The right case

Back story

Stanley ‘The Knife’, as he was known, was moving up in the league of criminals in the East End of London. He was now playing in the Premiership of crime. Now one of Neville Brannigan’s main fixers, he started to build up quite a stash from the ‘unofficial’ booty he was picking up on the jobs the boss was giving him. Like the laptop he pinched from the penthouse in Docklands. Stanley had delivered the boss the diamond earrings he was after. Who would give a shit about a laptop? As it happened the laptop had some sensitive stuff on it and Stanley had managed to sell it back to the owner for 20 big ones. 

Things were working out well of late and Stanley was regularly scamming a good £25k per month. To top it all he had delivered every job to the bosses full spec and was flavour of the month. 

His mind was occupied with how he could get his nest-egg out to his new villa in Spain and retire. He shouldn’t have worried. The boss knew about him skimming off the top and already had a retirement party planned for him and a number of other people.

Stanley talking to the boss

(Holding the receiver to his ear and looking out at the view Stan calls the boss)

We got a problem boss.……Yeah Grimey’s here, he’s just gone for a piss, he’ll be back soon. 

Anyways, that mark you wanted us to follow. That tall butch Russian bird? You know, the one with the tight arse and big tits. Bloody tart should model for Mrs Universe or something with a body like that. 

Yes, Olga Titsmangler or what ever her name is. Well Grimey was doing the night shift outside the Hilton last night, where she’s been fucking that politician bloke, Lord Archibald. Well she turned up at midnight again, but this time she’s got that briefcase you’ve been asking about. 

We knew it was the real one ‘cos she would not let the night porter carry it for her, so we guessed it must be important like. Also it don’t look like a normal briefcase, it’s was nearly twice the size of those Samsonite’s me ‘old girl’ sells on the market stall.

By the time I got there, the lights of room 317 were out. She must have finished giving Archie his just desserts…probably with a cherry on top! I could hear him snoring as I came out of the fire escape on to their landing.

(Now getting excited with his explanation)

Your plan only fucking worked! Grimey set off the smoke canister in the corridor and I smashed the fire alarm with my axe. It was bloody chaos. People screaming and running around like headless chickens, with bits of flesh flashing ‘ere and there. As much tits and arse as you could point a stick at. Anyway Olga and Archie didn’t stir. Guess they were shitting themselves, especially if the press were going to be there.

So Grimey knocking the fuckin’ door down with my axe and I go bursting in, bish bosh, with the full clobber on, shouting through the gas mask for them both to evacuate, as planned. 

Jesus is she some cool bitch, she was already dressed and was putting makeup on. She grabbed her coat and made to take the brief case with her. I had to wrench it out of her hand screaming no time to rescue anything, get out now. The look she gave me cut straight through all that chaos and fear, I thought she had rumbled us, but within seconds she was gone. You said she wasn’t important so we didn’t chase her. Our brief was the merchandise……which is why we got trouble now.

When I picked the case up I didn’t expect such a weight; it slipped from the big gloves I was wearing. Amazingly the case was not damaged, mainly because it was made of some sort of steel. Old Titmangler must have biceps of fuckin’ tungsten.

Getting away was a breeze; nobody was using the lifts, especially the service lift, so we was all clear within minutes.

Grimey didn’t jump any red lights or speed and we still made the Thistle hotel at Tower Bridge by 1 am. Nice room you booked for us boss, great view of the bridge and the tower of London. Anyway that how it is now…except we opened the case.

Normally its not my business, but I placed the case next to the tele and was getting a beer from the minibar, ready to settle down to a good skin flick, when the tele just fuckin’ exploded.  Which was pretty weird, but the really fucking weird thing was how that huge magnet from the back of a tele was sitting on the case, like the case had wrenched it out of the back of the tele.  

I wasn’t taken no more weird shit so I forced open the case. 

I think we got the wrong case boss, ‘cos inside is something Grimey thinks is called a dirty bomb….. whatever that is.

What do you reckon the boss……hello….hello…boss you there?

