that should be easy enough. Just ask the security desk for someone on the work detail program.’

Samantha said ‘I thought it was a rehabilitation program.’

Kayla said ‘The ones who don’t get worked to death.’

Samantha laughed. Or she thought she did, but it turned out to be a woman who looked incredibly like her in the next room. Right down to the long, black hair. She looked through the semi-transparent glass at the tall, trim woman in an elegant red dress.

Samantha felt distinctly under-dressed. In her room Kayla was dressed like a R’n’B star, sparkly leggings and a tight boob tube that saw her rack jutting out from a circular top.

It wasn’t just the dress though. She was a carbon copy of Samantha, right down to the ever so slightly slanted brown eyes and big, brown eyes. Samantha hadn’t felt like that since Kent.

Kayla chimed in a croaky voice ‘You’re not imagining it. Not a reflection either. She stole your image.’

Samantha froze as the woman in the next room stopped as she heard the comment. Samantha felt the cringe overcoming her as the woman got up and walked around. She knocked on the door and came around. She looked even more uncannily like her right down to long neck.  

The women knocked on the door.

She said ‘Did you just say I stole your style?.’ Samantha looked awkward.

Kayla took it in her stride ‘Just kidding. What’s your name?’.

At last the tension disappeared as she broke into a big smile. The woman said ‘Linda, but you can call me Lin.’

Kayla said ‘Lovely to meet you Lin.’

The woman moved a lot with her hands expressive.

‘No, I was just about to say the same thing about you. A dead ringer.’

She laughed. Samantha tried to fake the laugh but couldn’t. Jess said ‘I’m the new course director for the Photo Design course.’

‘Lovely to meet you. We’re on the Media Studies course’ Jess said ‘You’re not from Kent are you.’ Samantha said ‘No, Lancaster Avenue.’

It wasn’t true. Samantha didn’t like people bringing up Kent. She said ‘Why do you ask?’.

It was Lin’s turn to be flustered. ‘Well, it’s just, nothing.’

Kayla said ‘You have a cousin or someone down in Kent, I assume.’

Jess laughed awkwardly. ‘Well yes.’

Kayla took on a comical tone, she used when trotting out cliché sayings. ‘Birds of a feather, flock together.’

No one really knew what to say to that, until Jess cut the conversation short.

Jess said ‘Well, lovely meeting you, I suppose I’ll see you around.’

Samantha sat there. She did look uncannily like her. Kayla said ‘I don’t know why you’re so rude to your Couthen. She came all the way to see you.’  

‘My families quite small actually.’

Kayla chided ‘Getting bigger.’

I took biology. Comes in a big wave, then they take over.’

‘Black people you mean.’

Kayla overruled her objection ‘One generation overturns the next. Way it’s gotta be.’

‘I took biology too, that’s more animals than humans.’

Kayla ‘I’m going to go to the security desk, and you tell me how many family members you count. Not forgetting the white ones.’

‘This is the part where you tell me you’re related to me.’

‘You ever see a big band called Landslide.’

Samantha froze.

‘Big black ginger fellow on the bass.’

Kayla looked at her and Samantha put her hands to her face.

‘Oh for fucks sake.’

‘Black gingers are taking over the Earth. I can’t quite remember the rest of it.’

Samantha burst out laughing. It was a small world.

Kayla walked off the staircase.

Samantha did look down on the now filled computer terminals, seeing rows of Chinese intermingled with a surprisingly large amount of black women who did look like cousins or second cousins of hers. An odd face from a school trip, a family dinner years ago, a coupon day at Rynham Rapids.

There was another bunch who looked like Kayla. Ginger hair, broad shoulders, long nose.

The more she looked it seemed like 3 or 4 huge extended families had turned up en masse and decided to study.

A lot of the white students seemed more related to her than to Kayla. They seemed to be forming little groups, everyone scurrying to find their cluster.

The men walked quicker through the rival families. When you were up here you could see the fear. You could also see the men’s heads turn to look at women. Some men looked nervously other confidently. Some men however seemed not interested at all. How many heads did she turn when she went upstairs? And how scared were they?

She forcibly pushed this nonsense to the side and concentrated on questions to ask a thief. The possible answers pushed themselves into her head, prejudicing herself before it began.

––––––––

[image: ]


Why did you steal?       For fun.

Did you have to steal?      Nobody has to do everything.

What went through your head when you stole?    Laugh, innit.

What’s the first thing you stole?      Satnav. How I got caught.

Why did you stop?        Who says I did?

Why did you start?          Needed money.        

What’s the most expensive thing you stole?  JustListen’s Fibre-optic mic amp. Seven digits.

Do you miss stealing?       Life’s more boring.

Is their a thieves code?      Don’t get caught. Don’t snitch.

She was already developing a thief in her head, with a quick answer for everything. Dislikeable but funny. Attitude. Short.  Smell of weed sticking to him, getting under the fingernails. Acne in the wrong place. Criminal name like Bryan. Bryan Hillson.

Anyone whose name had -Son at the end of their name, was bad news. She remembered the Red Light, Green Light sketch about it. The fat policeman waddling over to the druggie. What’s your name, son?

She was interrupted by the sudden yelp from beneath her.

Looking back over the computer terminals a student was being forcibly moved out by security. An argument at the terminal. They were picking him up by his neck and sides, choking him. An ant hill turned over, they scurried about. A Chinese student, the other Chinese students seemed concerned but impassive, while others watched excitedly. The women who turned their heads looked most excited of all. He was being dragged off. A group of Chinese girls was going through his wallet. Like vultures they all pounced on his possessions. The smaller, uglier ones seemed to argue the most over who got what. Periodically, they would all look up at her. Samantha couldn’t help feel that she had somehow given them the authority to do it.

Kayla returned up the stairs and announced ‘I found your thief. He’s terribly photogenic.’

Kayla put on a toff accent, which suddenly became very convincing. Samantha pulled back from the upstairs balcony. Of course, there was a thieves code, they had a code for groups at the computer terminals. It all seemed obvious when she floated above it.

Samantha was almost finished preparing one of the meeting rooms, when Stacey told her they already had a more professional recording room on the 4th floor. It was the highest quality recording type they had, with big black Styrofoam blocks coming from the wall to absorb sound. It as if you were inside an inside-out hedgehog. When Samantha dropped something on the table she noticed the lack of reverb.

Samantha was mystified they’d not used it before.

When she asked the tech guy he shrugged, pulling his black ponytail in a bun.

‘The people on the audio tech class wouldn’t let other people use it.’

‘That’s a bit rude.’

‘Someone on the film course damaged it, filming a porn scene before they disappeared off to New Cumbria with the equipment.’

‘Really.’

‘That’s the story.’

He seemed unmotivated to help, looking around glumly.

She asked ‘How do we use this microphone.’

‘I thought you were going to set up your own.’

Samantha decided to keep the pressure on. ‘Couldn’t you give us a run-down of the controls.’

He sighed, but then seemed to genuinely relish the opportunity to explain how to use it. He was very animated as he went over the controls.

She looked at Clive in the pony tail as his face lit up by the console. He gave off a grungy rocker vibe, but Samantha suddenly realized he wasn’t the tech desk worker.

‘Are you on the audio tech course? I thought you were from the tech desk.’

‘I got a job there. The tech desk was short-staffed. So was the audio tech course.’ He looked like he was choosing his words carefully.‘The audio tech had a real problem continuing there were so few people.’

Samantha said ‘We had the same problem on our course. People dropping out.’

Clive said ‘Yeah.’ There was a pause then he said ‘Well, I can show you how this works. I assume you’re not recording instruments.’

Samantha suddenly caught herself before she mentioned the interview was with a thief. She just said ‘An interview.’

Clive showed her the other room, a massive array of knobs and controls. He seemed happy to help. Samantha debated if they were cheating on the brief. She looked at it, and said ‘Technically, our group needs to record the interview.’ Clive had an angry face when he gave her the keys and some instructions and disappeared off.

Stacey and Kayla came, prepared for the thief. The thief came up in a red overall.  His red overall wasn’t faded, it was a deep red of the rain-proof material.

He had a short angular face, but he looked somewhat trustworthy. He had a slightly rude demeanour, sitting in the chair and pushing it back till the pin squeaked. Samantha had been reminded of her brother Christian as a teenager.

‘Thanks for agreeing to come.’

‘It’s a nice break from picking up bits of paper, so thank you.’

Samantha felt a little thrown by his hostility.

The woman from the security desk immediately touched the styrofoam cut in angular chunks from the wall, one of Clive’s red lines for using the recording room.

‘Please don’t touch that.’

‘Just seemed interesting.’ 

The security woman had a flat voice, like she was a bit thick.

Samantha said through slightly gritted teeth ‘It’s to stop the reverb.’

The thief added ‘Like a guitar.’  

Samantha said ‘Exactly.’

The security woman said ‘Looks like a dungeon.’ 

The thief already seemed to have fifty IQ points over the security woman so it was hard not to warm to him. The claustrophobic feeling of the space got worse, with Samantha resenting the security woman. Finally she said ‘Maybe it’s better if you wait in the control room, because Kayla has to sit here.’

The woman made some remark Samantha half-heard through the intercom about liking the control room. Stacey laughed, while Samantha groaned. The thief, Lauren, wheeled around three hundred and sixty degrees in the chair, pushed off the desk. Kayla told him off, then the security woman tried to tell hum off except the thief had just taken off the headset.

The security woman started to complain she should be in the room before Samantha cleared her throat and just decided to act like they were recording live. It seemed to work and the security woman sat back in the control room. Samantha then found a new worry, that the security woman would touch the setting in the control room, ruining the interview material. Samantha felt the glamour of an on-air interview disappeared as you did it. Samantha felt a glum feeling. The glamour of anything is lost when you’re doing it. Just find a bunch of knuckle-heads arguing and fucking around.

After several minutes off further setting up, they had Kayla and Samantha in the interview room with individual microphones set up as well as the thief,  Stacey and the security woman were in the recording room, Stacey at the control board also set up correctly. Samantha, Kayla had interview questions ahead of them. Samantha felt a sudden upsurge in her mood and everyone else latched on.

Samantha opened with an impassive presenter voice

‘So today, as part of our life series interviews, we have an interview with   

Lauren Andretti.’

Lauren leaned into the microphone ‘Hello.’

Samantha lead him in hard, there was no need to sugarcoat it.

‘So you’ve already been convicted of stealing on multiple occasions.’

Lauren answered ‘I’ve been convicted of stealing twice.’

Samantha asked ‘So why did you feel the need to steal?’

Lauren moved awkwardly in his seat.

‘Or did you feel a need to steal?’

Lauren said ‘That’s a difficult one to answer. It’s more that the opportunity came up.’

Kayla said ‘So what was the opportunity?’.

Lauren added ‘There was a big shop called Handon’s with no one in it, so I decided to open the register.’

Kayla leant in inquisitively ‘Why was the shop empty?’.

‘Later they said, the shop owner had gone to the hospital because he’d had a panic attack.’ said Lauren.

‘Did you feel guilty that the shop owner lost money.’ added Samantha.

‘No, not really.’ said the thief.

Samantha and Kayla both interrupted each with questions. Kayla one out.

‘Do you think you’ll steal again?’

‘I’m on a work detail that picks up litter, so I’m not going to steal again.’ said Lauren.

Samantha and Kayla could hear and see the security woman trying to say something affirmative through the videofeed to the control room but ignored her.

Samantha asked ‘What went through your head when you stole? And did you have to steal?’

The security woman interrupted again, so Stacey cut her microphone feedback. Samantha could see on the video monitor the security woman was talking into a turned off microphone in the other room.

Lauren said ‘I didn’t have to steal, it’s just that people leave their money out in their open. Then they get killed and no one cares.

Samantha thought about Tim and looked at Kayla through the corner of her ear.

‘What’s the first thing you stole?’ asked Samantha.

‘I remember taking some money from a kid at school as a child. Other people don’t seem to remember, there was always a kid you picked on, then he’d disappear and no one would speak about him again.’ said Lauren.

‘What!’ shouted Kayla. Kayla was startled. So did Samantha. Samantha suddenly remembered about a dozen kids who fit the description.

‘Yeah, you just nick their shit because they’re a goner. There skin gets blotchy and their a goner.’

Kayla stood up in a rush. She felt like she was having a panic attack. What the hell was he talking about. How had they forgotten than Tim had existed.

Samantha suddenly stood up, feeling like she was struggling to breathe.

‘Samantha calm down.’

Samantha couldn’t describe the terror she felt. The burning image of a face being kicked to death. She felt limp. Tim’s flat. The empty streets. The Chinese student being choked out. It all came crashing back.

Kayla yelled ‘You’ve done this somehow!’ She was pointing at Lauren.

The security women bustled in and took him away forcibly. Lauren protested ‘What the fuck did I do, as he was being hauled out by security women.

Samantha held onto the side of a chair. When he finally stopped screaming and shouting, they looked at the black door. He had been pulled out. She felt much better when he was gone. She felt even better when she saw nothing had been damaged, saving her having to explain it.  

‘Are you ok? Stay here a moment’ said Kayla.

Samantha felt very glad she hadn’t held onto the sides of the foam, even in her panic. They got her a cookie. She worried about the cookie crumbs getting in the floor.

‘Do we really live in a country where people die all the time?’ asked Samantha.

Kayla said ‘No, everything’s fine.’

Samantha thought she would burst out laughing at Kayla’s answer but she felt dizzy. She let Stacey give her a mars bar and a coffee, and fuss over her. Kayla denied that she’d panicked at all, and claimed she was only looking after Samantha.

By the time Kayla let Samantha downstairs the workmen were all gone. The university was half empty. She wasn’t scared of Lauren, although they’d seemed to blame him. She couldn’t even remember why she’d had a panic attack. ‘Must be low blood sugar.’

Stacey said ‘We should interview the stylist.’

Samantha was surprised. She thought the stylist might get a laugh

Kayla said ‘We shouldn’t talk about this again.’

It seemed behind her now, a silly mistake. In a day or two it’d be a vague story, the same as all the others.

But Samantha could barely remember what they weren’t meant to talk by the time she walked through the turnstile downstairs.
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CHAPTER 11
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THE TURKISH COFFEE

Christian hung around on the inside of the door, waiting for the car lights to walk. He couldn’t fight the urge to twitch. For three days, he’d skulked around staying at ex-girlfriends houses. His skin itched and he felt pressure to piss himself.

A simple text ‘Mum, come pick me up.’ had gone unanswered for three days. He had found her increasingly alien the last time he saw her, standing far back from him, stilted conversations through railings. She didn’t tell him to leave, but he didn’t feel good staying. Now he needed her, and the text messages went unanswered.

On the other hand the phone increasingly wouldn’t go through to anyone. Calls never worked and text messages went up. Natalia had texted him an article about a corrupt buy out by Jenyka Industries, selling Britain’s network out from underneath them.

Christian pondered all these things, watching the flashes of yellow on the door. His skin burnt. This is what it was to live in fear.

Finally he plucked up the courage to open the door, pacing quickly down the street with his hood up. It was hot and he felt silly. As he walked, he felt calmer. They were scared of him too. Christian had to walk the three blocks to Ulana’s house to find the rubber bullet gun. Christian didn’t know how to get a real gun, but at the very least he could take Sean’s eye out.

Of course, Ulana might be trying to get in with Sean too. Or scared of both of them. He walked straight through the centre of town and saw nobody.

Christian recited lists of his brothen and tried to find one who he could trust. He couldn’t. Not more than Sean anyway.

Christian sung Force Kids to himself

We all got brothers

Some don’t mean

much as each other

Brother

I’m here just plugging away

Coz I can’t get no play

Fuck off

Or stay

Just don’t get in my way

Brother

Smash up that car

Jenka Twin Turbo

You ain’t going far

In that piece of

ka-ka

Brother

You got the cash

She likes it splash

I’m out on the fucking lash

I see your hoe

hanging out the window

I’m taking two in the tow

Brother

They used to sing it as a joke, him, Sean and Daniel. An in joke between them, these white boys from up North singing about brothers and car wars. They were down South, and only his brothen ruled.

But it was real now, the bitterness of the line ‘brother’ pouring through. An acrid feeling in the back of the throat.

Christian noticed the itching on his skin had stopped. Her felt taller and could breathe easier. He was hungry too.

Christian stopped at a kebab shop and went up to the Turkish girl Hande. She ducked under the counter and came up hugging him.

‘Christian, you are alive.’

‘I heard you were shot.’

‘No, I’m ok.’

‘And Sean is after you?’

‘Yes, I think so.’

As he talked it seemed absurd to him. So many evenings spent playing Gameplug, getting high.

‘You fucked his woman.’

‘I didn’t think it was like that.’

Hande’s two sister came back out and said ‘Quick come in the back, they can see you from the front.’

‘I’m not scared.’

‘Ok, but we are so come back.’

They brushed open the back of the shop and showed a cheap set of mattresses on the lino floor.

‘Do you live here?’

The triplets spoke harsh words in Turkish between us.

‘It is expensive to live in Canterbury.’

‘There are empty houses everywhere.’

‘Yes, but they have dark spirits living in them.’

‘Come Christian, do you want the hookah?’

It was grotty, but Christian felt more normal with the three Turkish beauties lavishing attention on them. An older aunt came up and gave a wink. Christian thought that might be more fun, thinking about her big fat arse.

‘Can I get a coffee?’

‘There’s a shortage.’

The fat aunt came over, her big brown arse waddling through. ‘I’ve got one for you boy.’

She produced a thick Turkish coffee.

Christian sat down, the overbearing aunt next to her. She threw herself down with a laugh. Her nieces pulled a face.

‘So what’s the matter habibi? Have you ever had your coffee read?’

Christian smiled, taking a drag from the Hookah after all.

‘No. What’s it like in Turkey?’

‘I’d think you’d remember?’

‘I think you might have me confused with Daniel.’

‘Boys always forget.’

‘Some more than others.’

Purple pangs behind his eyes. Stress. It could be a trap.

‘You have to relax. The ones who don’t relax.’

She made the cutting throat noise.

‘You want to fuck.’

He cleared his throat. ‘I’m ok.’

He finished the coffee, the hotness burning his throat. He had to get out. He had to leave.

He put his cup down.

‘Let me read it.’

He handed it to her. It looked like two black lumps.

‘The hourglass.’

‘Is that good or bad?’

‘That depends.’

‘On what?’

She leaned in. ‘Maybe you can’t get it up.’

Suddenly he was looking at Hande waving a shotgun at him.

‘Sean told us, we can get a house.’

Christian felt completely alert. His breth peruse. ‘Sean’s broke.’

‘He said we can take your house.’

‘Why not take his?’

‘He said you can’t get it up.’

Christian leant back very slowly and unzipped his fly. His cock fell out. He will it hard with every fibre of his being.

‘I can get it up every time I like.’

‘Why you never joined us.’

‘Join me now then.’

‘How do I know Sean isn’t coming?’

The girls came from the back, eyes focused on his cock. He stood up awkwardly falling, as he pressed against the wall.

He grabbed the wall, pushing himself back across it as he squeezed up. He could hear his own breathing.

Panting he reached across to their chubby aunt and ripped open her blouse. He sucked on her titties, watching Hande still waving a shotgun at eye level at him.

He reached around feeling her long draping skirt, grabbing her big thighs. She laughed. He unhooked them and pushing her to the matress, pushed inside her.

Hande’s sister complained ‘No fair.’

Christian ignored her, seeing Hande motioning her to complain. He pushed inside the woman, feeling her fat pussy. It was harder to get it in, her fat waist pushing against his cock. He pushed in and grabbing her arms, started to press in and out of her. He pushed in and out, watching her gasp.

It took a short time and he came inside her. He gave her a half stroke.

Hande watched open mouthed, his big cock dangling covering in his cum and her aunts. He walked over to her slowly and taking the gun out of her hands, picked her up and put her over the counter. He hiked up her long black skirt and put her over the stand. He could feel the heat of the doner against him.

He pushed inside her, breaking her hymen. He could hear her groan. ‘Jesus, no wonder.’ He kept pumping, feeling her already slick. He picked up the shotgun and still inside her waved the butt around at her aunt who was just getting up and her sisters who were waiting excited at the same.

‘See I can wave a gun too.’

‘Christ, Christian, this is a new one.’

She turned around and saw his Aunt in front of him at the counter. His father was getting out of the car. He came and fired the shotgun up into the roof in one moment, ceiling tile falling down on top of them.  

‘Alright lad, this is a new one.’

He looked at his father, still deep inside Hande.

The legend of Kent Massive was in firm repute, at least for today.
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CHAPTER 12
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SLIP

‘If you want to make a music video, you need a song.’

Natalia exploded, punching Brian. ‘You fucking cunt, you promised.’

‘Hey don’t fucking look at me, it’s how it fucking works.’

‘Fuck off, you said you had a camera.’

‘You take the track and edit.\

‘Well film me rapping, take the audio and then edit it to that.’

Natalia looked at Brian. He looked like he hadn’t thought of it before.

‘Yeah, but I need to know how to do it.’

‘What.’

‘I need to know how to use the software.’

‘We’ll fucking learn as we go, come on.’

Natalia didn’t know why she needed to have a track, any track. Not the gleaming one in her head, not the perfect music video. She need something, something to put in front of them all so they’d stop asking.

‘Well, what’s in it for me?’

Brian sat back in his long, yellowish hair. Brian’s room was empty, he didn’t share with his sister. Natalia found nothing attractive about him. Not his fat girth, his chubby face or dead eyes.

‘You know, I’m not one of those right.’

He leaned forward a little desperate.

‘It’s not like that. I have to.’

‘Brian, you know girls still don’t want to go with dysp. It’s infectious’

‘What’s a dysp.’

‘A dysp is someone who can’t get it up.’

‘I can get it up.’

‘If you can get it up, you should get up and film the video.’

Natalia had the feeling Brian had spent all the money on the camera just so he could get laid.

‘Brian, where’d you get this from.’

‘I bought it.’

‘You reckon it’s nicked.’

‘It’s a Klausen. Should cost fifteen thousand.’

Natalia exhaled. The camera gleamed black in front of her.

She turned it over in her hands, feeling it’s smooth black skin and mass of knobs. ‘So definitely stolen then.’

‘Oh yeah. But I’m not Dreighton Manor, so stolen it is.’

She held the camera up, recording him.

‘So Brian, you’re telling me you’re a criminal.’

‘I’m a gangster.’

Natalia laughed but kept the eye piece pressed up against her.

She turned it on, keeping the eye piece on.

‘Take the eye piece off, you never know what footage will be useful.’

‘Hmm, but it won’t look good.’

‘Yeah, but maybe you can send it in to one of those back up groups’

‘I don’t want to be anybody’s back-up.’

‘I think you should be realistic.’

‘You just one of them types to lower us down to shag us.’

‘Hey, I wanted to record it properly.’

‘Just turn it on. Take the camera off.’

Brian waved to the camera. Natalia pulled a face.

She started rapping but Brian intercut ‘This is Make Some Money. Take 1’

She paused and started.

Make some money

Black eyes, running

Got no grip

They just got ripped

Make some money, honey

Burnt shoes

Got no grip

Got no grip

Got no grip

I ain’t about to fucking slip

Live under you

Work under you

Make some money

For fucks like you

I don’t need none of that

Rich boy crap

I’m out here Weccon

Hustling

Hustling

Hustling

All these bitches be

on their knees

suffering

suffering

suffering

Drinking down these big old Recons

Don’t need none of your sloppy seconds

I’m out here Weccon

Make some money

Don’t be trusting those pool bitches honey

We all out here making that money

Coz I’ve got jack shit

Not like you living with auntie

innit

I’m packing thirty bitches

In this here sardine can

Got no man

Need no man

Got my sister

But she aint

Making no christmas list

yeah

Make some money

Hoes be rich

Hoes be rich

Hoes be rich

Scratching that itch

But down here Weccon

You ain’t in my head yeah

You ain’t in my head yeah

You ain’t in my head yeah

Better off dead

That broke up North

I down here Weccon

Make some money

Natalia nearly stopped several times because Brian kept laughing. The words felt stupid clumsy, not the poetic put downs they were in her head. They listened then watched back the recordings.

‘It is meant to be funny isn’t it?’

‘Yeah kind of.’

Natalia felt a mixture of pride and stupidity. The video showed her rapping into the camera, Brian laughing off camera. Brian didn’t know how to get the video editing software, so she just took the video and put it on Trendsetter.

She got two hundred likes, and even if her sister basked in the reflected glow. The video gave the false impression there was some energetic young group of musicians which were all free styling, Natalia the star. Most of that was down to a base beat that was several houses down and Brian’s room mate wandering in and out of the room several times to see what they were doing.

Natalia sat basking in the glow of her likes the next week talking to Gemma. Gemma would go for any attention, showing everyone at work her sister’s rap.

‘What do I do now?’

‘Record an album. Obviously.’

‘I don’t have the money for that.’

‘What the fuck, just record it.’

‘But I need it done professionally.’

‘I dunno, you make things complicated. Just mention Kent Massive and they’ll let you in.’

She flicked on the television. The television showed ‘Jamaican gangs kill two in Canterbury.’

‘Might skip that one.’

‘Suit yourself. I dunno why you think you can mention ripping people but not being in a gang. I’m the one who’s been inside.’

‘You’re nuts.’

‘You should carry a knife. If you carried a knife the police would never stop you.’

Natalia sat back. Gemma’s white long blouse and tight brown leather skirt was over. It was Bavarian fashion week at Chantelle. Natalia was going to give her sister and complement but she heard a bump and a bunch of shouting in Polish and Urdu downstairs.

They looked at each other silently. Her sister broke the tension as they heard the yelling turn to sobs.

‘Record it.’ Gemma walked off downstairs singing ‘make some money, black eyes, running’ quietly to herself.
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CHAPTER 13
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DEATH AND BIRTHDAY

Christian walked to his mother’s house slowly checking every street. His father had assured him Sean wasn’t going to attack him, he’d sort it out with his father.

He stopped in an abandoned house, he knew well. An old schoolfriend used to live here. He felt Sean’s presence hanging over Canterbury, everyone sizing up sides.

Christian didn’t know when the fights stopped being fights, and the squabbles, squabbles. It was when money came about. Christian dressed in five hundred pound shoes because his fathen had money. He kept if because his brothen had education.

They’d moved out in dribs and drabs. You still saw some of the clingers. Old women with dead sons. Canterbury was full of them. Christian dreaded them, prime whingers who’d screw you out of money.

He bitterly counted his cash. A debit transaction had gotten a heavy fine stuck to it, and arguing with the woman at the bank hadn’t gone anywhere. His Dad was right, there was always a way to screw you.
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