“You’re stupid.”

“I’m sorry what did you whisper little girl?”

“You are stupid, thick dummy stupid.”

“Um, yes, well aren’t you a charming little creature. Here tell you what, you run along right now and I won’t kick your teeth till you shit calcium, okay.”

“And your penis is small as well. What sort of hero has a penis so small?”

“Right then it’s been lovely chatting with you, ye monster, but I’m sure you have somewhere else to be.” Move along.” Then I booted her straight in the pee hole.

“Auggy why are you kicking the fireplug?”

Startled, and with a sore toe I regarded my squire Richard. “I’m sorry what?” Richard was looking a touch haggard, droopy, saggy and in need of a shave. With my rumpled slept in cloths, ill cut hair and red rimmed eyes I’m sure we made a matched pair of unlikely heroes, but heroes we are, a knight and his squire questing to find the killers of our two friends. “Don’t worry about it I was just working something out in my head. Have you dispatched the pages?” what is a knight without a few pages, someone to put gas in the horse, vacuum the castle, do the shopping. Richard was a good man at organization and kept many a page on retainer for such needs, this left me time to think and plan for war.

“Yes Auggy they’re all been briefed and scavenging the city for info on the twins but really all we need is to speak with Carter he’ll know.”

“The wizard Carter? Does he owe us?”

“No the other way around. There’s the matter of the Water Street Hydra.”

A smile lit my face. “I remember well, such a good battle. We couldn’t get at it with sword for he would grow two more heads, such a victory it ended in when we rode him down with horses on the high road.” I had to chuckle at the satisfying bumb he soon corpse mad. “a good plan.”

“One that cost us a good car when you smeared the Capo over the undercarriage. Ah well, we could just give Carter what he wants and be done with it.”

“What was his price again?”

“Mike Bludowshi pegged his baby brother, kid doesn’t walk right now, think right either come to ponder on it. Carter wants Mike cut so he can’t peg anyone.”

“Oh yes the wizard wants us to stake the vampire of upper Hastings, should be no problem, what with my having a long sword again. Set a meeting, tell Carter we’ll met his price for details on the twins. This will be fun.” I clapped my hands three times for luck.

Bludowski, late of Kiev in the Ukraine had run a string of disposable twat in the area below the university mountain for two years, ever since Theo Visconti had stepped up to fill the upper ranks of the city’s depleted mob. How Theo got a hitter into the city without the old men noticing was urban legend. So many heads of the crews died. Bludowski was a sanguine in his confidence of lordship over the area. Sure there was competition, but he’d broken the back of that. Stepping out the ally door of his beer pub headquarters for a smoke he strutted. Pleasant memories of his rise to power filled him. Funny that Carter had called him. Just a chat the old canker sore had said, just a prelim to settling old debts, laying to rest the past, closing old wounds. Mike had taken gleeful pleasure in describing the rape to Carter’s bellowing phone voice. A bark of a laugh shot his cigarette to the ally floor. Funny that Carter would call to remind him. He straightened puffing with pride of his accomplishments. Warm feelings of pleasure blossomed through his groin. Trickling splashes of lust at the memories of the act of violation so intense it was tantamount to a kick to his own groin. No one would notice if he adjusted here. Fuck what did he care, come to think of it would the kid be willing for a second round? His hand strayed down to his trouser fronts fondling, then came away sopped in blood. Shocked bewilderment spread over him. The back of his head felt cold concrete. Someone was screaming his name. “Fuck.”

Two roofs over Richard uncovered his ears and retrieved his binoculars.  The gravel under the tarp was cold and poking at his stomach. “Nice shot Auggy. A bit unconventional way of castration but Carter won’t mind. Might approve.”

“Ay Richard it was a good hit, clean and swift. You can’t say I don’t remember how to wield a long sword.” Sure I let my voice ring smugly, it was a good hit, the wind was against my eyes.

“You’d best break the rifle down while I straighten up here. We’ll have pints at the local then see Carter when he’s ready.”

I nodded, “Done. A good night so far, a good night and you can’t say my penis is small.”

“What was that you whispered Auggy?”

“Nothing, nothing.”

