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THE CRUCIFICTION OF BASTARD JESUS

By Peter Caffrey and Lindsay Crook


PART ONE

ZERO AD


1: GOD’S PURPLE HELMET

God stood, naked, before the mirror. Turning around slowly, he admired his handiwork, and he was pleased.

Behind him, the bedroom door opened, and the archangel Gabriel entered. Taking a look at his Lord and master, he suppressed a smirk.

‘What are you up to, boss?’

‘Look at my cock, Gabriel,’ God said with unconcealed pride. ‘It’s fucking magnificent. I’d go so far as to say it’s the best one I’ve ever made. I mean, have a gander at my helmet. It’s all purple and bulbous, and even the smallest bead of spunk makes the Jap’s eye sparkle like a sexy jewel. Bearing in mind the penis was a last-minute addition to my human males to make breeding a simpler task for them, and considering it uses a fairly basic design, I think I’ve finally got it right. I’ve added a few ridges here and a couple of bumps there, and when I consider the male human form, I do believe the cock might become something of a unique selling point.’

‘You’ve stuck with the flappy foreskin thing, I see,’ the archangel said.

‘Yes, I have,’ God replied. ‘I like it. I know a few men have complained about it, and they’re free to cut it off if they really want, but I think it will become a symbol for those who follow my brand of religion. Also, I reckon the ladies love the whole “serpent in a sleeping bag” vibe. If I make all schlongs like this from now on, the population of the world will keep on rising, and that means more believers for my church. You know what they say: you can’t have too many followers.’

God giggled, a mischievous chuckle as he waved his wang towards Gabriel.

‘I presume you’re keeping the rules about reproduction the same?’ the archangel asked, his eyebrows raised.

‘Yes, of course I am,’ God said as he turned in front of the mirror, letting his lengthy knob flop from side to side. ‘The plumbing is still the same, and the core design is still ideal for ejaculating spunk inside a vagina to make babies. However, the updated version increases sexual pleasure for the ladies. If they enjoy coitus, they’ll be more willing to breed, which means more customers for the church.’

‘So, it’s all good news?’ Gabriel asked.

God stopped admiring his reflection for a moment, his face creased in thought.

‘There is one slight risk to the new design. If the ladies tell their husbands how much fun it is having a cock inside them, there will be a few men who might try having one stuffed up their bum to see what all the fuss is about.’

‘I thought you were against bum-love,’ Gabriel muttered, a hint of confusion in his voice.

‘I am,’ God snapped. ‘I don’t advocate men fucking other men’s bums. The whole idea of sex is to breed more followers, which grows the business. That said, with this whole “free will” thing, there are bound to be some men who experiment, but even if they shoot their fuck-muck up each other, they won’t be able to make babies. Men are good at a lot of things, but passing a living meatball the size of their own head isn’t something they could cope with. Buggery will be possible, but it’ll be a sin.’

Gabriel nodded, and cheekily asked, ‘So why did you give yourself one of these cocks? You’re not thinking about riding the chocolate speedway yourself, are you?’

‘No,’ God replied, angry at the suggestion. ‘I’ve given myself a cock because I want to have a son, in human form.’

The archangel hesitated, digesting the news.

‘Why do you want a human son, boss?’ he asked.

‘I just want to see how people react,’ God replied. ‘I want to see if they’ll readily accept my teachings if they’re relayed by another human.’

‘Couldn’t you just fashion a figure out of clay and bring it to life?’

‘I could,’ God said, ‘but if a normal human woman has a child who professes to be the son of God, how would people react? I want to see what they do. I’ll let them reveal their true colours, and then I’ll pull a stunt to prove he’s the real deal.’

‘Like what?’ the angel asked.

‘I don’t know,’ God said with a shrug. ‘Maybe I’ll have him killed and then bring him back to life. It doesn’t matter right now. What I need you to do is find me two humans to be his earthly parents.’

‘Okay,’ Gabriel said, ‘but I was wondering…’

‘What?’ God asked, his patience being stretched.

‘Could I have one?’

‘A human son?’

The archangel shook his head.

‘No, boss; a cock.’

‘I’ll think about it,’ God said. ‘First, I need you to find me a devout couple, kind and generous, humble and dedicated to prayer … and she’s got to be a virgin. I don’t want any nasties biting my new cock.’

‘She won’t be a virgin for long,’ the angel sniggered.

‘Oh, she will be,’ God replied. ‘I’ll knock her up, then give her downstairs a little tickle and her hymen will be repaired. That’ll be a part of the mythology: the son of God born to a virgin. I want to see how far I can push the faith of my followers.’

‘So, you want me to find a devout virgin couple?’ Gabriel asked.

‘Yes … well, sort of. I want you to find me two couples.’

‘Why do you need two couples, boss?’

‘Call it insurance,’ God said, once more inspecting his reflection. ‘It pays to have a back-up plan, just in case anything goes wrong. I suppose you could call it a dry run.’

‘We could call it a dry hump, eh?’ the archangel said with a puerile grin. ‘Do you see what I did there?’

‘Do you think that’s funny?’ God barked, displeased with the lack of respect from Gabriel. ‘Well, this’ll make you fucking chuckle. Here’s the cock you wanted.’

Snapping his fingers, a smell of burning brimstone filled the room. Gabriel reached between his legs, his mouth falling open in shock.

‘It’s fucking tiny,’ the archangel howled.

‘You’re lucky it’s not septic,’ God snarled. ‘Now fuck off and find me my vessels.’

Gabriel slunk out of God’s bedchamber, his wings drooping as he skulked to his office. Seated at the desk, he searched through the hundreds of scrolls listing God’s subjects. It took all morning, but he found one suitable couple: a Joseph and Mary from Nazareth. They met God’s brief exactly: religious, humble, loving and kind. 

Satisfied with the choice, he continued his search for a second couple. Despite an unwavering devotion to the boss, he couldn’t shake the feeling of anger building in his guts. Saddling him with a tiny cock wasn’t funny. It wasn’t the sort of joke to pull on a valued colleague who’d been tasked with finding not one, but two ideal couples. 

Frustrated and bored, Gabriel resented the fruitless hours spent scouring the scrolls. Devout, holy couples were not as common as he’d thought they’d be. Was a second couple even necessary? If he selected any old pair of humans, would it really make a difference? All he needed was a virgin woman to carry God’s son. 

Spotting a couple on the parchment, he smiled to himself. Another Joseph and Mary. She was a virgin. They weren’t as devout as God’s requirements demanded, but did it really matter if they were only a back-up? Stupid and lazy, the couple were the antithesis of what God demanded, but after giving him a cock the size of a gnat-bite, he couldn’t complain if Gabriel cut a few corners.


2: AS CONCEPTIONS GO, IT’S IMMACULATE

Mary lay awake in bed, staring at the ceiling. The repetitive “whap, whap, whap” of Joseph knocking one out close by only added to her inability to sleep. 

‘Do you have to do that every night?’ she asked.

‘I wouldn’t have to if you didn’t insist on remaining a fucking virgin until we’re wed,’ Joseph grunted, before emitting a whimper as he shot as string of cum across her legs.

‘G’night, Mary,’ he muttered as he rolled over.

Huffing her annoyance, Mary closed her eyes and prayed for the morning to come. After breakfast, she planned to get outside and work on her tan. It was important she looked the part on their wedding day.

She’d vowed to remain a virgin until the wedding following demands from her father. He owned the hovel they lived in, so a rent-free life meant a sexless one … for now. Joseph played it fast and loose with the “no sex before marriage” rule, tugging himself off at every opportunity, but Mary was more interested in sun-bathing. Her skin was mahogany brown and leathery like a donkey’s scrotum, but her hymen remained intact, and that ensured she would receive a good dowry.

Joseph snored, sleeping like a man with a drained ballsack, but she couldn’t relax. The night air, usually cool, had become increasingly humid. A storm was approaching, and as the distant rumbles of thunder crept ever closer, Mary sneaked out of the bed. Waddling outside, she sat down and lifted her nightdress, flapping the hem to cool her sweaty gash, but the humid air became smothering as the storm drew closer. 

A flash of lightning split the darkness, and for a second Mary thought she saw a figure, an old man with a long white beard, sporting the biggest erection she’d ever seen. Her skin tingled, a raw electricity racing through her body. She tried to stand, but the wind pinned her to the seat.

The storm surrounded her trembling body, the thunder loud and angry, making every inch of her flesh vibrate. A whirlwind enclosed her, howling as it increased in speed. 

There was a blinding flash, a reverberating clatter of thunder, and a screaming sensation of ecstasy shot through Mary like a firework, sending ripples of excitement through her being. Everything tingled, from her groin right up to the top of her scalp and down to her podgy, dirty toes.

Then, as quickly as it had arrived, the storm passed, and as the night became still, the wind whispered her name.

The next morning, Mary awoke with a gurgling sensation in her stomach. Attempting to rise from the bed, dizziness made her head spin, vomit swirling in her guts. Leaning out of the stained sheets, she blew chunks of food and drink onto the floor. Carrots, corn, cheap red wine and stomach bile splashed over her best sandals. Sweat ran from her forehead in rivulets, plastering her hair to her face. Gasping for breath, she wondered what she’d eaten to bring on such illness.

Joseph didn’t notice her condition. He was too busy wanking.

Every morning, Mary would be sick, and afterwards all she wanted to do was rest and eat.

‘Joseph; I’m hungry,’ she shouted from her seat in the garden.

‘What do you want this time?’ Joseph yelled back, irritated by his future wife’s gluttony. In recent weeks, she’d piled on the pounds. She spent all day and night stuffing her face, only to throw it all up each morning.

Her eating habits were getting worse: bowls of gelatinous pigs’ trotters, cheese stuffed in pickled fish, mouldy fruit dotted with wood lice. On one occasion, he caught her eating the Sunday chicken without bothering to cook it first. She tore into the carcass like a wild animal, savouring the raw flesh and soggy skin.

As her belly became rounder, Joseph grew suspicious. Was Mary getting fat, or was there some other reason for her behaviour?

‘Mary, I think you need to see the healer,’ he declared one morning after watching her devour a dead pigeon she’d found by the side of the road.

‘Why?’ she asked, only stopping chewing to spit out the bones.

‘Look at the size of you.’

‘I’m big-boned,’ she muttered, struggling to get to her feet. ‘I don’t need to see a healer, Joseph. I just need food … and some new clothes. These old things are a little snug. They must have shrunk in the wash.’

Pushing her out of the door, Joseph marched towards the healer’s shack. Passing through the marketplace, Mary drooled.

‘That smells delicious,’ she grunted, her nose in the air like a bloodhound. Despite Joseph’s best efforts, she dragged him down a side alley until they reached a fire pit, where an old man emptied sacks into the flames, the contents sizzling and popping as they were engulfed by the fire.

‘What’s in the bags?’ Mary asked, her mouth watering.

‘These are what I scrape off the roads,’ the old man answered, shoving his hand into one of the sacks and pulling out several dead animals.

‘This was a fox. This one was a wildcat. This was a rat.’

The carcasses were mangled and mouldy, but the flames created a divine odour as the animal flesh and fat sizzled and fried.

‘It smells so good. Joseph, I want to eat it so bad,’ Mary pleaded.

Joseph wanted to argue, to slap her face and tell her to stop acting like a madwoman, but seeing the intensity in Mary’s eyes, he reluctantly picked up a stick and dragged a burning rat from the fire.

Mary pounced like a woman starved, tearing into the charred and blackened rodent. Ripping off its head, she crunched on the skull, humming in delight.

Fighting back his repulsion, Joseph led his wife-to-be towards the healer’s house.

As they entered, the doctor eyed Mary’s belly and flashed a wink at Joseph.

‘I think I know why you’re here,’ he said with a knowing smile. ‘Do you want me to rip it out before anyone finds out?’

‘I don’t know what you’re on about,’ Joseph muttered, ‘but something’s wrong with Mary.’

‘I can see that,’ the quack replied. ‘It’ll cost you three shekels to have it removed, four if she wants to be pissed off her face—I mean anaesthetised—when I do it.’

 ‘Do you know what’s wrong with her.’ Joseph asked.

‘It’s pretty obvious Mary is pregnant.’

‘Do you mean she’s cheated on me?’ Joseph asked, his face twisting into a scowl.

The healer hesitated, before gently placing his hands on Mary’s belly. Moving them around, he prodded and squeezed, his head nodding as he examined her bump. 

‘Yep,’ he said as he stood. ‘Definitely pregnant.’

‘I beg your fucking pardon,’ Mary snapped. ‘I don’t think so. I’m pure as the driven snow. Untouched down below by any man; well, certainly at the front. I’m a virgin.’

Joseph nodded to emphasise Mary’s claim as he glared at the healer.

‘There's a test I can do,’ the man replied. Walking to a stone table, he used his sleeve to wipe away smears of blood, shit and yellow clunge-gunge, before saying, ‘Hop up onto the slab, Mary, and spread your legs for me.’

Mary assumed the position, and the healer spat on his fingers, making sure they were coated with saliva, before sliding them into her cunt. Rummaging around, he wiggled his digits to and fro until he tapped something which made her yelp. Pulling his fingers free, he gave them a sniff.

‘She feels like a virgin,’ he said. ‘Smells like one too.’

He wafted his hand under Joseph’s nose to prove his point.

‘If she’s intact down below, what’s wrong with her?’ Joseph asked.

‘Maybe she’s just a greedy fucker,’ the healer suggested. ‘I’d advise laying off the carbs for a while, and maybe she could get some exercise.’

As they headed for home, Mary asked, ‘What's for dinner? I’m fucking starving.’


3: THE TRUTH ABOUT DINOSAURS

Gabriel sat in heaven’s staff room. Next to him, Sariel was eating his lunch. As he picked a chicken drumstick clean, Gabriel grinned.

‘I’ve got an idea, Sarry. Why don’t you make that bone fifty times bigger and bury it somewhere in the mountains.’

‘Why?’ Sariel asked, wiping the grease from his mouth.

‘At some point in the future, a sciency smart arse will dig it up, and he’ll come up with a theory the earth used to be populated by gigantic, monstrous beasts,’ Gabriel said. ‘Trust me, these humans will want nothing more than to explain how the earth came to be, rather than trusting the existence of God. Plus, kids will love it.’

‘Okay,’ Sariel said with a smile. ‘It’ll be a bit of a laugh.’

As he held the bone, watching it grow, another angel poked his head around the door.

‘Look lively, lads. The boss is coming.’

As the two archangels sat up and brushed the crumbs from the table, God strode in.

‘Gabriel, I’ve been looking for you,’ he snapped, before spotting the huge bone.

‘What the fuck is that?’

‘Nothing, boss. Was it anything urgent?’

‘Was what anything urgent?’ God asked, still staring at the bone.

‘You said you were looking for me.’

‘Oh yes,’ God muttered. ‘You know that business you were handling, with the two devout couples?’ 

‘Yep.’

‘Well, I’m pleased to say everything has gone according to plan with the first pair, so I want you to go and see our back-up couple and, well, deal with things.’

‘Deal with things?’ Gabriel said, unsure of what the boss meant. ‘Deal with things how?’

‘Simple,’ God said. ‘I don’t need two sons, so I want you to visit the second couple and terminate the pregnancy.’

‘Terminate it? Are you sure? I thought that was against one of the core tenets of the faith.’

‘Don’t question me,’ God barked. ‘I pay you to do my bidding, not to think. I am in charge and what I say goes. Terminate the fucker, or else.’

‘Well, you always told me the non-negotiable part of the catechism was—’

‘Are you deaf?’ God snapped. ‘Terminate it, and make sure you do it today. I only need one son to fulfil my plan. Having a second one with that odd couple will only confuse the matter. Speaking of which, what possessed you to pick such a pair of losers?’

Gabriel shrugged and muttered, ‘She was a virgin, and they’re not easy to find.’

Turning to leave, God was once more confronted by the bone.

‘You’re not planning on messing around with my humans, are you?’ he asked.

‘Perish the thought, boss,’ Gabriel said, feigning innocence. 

Once God had left, Gabriel sighed and stood.

‘I always get the dirty jobs,’ he muttered to Sariel. ‘Off I go to clean up another one of his messes.’


4: OH LITTLE TOWN OF BETHLEHEM

In a shitty back-street in Nazareth, Gabriel peered through the window of a squalid shack. Mary sat on the floor, a plate of roasted rats perched on her swollen belly. Sucking the meat from the bones, she shifted her big arse and emitted a monstrous fart before sniffing the air, her face wrinkling in disgust as the foetid odour of arse-gas assaulted her nostrils.

The second-string Mary and Joseph were scum, the lowest of the low. Even so, the fact God wanted her pregnancy terminated didn’t sit well with Gabriel. According to God’s word, life was supposed to be the most sacred thing.

Unable to act, Gabriel froze, the thoughts racing in his head. What if he didn’t terminate the pregnancy? Could he allow the second son of God to live without the big man finding out what he’d done?

Refusing to follow God’s orders carried a risk. If the boss flipped out, Gabriel might be demoted, or given a boring job developing diseases for old people. He might even be cast from heaven, like Lucifer was when he argued with God over the chicken or egg thing. 

As he battled his indecision, Mary glanced up and saw him looking in the window.

‘Oi, you nonce! Piss off or I’ll call Joseph. He’ll punch your fucking lights out.’

‘Fear not,’ Gabriel stammered, surprised by Mary’s outburst. ‘I am an angel of the Lord.’

‘You’re a bloody perv,’ she shouted, ‘peeping in windows at young women having their breakfast.’

‘You are with child,’ Gabriel continued.

‘Fuck off,’ she snarled. ‘I might be carrying a few extra pounds, but that’s all. I most certainly am not with child. I’ll have you know I’m still a virgin.’

‘You are with child,’ Gabriel hissed. ‘It’s the son of God, but you must tell no one, not even Joseph.’

‘First you peep through my window like a perv,’ Mary screeched, ‘and now you’re trying to fat-shame me. You’re a fucking weirdo, mate.’

‘You’re the bloody weirdo,’ Gabriel spat. ‘You’re too stupid to realise you’re up the duff, and you’re eating rats. Anyway, time is critical so shut up and trust me on this. When you get to Bethlehem, you’ll give birth to a boy child. He’s the son of God, so you must take great care of him. Don’t drop him on his fucking head.’

‘I’m not going to Bethlehem,’ Mary sneered.

‘Yes, you are,’ Gabriel insisted. ‘You just don’t know it yet.’

‘I am not going to Bethlehem, and I am not with child, and even if I was it wouldn’t be the son of God. Now, fuck off before I come out there and kick you in the bollocks.’

Mary struggled to her feet, her enormous belly making moving a challenge. Glancing at the window, the weirdo was gone. Instead, Joseph’s idiot-face looked in.

‘Who’re you talking to?’ he asked.

‘No one,’ Mary muttered, letting out another growling fart.

‘Have you heard the news?’ Joseph said nonchalantly as he took off his cloak.

Mary shook her head.

‘We need to pack our things and get on the road,’ he muttered. ‘Herod’s passed a decree.’

‘Where are we going?’ she asked, picking another rat off the fire.

‘Bethlehem.’

For a moment, Mary stood, stunned by his answer. The weirdo had told her she’d be going to Bethlehem, and now, out of the blue, she was.

Taking a large bite out of the rat, she smiled at Joseph as she chewed. Once she’d swallowed down the meat, she put on her seductive voice to win his favour.

‘Joe-Joe, sweetheart, darling, there’s something I need to tell you.’


5: AWAY IN A SHITHOUSE

‘I’m hot and my feet hurt,’ Mary moaned, wiping sweat from her forehead.

‘I know, you’ve mentioned it a thousand times,’ Joseph snapped sulkily. ‘Maybe you should have thought about it when you let God fuck you.’

They’d been on the road to Bethlehem for several days. The heat was stifling, and Mary hadn't quit moaning since they left Nazareth.

If it wasn’t the pain in her feet, she was hungry, or too hot, or needed a rest. It went on and on and on, drilling into Joseph’s brain, driving him mad. On the few occasions she wasn’t complaining, his mind was filled with dark thoughts about God screwing her. God had fucked his wife-to-be. God. How could he compete with that?

After her incessant moaning about how hungry she was, Joseph called a halt and built a fire. Roasting a dead fox he found on the side of the road, he watched Mary crouch in the long grass, her dress hiked up as she pissed.

‘Oh, fuck it,’ she snapped. ‘I’ve whizzed all over my feet. Joseph, help me, I can't get back up.’

Cursing his life, Joseph helped her to settle in front of the fire before serving up the manky fox meat. 

After devouring the meal, Mary groaned and moaned, rubbing her swollen belly, complaining about gut-ache. Her discomfort wasn’t relieved by belching and farting, even when emitting toxic gases which made her eyes water.

‘I don’t feel well,’ she said, her face twisted in pain.

‘Probably something you ate,’ Joseph said sarcastically, rolling his eyes. ‘Shut up and go to sleep. If we make an early start, we’ll be in Bethlehem before nightfall.’

The next morning, sweat poured off Mary’s red face as she struggled to walk. In desperation, Joseph stole a mangy donkey from outside a mud hovel. He doubted the owners would care; the beast was only a few days from death. 

Heaving Mary onto the poor beast, which gave a pained honk as it took her weight, he led them into town.

Mary was blowing hard, hugging her belly and groaning.

‘I need a fucking good shit,’ she whined. ‘Either that or the baby’s on its way.’

‘I’ll find us an inn for the night,’ Joseph said. ‘You wait here.’

‘Like I can go anywhere, you daft twat,’ Mary moaned, before emitting another shriek of pain.

Joseph hurried from inn to inn, but none had rooms available. Arriving at the last one in town, a run-down shithole, he received the same news.

‘Don’t you have anything?’ he pleaded. ‘My wife is with child.’

‘Another one?’ the innkeeper muttered.

‘No,’ Joseph said. ‘It’s our first child.’

The innkeeper shook his head.

‘You misunderstand me, matey boy. I mean another pregnant woman. I’ve just had a couple looking for a room, and she’s up the duff too. I had to stick them in the stable.’

Joseph perked up.

‘Do you have another stable, or a shed?’ he asked.

The innkeeper shook his head.

‘No, but there’s the outside shithouse.’

Mary had been waiting around ten minutes when she spotted Joseph returning, a worried frown on his face.

‘I’ve found us somewhere to stay, Mary, but I don’t think you’re going to like it,’ he mumbled, scratching the back of his head.

‘I don’t care where it is,’ she replied. ‘Help me up and let’s go. I just want to rest.’

Pulling Mary to her feet, a rush of warm liquid ran down her legs and splattered the ground.

‘Did you just piss yourself?’ Joseph asked, looking disgusted.

Mary simply grunted and waddled along as Joseph led her to the old inn.

‘It’s a right dump,’ she whined, but her face fell even further as they walked around the back of the building and she saw the stable.

‘I’m not sleeping in a fucking stable,’ she howled.

‘No, you’re not,’ Joseph muttered, pointing to the shithouse.

The tiny cubicle stank of stale piss and decomposing turds. Mouldy hay littered the floor, and someone had drawn a cock and balls on the wall with their finger, the artwork composed of a series of shit streaks. The place smelled of mildew and death. In the corner lay a bloated dead cat, flies buzzing around it.

‘I am not staying here,’ Mary snarled. ‘Are you taking the piss?’ 

Her tirade was cut short as she dropped to her knees, clutching her belly as a crippling pain coursed through her body.

Sweating and breathing heavily, Mary could do nothing but accept her fate. Her bulging belly rippled and rolled under her dress. As the pain increased, she struggled to roll over and get on all fours. 

Grunting like a pig, she howled, ‘Get this dress off me, Joseph. I’m boiling hot.’

Joseph helped her out of her clothes, and with her flabby arse in the air, she rocked back and forth, squealing and grunting. Letting out a monstrous fart, Mary filled the cubicle with a stench which made Joseph’s eyes burn and his mouth taste of pig turd.

With the contractions intensifying, she screamed, ‘Hold my hand, you useless cunt.’

Joseph did as he was told, and Mary almost broke his fingers as she pushed harder than the time she ate too many boiled eggs and got bunged up. Screaming and baring down, Mary let out an almighty roar. Her face turned purple, her eyes bulging as if they were about to pop out of her skull. 

Joseph glanced between Mary’s thighs. A gloopy wiggling mass of ugliness fought its way out of her wide-open, sticky, blood smeared gash.

‘It’s bloody horrendous,’ he jabbered.

The slimy thing kept coming, until with a slop, it dropped and hit the floor. A massive blob of crimson gunk-jelly dribbled from Mary’s gaping twat, following the deformed creature she’d birthed.

‘It looks like fucking roadkill,’ Joseph howled, before passing out.


6: THE ANGEL OF THE LORD

Mary lay in the filthy turd-dotted straw, sweat beading on her face. In her arms she held the baby. It was, she noted, the most horrifically ugly baby she’d ever seen. It looked wrong, deformed, the sort of thing most people would leave out on a hillside for the wolves to eat.

Joseph re-entered the cubicle, wiping puke from the edges of his mouth.

‘Sorry about that,’ he whispered, his paleness a sign of how much he’d vomited. ‘And Mary, there’s someone here to see you; some bloke with wings.’

‘Like a sanitary towel?’ Mary asked.

Before Joseph could reply, the tiny toilet was filled with bright white light.

‘It’s him,’ Mary screeched, pointing at Gabriel. ‘It’s that nonce who told me I’d come to Bethlehem and give birth to the son of God.’

‘I’m not a fucking nonce,’ Gabriel snapped. ‘I’m an angel of the Lord, here with an important message.’

‘What is it this time?’ Joseph asked with aggression. ‘Does God want to plough her up the shit pipe too?’

Ignoring his outburst, Gabriel spoke to Mary.

‘Your child is the son of God. However, due to an administrative issue, you can’t tell anyone about it. You must bring up the boy as if he’s your own, and never let anyone know who his true father is.’

Mary thought for a moment, before shaking her head.

‘No deal,’ she said. ‘I’ve been thinking. This whole son of God thing could be a bit of an earner. We’d be silly not to exploit it, wouldn’t we? I mean, it’s not like there’ll be another son of God in this part of the world, is it?’

Outside, coming from the stable of the inn, another baby cried, its voice serene and blessed as wise men from the East mingled with shepherds, all celebrating the birth. Inside the toilet cubicle, Mary’s new born infant joined in, its howling similar to a dog having its testicles removed with red hot pincers.

‘Listen to me,’ Gabriel said sternly. ‘You have to keep it quiet, or I’ll be in the shit with God.’

‘What’s it worth?’ Joseph asked.

‘Name your price,’ Gabriel said.

‘Twenty pieces of silver,’ Joseph replied without hesitation.

‘Deal.’ 

Gabriel held out his hand, ready to shake on the proposition.

‘Wait,’ Mary screeched. ‘He agreed too quickly. He must be desperate. What about fifty pieces of silver?’

‘Okay,’ Gabriel replied.

‘One hundred pieces of silver,’ Joseph interjected. ‘One hundred, that’s the price.’

‘Are you sure?’ Gabriel asked.

Joseph looked at Mary, who nodded her agreement.

‘One hundred pieces of silver,’ Joseph announced, holding out his hand.

Gabriel shook it.

As the archangel counted out the coins, he said, ‘I’m surprised you didn’t want more.’

‘We couldn’t have asked for more,’ Joseph said smugly. ‘One hundred is the highest number.’

‘No, it’s not,’ Gabriel said with a grin. ‘Two hundred, five hundred, one thousand, one hundred thousand, you could have gone on forever.’

‘In that case—’

Gabriel held up his hand, silencing any further negotiations.

‘God’s insistent on you lot having free will, and I support that approach. In this instance, by your own free will, you made a deal. That’s the end of it. To make sure you don’t renege on our agreement, you won’t remember any of this once I’ve gone. You won’t remember he’s the son of God. You won’t remember me. You won’t remember this deal. All you’ll know is you have a son, and one hundred silver pieces. Oh, and you’ll also remember his name is Jesus.’

‘I wanted to call him Colin,’ Mary said moodily.

‘His name is Jesus,’ Gabriel repeated.

Then the archangel knelt and looked at the infant for the first time. A pulse of shock passed through him as he saw the deformed baby, its mutant face twisted in a strange grimace.

‘What the fuck have you done to him?’ he asked, anger evident in his tone.

‘Nothing,’ Joseph protested. ‘He came out like that, honestly.’

‘It looks like you’ve hit him in the face with a fucking frying pan,’ Gabriel muttered.

‘What’s a frying pan?’ Mary asked, but there was no answer. 

The angel had vanished.


PART TWO

NINE AD


7: TEN YEARS AFTER (A PASSAGE OF TIME; NOT THE SHIT HIPPY BAND)

‘For fuck’s sake, Mary, can you put some damn clothes on the boy?’ Joseph shouted from the living room. ‘He’s pissing all over the place again, and it won’t be long before he starts jacking off. I don’t know why he’s always doing something with his cock.’

‘I wonder where he gets that from?’ Mary muttered as she sat on the doorstep, puffing on her pipe.

Bastard Jesus ran from room to room, bollock naked with his pecker in his hand, letting loose spurts of golden piss. It sprayed up the walls and across the floors, while he laughed like a maniac.

‘Weeeee!’ he screamed, before splashing his bare feet in the puddles of his own making. Once he’d fully drained his bladder of piss, he started to furiously pull on his prick, his face contorted in concentration.

Mary glanced back into the house and sneered at her son, before struggling up from the doorstep.

‘Come here, you little shit,’ she growled, attempting to grab the boy, but Bastard Jesus darted out of her reach, like an escaped chicken intent on enjoying its freedom rather than returning to the coop.

Joseph grumpily joined in the effort, cornering Jesus, but as he closed in, the boy let go yet another stream of steaming urine, spraying his father with piss.

‘This is all your fault, Joe,’ Mary snapped. ‘You can’t use the toilet bucket without making a mess on the floor. What chance does your retard son have?’

‘He’s your retard son too,’ Joseph hissed, wiping the stinging liquid from his eyes. ‘In fact, I’d say your side of the family are all wrong’uns.’ 

Dropping to her knees, Mary mopped up the puddles of piss with one of her old dresses. She didn’t need nice clothes anymore. No one invited them anywhere on account of Bastard Jesus. People didn’t like his erratic behaviour, his inability to speak properly, or his deformed looks. Many argued he should have been exposed at birth, left on the hillside to be eaten by wolves. Mary agreed, and wasn’t sure why they hadn’t done just that, but the circumstances surrounding the birth of the boy were still a bit hazy. Joseph couldn’t remember much about it either, but he was probably pissed off his head.

As the sun set, Mary helped her son into his pyjamas. Getting the bottoms on was a struggle, as his fist was almost welded to his penis, gripping his little winkle tightly. The top presented a different challenge, the neck hole being way too small for his massive, mutated dome-head. 

Bastard Jesus whined in discomfort as she dragged it over his protruding ears.

‘Shut up you little shit,’ she barked. ‘You need to be on your best behaviour tomorrow for your party. Any misbehaviour and I’ll send your friends home. Do you hear me?’

Jesus nodded, an imbecilic grin on his face.

‘Now, go to bed, and I don’t want to hear another sound out of you,’ she grumbled.

‘Me is gonna be this many years old,’ the boy said, holding up all ten fingers and giving them a wiggle.

Mary rolled her eyes.

‘I need a fucking drink,’ she muttered, stomping off into the living room.


8: PARTING THE WATERS

The table was laid out with food for Bastard Jesus’ birthday party. Sticky dates, baklava, roasted chicken legs and bowls of golden rice were interspersed with fresh fruits, spicy sausages, and whatever they called vol-au-vents before the term vol-au-vent was invented.

The room was decorated too, the ceiling festooned with brightly coloured strips of fabric. Hanging on the wall was a multi-coloured banner declaring Jesus should have a happy birthday. 

Wiping sweat from her brow, Mary looked at her handywork and smiled. She needed a bath before the guests arrived, and so did the boy.

‘Jesus?’ Mary hollered. ‘Jesus, it’s bath time, where are you?’

Outside, hearing his mother’s calls, the boy giggled and slapped a hand over his mouth. Sitting in the long grass behind the house, he continued to play with a dead, bloated rat. Its eyes were grey and rimmed with red, bulging from its withered face. Tiny white maggots wriggled under its mottled, translucent skin. The boy danced the deceased animal across the grass, humming a made-up tune as his new friend weaved in time to the music.

Emerging from the back door, Mary scanned the waste ground before spotting his bulbous head.

‘Boy, get in here, now!’ she screamed.

Rolling his crossed eyes in his oversized head, Bastard Jesus stood and dropped the dead rodent to the ground. As it landed with a plop, it emitted a squeak. Glancing down, he saw two black, beady eyes staring back at him, full of life. The rat tilted its head to one side, as if thanking Jesus for the game, before scurrying away. With a smile cracking his face, he limp-ran back to the house.

Mary stripped Bastard Jesus naked, before filling the tub with water. As she carried the buckets in, he sat in the dirt, masturbating as he watched her toil. Mary thought about how his behaviour wasn’t normal. None of the other kids played with themselves all the time. In fact, none of the other kids acted or looked like Jesus. Joseph would hit him when he wanked, but Mary opted to ignore it. At least it kept him quiet.

With the bath filled, Mary told Jesus to get in, but he refused.

‘Do I have to make you?’ she asked sternly.

He didn’t reply, instead massaging his not inconsiderably sized penis.

With a scowl, she lifted him up, but he struggled, tucking his legs beneath him so she couldn’t get him into the water.

‘No bath,’ he screamed as he fought against her. ‘No bath, no bath, no, no, no!’

Kicking his legs and flapping his arms, he caught Mary in the face with his elbow.

‘Right, you little cunt,’ she shouted. ‘In you fucking go.’

Mary threw the boy in the tub, not bothering if the impact hurt him. However, as he fell, the water parted, leaving him in the middle of the bath, but dry.

‘What the fuck?’ Mary exclaimed, shocked at the situation. Blinking a few times in case she was dreaming or taken with a fever, she looked again. Bastard Jesus grinned back at her, naked and very dry.

Then he smiled and, raising his arms, shouted, ‘Whoosh.’

As he did, the water came rushing back from both sides, covering his body.

Mary stumbled out into the living room and poured herself a very large goblet of wine.


9: AIN’T NO PARTY LIKE A BJ PARTY

‘Oh Mary, what a lovely spread you’ve put on,’ one of the neighbours said while chewing on a chicken leg.

Mary smiled, enjoying the compliment. Usually, the locals avoided her and Joseph. She did think they looked down on her family. Joseph was just a carpenter, and she was … well, she was a lazy cow. They’d only been able to move to a nicer part of town after Jesus was born. They’d come into some money. The exact details of how they ended up with one hundred silver pieces were a bit hazy, but the money allowed them to move to a better location. Since then, the rest of their windfall had been squandered, and she knew they were the only poor family in the area.

At times, she wondered if the others on their street avoided her because of Jesus. There was no doubting he was different. She hadn’t dropped him on his head, not that she could remember, and it wasn’t just his utter stupidity which marked him out as a wrong’un. He looked different too.

As the party got going, children ran in and out of the house, playing and frolicking on the waste ground outside. Despite being the guest of honour, all of them ignored Bastard Jesus. They didn’t want to play with the birthday boy, so he sat alone, making up his own games, playing with tiny figures he’d sculpted out of dog shit.

Some of the boys grouped together in a gang and approached him, calling him names.

‘Look at his googly eyes and big swollen head,’ one mocked, pointing at him.

‘Yeah, and he sounds weird as well,’ another laughed. ‘He talks like a baby.’

‘Big head, big head, dirty fucking big head,’ the boys sang.

‘Run away from the monster,’ one screamed, and they all ran away, jeering, leaving Jesus alone to play in the dirt.

Joseph watched on with mixed feelings. He was ashamed of his son. He didn’t want to be the father of a freak, but despite that, Bastard Jesus was his kin. He didn’t like the others picking on him, especially not on his birthday. Taking pity on the boy, he called Jesus over to join him and the other men at the fire pit.

A whole hog roasted on the flames, ready for the evening’s celebration. The pig’s skin was golden brown and crackled in the heat. The hog's head wore a macabre grin where the skin had shrunk back to reveal its teeth, and its eyes were deep, dark holes. Rotating on a spit, the beast dripped fat into the flames, the smell of charred meat and smoke making the men folk moan in pleasure.

‘It's a thing of beauty, isn't it, Jesus?’ Joseph said, slapping his little boy on the back.

The men had been talking when Jesus first arrived, but they lapsed into silence when he arrived.

‘Carry on chatting,’ Joseph said. ‘He’s a bloody halfwit; he won’t understand.’

The men resumed their banter, mainly joking about fucking: fucking their wives, fucking women who weren’t their wives, Paul fucking farmer John’s daughter, farmer John fucking his goats. They also mentioned pussy a lot. Fucking pussy was a subject dear to all their hearts. Bastard Jesus didn’t understand what fucking was, but as he watched the pig on the spit go round and round over the glowing flames, he vowed to one day find out and do some fucking himself. He’d fuck some pussy, and then he’d be a man. 

The sun sank behind the mountains, and the men carried the roasted hog to the table. A shiny red apple was shoved into its mouth, its empty eyes gazing on the people standing around and salivating over the feast. Bastard Jesus pushed through the diners and, wiping his snotty nose with his finger, reached up to touch the pig. Mary slapped his hand away.

‘Don’t touch the food; it’s for the adults,’ she snapped, throwing him a filthy look. He ducked under her arm and reached out again, his little fingers stretching to touch the hog.

‘Oh no you don’t,’ Joseph said, grabbing him as the other men set about carving and serving the meat.

It was nearly midnight when the last of the guests left. As they disappeared into the darkness, Mary slammed the door.

‘Thank fuck they’ve gone,’ she said. ‘They’re all up themselves, and the fake smiling has made my face ache.’

‘Look on the bright side,’ Joseph muttered. ‘There’s enough food and wine left for tomorrow, so we can have a proper feast again without you needing to do any cooking.’


10: DON’T PLAY WITH YOUR FOOD

Mary, Joseph and Bastard Jesus sat at the table, working through a meal of leftovers from the party. Jesus picked at bits of pork from the remains of the hog carcass, his fingers and face smeared with pig fat. Poking his finger into the snout, he pulled out lumps of clear gelatinous ooze.

‘Pig bogies,’ he shouted, giggling.

‘Stop playing with your food,’ Mary snapped. ‘And don’t go sticking your fingers into the brain. You know your father likes to eat that.’

Taking the warning as a challenge, Bastard Jesus stuck his finger up his own nostril, then pulled it free and licked it, before sticking it through the hog’s eye socket and wiping it on the grey brain meat.

‘Look at him, Joseph,’ Mary said despondently. ‘Why the fuck is he like this? There must be bad blood in your family somewhere.’

‘Maybe he’s just a slow learner,’ Joseph suggested, watching on as his son piled a plate high with mashed potato before smashing his own face into it.

‘Do you think he’ll ever be normal?’ Mary asked, pouring another glass of wine.

‘Piggy oink, piggy oink,’ Jesus sang, before slapping the roasted animal’s rump.

As he did, the half-eaten hog rose on its trotters in the middle of the table, the apple falling from its maw as it let out a horrendous squeal. The pig's empty eye sockets glowed as it turned its head towards Mary, who simultaneously screamed and pissed her pants. Leaping from her chair, she ran out of the door, into the street, the hog giving chase while Jesus giggled and clapped and sang his song.

‘Piggy oink, piggy oink, piggy oink.’

Joseph leapt up and ran outside to help. Mary dashed around in circles, screaming bloody murder as the hog chased after her, its skeletal jawbone snapping at her backside.

‘Make it fucking stop, Joseph,’ she screamed.

Grabbing his wife, he dragged her back into the house, slamming the door shut. As the two stood trembling with fear, they could hear the beast outside, grunting.

‘I need a fucking drink,’ Mary said, sobbing.

‘Me too,’ Joseph concurred, staggering to the table. Bastard Jesus sat there, grinning, clutching the jug of wine.

‘Oh no you don’t,’ Joseph said, taking the jug from him before pouring out two goblets, filling them to the brim.

‘Sippy sip, drinky drink,’ Jesus sang as his parents took large mouthfuls of the wine, before both spat it out.

‘Who put water in my fucking wine?’ Joseph shouted. ‘Mary, you fat slag, did you do this?’

‘Mine’s water too,’ she snapped. ‘What the fuck?’

Joseph grabbed another jar and pulled off the lid. Taking a swig, he immediately spat it out.

‘It’s water,’ he shouted in rage. ‘All the wine is fucking water. I’ll murder that thieving cunt at the off-licence.’

‘Sippy sip, drinky drink,’ Bastard Jesus sang as he watched his parents struggle to understand what the fuck was going on.


11: A MAGICAL CURE?

Mary threw the debris from the birthday party onto the trash heap, but an old man watching her like a hawk stole her attention. Thick dust encrusted his robe, straggly and uncombed hair and a matted beard accentuating his weather-beaten face. Red rings around his eyes indicated he’d recently enjoyed a night of over-indulgence.

Trying to evade any conversation, she hurried back towards the house, but he had a spring in his step and was next to her before she reached the door.

‘Good morning, Missus,’ he said, his smile revealing a mere three stained teeth in his mouth.

‘Whatever you’re selling, I don’t want any,’ Mary hissed.

‘Oh, go on, Missus,’ the man said with fake jollity. ‘This could well be your lucky day. Right here in my bag I may well have the answer to all your prayers.’

‘I doubt it,’ Mary hissed. ‘Even if you do, there’s no point in wasting your time because I haven’t got any money.’

The man tutted as he danced around Mary, preventing her from reaching her front door.

‘Don’t be telling me you’ve no money,’ he said with a wink. ‘I’ve just watched you discarding the detritus of a grand party, and you’re heading back into your palatial home. No one lives in this part of town if they have no money.’

‘We had some money,’ Mary muttered, ‘but we lost it all. Now, I’m busy, so fuck off.’

‘But what I have here is something magical. It’ll cure all ills. It’ll right all wrongs. I’ll be truthful with you; those fellows at the temple are after my blood because, unlike their false gods, this actually works.’

Mary hesitated for a moment as she spotted Bastard Jesus. He was rolling in the mud, punching himself in the face while humming a repetitive tune. If only there was something which would make him act like a normal child. Still, it didn’t matter, because Joseph had taken the last of her housekeeping to buy even more wine, but despite his best efforts, it had—like the booze they’d bought for the party—turned out to be nothing but water.

‘I said fuck off,’ Mary hissed, but the man kept hopping from foot to foot, laughing.

‘You were thinking about it, weren’t you?’ he said. ‘I reckon you’ve a few shekels salted away somewhere, and you want nothing more than to buy a bottle of my miracle cure—’

‘Are you fucking deaf?’ Mary interjected. ‘Piss off or I’ll get my husband, and he’ll loosen your teeth for you.’

The man held up his hands in a placatory gesture and backed away a few steps, before spotting Bastard Jesus, who was now wiping animal shit on his face while laughing.

‘What’s the story with the boy?’ he asked with seriousness, his previous jovial manner forgotten.

‘Mind your own business,’ Mary spat.

‘You didn’t think about leaving him out on the hillside, you know, for the wolves to eat?’

‘It’s a bit late for that now,’ Mary snapped.

The door to the house opened and Joseph stood there in his loin cloth, scratching his backside.

‘What’s all the noise about?’ he asked with anger. ‘Some of us are trying to get some fucking sleep.’

‘It’s this cunt,’ Mary replied, nodding at the stranger. ‘He was asking about Jesus.’

‘What about him?’ Joseph said, ready for a confrontation.

‘I just asked what was wrong with him,’ the man said.

‘There’s nothing wrong with him,’ Joseph replied curtly. ‘He’s fine. He’s just a bit … special.’

‘Oh, he’s special alright,’ the man muttered. ‘Very special.’

‘Ignore him,’ Mary said to Joseph. ‘He’s trying to sell a magical cure. It’s probably nothing more than donkey spunk and camel piss. It won’t do anything for Jesus, plus I’ve already told him we’ve got no money.’

‘That’s true,’ Joseph said. ‘We haven’t got a pot to piss in. Well, we’ve got a piss pot, but you know what I mean.’

The man nodded.

‘I can see your situation isn’t great. You live in a nice part of town, but you have no money, and you’re burdened with a … special boy. I bet he eats like a horse.’

‘He eats like one, and pisses like one too,’ Mary said.

‘Mind you, he looks strong,’ the man observed. ‘I’d say he puts in a shift when you give him a job.’

Joseph laughed.

‘He wanks a lot, and he sings stupid fucking songs. He’s too daft to be of any real use. If I took him to my workshop, the silly bastard would cut his own head off. If the truth be told, he’s a liability.’

‘A liability you’d like to be free of?’ the man asked in a conspiratorial whisper.

‘We can’t afford your stupid jollop,’ Mary muttered, ‘so we definitely won’t be paying you to kill him.’

The man grinned, and then laughed.

‘I wasn’t talking about killing him. I was wondering if you’d sell him, to me.’

Mary and Joseph looked at each other, then glanced at Bastard Jesus, who had stripped naked and was trying to fuck a dried-up ox shit.

‘How much?’ Joseph asked.

‘Three pieces of silver,’ the man replied.

Mary sidled up to Joseph and whispered, ‘He was a bit quick to name his price. Let’s go higher.’

Without thinking, Joseph said, ‘Ten pieces of silver.’

‘Five,’ the man countered.

‘Nine?’ Mary said.

‘Seven,’ the man suggested.

‘Six,’ Joseph barked, and without allowing the haggling to go any further, the man shook his hand.

‘You really are a worthless cunt,’ Mary told Joseph as they watched the stranger lead Bastard Jesus away.


12: BEFORE AND AFTER

‘What do we need a retard for?’ Ezekiel asked his dad, glaring at Bastard Jesus sitting in the back of the cart.

‘I have a plan,’ Ishmael said. ‘He’s the same age as you, the same height and build, and he has the same hair colour. He could almost be you, but a fucked-up version.’

‘So what?’

‘Well, what we do is this. When we reach a town and set up the medicine stall, I’ll introduce the retard as my son. He’ll work with me, doing manual jobs such as lugging around the crates of bottles, fetching and carrying, and other menial shit. When someone asks if the magical cure is genuine, I’ll make him drink some and send him into the tent to rest. While he’s in there, you change clothes with him, and when I need something doing, I’ll call, and you come out instead. People will think the cure has worked.’

Ezekiel didn’t look convinced.

‘Will people fall for it, Dad? Will they? Are they really going to believe the potion turned a freak into a normal boy?’

‘Listen, son, these people will believe anything,’ Ishmael said. ‘They still think Moses did all that shit with the frogs and locusts and boils and rivers of blood. Plus, a lot of people will pay money just to see him. He’s a freak, an oddity, a side-show in himself. It looks like someone hit him in the face with a frying pan.’

‘What’s a frying pan?’ Ezekiel asked, but his father was too busy harnessing the ox to the cart to answer.


PART THREE

THIRTY-THREE AD


13: EVERYONE WANTS A NEW MESSIAH

‘I hate Jesus,’ Ishmael said with scorn as he pushed the cabbage leaf around the bowl of piss-weak soup.

‘Too right, Dad,’ Ezekiel muttered. ‘He’s a fucking nightmare. If he’s not pissing all over the place, he’s wanking, and no one can understand a word he says. If I give him a job to do, he just fucks off and does whatever he wants, and I don’t think anyone believes that I’m him after one swig of the miracle cure, not anymore.’

Ishmael sighed.

‘No, I’m not talking about our Jesus. I mean the other one, Jesus Christ, the one who calls himself the son of God. He has single-handedly ruined our business. Twenty years of skulduggery and stringing along gullible idiots, and now it’s all been shat through a seagull by Jesus Christ and his conjuring tricks. A year or two ago, we drew crowds in their hundreds, all eager to buy our magical cure. We had queues of barren women, men who couldn’t get hard-ons, cripples, dwarves, the blind, deaf and dumb, all desperate for a cure to their ailments, but they don’t come to see us anymore. Now they go see Jesus fucking Christ, even though he’s only done a few slight-of-hand tricks.

‘He pulls in the crowds, while it’s a bloody good night for us if we get ten people. The peasants don’t want to be cured; they want miracles, for fuck’s sake. Miracles. Jesus Christ’s followers will sit patiently in the midday sun, listening to him prattle on for hours about heaven, all because he cured one stinking leper. I mean, who even gives a shit about lepers? We have bottles and bottles of our magical cure, gallons of the bastarding stuff, but they’d rather go and listen to old leper boy for some reason. No one wants medicine anymore; instead, everyone wants a new messiah.’

Ezekiel nodded as he listened to his father rant. It was true. Less people were interested in buying magical cures, and sales were down. The few who did turn up liked the part of the show where Bastard Jesus drank the cure and went into the tent to rest, with Ezekiel coming out a few minutes later. However, when it came time to buy a bottle of the cure, they wanted to see a blind aunt regain her sight, or a lame brother run again, before they’d hand over any money. They demanded miracles, all because of Jesus Christ.

The people still liked to see Bastard Jesus and his funny misshapen head, his weird flat face and his idiotic behaviour, but it didn’t pay the bills. As money became tighter, his father grew increasingly irritable, and the quality of the food declined. Unless their fortunes changed soon, life would be unbearable. The only person who didn’t seem to mind was Bastard Jesus. He just wanked, pissed everywhere, and made strange gurgling noises, no matter how bad things became.

‘We need to provide people with a miracle,’ Ishmael muttered. ‘We need a miracle, and we need it soon, or we’re well and truly fucked.’


14: KING OF THE JEWS

As Jesus Christ strolled through the marketplace, a gaggle of disciples following in his wake, he spotted a crippled woman selling pots of jam. Heading over to her, he dramatically rolled up the sleeves of his robe before placing his hands on her crooked legs. Clearly uncomfortable with the invasion of her personal space, the crone tried to push him away, but one of the disciples stepped in, holding her arms by her sides.

‘Arise,’ Jesus said after rubbing her legs. ‘Take the first steps of the rest of your life, for I, Jesus Christ, the son of God and king of the Jews, have cured you,’

The old lady put one foot down, then the other, and on wobbly legs stood and walked for the first time in fifty years. Stumbling forward, she staggered over to the handsome man who performed the miracle and kissed his bearded cheek.

Jesus smiled politely, before tightening the leather strap wrapped around his man-bun.

‘Thank you,’ the old woman croaked. ‘I can never repay you for this gift.’

As she spoke, tears of happiness ran down her craggy face. The small crowd cheered and clapped, the younger ladies swooning when he winked at them.

‘There’s no need to repay me,’ Jesus Christ said, before glancing at the pots of jam.

‘Oh, you make fruit preserves. Can I just take one? Maybe a nice gooseberry.’

Lifting a pot from her stall, he placed it in the satchel hanging at his side.

‘Actually, I have given you the ability to walk,’ he muttered, ‘so maybe I’ll take one of each flavour.’

He nodded to a disciple, who moved in and gathered up an armful of the woman’s products.

Giving the old lady a parting bow, he carried on his way through the bazaar, whistling a jaunty tune. Passing a stand selling roasted nuts, he helped himself to a handful and threw them into his open mouth.

‘Oi, you fucking hipster twat,’ an angry voice shouted, making Jesus Christ choke. ‘I hope you're going to pay for those. Do you think I’m made of nuts?’

A burly man, muscular and with a thick, overgrown beard, towered above everyone else as he yelled, his intimidating look added to by his eye patch and the sharp knife he brandished.

‘Do you know what I do to thieves like you?’ he asked with aggression. ‘If I lose money, the robbing bastard loses a finger.’ 

Grabbing Jesus’ hand, he slammed it down on top of a barrel and lifted the knife.

‘Give me one of your digits,’ he growled.

‘Wait, please,’ Jesus whined like a spoiled child. ‘I am the son of God and king of the Jews. I can help you. Please, don’t hurt me.’ 

As Jesus pleaded with the nut-seller, snot and tears rolled down his face.

‘I doubt you can help me, you hipster twat,’ the man snarled. ‘What can you do that’s of any use to me?’

‘I can fix your gammy eye,’ Jesus Christ pleaded. ‘Please, just give me one minute and I’ll prove it.’

More people gathered round, intrigued to see some action on a normally dull market day.

‘Just slice his thieving fingers off,’ someone shouted.

‘Yeah, chop them off and feed them to the pigs,’ another called out.

The bloodthirsty mob were eager for blood, teeth gnashing and eyes gleaming as they readied themselves for the forthcoming carnage, but the nut-seller released his victim’s wrist and lifted his eye-patch to reveal a milky, red rimmed, eye which wept a thick yellow pus.

‘Go on then, son of God. Fix my eye and you're free to go. However, if you fail, I’ll take both of your hands.’ 

The crowd roared in glee, hoping for an amputation to brighten up their morning.

Jesus Christ tightened his man-bun and, with his concentration focused on the manky eye, covered the socket with his hand.

‘Shazam,’ he bellowed for effect.

Removing his hand, the once milky eye was now clear and sparkling.

‘I can see,’ the man shouted. ‘I can see. Oh, my sweet Lord, I can see.’

Glancing around in every direction, his face was split with a joyous smile. Grabbing a passing old man, the nut-seller danced him around in circles until the stranger broke free and, grumbling about poofters and nancy-boys, hurried away.

‘How can I ever repay you?’ the nut-seller asked.

Jesus looked around, searching for a freebie. The nuts did look enticing. There were salted peanuts, hazelnuts dipped in caramel, pistachios roasted in their shells and cashews sprinkled with spices. The selection made his mouth water, but not as much as the young girl he spotted unpacking more nuts at the back of the stall. The girl had eyes lined with khol and lips made for sucking. Jesus let his eyes roam up and down her body, his hand snaking towards his groin. He winked at her, and she blushed.

‘My daughter?’ the man asked with surprise. ‘You wish to defile my Rose as payment?’

Jesus shrugged and threw a handful of nuts into his mouth, before laughing.

‘Maybe later,’ he muttered, gesturing to another disciple, who quickly gathered up all the baskets of nuts and followed the entourage through the maze of stalls.

The crowd grew, the on-lookers eager to see what would happen next.

 

‘You see those mountains over there?’ Jesus asked the throng as he walked, pointing at the horizon. ‘Daddy made those. Did you know I’m Jesus Christ, the son of God and king of the Jews?’

Passing an old lady selling bundles of firewood, he said, ‘My Daddy made the trees in the forest, for I am Jesus Christ, the son of God and king of the Jews.’

Gesturing to another disciple, he moved on as the woman had all her firewood taken from her.

‘Daddy made the rivers and lakes, and all the creatures which live in them, for I am Jesus Christ, the son of God and king of the Jews,’ he told a fishmonger, before selecting the largest salmon and pushing it into his satchel.

The crowd was now dense, people baying for a miracle. Glancing around, Jesus spotted a teenage boy whose face was a mottled mess of blistering acne and scars. His appearance resembled mouldering corned beef. 

‘You, over there, the strange fellow with the disfigured face,’ Jesus called, pointing him out. ‘Yes, you. Come here, for I, Jesus Christ, the son of God and king of the Jews, will cure your fucking horrific face.’

The boy’s eyes fell to the ground as he tried to avoid the attention, but the crowd manhandled him towards Jesus.

‘We can all see your face is hideous. Now I, the son of God, will cure you of your affliction.’

Jesus held the boy's face in his hands and bellowed, ‘Begone, vile scabs!’

As he released the boy, the crowd saw his corned beef skin was smooth and unblemished. Soaking up the praise and applause, Jesus took a bow before winking at a group of young girls. 

The boy dropped to his knees, gazing at his reflection in a puddle of camel urine. He touched his face in wonderment.

‘Gee, mister Jesus,’ he muttered. ‘Thank you so much. I wish I could repay you, but I don’t have a single possession in this world. I am an orphan and am forced to scavage for dead rats as food to stay alive.’

‘There is no need to repay me, but … but I do like your sandals.’

‘I need my sandals,’ the boy said. ‘Without them, I won’t be able to search for food and I’ll die.’

‘But I like them,’ Jesus huffed sulkily. ‘The colour will bring out my eyes. Hand them over. I did cure your poxy face, and I am Jesus Christ, the son of God and king of the Jews.’

‘But I need them,’ the boy said in desperation.

Jesus rolled his eyes and glanced at his disciples, who pushed the boy to the ground, tore off his sandals, and handed them to their messiah. Pushing the footwear into his satchel, he gave a wave to some passing women and carried on his way.


15: WAITING ON A MIRACLE

‘Is it donkey cum and camel piss in a bottle?’ the old man asked.

‘No, it’s not,’ Ishmael snapped, ‘and if you’re going to ask questions like that, you can fuck off.’

The old man turned and looked around at the empty space in front of the ox cart.

‘I’m the only one here,’ he said. ‘If I fuck off, then no one will be watching your show.’

‘Alright, you can stay,’ Ishmael muttered with a sulky attitude, ‘but stop asking pointless questions.’

‘It’s not pointless,’ the old man said, shrugging. ‘If I buy a bottle of your magical cure and it turns out to be nothing more than donkey cum and camel piss, I’d feel a bit of a cunt for not asking, wouldn’t I? I mean, I’d look a bit stupid. When I told my neighbours I paid three shekels for a bottle of magical cure, but it turned out to be nothing more than donkey cum and camel piss, they’d laugh and say, “Didn’t you ask what was in it?”. I’ve got to cover all the bases.’

Ishmael wanted nothing more than to pack up the crates of bottles, load everything onto the ox cart, and move on to another town, one where they hadn’t heard about Jesus Christ and his so-called miracles, but he couldn’t afford to leave. He hadn’t sold a bottle of cure for more than a week, and with no money, he was forced to stay.

‘Just let me get on with the spiel,’ he pleaded.

‘Please do,’ the old man said. ‘I like the part where you give the weird lad the potion, you know, the boy with the fucked-up head, and then he goes to lie down until you call him back, and when he returns, he’s all better.’

Ishmael froze. Was the old man taking the piss out of him, wasting his time for a bit of fun?

‘How do you know about my son getting better?’ he asked.

‘I was here last night,’ the old man said with a smile. ‘Don’t you remember me? I think I was the only one here watching the show.’

‘So, why have you come back?’ Ishmael asked, on the verge of having a nervous breakdown.

‘I haven’t made my mind up as to whether I want to buy a bottle yet,’ the old man said glibly. ‘I thought I’d wait and see if it cured your son again tonight. I know it did last night, but will it work twice in a row? If it does, then I can be fairly certain it’s a real magical cure and not just a bottle of donkey cum and camel piss.’

Seizing on the buying signal, Ishmael asked, ‘So, if it cures my son again, you’ll buy a bottle?’

The old man thought for a moment, before replying.

‘I might.’

‘You might?’

‘I need to consider the benefits of the magical cure against the alternative.’

‘What alternative?’ Ishmael asked, his frustration threatening to bubble over.

‘Going to see Jesus Christ,’ the man replied. ‘He might be able to heal me for free. Old Missus Cohen from down my lane was a mute, but once Jesus touched her, she could talk again. That’s strong evidence right there.’

Ishmael shook his head. He’d heard every story about Jesus Christ’s miracles, and was well versed in the trickery involved.

‘She was probably just being quiet, minding her own business, and once she’d been touched, she felt compelled to speak. That’s not evidence.’

‘Okay then,’ the old man said with conviction. ‘What about Lazarus? He was dead and Jesus Christ brought him back to life.’

‘He was probably just asleep,’ Ishmael suggested.

‘Fair point,’ the old man said. ‘However, all I’ve ever seen your jollop do is cure your son of his big, ugly head and flat face.’

‘It cures his idiotic behaviour as well,’ Ishmael countered.

‘True, very true,’ the old man argued, ‘but that doesn’t mean it’ll work for me. I don’t have an oversized, mutant head, nor do I act like a total cunt.’

Ishmael swallowed back the response he wanted to give.

‘What exactly is your problem, old man?’

‘Ingrowing toenail,’ the old man muttered. ‘It stings like a motherfucker.’

Ishmael sighed, his fists clenching and unclenching as he tried to suppress the rage building inside of him.

‘You’re giving me all this fucking grief over an ingrowing toenail?’

‘I know it’s trivial,’ the old man said, ‘which is why I don’t want to bother Jesus Christ with it. I thought if your magical cure would sort it out, it’d be three shekels well spent.’

‘Then buy a fucking bottle,’ Ishmael hissed.

‘I’m tempted, but three shekels is three shekels.’

Reaching the end of his tether, Ishmael grabbed a bottle and marched over to the man. Pushing it into his hand, he snarled, ‘Just take the fucking thing.’

‘For free?’

‘Yes, for free. Take it and fuck off.’

As the old man pushed it inside his robe, he said, ‘Are you sure?’

‘Yes, I’m sure,’ Ishmael replied. ‘It’s only donkey cum and camel piss anyway.’

The old man sauntered off into the darkness, clutching the bottle. Ishmael wanted to weep, to wail and gnash his teeth at his misfortune. Even his supper that evening was nothing to look forward to. Earlier in the day, he’d found a dead cat in the gutter, and it was the only food they had. Knowing Bastard Jesus, he’d probably have burned it, like he burned everything he cooked.

Heading to the tent, Ishmael pulled aside the flap.

Bastard Jesus wasn’t cooking the cat. Instead, he was bollock naked, his cock jammed into the dead feline’s snatch. As he thrust into the lifeless corpse, he sang a silly song.

‘Me a big man; fucking pussy, fucking pussy.’

His deformed face scrunched up, his eyeballs bugging from his head as he ejaculated. As his load erupted into the deceased cat, the animal’s eyes lit up, its limbs scrambling for freedom, before it jumped from Jesus’ grasp and ran into the night.

A tear formed in Ishmael’s eye.

He had found his miracle.


16: THE LAST SUPPER

The apostles felt uneasy as they approached the designated place. Why had Jesus Christ summoned them all on a Thursday night? Why had he been insistent they weren’t late? Trooping into the room, a table was set, ready for a meal. 

Greeting them, Jesus Christ said, ‘I, the son of God and king of the Jews, welcome you to my special dinner party. Tonight is a night which shall be long remembered by all men.’

John glanced at Matthew and muttered, ‘I wish I hadn’t stopped for a kebab on the way over.’

Luke whispered, ‘I hope it’s gluten-free or my arsehole will be plaguing me in the morning.’

‘I bet it’ll be that poncy nouvelle cuisine,’ Peter muttered. ‘Edible flowers, micro-herbs and fucking foam. I hate that shit.’

As everyone sat, Jesus glanced around the table at his guests. Tightening his man-bun, he asked, ‘John, did you see the beautiful sun rise this morning?’

John sighed, knowing where the conversation was leading.

‘Yes, I did,’ he said without hiding his boredom.

‘Daddy makes the most wonderful natural phenomena, does he not?’

John nodded, breathing a sigh of relief as the waiters appeared and laid out the food. As the table was loaded with delicious treats, it became obvious one person had not arrived.

‘Is everyone here?’ Jesus asked, before glancing around the room, counting his apostles.

‘No, Lord,’ Mark said. ‘We’re still waiting for Judas, as usual.’ 

A few of the others tutted. Judas was a fucking nightmare. Whenever they made plans, they inevitably ended up waiting for him to show up. It seemed he always had something better to do than arrive on time.

The group talked amongst themselves until—after a long wait—Judas waltzed in, his robe flapping behind him.

‘Sorry lads,’ he said with a grin. ‘The traffic is fucking murder tonight.’

‘I understand,’ Jesus said. ‘Have a seat, my dearest Judas, for we are about to eat, drink and be merry, because tomorrow…’

The apostle stared at Jesus, waiting for him to finish, but instead he started picking at a bowl of cous-cous.

‘Lord, might I ask why you have called us here?’ Peter asked.

The apostles fell silent. Jesus Christ furrowed his brow and looked around the table, holding a stare with each man for a few seconds. Then he spoke. 

‘Tonight, one of you will betray me.’

An audible gasp of astonishment rose from the men.

‘It won’t be me,’ John said. ‘You are the messiah, the son of God.’

‘The king of Jews,’ Matthew added.

The others murmured their agreement.

‘And yet, one of you will stab me in the back,’ Jesus said, ‘which is a total bitch move, by the way. Anyhow, why don’t you all tuck into this feast I so generously provided. Enjoy the fruits of my labour, all of you, especially the one who is ready to sell me out.’

‘Okay,’ Luke said, piling food onto his plate. The others followed suit, gorging themselves while Jesus watched on in a clear huff at his friends’ total disregard for his news.

When all the food was consumed, Jesus got to his feet, scraping his chair loudly on the stone floor to get everyone’s attention. Reaching for the single remaining loaf of bread, he tore it into pieces, throwing a chunk at each apostle.

‘This is my body’ he said. ‘Go on, fucking eat it up.’

Picking up a jug of wine, he walked around the table, clumsily topping up everyone's goblets, deliberately ensuring more was spilled than ended up in the cups to display his anger.

‘This is my blood’ he declared. ‘Fucking drink it up, you ungrateful cunts, and do this in memory of me.’

When the jug was empty, he tossed it onto the table and stormed out of the room, heading to the garden. The apostles sat in stunned silence, a few of them trying not to laugh at his hissy fit.

After downing their drinks, the apostles made their way outside to check on Jesus. Spotting him sulking under a tree, Peter approached.

‘Lord, what is this betrayal you speak of?’

Jesus kept his silence, pouting and mumbling grumpily until he was sure he had the attention of everyone. Then he stamped his foot and huffed.

‘I'm the son of God, for fuck's sake. You’d think at least one of you bastards would tell me Judas is a fucking grass.’

Before anyone could respond, the garden’s silence was shattered with the clatter of swords on shields and shouting voices. Footsteps echoed in the night air as a gaggle of roman soldiers entered, surrounding Christ and his apostles. They were followed by Judas, who approached Jesus and kissed him on the mouth, slipping in his tongue.

As the embrace ended, the soldiers grabbed Jesus and dragged him, kicking and screaming, from the garden.

‘Do you know who I am?’ he bellowed as they marched him away down the street. ‘I am Jesus Christ, the son of God, king of the Jews. Daddy will smite you down for this, you mark my words. He’ll smite you all to fucking kingdom come.’

As the apostles watched Jesus Christ disappear into the night, Judas tossed a pouch of silver coins in his hand, a grin on his face.

‘Anyone fancy a pint?’ he asked. ‘The drinks are on me.’


17: SERMON ON THE MOUNT (WELL, A ROCK)

The crowds came from miles around, walking out into the desert despite the heat of the midday sun. For as far as the eye could see, an endless stream of believers wove their way to the designated spot. Watching them approach, Ezekiel nudged his father and frowned.

‘I reckon we could be right in the shit, Dad, especially if they realise we’ve conned them.’

‘Nonsense,’ Ishmael replied. ‘We’ve promised them an audience with Jesus, and an audience with Jesus is what they’re going to get. We told them there was a chance he’d perform a miracle, and bringing a dead cat back to life is a miracle in my book. We didn’t promise anyone it would be Jesus Christ, but if that’s the assumption they’ve made, then there’s nothing we can do about it.’

‘I don’t know,’ Ezekiel muttered. ‘Maybe we should tell them it’s not the same Jesus.’

‘Fuck that,’ Ishmael said with a hint of annoyance at his son’s honesty. ‘We haven’t lied about who it is. It’s Jesus, our Jesus, and that’s the end to it. Just look at all those people. If we charge them one shekel a head to get in, we’ll be minted.’

‘We’re going to charge them to see him?’

‘Of course we are. We’re not doing this for the benefit of our health.’

As the crowd snaked closer, Ishmael set up his makeshift ticket counter.

‘Remember,’ he said to Ezekiel, ‘no one gets in without paying. Don’t accept any sob-stories or excuses.’

The first couple arrived: an elderly man leading a donkey, on which perched an elderly woman.

‘Greetings on this holy day,’ the old man said, bowing. ‘Is it right Jesus will be preaching today?’

‘He is,’ Ishmael replied.

‘So, was he arrested or not?’ the old man asked.

‘Was who arrested?’ Ishmael asked, confused by the question.

‘Jesus,’ the old woman said from the back of the donkey. ‘The word on the street is the Romans arrested Jesus last night.’

‘Bullshit,’ Ishmael spat. ‘He was with me last night, all night, and he certainly didn’t get arrested.’

‘You were at the last supper?’ the old man said, his eyebrows raised to underline his doubt.

‘I had supper with Jesus last night, yes. Ezekiel and I always eat with him. He certainly wasn’t arrested, and anyone who says otherwise is a liar.’

The old man’s frown changed into a smile.

‘I’m glad to hear it. I wonder which parables he’ll share with us today.’

As he led the donkey past the ticket counter, Ishmael held out his arm, signalling he should stop.

‘One shekel each.’

‘Sorry?’ the old man said, clearly surprised at the request for an entrance fee.

‘One shekel each,’ Ishmael repeated.

‘But we’ve never paid to see Jesus before,’ the woman said, clearly put out at the request for money. ‘We’ve seen him many times and it’s always been free.’

‘It’s a new policy,’ Ishmael said, his face cracked with a fake smile. ‘Jesus is a busy man, and he’s in high demand. He’s had to take time off from his carpentry business to be here, and let’s be honest, miracles don’t come cheap.’

Grudgingly, the old man fished in a leather pouch and produced two shekels. Handing over the coins, he muttered, ‘I’m a bit shocked at Jesus asking for money from his followers, especially with the fuss he made about the moneychangers at the temple last week.’

Ishmael looked at the coins and shook his head.

‘There’s only two shekels here.’

‘Yes, one for me and the other for my wife,’ the old man said.

‘What about the donkey?’

‘You can’t charge for a donkey,’ the old woman whined.

‘If you don’t pay, the donkey can’t come in,’ Ishmael stated. ‘Rules are rules; one shekel a head, and the donkey has a head. You could leave him outside, but it’s a risk. If anything goes wrong, it’s a long walk back to town.’

‘Are you threatening to steal our donkey?’ the old man asked.

‘Not at all,’ Ishmael replied. ‘But you might come back and find him lame.’

‘So, you’re threatening to injure our donkey?’ the old woman snapped.

‘No,’ Ismael said, puffing out his chest to assert his authority. ‘Think about it. If Jesus cures a lame person, that lameness must go somewhere. It doesn’t just disappear. The lameness might go into your donkey. It’s better a lame donkey than a lame person. However, if the donkey is with you, in front of Jesus, he won’t send the lameness into your beast. If paying one shekel a head is too rich for your blood, you could always fuck off back into town and miss the miracles. I hear there’s going to be a lot of curing today.’

‘It’s not right, charging for a donkey,’ the old man muttered, handing over another shekel.

As more pilgrims arrived, the arguments about the admission fee continued, but Ishmael insisted anyone who didn’t pay would have to leave. Many enquired about Jesus being arrested by the Romans, some demanding evidence the sermon would go ahead. Pissed off with the barrage of questions, Ishmael sent Ezekiel along the queue, informing the waiting flock about the entrance fee, warning if they argued they’d be refused admission, and reassuring them Jesus hadn’t been arrested and would definitely appear today. The people weren’t happy, but their moaning stopped when threatened with being excluded.

As the sun reached its zenith, a few thousand people milled around the rocky hillock where Bastard Jesus was due to appear. Some who had been waiting for hours grumbled about the lack of food and water.

‘I’m not running a fucking restaurant,’ Ishmael protested to those who demanded sustenance. ‘Didn’t anyone think about bringing a packed lunch?’

‘Last time I saw Jesus, he fed us all,’ a young lady shouted from the swelling throng.

‘I have a few loaves and a couple of fishes,’ one man called out. ‘It was all he needed to feed five thousand of us last time, so he should be able to knock something up today.’

‘Hang on a fucking minute,’ Ishmael roared. ‘You’re here to see Jesus, the messiah. It isn’t an episode of Ready Steady Cook.’

‘But it was a miracle when he fed us all, and you promised we’d see a miracle today,’ the man said, his statement a clear challenge. Anxious to avoid issuing any refunds, Ishmael thought for a moment.

‘Okay, let me see what I can do,’ he muttered, snatching the basket of loaves and fishes from the man. Clambering onto the rock, he set the food down, before signalling to Ezekiel to bring Bastard Jesus out. As he did so, a murmur of discontent rose from the crowd.

‘That’s not Jesus Christ,’ someone shouted. ‘It’s just some soft lad with a fucked-up head.’

‘Where’s the real Jesus?’ another yelled.

‘He’s a fake,’ an old man shouted, pointing at Bastard Jesus with his walking stick., and a section of the increasingly hostile onlookers began to boo and hiss.

‘I want my money back,’ someone else yelled, and more voices called for a refund.

‘It looks like someone has hit him in the face with a frying pan,’ another called out.

‘What’s a frying pan?’ a blind girl asked.

‘Calm yourselves,’ Ishmael shouted, realising he had his work cut out to quell the dissent. ‘I never said it was Jesus Christ, who—when all is said and done—is little more than a common conjuror. This is Jesus, the true messiah. Trust me, today he will cure people and perform miracles which will astound and thrill.’

‘It sounds more like a circus than a religious experience,’ a woman heckled.

‘Just you wait,’ Ishmael replied. ‘You’ll be eating your words.’

‘There’s more chance of us eating our words than any bread and fish if your charlatan is performing the miracles,’ the woman shot back, a smug grin on her face showing she was pleased with her retort.

‘Okay,’ Ishmael said, addressing Jesus. ‘Feed all these people.’

‘Fishy fishy,’ Bastard Jesus gurgled, spotting the fishes in the basket. Picking one up, he dropped to his knees.

‘He’s praying over the fish,’ a man near the front commentated for those behind him, and the grumbling crowd fell silent. The hunched figure of Bastard Jesus rocked to and fro as the crowd watched on, expecting a miracle.

‘Is he still praying?’ someone asked in a whisper.

‘Yes,’ the man at the front replied. ‘He’s still … oh, hang on a minute.’

‘What’s he doing?’ a voice from the back demanded.

‘He’s got his cock out and … he’s shoved it into the fish,’ the man reported.

‘But are they multiplying?’ an old woman on crutches called out.

‘Oh, my God!’ the man at the front exclaimed.

‘Is it a miracle?’ the lame woman asked, her excitement obvious.

‘No,’ the man said with a hint of disgust. ‘He’s spunked all over the fish.’

Once more, the disapproval of the crowd was obvious, booing and jeering increasing in volume. Aware he was losing the mob, Ishmael intervened.

‘We’re not here to perform illusions with fish and bread. Is there anyone who needs curing?’

‘I do,’ the old woman on crutches shouted, hobbling towards the rock.

Ishmael helped her clamber up, next to Bastard Jesus, who started to pull off her robe.

‘Jesus wants you to undress,’ Ishmael directed her. ‘Undress and lie down next to the messiah.’

She did as she was instructed, and Bastard Jesus started to prod and poke at her withered old body.

‘He’s touching her,’ the man at the front reported to those further back. ‘He’s touched her lame legs, and now he’s … he’s stuck his finger up her gash.’

‘Is she cured?’ someone asked.

‘He’s pissing on her now,’ the man shouted, his tone filled with revulsion. ‘He’s pissing on her face.’

‘I’m blind,’ the old woman screeched as the urine splashed in her eyes. ‘I can’t see a fucking thing.’

‘He’s a fake prophet,’ someone yelled, ‘a false messiah.’

The angry crowd took up the chant.

‘False messiah! False messiah! False messiah!’

Scrambling up onto the rock, the mob grabbed hold of Bastard Jesus and dragged him down. A flurry of punches and kicks rained down on his twitching body, before he was lifted up and carried through the baying crowd. As he was marched away, the chant changed.

‘False messiah! Nail him up! False messiah! Nail him up! False messiah! Nail him up!’

With the angry mob focused on delivering summary justice to the fake messiah, Ishmael and Ezekiel sneaked away, heading across the desert with a couple of stolen donkeys, the beasts laden down with bulging money bags.


18: THE TREE OF DEATH

‘You’re lucky I was passing,’ the man said. ‘I usually don’t come out this far, not on a Friday. Most of my work is in the town. I can hang doors, repair staircases, and put up fences. If it involves wood, I’m your man. Remember the name: Jeremiah Harpenter, your local carpenter. It’s good, isn’t it? It rhymes.’

‘It’s great,’ the mob leader said with sarcasm. ‘You’ve done your advertising spiel. Now, please, can we just borrow a hammer and a few nails for a minute or two?’

As the carpenter fetched the tools from his ox cart, he continued his babbling.

‘Like I say, I don’t come out here too often, but I’m heading to Golgotha. The Romans are holding a crucifixion today and they’ve got one of our lads, a fellow carpenter, being nailed up this afternoon. I thought it only right to turn up and offer some support.’

As he handed over the hammer and nails, he asked, ‘What do you need them for? Doing a spot of building work, are you?’

‘No,’ the mob leader replied. ‘We’re nailing this false messiah to a tree.’

‘Yeah, there’s a lot of it about,’ Jeremiah said, nodding his head. ‘They’ve accused this lad of the same thing. They’re calling him Jesus Christ, son of God and king of the Jews.’

The crowd fell silent, absorbing the news.

‘Did you say Jesus Christ?’ an old woman asked.

Jeremiah nodded.

‘How far is Golgotha?’

‘You can walk it in a few hours,’ Jeremiah said.

The mob leader turned to face the sea of angry faces.

‘Right, let’s nail this fucker up a bit smartish, and head off to see the true Jesus getting crucified.’

Two burly men dragged Bastard Jesus forward. One held his arms while the other tore off his robe. His body was podgy and pale, dotted with sores and rashes. His loin cloth was heavily stained, various shades of yellow and brown formed patches on the cloth.

‘Strip him naked,’ the mob leader ordered.

‘I’m not touching that thing,’ the burly man replied, pointing at the loin cloth. ‘It’s caked with shit and piss and cum. If you want him naked, you take the fucking thing off him.’

‘I’ll do it,’ an old crone with one eye said, pushing forward and tearing the cloth away.

The crowd oohed and aahed as Bastard Jesus’ dong was revealed. Long and girthy, it was dotted with scabs and streaked with faecal crusts and dried blood.

‘Weeeeee!’ Bastard Jesus sang as he started pissing, the arc of steaming urine splashing over those standing close by.

‘He’s a big lad,’ the carpenter said with a smirk. ‘Shall I fetch some stronger nails?’

The burly men dragged Bastard Jesus to the tree and held his arms out, while the mob leader positioned the first nail. Raising the hammer above his head, he swung it with force, driving the iron spike through the podgy flesh. As blood sprayed out, Bastard Jesus’ face contorted in a silent scream, his eyes rolling back in his head.

Working quickly, the second nail was driven into his other hand. As it was hammered home, Jesus’ body twitched and spasmed, while his cock rose up, hard and pulsing, into a monstrous erection.

As the mob leader bent to drive a nail through the feet, the throbbing hard-on hit him in the mouth. Falling backward, the man started babbling in tongues, while Bastard Jesus laughed, a maniac howl filling the air while a string of silvery sperm bubbled from the tip of his penis.

‘I’ll finish him off,’ the carpenter said, frustrated with the amateur approach of the mob. Kneeling, he placed the nail on Jesus’ feet. As the hammer connected for the first time, Bastard Jesus emitted a fart, the bubbling sound followed by a stench so putrefying Jeremiah Harpenter gagged, his eyes tearing up as the sulfuric stench burned his face.

With the second hammer blow, Jesus’ whole body tensed, pushing a turd out of his anus. The sticky, tar-like shit splattered the carpenter’s face.

Falling back, dry heaving, Jeremiah crawled away.

‘That’ll do the job,’ he gasped, struggling to fill his lungs with fresh air.

Happy the false messiah was nailed up, the crowd drifted away, anxious to reach Golgotha in time for the main event. As they headed off, following the carpenter’s cart, Bastard Jesus sang a little song.

‘Farty fart, ploppy plop, pooh, pooh, pooh.’


19: ON THE THIRD DAY…

The archangel Gabriel stood, looking at the nailed-up body of Bastard Jesus, who blinked his eyes against the dazzling sunshine.

‘I’ll give you one thing,’ the angel said with respect, ‘you did rise from the dead. It’s just a shame there’s no one here to get you down. I’m afraid everyone fucked off to see Jesus Christ get crucified, so you’re a bit screwed. It does mean you’ll either starve to death or die of dehydration. Of course, because of who you are, you’ll come back to life again, then die again, and so on until … well, I don’t know how it’ll end. It’s a mess, and much as I’d like to help get you down, I’ll be in the proper shit if I do.

‘D’you know what the boss did when he found out I hadn’t terminated you? He demoted me. Now he’s got me making a fatal disease which men catch if they stick their cocks up other men’s bumholes. It’s a waste of my talents, but that’s the price I paid for letting you live.’

Bastard Jesus giggled, an idiotic smile on his face.

‘Weeeeeee!’ he shouted with a giggle, letting loose a stream of piss which soaked Gabriel.

Angry at the violation, the angel stormed away, only turning back to shout, ‘Fuck you, you spazzy cunt!’

‘Farty fart, ploppy plop, pooh, pooh, pooh,’ Bastard Jesus sang as he squeezed out another dod of shit.


If you have enjoyed The Crucifiction of Bastard Jesus, please consider leaving a review at Godless.com and Goodreads.
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