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the floor and stunk up the whole Paht'tstop me beating the Devil th Al e WP o O & S O O
like beef Bisto. | was thinking, fgt‘pm@bdlhlm but good. & ¢.''. ‘. ., P & & & & _o
I’'m in the shit now boys, whén Dae&h. What can | Say? _ U@ "~~“ ‘.'.."_‘ o o o _ O
announced. | got the stuff. Know what I'm sayinge. < v eoreree®e®a®e
‘You see, you can see for_}éoursef that e & d' ) & & @& & & & &
Satan here or Greg as we like to call him,’ Dad T O @ _* & . 0 & & & & oS
Pauseheaticaly and placed & endly hand 0020 %2 %¢ % %% %% %%

e, <@

‘has worn that suit right out, SoMGTo im &l L B giE L aC S e S S S o

about you boy. How %ou think you can beat
me to_Shit, being such a big man. Should be a )
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how tough you are. Just cause iyaun, dliiekt good, confident. No way this fool
swings doesn’t mean you're a rhare'was going to beat me in an arm-wrestle, |
‘Whatever,’ | said, picking up meamhateoame on, bltrzjgest muscle on him was his
heading for the tranquillity of m ohrsapple. | rolled up my sleeves and shot
In m)( room | masturbated g)%/ imjoahthe | eat nails and piss rust stare. |
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brought you here, to teach him laulgdson.” = .
That stopped me laughing but qunelomyhsuit | owned was a church suit, and
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Please visit www.litro.co.uk for more info and to get in touch with your questions, comments, submissions or suggestions LITRO is printed on 100% recycled paper



