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Chapter 1: Overture
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Marjorie Griffiths kept Colby Richmond on the brink. She had his member under launch conditions, while he gorged himself silly on her capacious sweater stretchers and explored her nyloned thighs to the point of distraction. Awaiting the actions’ grand finale, climax remained a distant peak

“You’re driving me crazy, girl. If you don’t let me consummate our affair soon, I’m going to explode.”

“You know I can’t let you do that.”

“Yes, you’ve made it abundantly clear.”

She continued to pleasure him, Marjorie satisfying his heart’s desire but not allowing entry to her holy of holies, Richmond reaching the summit under her stimulating touch.

Eternally seeking to make a connection with Miss Right, Richmond had surveyed the local girl landscape, probing for his perceived ideal.

Through either his lack of total commitment, or his overambition in targeting someone way too older than himself, to date, he remained in search mode, adrift on the dating carousel. 

Good intentions apart, his campaign had evolved to the point whereby sex became a prime driver, his hormones stimulated by a come-on look or a seductive body movement.

Marjorie epitomised burgeoning womanhood at its most fruitful. A highly attractive brunette, with enormous sepia-sienna eyes, curves in all the right places, and beautifully proportioned legs that just begged for attention, she drew some beat. Richmond had tracked her progress as a developing femme fatale for some time, checking out ex-boyfriend reports, and listening to endorsements from her girl set.

She had made it easy for him when he effectuated a play for her at a birthday party, her receptiveness to his advances taken just as quickly as he contrived them. Sensing her openness to make boy-on-girl contact, he took the initiative, rapidly engaging her fulsome lips and slipping his arms around her trim waist, her upper body heat transferring a glowing sensation to his chest. One thing led to another, and soon the nascent couple departed the celebration for the sanctuary of a free bedroom; Richmond thinking all systems were go.

Advancing their mutual body investigations in private, clothing became removed, leaving Marjorie braless and Richmond down to the bare essentials. She brought the boom down as he went for the home run, saying heavy petting would be the limit of his allowed access to her. He graciously backed off, appreciating for a first encounter that things had developed at lightning pace. Maybe Marjorie wanted to get to know him better, before declaring full open season on her gorgeous figure?

Over the coming months, the romance blossomed in most directions, but Richmond’s frustration lingered, his desire to make the ultimate statement still off limits after Marjorie outlined the reasons behind her access limitation. Returning home still bursting with sexual vigour to be fully released, Richmond and cold showers became regular companions. Their hot and steamy sessions flourished, Marjorie’s enticing outfits showing off the greater part of her alluring body, keeping him hard and ready for action should she give him the green light, but the boom resided firmly down.

Something had to give. Though Marjorie did some astonishing things to his manhood, if he failed to complete the episode transaction soon, he would end up going stir crazy through enforced denial.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter 2: The Plan
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Richmond had only one thing on his mind in his seventeenth year, girls, preferably older, more experienced girls, who might teach him a thing or two about l'amour, and ideally, someone special, leading him permanently into the pastures of life-long contentment. In the main, they were not to be found in the educational system, commerce and industry their natural habitat of choice. He figured to fulfil his ambition, he needed to become a member of the grind and slog fraternity, and at the same time, earn some of the folding stuff to fund his emerging insouciant, experimental lifestyle.

Ever since he began to feel arousals in the nether regions, sultry brunettes and blondes with high-rise, apple-shaped derrieres and curvaceous legs that went on forever, and who dressed to please and tease, had been his predilection. Fascinating him to the heights of obsession, his drive to have them on his arm and explore however far they allowed him to go, became his major focus. A natural talker with a winning smile, his success rate soared as his body matured, and he became more and more appealing to the opposite sex. Tall with broad shoulders, sapphire merging into midnight blue eyes, longish wavy blond hair and a mouth designed for kissing, he cut quite a striking figure.

Though an athlete and a participant in the expected male pursuits, he craved the company of girls more. The aura they threw off and the way they reacted to him became a longing. He could willingly trade a match-winning try or hitting a six to the boundary for the opportunity to spend hours luxuriating in a gaggle of girly girls or ‘judies’ as he and his friends called them.

He woke up in the morning thinking about girls. At night they commanded his mind, becoming the centrepiece of his fantasies before he finally fell asleep. Often his dreams were populated by luscious femme fatales, typically imaginary Amazon women and actresses dominating his dreamtime desires, their oversized proportions in the essential turn-on areas drowning him in seduction and bliss. He discovered if they were the last thing on his mind before sleep came for him, often his chosen engrossments appeared during nocturnal hours as dreamy icons of femininity, caressing and fondling his tallywacker. His waking a sticky occurrence, he often needed a cold shower to reengage his volition. 

Pan’s People, the ultimate dolly birds, were a favourite daydream in which the delectable five-girl troupe danced in skimpy outfits and high heels to arouse him, and then bathed his body in their immaculate charms. Continuous slow-motion action replays of his favourite dance steps were a particular fondness. Adopting the posture of a Match of the Day analyst, he explained in fine detail to his friends, the moves and gyrations made by Dee Dee Wilde and Babs Lord, culminating not in a goal, but a gush of warm, thrilling sensation pulsating through his lower body.

Girls were both his raison d'etre and passion, and ultimately his weak point. Beholding them like Desmond Morris studied the animal kingdom, he observed their peculiarities and behavioural patterns, noting their differences with the male of the species, and worshipping their form and appearance.

Girls, glorious girls, at their best wonderfully stimulating and subtlety sexually provocative, far outstripping male pursuits in terms of sustaining his interest and fascination.

There were so many girls he fancied, their number growing daily. However was he going to fit them all in, and sort his ideal from their number?

***
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Richmond arranged to spend the summer as a temp at Heywood Williams Reliance Works, deputising for those on annual holiday leave. Every June through to September, members of the workforce elected to leave the Chester-based company for destinations as far afield as Cardigan Bay, Blackpool and the Peak District. Some even managed the Canaries and the Balearics, the two-week recess refreshing their zest to tackle the daily challenges of the ever-competitive industrial sector.

Whilst they spent time sun-worshipping or wandering the Golden Mile, Heywood Williams shipped in willing and enthusiastic teenagers like Richmond to assist shop-floor workers, act as gofers, and generally do anything required to keep the wheels of industry turning. Occasionally, the summer employment threw up a nugget, and some lucky blighter got to do a more exotic role, such as marketing support or work study.

Richmond had looked forward to the experience since being accepted by Heywood Williams just before his O-Level examinations. The previous summer he had transferred from Neston High School for Boys to Chester College, a kind of intensive seminary for GCE O and A Level studies. 

Achieving the step change had been a polemical demand. The Richmond family lived in Neston, eight miles up the coast on the River Dee from Chester. Jack and Amy Richmond, Colby’s father and mother, were none too keen to allow their son to change schools at such a critical point in his education.

Colby’s friend, David Ashcroft, known as Croft, a gifted young artist, also attended Neston High. Every Saturday during term time, he went to Chester College for more advanced art studies. Croft had told Colby about his adventures at the college, firing him up to want a slice of the action. Needing a solid lever to justify the change, Colby pointed out to his parents that Chester College offered both O and A Level business studies courses, something not available at Neston High. Jack’s background had always been in commerce management, and from an early age, he had encouraged his son to get at least a partial grounding in business fundamentals, no matter what career he chose.

Playing on the driver, Colby’s ambition became a reality when he passed a Chester College matriculation examination, and became selected to study for eight O Levels, his tenure at the college giving him further exposure to the excitements and distractions afforded in Chester, including the amenity for summer work at Heywood Williams.
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Chapter 3: The Good Catholic Girl
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Richmond arrived for his first day at the Reliance Works charged up with expectation.

Since his final O Level examination, he had excitedly awaited what he hoped would be a groundbreaking experience with bated breath, his vision of an earthly paradise paved with arousing and enchanting fillies saturating his mind.

He reported to the gatehouse security office at 08:15 for onward directions to the personnel department waiting room. Continuing on his way, he immediately became struck by a bevy of young, desirable women, going about their business. So many of them flashed into his line of sight, he felt like a child in a sweet shop faced with a myriad of options, but unable to reach out and make a selection. There looked to be so much action, he imagined randomly casting a hook into their midst would fetch out a brand-new dolly bird every time.

One particular girl caught his focused absorption, a spectacular brunette seeming not to walk but rather to float above others in the vicinity, her mesmeric gait created by a perfectly proportioned body and set of delicious, delightful legs making her ground contact appear tremulous. Stunned, Richmond’s lips parted, and he narrowed his eyes at the remarkable discovery. Mentally filing the strike under the title, ‘search out and investigate,’ she vanished from his view.

Regaining his concentration, he entered personnel to find the waiting room filled with fellow temporary workers. For some like him, it was their first summer at Heywood Williams. Others were seasoned campaigners, claiming one or two summer sessions under their belts. For the last, it would be their third and final outing before going off to university, or into the workplace full time the following September. Some even hoped to forge a career with Heywood Williams.

Sitting and exchanging the odd word, the newcomers felt particularly out of place in the senior temps’ worldly, wise company. Soon the inner-connecting door to the waiting room opened, and a middle-aged woman dressed in a smart suit stepped through, the temps falling quiet.

“Good morning, everybody. For those new to the company, I’m Missus Jarrett.” She paused to glance at unfamiliar faces before resuming. “Can the third summer temps please follow me?”

Five young men got to their feet and followed her through the connecting door.

“I guess they’re being given all the plum jobs,” remarked the youth sitting next to Richmond.

“Yes,” he concurred. “Erm, my name is Colby Richmond.”

“Rob Kehoe.”

“Is this your first summer, Rob?”

“Yep.”

“Mine too.”

Hearing their introductory conversation, the young man to Richmond’s left said, “I’m Ian Barrett.”

The threesome attached more content to their introductions, fellow new temp Ian Sumpter, and Rob Humphreys now in his second summer, joining in.

“Two Robs and two Ians,” Richmond remarked. “This could get tricky.”

More second summer veterans joined the temp crew, introducing themselves as George Caldecott, and Paul Simmons, known as Wellies because he rode an old Triumph Tiger Cub, and was never out of biker attire, including his rubbery boots.

Whilst they got to know each other, the connecting door opened again and a couple of lively-looking, older teenagers joined the gathering.

“Good morning, gents, I’m Dougie Brookfield,” boldly informed a tall, curly haired lad. Glancing to his left he advised, “and this is John Gleave.”

Doffing an invisible cap to the temps, Gleave scoffed, “morning gofers.” Smirking gleefully, he added, “just kidding.”

Peering around the near-to green faces, Brookfield told them, “we’re technical trainees, just about to start our third year at the company. Mister Williams, the company personnel and training manager, no relation to the Williams and Williams brothers who started the Reliance Works, is not available this morning, so he asked us to take care of you.” Dwelling, he produced a semi-censorious blaze.

“In case you don’t know, Heywood Williams designs and manufactures glazed curtain walling, superstructure cladding, and aluminium doors and windows for high-rise buildings, industrial complexes and housing developments.” He scanned around the faces again. “I recognise one or two of you from previous temp summers, so you’ll know what is expected of you. The rest of you, listen up.”

Brookfield and Gleave gave advice to the new recruits regarding the dos and don’ts, if they were to sustain their part-time employment, and not get the sack. It all seemed like common sense to Richmond, near to the kind of elemental induction he had received in his first year at Neston High.

“Above all,” Brookfield finally forewarned, “don’t get snared by some of the older women, especially those on the shop floor. They see young bucks like you lot as fair game for their sordid little antics.”

“How do you mean?” asked Kehoe.

“Last summer, a poor, unsuspecting, totally wet-behind-the-ears lad fell for a certain lady’s obvious advances, thinking he had it made for a bit of in and out. The lady in question took him into the dark recesses of the andodising shop, got him stark-bollock naked, then drew back a curtain to reveal her fellow female workers.” He recoiled back. “They then proceeded to photograph his shriveling genitals.” Tarrying, he raised his eyebrows. “Be warned.”

***
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Assigned tasks by the returning Missus Jarrett, the temps dispersed into the workplace, eager to show willingness in the hope of being provisionally retained for the following summer, should they choose to continue with the company. Better still, a satisfactory performance meant an ex-gratia bonus payment at the end of the temp season.

Along with Kehoe and Barrett, Richmond became appointed to clearing out a massive cellar used for file archiving and general storage, under the main administration building. After Missus Jarrett had issued work dockets, Brookfield took them along to the site maintenance department, to introduce them to the man in charge of the operation.

“A word of advice,” he cautioned, as they approached the department entrance. “Larry Flanders, the guy managing this task, is short, slippery and sloth-like. He will do anything to avoid doing his fair share of the work, so watch out for his tricks, and be prepared to meet fire with fire.”

“Minimum level of respect then?” Richmond proposed.

“In general, it’s best to be respectful to whoever you work with, but in this case, a little bit of latitude will be tolerated by the maintenance department management.”

“They know this chap is a skiver then?” Barrett hinted.

“For sure. He’s been carpeted no end of times, but always manages to wriggle his way out of disciplinary measures.”

Immediately the temps saw their supervisor; Brookfield’s description fitted perfectly. Gnarly, wrinkled and twisted, and that was just his face, friend Flanders looked as if he had modeled his semblance on Andy Capp. With a Woodbine hanging out of his distorted mouth and wearing a light-brown workers coat with his hands in its pockets, he epitomised the fly-by-night, avoid work at all costs, archetype. Worst of all, his breath reeked of tobacco.

First fussily scrutinising the work crew whilst spitting out nicotine leftovers, Flanders then threw each of them a set of overalls.

“Come on,” he beckoned, sneering and baying like a deceitful tinker. “I’ll show you the ropes.”

Padding over to the main admin building, the temps kept their distance to avoid Flanders’ breath.

Turning to face them at the cellar entrance, he grunted, “there’s rubbish down in the vaults section that needs shifting into those portable skips.” He nodded in the direction of the said conveyances. “You lot load the skips and send them up in the lift, and I’ll deal with them after that.”

“I’ll deal with them after that,” Richmond repeated. “What does that mean?”

Flanders stepped forward. “It means—”

Grimacing, Richmond thrust a hand forward as the overseer’s bad breath hit his nostrils. “Not too close, Larry.”

“It means,” he echoed more forcefully, “I’ll sort out which skips go where, for when they are collected.”

“So, we do all the heavy lifting in the bowels of the cellar,” Kehoe complained, “and you stay on the surface, pushing the skips into their required collection position?”

“Yeah,” he confirmed.

“It’s not a very equitable division of labour,” Richmond protested.

“Wot?”

“We’re doing all the work.”

“Yeah...hah, ha, ha...ha, ha, ha,” Flanders joyfully guffawed. “Well, I’m the gov’nor on this one, aren’t I, so you lot ‘ave to do wot I say.” Gaping in the direction of the lift shaft leading down to the lower cellar levels, he augmented in an unexpected advisory tone, “right, a word of warning. Some stuff has been down there for at least sixty years, so beware of infestations.”

“Infestations?” Kehoe queried, making a contorted face.

“Yeah. Vermin droppings, insect nests and the like.” Tossing them protective gloves, he directed, “wear these. We don’t want your tender skin becoming tarnished with excrement, do we?” He sneered then cackled again, Richmond thinking, just like old man Steptoe.

“Larry,” said Barrett.

“Wot?”

“I think we are going to need barge poles as well.”

“Wot? Wot are you on about?”

“There might be some live-uns down there. You don’t want us getting bitten by a savage rodent, do you?”

Kehoe and Richmond began to simper.

Scratching his chin Flanders replied, “there are no savage rodents down there, sonny. Maybe a few mice and spiders, but that’s all.”

“All the same,” Barrett pressed. “We’d feel a lot more secure armed with barge poles, to er—” He winked at his fellow temps. “Ferret out the vermin.”

“Where the ‘ell am I gonna to get barge poles from? And even if I could, they’re at least twenty feet long. The cellar is too packed to wield them about.”

“What about bats?” Kehoe theatrically jabbed, trying not to laugh.

“Bats!” Flanders repeated, his imagination tormented to the point of believability. “Wot do you think this is? Home to Batman and Robin or somethin’?” Glowering at the temps, his jaw dropped slightly to reveal stained teeth and a meaty tongue, his Woodbine hanging on to his lower lip for dear life. “Bats...no, there are no bats down there.”

“You seem to know a lot about cellar vermin, Larry,” Richmond put forward.

“Yeah, I do.”

“Is that a prerequisite for a full-time employee in the maintenance department?”

Kehoe and Barrett turned away giggling.

“Is it wot?” Flanders questioned. Then the penny dropped as he finally grasped his chain had been pulled. “Look you lot, we ‘aven’t got any time for fannying about. This job has to be completed by tomorrow evenin’.”

“Larry,” Barrett persisted.

“Oh, wot is it now?” he asked, nearing exasperation.

“Any alligators down there?”

“Very funny. Only the ones on two legs. Now ‘ave you lot finished askin’ me daft questions?”

The three temps traded impish glances.

“Larry,” began Kehoe.

“Wot!” he snarled, holding his hands out in a pleading construct, his mouth open but the Woodbine still affixed to his lower lip like a limpet.

Kehoe smiled. “It’ll keep.”

“Right, I’ll send the skips down in the lift.”

Three flights of stairs down from ground level, the vault section of the cellar had not been touched in over ten years. Consequently, when Richmond threw the light switch, the temps were faced with a thick morass of spider webs, hanging like disjointed curtains over oceans of packing cases, half-sealed cardboard boxes, an assortment of office furniture, and sundry objects thrown into the vault because no other storage facility could accommodate them.

“Now I know what Vasco Núñez de Balboa must have felt like when he arrived in Panama,” Richmond attested, “and was faced by an impenetrable jungle to navigate before discovering the Pacific Ocean.”

“When was that?” asked Kehoe.

“1513.”

“Looks like this vault would have given him an even greater challenge.”

“I think you’re right.”

“Now we know why Larry elected to stay at ground level,” Barrett blasted in a recriminating tone.

“For sure,” Richmond granted. “I’m glad we got our little gibes in when we did. If we had come down here all meek and mild, and discovered this mélange of dense gossamer, I’d not have been best pleased.”

“Me either,” Kehoe griped.

“I vote we get a little bit of revenge on Larry before this caper is over,” Barrett recommended.

“Yes, you’re on, Ian,” Richmond agreed. He turned to Kehoe. “Rob?”

“Count me in. Let’s do it.”

They fought their way through the cobweb layers to expose the items to be thrown out. After three hours of hard graft, the temps had piled the stuff to be discarded from the first part of the vault into the portable skips, sending them up to ground level in the lift, Flanders removing the skips, and parking them by the side of the building, awaiting collection.

***
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At lunchtime, Brookfield and Gleave went around the site collecting the temps from their workplaces and escorting them to the canteen. As the doors opened, they were nearly bowled over by the loud roar coming from the diners. Hearing shouts of, ‘fresh meat for the taking’, ‘I bet that one wears frilly panties’, and ‘how about a date, darlin,’ and that was just the women, the newcomers visibly shrank. As they sat to consume their repast, some of the men shouted, ‘I hope you’re better workers than the last lot we had in’ and, ‘I can’t wait to get them mopping my milling machine.’

“Take no notice,” Gleave implored. “They’re like that all the time. If you are going to survive, you’ll have to get used to their ribbing.” Glimpsing about, he made a few narrow smiles at workers he knew. “They’re all from the shop floor, on the first lunch shift,” he enlightened. “The second shift is for clerical staff and the management. You won’t get so much vitriol from them.”

“Why didn’t we eat with the second shift then?” asked Kehoe.

“Because,” Brookfield elucidated with a knowing shine, “it’s best to get the baptism of fire over on your first day, then you are under no illusions, and are forearmed.”

“Makes sense,” Richmond concurred. “Presumably, the barracking dies down after a while?”

“Yep,” Gleave approved. “The trick is not to show it affects you, because if you take the bait, they’ll never stop.”

“He’s right,” Ian Sumpter endorsed. “My father told me about what to expect, and he is on the management team here.”

Quitting knife and fork action in mid-flight, Brookfield said, “you’re Brian Sumpter’s lad, are you?”

“Yeah.”

Gleave and Brookfield exchanged a concerned mope.

“Well, Ian,” Brookfield soberly began, “I’d keep it to yourself if I were you.” Gazing into the midst of the canteen he apprised, “if that lot gets to find out, your life won’t be worth living.”

***
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By the late afternoon of day two, all the vault sections had been cleared as well as the upper basement levels. Time for the temps to get their revenge on Larry Flanders.

Exiting the lift at ground level, Richmond rushed over to him.

“Larry, Larry!”

Half asleep leaning up against a full skip, with the inevitable Woodbine affixed to his lower lip, friend Flanders came out of his malaise.

“Wot, wot is it?” he demanded to know, startled and standing up straight.

“Larry, you’ve got to see this.”

“See wot?”

“We’ve found something in the last part of the vault. You should really see it. It needs to be reported to management.”

“What are you talkin’ about, Richmond? Wot is it?”

“We don’t know. That’s why we need you to tell us what it is.”

Aggrieved, Flanders bleated, “oh, bleedin’ hell. I was just gettin’ ready to clock off as well.” Glaring at Richmond, he barked, “come on then.”

The pair descended the staircase, Flanders muttering about having to get home to attend to his pet ferrets. At the vault’s level they were met by Kehoe and Barrett, both appearing washed-out and fearful.

“Alright,” beefed Flanders, “wot ‘ave you lads found that’s got you so worked up?”

“We were just tidying up the last part of the vault that has stored items to be retained in it...” Kehoe explained.

“So?”

“Then we saw it, Larry,” chipped in Barrett.

“Saw it, saw wot?” Flanders asked, his annoyance increasing.

“Well, that’s just it, Larry,” Richmond claimed. “We couldn’t figure out what it was. That’s when the boys sent me up to fetch you.”

Staring through the dimness into the last part of the vault, only illuminated by lights from the first and second areas, Flanders grumbled, “I can’t see anythin’. Wot did you see?”

“A giant, rampant rodent,” answered Barrett.

Scrunching up his face, Flanders exclaimed, “oh, for fuck’s sake, I told you, there’s nothin’ down here but mice and spiders.”

“Larry,” Richmond earnestly retorted. “It’s not a mouse. We’re not even sure it’s a rat.”

“Oh, and I suppose it’s a king-sized fuckin’ llama or a fully-armed armadillo, is it?” he mocked. “You lads must think I’m gullible.”

“Straight up, Larry, there’s something there,” Barrett insisted.

“It’s true, Mister Flanders,” supported Kehoe, in a very measured, deferential voice.

Narrowing his eyes at them, Flanders exhaled noisily, his shoulders dropping. “Alright then. Where’s this species of unknown origin?”

Leading him forward into the confined recesses of the last part of the vault, the temps indicated to where the disproportionally large rodent had first shown itself.

Extending his arm forward, Richmond briefed, “the last time we saw it, it was skulking behind those large packing cases.”

Hands on his knees and swaying about his hips, Flanders bent slightly.

“It’s so dingy down ‘ere.” Turning to the temps, he emanated a disbelieving lour. “I can’t see anythin’.”

“There,” Barrett whooped, pointing to a pile of stacked chairs. “I just saw its eyes reflected in the dim light.”

As Flanders edgily moved forward, behind him Richmond threw a switch.

“Blimey!” Flanders shrieked. “There is somethin’. I can see two reddish eyes glowin’ in the gloom.” He peeked back. “So, you boys weren’t lyin’.” Moving forward he hollered, “it’s...it is a rat, a fuckin’ great big one. I can see its ears and snout. It’s enormous!”

Fascinated by the sight, Flanders pushed even closer. Richmond threw another switch and the giant rat leapt forward, landing on Flanders’ face.

“Aaggghh,” he squawked instinctively falling backwards, but not into the soft packing cases he hoped for, but a tub of murky water containing a thick morass of spiders’ webs the temps had gathered up and placed in it earlier. Immersed in the quagmire, his arms and legs flailing about, but remarkably his Woodbine gainfully hanging on to his bottom lip, he continued to struggle under the humongous rodent’s attack.

“Get it off, me, get it off me,” he pleaded. “The fucker’s gnawin’ me Woodbine.”

The previous night, Colby had fetched out from the Richmond’s garage, a man-made, mammoth in proportions, imitation rat, he had constructed for the staging of Franz Kafka’s The Metamorphosis at Neston High, in his fourth year. The head of the construction contained a cluster of light emitting diodes that glowed in the dark.

Unbeknown to Flanders, the temps had set up the super-sized rodent on an electro-magnetic powered spring supplied by Kehoe. Wires were draped from the LEDs to a remote battery and control switch, and the spring mechanism connected via a power lead to a switchable mains socket in the vault. All the wiring had been carefully covered up, so as not to alert the temps’ victim to the trap.

As soon as they’d arrived that morning, the temps assembled their contraption and tested it to determine how far the imitation rat would be flung when ejected by the spring, and whereby where to place the tub. All that remained was to enact the sting.

“Aaggghh,” Flanders screeched, whilst Kehoe and Barrett rolled about in fits of laughter, Richmond catching the comedy from every angle on his Polaroid camera.

Finally becoming aware of the flashes going off in front of him, and blazing in disbelief at the frolicking temps, Flanders realised the gargantuan rodent was not biting into his jugular, and he had become a ruse victim.

Thrashing around in the tub he growled, “I’ll get you little bastards for this. You’ll be up before the work’s superintendent for muggin’ a loyal and dedicated employee.”

“Oh, yes?” Richmond retorted, as he pressed a button on the Polaroid, and out popped the first picture of Flanders taking a bath with a rampant giant rodent for company.

Showing the photo to Flanders he counselled, “I don’t think it would be too good for your reputation, Larry, if these pictures were to find their way onto company notice boards. Your mates in the maintenance department, and come to that, the whole of the shop floor and the entire works, would be reminding you of this soaking for years to come.” He leant forward. “Now...I don’t think you want that, do you, Larry?”

Gawking at the temps, Flanders’ ever-present Woodbine finally parted from its permanent home, falling into the murky tub with a hiss as it extinguished.

“Ohh, for fuck’s sake,” he burbled.

***
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Throughout the week, whilst studiously attending to his delegated work, Richmond clocked some of the young office fillies he saw the first morning. He gave them his winning smile as they passed by. 

Some sniggled and gleamed back, others remained aloof, seemingly unobtainable to a sixteen-years old temp. The dazzling brunette who had initially overwhelmed him was not amongst their number. Richmond began to wonder if he had imagined her.

“I thought some of the girls back in the village were stunners,” he testified to Kehoe and Barrett during a tea break, when they wandered into the courtyard for a breath of fresh air, “but many of the girls here are a cut above.”

“I think it’s because they’re just a bit older than us,” Kehoe suggested. “My father often says to my elder sister, there is a marked difference between sixteen and eighteen years-old girls.”

“Oh for sure,” Barrett okayed. “My elder sister Ellen is eighteen, and I’ve spotted the development of her friend, Ingrid. She’s the same age. When Ingrid was sixteen, I fancied her like mad, but by eighteen—” He groaned. “Ohh, I nearly creamed in my pants then at the thought. She has become all curvy, pouting and seductive, and she wears a lot of eye make-up.”

“Yes,” Richmond backed, “it’s amazing what emphasising the eyes does to ignite allure. Eyelash thickener and eye marker really makes even the most moderate set of eyes into flashing beacons of enticement.”

“Very poetic, Colby,” Barrett complimented. “Are you going to be a writer?”

“Huh,” Richmond replied. “In all honesty, I don’t know what I am going to do, career wise. I think my parents are worried I have no definitive plan, particularly when they see other Chester College students have their career paths all mapped out.”

“You’re at Chester College?” Kehoe jabbered, clearly impressed.

“Yeah. I’ve just done my O Levels, and I begin A Levels this September.”

“How did you wangle that?” asked Barrett.

He shrugged his shoulders. “I just sat the matriculation examination and passed.”

“I always thought it was a private finishing college,” Kehoe stipulated.

“It is a finishing college, completely dedicated to fifth, lower and upper sixth form studies, but it’s funded by Cheshire County Council.”

“Oh, I see,” Kehoe acknowledged. Just about to ask another question, out of the corner of his eye, he saw some great legs in a shorter-than-short miniskirt come into view. “Good god,” he drooled. “Take a gander at that.”

Richmond and Barrett swung around.

“Now that’s what I call a really short skirt,” Kehoe commended. “It barely covers her pert, flawlessly formed caboose.”

“She probably bought it mail order, and it came in a letter-sized envelope,” quipped Richmond. Inspecting the object of their attraction further, he adjudicated, “that is definitely what I call grade-A, hotter-than-hot, choice quality material. Fashions may come, and fashions may go, but girls with great legs will always show them off in next-to-nothing skirts.”

“For sure. Death to the hideous maxi-skirt and those shapeless tents masquerading as the current London fad,” Kehoe stridently decried.

Coming across as superior, Barrett advised, “that, gentlemen, is one Leanora Oxton, though she shortens her Christian name to Nora.”

“How do you know?” Richmond asked, flabbergasted by Barrett’s fortuitous piece of intelligence.

“I first saw her on Monday afternoon when Dougie took me back to personnel after lunch for those overtime forms we needed. He told me about her.”

“Phew, she really is some piece of talent,” Richmond eulogised. “Achingly adorable, and—” He studied his enchantment more closely. “She walks like a model. I wonder if it’s natural, or if she has been taught.”

“Is that significant?” asked Kehoe.

“Yes, it is. Some girls look good in static positions, such as sitting and standing, but when they walk, the dynamic emerges all wrong. What they have been blessed with, becomes diluted, because they appear awkward or imbalanced. At worst, they look like a duckbilled platypus, waddling on land like a pregnant fairy on castors.” Probing Nora again he declared, “she looks great on the move. Her head held high, her shoulders back, her spine arched to bring out her slim waist, and most essentially, her feet are precision straight, and she is placing them directly one foot in front of the other.” Pausing, his admiration grew. “That, gentlemen, is the perfect catwalk carriage.” Smiling, he murmured, “mmmmm, delicious.”

“Forget it, Colby,” Barrett urged. “She is just one year older than us, but she only goes out with guys at least eighteen or older.”

“Really!” Richmond puffed out heavily. “What a shame.”

“It is.” Placing a comforting hand on his shoulder, Barrett announced, “and I’ve some further information about the provocative Nora.”

“Oh, what’s that?”

“She lives in Neston.”

“What!” Richmond babbled, astounded at the news.

“Actually, it’s Little Neston. Bendee Avenue.”

“How do you know?”

“Dougie told me. She’s the group secretary for the main production drawing office. She also does a bit of typing as well. A junior draughtsman from the office took her out. He’s got a MG C-type. She gave him her address, and he picked her up from her home. He was boasting about it in the canteen to his mates. Brookfield and Gleave overheard him.”

“Bendee Avenue,” Richmond repeated. “It’s less than five minutes from where I live in Big Neston.” Inquisitively, he grilled, “did this draughtsman have er—”

“His evil way with her?” Barrett submitted, finishing the tentative query.

“Yeah.”

He drew back snickering. “I asked Dougie the very same question.”

“Well?”

“Apparently, she is a good catholic girl, and will not go all the way until she has a ring on her third finger, and the priest has finished the marriage ceremony.”

“That right,” Richmond accepted, still watching Nora striding majestically across the courtyard between the production plant and the main office building. “It’s not just the breathtaking legs,” he extolled. “Her face is incredibly gorgeous.”

“It’s what we were talking about earlier,” Kehoe recalled.

“How do you mean?” Barrett enquired.

“That black eye make-up, coupled with her mane of long black wavy hair and red lipstick, really completes the wrecking siren come-on.”

“Oh, for sure,” Richmond agreed. Considering for a few seconds, he then volunteered, “maybe I’ll take a walk up Bendee Avenue, and see if she wants to come out to play.”

“I admire your spirit, Colby,” congratulated Barrett, “but until you look a little older and have got a set of wheels, you’ve got no chance.”
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Chapter 4: Karen Lloyd Syndrome
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On the Friday evening after Richmond’s first week at Heywood Williams, David Ashcroft came to see him at the Richmond family’s house on Hinderton Road. Regularly taking soundings from each other vis-à-vis the judy landscape and sundry related matters, the pair retired to the hushed, cloisters-like atmosphere of Richmond’s secure bedroom.

Ahead of Richmond ad modum quantity of conquests, though not necessarily caliber, Ashcroft had gained a reputation as a prodigious hunter of the opposite sex.

Not a terrifically comely young man, he compensated for his physical shortcomings with a confident line in patter and playing on his art renegade image to attract and snare his prey. Becoming an experimenter in carnal relations from an early age, he acted as a pathfinder source to guide his contemporaries through the convoluted maze of wooing girls for the ultimate ulterior purpose.

Allegedly, aged thirteen, using a balloon as a condom, he had done the business with Emma Topham, a very pretty blonde in the mould of a budding Marianne Faithful. Richmond had queried the score at the time it became semi-public knowledge at Neston High, but his amorous friend refused to endorse or deny the happening, not even confirming if the said balloon had an approximated ribbed-shape to give young Emma some satisfaction. Not that Ashcroft had the least bit interest in pleasuring the girl. In his mindset, her function was to purely act as a repository for his cervix crusader.

True or false, Ashcroft’s standing grew immeasurably with his peers, whereas Neston High School for Girls pupil Emma tried in vain to dampen down the scandal. Fortunately, the din never rose above the student fraternity level, neither school staff nor parents ever becoming aware of the gossip. Emma became a highly sought after commodity, even Richmond making discreet overtures as to would she go out with him once the liaison with Ashcroft had run its course.

“Zappa alright for you?” Richmond quizzed, closing and locking his bedroom door.

“Which album?”

“I was thinking of One Size Fits All or Cruising with Ruben and the Jets.”

“I’d prefer Hot Rats,” Ashcroft stated, slumping into a chair, hands in his pockets, and assuming a James Dean-like air of cool.

“You got it.”

Reaching out to his album collection perched alongside his bedroom stereo, Richmond pulled out Ashcroft’s choice, slipping the vinyl onto his record deck.

With Ashcroft keen to hear about the world of toil, the friends began their latest summit by reviewing Richmond’s first week at Heywood Williams.

“So how did you find the experience?” he asked.

“Certainly not an epiphany moment,” Richmond conceded, sitting in an adjacent chair to his guest. “More a combination of eye-opening reality and the shock of the new appreciation, but I think exciting is a good adjective to describe my overall feelings.”

“Really! Sounds like a landmark event. What did they have you doing?”

“Oh—” Richmond grinned. “You’re going to like this. General dog’s body stuff.”

“Not landmark then?”

“Yes and no. For the first few days, they had me clearing out a storage facility with other temps. Then I worked on the shop floor for the remainder of the week as a press operators’ mate.”

Staggered, Ashcroft prattled, “my god, Colby, I couldn’t do that. How can you?”

“I’m just keeping my eye on the money...and the girls.”

“Girls,” Ashcroft repeated, giving him a sideways peek. He caught on. “Ahh, that’s the landmark part, is it?”

“Indeed. Some of the young talent wandering around the Reliance Works really blew me away.”

“You’re on the make then?”

“Yep.”

Assuming he had missed something, Ashcroft frowned. “I thought you were going out with Marjorie Griffiths.”

“No,” Richmond contradicted. “It finished before I did my O-Level examinations.”

“Really, I didn’t know,” Ashcroft edgily retorted, as if he imagined his friend had been concealing the news. “Caught you philandering, did she?”

“Not exactly, but there was someone else involved on the periphery, hovering in the background so to speak, waiting for the axe to fall.”

“Who?”

“Jenny Sumner from the girls’ high school.”

“Oh, perky little thing.”

“Yeah, but it was hardly infidelity. Marjorie and I were over.”

“What happened with Marjorie?”

“I think the best phrase to describe it would be refusal of pent-up, sexual energy release request.”

“Marjorie wouldn’t let you take her to heaven and back, twice nightly?”

“No.”

“Why?”

“Oh—” He waved a circulating hand, indicating the intricacy of the impasse. “It became complex. But before I explain, let me give you an appreciation of the temptation in the candy shop.” Dwelling, he summoned up all his descriptive powers. “Marjorie is such a striking girl, easy on the eye with a stunning face, and more curves than a French curve drawing instrument, mainly made up of big bobbsey twins and comely legs. If we stayed in, sometimes she even wore nylons with a very short skirt and spiked high heels.” Sighing at the image Richmond confessed, “ohh god, it was such a turn on. And she had a certain way of ogling me that really ignited my fires. Her vivid eyes and generous mouth combined to make me putty in her hands, and man—” He rolled his eyes. “She is a great, great kisser. The things she can do with her tongue, well, it should be certified as a destroyer of men.”

“So, she inflamed you very quickly?”

“Within seconds; I found her that stimulating.”

“What was the trouble then?”

“She’d let me do anything, apart from make love to her. I wanted her. I wanted her desperately.” He scintillated. “And, the things she did to me. Oohh, sometimes I got so drenched in love juice I needed to take a shower before returning home.” Shaking his head regretfully, he divulged, “but she wouldn’t let me do the final act.”

“Why ever not?”

Richmond glowered. “Ah, we come to the corollary, a hindering downside. I’ll tell you something in confidence, because I know you never repeat anything you’re told. Besides, I later found out it’s in the public domain.”

“Go on.”

“Her elder sister, Holly, got herself in the family way when she was nineteen. It changed her life irrevocably.”

“In what way?”

“Holly came out of Neston High School for Girls with three A Levels and started a career as a junior underwriter for Legal & General. When she fell pregnant, that went for a ball of chalk. She had to get married, and from what I could gather from Marjorie, the relationship is not exactly young love at its finest. Her sister’s salutary tale has had a profound impact on Marjorie. She is determined not to go the same way.”

“Understandable, but doesn’t she even allow a horizontal monster mash with protection?”

“No. By all accounts, Holly’s boyfriend wore a raincoat, but it was defective.”

“So she’s scared the same thing will happen to her?”

“Put it this way. Holly’s been bitten, so Marjorie is twice as shy.”

“What about the pill?”

“She’s fifteen, so it’s a non-starter.”

“I see.”

“Anyway—” Richmond lingered, almost seeming apologetic in his manner. “I have to confess, I had not gone all the way since I was going out with Angela Everdell, and er, hurrah—” He shrugged his shoulders and tried to look innocent. “Jenny kinda made it clear she fancied me. It wasn’t all that serious with Marjorie anyway. So she was on the way out when Jenny made her intentions clear.” Producing a contrite face, he granted, “on reflection, that might sound a little harsh and unfair, but Marjorie was driving me crazy with unfulfilled lust. She’s such an enchanting and desire-provoking creature, and she’s still physically evolving. By the time she is eighteen, she will be a Miss Neston and Heswall candidate. But the sex situation is never going to change.”

“Presumably, until she is married?”

“I think so.” Remaining indecisive, as if feeling even guiltier about how the affair ended, he stretched out his arms, and defended, “I’ve just got used to completing the whole transaction in recent times. Anything less is an anti-climax, if you’ll forgive the pun. If I’d known Marjorie a few years ago, it wouldn’t have been an issue, the relationship running its course after a few weeks, and both parties moving on to fresh pastures.”

“So you didn’t know the position before you began going out with her?”

“No, the Holly revelation only became apparent on our third date, when she had me so excited I was about to detonate in her hand. But the no-go area boom came down during our first get together at the Sandra Mulray shindig. Marjorie is so sexually overpowering, that it’s fantastic doing everything else with her for a while, but then, well...you can guess the rest.”

“And Miss Sumner?”

“Jenny has entered her precocious stage. She just wanted to taste and try. It only lasted a week.”

“So you got used?”

“Yep,” Richmond philosophically endorsed, holding up his hands. “But that’s part of the non-commitment game, the non-alignment pact, if all is not right. It’s happened before, it will happen again, until Miss Right arrives in my field of regard. I have no complaints.”

“Very altruistic of you, Colby. You’ll have me blubbing in a moment.”

“Changing the subject slightly, I ran into Karen Lloyd after my first day at Heywood Williams.”

“By my count, you went out with her over three different periods, didn’t you?”

“Yeah. First seven weeks, then I think three weeks, and finally six weeks. Got a lot of stick from the guys at Neston High for that, including you.”

“We all thought you were besotted with her.”

“I probably was, no...I categorically was,” Richmond admitted. “Still maybe, a little, but I responded to peer group pressure and chucked her every time.” Recoiling back, he sheepishly questioned, “what does that say about my character?”

“Don’t beat yourself up. Any guy would have done the same thing.”

“Maybe, but I felt bad about it on every occasion we parted.”

“Well if you must go out with older girls, who are a bit more emotionally advanced than us, you must expect to feel more for them.”

“Yeah, that’s right. Karen is one year older than me, and it does make a difference.” Smiling with zeal, Richmond accredited, “however, the experience gave me a taste for older judies. You might recollect, I also briefly dated Jennifer Jones and Jacqueline Atherton, both in Karen’s year.” 

“I do.”

“Anyway, like for Chester College, my father drops me off at Heywood Williams in the mornings, if he’s working in Chester or has to pass through the city to an onwards location, but after work, I come back to Neston on the train. As fate would have it, last Monday I was slipping out of Neston rail station when who should come into view but Karen. We walked up Blackeys Lane together, then at Breezehill Road, she went left, and I went right.”

***
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Richmond’s relationship with Karen Lloyd came about by accident in his second year at Neston High. Though the boys’ and girls’ schools were physically detached, their respective schoolyards were only separated by two feet of land and high fence lines. Forbidden by both school authorities, nonetheless the thin demarcation provided a liberty for boy and girl pupils to talk to each other during breaks. Of course, once outside the school domain, they mixed without restraint.

Richmond had been talking to his classmates near by the fence when they heard, “hey.”

Turning towards the threshold, Karen confronted them. Pointing to Richmond, she then used the same finger to beckon him forward. He did so.

“Jean Price and I were wondering if you would like to meet us in Stanney Fields Park this evening?”

Before Karen’s approach, Richmond had short term flings with a number of judies his age from the girls’ high school, such as Pauline Smith and jewel-eyed Judy Gilbertson. Nothing too heavy, mainly necking and upper chest exploration, not that there was much to explore, invariably taking place during trips to the flicks, an ice cream parlour, or somebody’s back room. Usually, they petered out after a few weeks, if not a few days. In Pauline’s case, she had affected his metaphorical P-45 without a hint of remorse when a girl in her class told her she saw Richmond talking to uber-chanteuse Katrina Salisbury, a very ripe girl for her age, popular with older boys. Unable to counter the claim, though the brush had been quite by off chance, he took his release without argument, and a few days later, the said Katrina appeared on his arm, though that too became as temporary as all the rest.

He had developed a somewhat unique way to introduce himself to target fillies at parties or other social events. Sauntering over to the girl pack engaged in girly chit-chat containing his chosen quarry, he bowed like a cavalier, artificially removing his splashy headgear, recited a few stanzas from a poem by one of the romantics, typically Keats or Shelley, bowed again, then make noises to the affect further readings would be forthcoming, if the girl kindly consented to go out with him.

Having hooked a few known quantities from Neston High School for Girls, he became confident enough to address girls attending Pensby Secondary Modern and Wirral Grammar School for Girls living in Neston and Parkgate, and went to the same social functions as him and his friends. Word went around apropos his act, and for a while it became an expectation that when Richmond passed close to girl huddles, he reprised the poetry act to entertain them. Obliging, it resulted in a few unexpected liaisons adding to his kudos.

Touched by Karen’s Cathy McGowan hairstyle, deep sea green eyes and blossoming shape, Richmond nonchalantly replied, “sure. Love to.” Scanning over her shoulder he asked, “which one is Jean?”

Glancing behind her, Karen indicated with an outstretched arm to a group of girls some thirty yards away. “The mousey blonde, slightly shorter than me. We’ll see you at seven by the stone bridge over the brook.”

Richmond arrived at the meeting point just in time to see Karen walking along one of the park pathways towards the bridge.

“You made it then,” she said. “We weren’t sure if you’d come.”

“I never break my word, especially to a young lady.”

Laughing, she dipped her head. “Nobody has ever called me a young lady before,” she trilled, her harmony swelled with pride.

“Well, there’s a first time for everything. Where’s your pal?”

“She’s waiting at the pavilion.”

“Come on then,” Richmond encouraged with a confident smile.

Sitting on a park bench, the threesome talked about the usual introductory teenage subjects; music tastes, the latest trends, and who’s seeing who, Richmond discovering both Karen and Jean were in their third year at the girl’s school, thus they were older than him. A new experience, and a valued feather in his cap, it provided the seed for a burgeoning older girl craving.

When some other judies joined them, he took the opportunity to separate Karen from the pack, for a walk down towards the bowling-green entrance.

As they stepped forward she halted, saying, “I feel bad about this.”

The comment spooked Richmond. “Bad about what?”

“Bad about being with you.”

“Why?” He gazed at her, his confidence wavering. “Don’t you fancy me?”

“Oh no, it’s not that. I really do fancy you.”

“Then what is it?”

“I was fronting for Jean when I came over to ask you out at school.” She peered back guiltily at her friend. “She really fancies you.”

“Ahh, I see.” Learning towards her, he nudged her shoulder gently with his. “Jean is very cute, but you’re the one I really fancy.”

“Oh!” She pressed her lips together, her remorse increasing. “Looks like Jean is going to be disappointed.”

“No doubt she’ll have someone else in tow very soon.”

“Well as it happens, David Ward wants to go out with her.”

“Really. He’s in the year above me. I sometimes go to see the mighty reds with David and some other guys. He lives just around the corner from me.”

“You’re a Liverpool FC supporter then?”

“Yep. My father first took me to Anfield Road when I had barely crawled out of my pram and was still on the rusks. More recently, he’s taken me to Goodison Park as well as Anfield, but I’ve always been a red.”

“My elder brother, Darren, is an Everton supporter.”

“Don’t worry, I won’t hold it against him. How about you?”

“I’m not really interested in football.”

“Rugby is it?” he jokingly catechised.

She laughed. “No.”

“Must be cricket then,” he gently pushed.

“Nooo.” She laughed again, then beamed at him. “You’re funny. I like that.”

Within a few days, Jean was going out with David Ward, and the foursome dated together, mainly spending time at Missus B’s house on Drake Road, not far from the Lloyd’s house in Hawkins Road. A divorced thirty-something, bringing up two children, she paid Karen and Jean to act as babysitters while she socialised at local hostelry, The Malt Shovel. Affording Ward and Richmond access to the house, they brought rock and rhythm and blues records with them, the couples dancing around the lounge to the sounds of Whole Lotta Love, Brown Sugar and Won’t Get Fooled Again, before entering smooching mode with slower stuff by George Harrison and Neil Young.

On another occasion, Richmond got stung on his behind by a wasp, not once but twice, when the foursome were making out in the fields behind a local dairy farm, his yelps causing much hilarity for those present, apart from himself. At the time, Ward and he were paperboys for Cash Newsagents. When he got on his bike to make the evening deliveries, the extent of the wasp stings really hit home, the injurious incisions paralysing his rear end, impairing his ability to peddle. Ward told the girls about the incapacity, the duel wasp attack becoming a source of extended merriment for the following few days.

David Ward turned out to be one of the most surprising guys Richmond messed around with in his formative teens. Often, he acted hastily, leading to some hairraising and painful consequences.

Along with mutual friends, Malcolm Kaye and Phillip Slingsby, Richmond and Ward sometimes hung about at the junction of Bushell Road with Hinderton Road, chewing the cud and blowing kisses to passing girls. Sometimes lost lorry drivers stopped at the junction to ask the boys for directions.

If left to Ward, his explanation of the route to find the driver’s end destination became convoluted and unrecognisable, the others grinning at his antics a few feet away. Finally, he would say something like, ‘let me try to simplify it for you.’ Still flummoxed, the driver assented, and the wind-up went on. ‘You know the Nighthawk Club on Buggen Lane?’ ‘Yes.’ ‘And you know where the lane bends around towards Park Street, where the sea scouts have their annual jamboree?’ ‘Yes.’ ‘Well the address you’re seeking is nowhere near there!’ Smirking, he would then bring his right-hand thumb up to his nose and waggle his fingers teasingly, further infuriating the seeker of concise direction. Sometimes the offended driver would spring out of his truck, racing off after the boys, threatening to roast their balls on a logfire. Fortunately, they were never caught.

Such larks were plentiful, but the episode standing out for Richmond happened when Ward and he traveled to Liverpool, to sell some old singles to a second-hand record shop. Completing the transaction, they strolled in the direction NEMS, the late-Brian Epstein’s family music store, to purchase new vinyl.

Obstructing Richmond in his tracks, Ward pointed to a window dresser replenishing a display in a mid-sized department store front window. “Come on, we can have a bit of fun here.” Winking, he instructed, “just follow my lead.”

Standing in front of the hard-at-work man for a few moments, the lads then pressed their noses against the outside of the huge window. Tapping the glass with his finger, Ward brought their presence to the window dresser’s notice. Seeing the slightly distorted noses on the window, he sniggered. The boys waved at him. He waved back and came forward, bending so his head was at the same level to that of the boys. Smiling back at him, they built rapport. Coming closer he joined in the fun. Then inch by inch, Ward raised his right hand up over his chin, beyond his mouth and finally over his nose, forming a V-sign, and pushing the rude gesture up and down. Infuriated, the man mouthed obscenities at the boys and absconded from view.

“Got him,” Ward jubilantly yelped. “They always fall for it.”

Laughing at the caper, the boys creased up. Still guffawing when the window dresser loomed up behind them, they saw his reflection in the shop window. Turning to face him, Richmond recognised he was much bigger than they had first appreciated. In fact, he came across as brutal and uncompromising.

Clenching his fists, the man threatened, “I’m gonna tan the arse of you young pups.” With no obvious escape route, Richmond gulped, expecting the worst. However, just as the overbearing hulk started to move towards them, Ward brought his right foot up sharply, kicking him in the bollocks. Stupefied by the action and the subsequent doubling-up of the window-dresser, Richmond failed to see Ward legging it down the street at speed. Recovering his concentration, the wedding-tackle injured man lunged for Richmond. His rugby training coming to the fore, Richmond neatly side-stepped the aggressor, and charged off after Ward.

Moments later he caught up with him, both escapees bursting into uncontrollable mirth as they tried to keep running. Coming to a near standstill, they inspected behind.

“I don’t believe it,” Ward cried. “He’s still coming after us.”

Setting off again, they finally lost the chaser in the matrix of narrow alleys and streets leading to St. John’s Shopping Centre.

Nefarious fun apart, the occurrence really flooring Richmond came about when he and Ward, accompanied by half a dozen other Neston High schoolboys, were fooling about around the Stanney Fields Park pavilion, when local hard-nut Ken Swain and his entourage of slightly lesser hard-nuts infiltrated their midst.

Comprising a huge extended family spanning at least four living generations, the Swain clan had been running amok on just about the right side of the law for decades. Ken and his brothers took great joie de vivre in intimidating both junior and senior schoolboys, those resisting, ending up with a bloody nose or worse.

Several years earlier, four or five juvenile Swains, including Ken, had near-to kidnapped Richmond, Kaye and Slingsby from their kick-about outside the Masonic Hall on Bushell Road. Frog-marching them down Hinderton Road, up the High Street and around Neston Cross, they finally let them go when more unseasoned victims chanced on the horizon.

With this in mind, coupled with a plethora of known incidents relating to the Swain gang’s savage behaviour, Richmond did not intend to incur Ken’s displeasure. Neither come to that did the remainder of the boys, apart from they were to find out, David Ward.

Ken and his moth-eaten, disheveled crew lined up their captives against the pavilion wall searching them for money and contraband. Goading them with insults and criticisms, the ritual intended to provoke a response, and thereby a rickety justification to extract severe retribution, finally, Ward exploded.

“Right,” he bleated in a strained voice, standing away from the wall and raising his arms into a conventional boxing stance. “Come on, Swain, I’ll take you on, one-on-one without any interference from your cruddy droogs.”

Ken and his fellow hard-nuts burst into laughter, Richmond and the other hostages exchanging bewildered scowls. 

“Droogs,” whispered the boy next to Richmond.

“It’s a clear reference to Alex and his gang of thugs in A Clockwork Orange by Anthony Burgess,” Richmond explained. “David and I and some others went to see Stanley Kubrick’s film adaptation at the Chester Gaumont last year.”

“Oi!” Ken called out. “What are you two talking about?”

Richmond and the other boy stayed quiet.

Moving towards them, Ken left Ward in his boxing stance. “Don’t I know you?” he snarled at Richmond.

“Our paths might have crossed in the past.”

Turning to his troops, a baffled sneer blazed across Ken’s face. “Our paths might have crossed in the past. What the fuck does that mean?”

Richmond did not reply.

Squinting at him, like Fagan about to do something despicable to young Oliver, his interrogator came closer.

“Yes, I do know you,” he confirmed, mentally recalling the frog-marching incident. “Looks like I’ll have to subject you to some more humiliation.”

“Leave him alone,” Ward shouted, raising his boxing stance to eye level.

Facing Ward, Ken emitted a villainous mug. “What’s the matter with you? Got a death wish or something? I don’t need my ‘droogs’ as you call them, to ease you. I can do that all by myself.”

“Come on then, Swain, you swivel-eyed cunt.”

Steaming at the insult, Ken took a few menacing steps towards Ward. If he had taken on a Fagan-like figure moments earlier, now he assumed the grisly guise of Bill Sykes.

“Ken,” Richmond blurted.

Ken ogled back.

“He didn’t mean it,” Richmond upheld. “It’s all bluster. He’s not going to fight you.”

“Oh yes I am,” Ward contradicted. “I’m fed up with being bullied and harassed by the Swains, so come on, Ken, let’s have you.”

“What am I to do?” Ken interrogated Richmond, as if required to make a momentous decision. “He’s asked me out. I won’t be able to hold my head high with the family, or my gang, if I turn the other cheek. We just came over to have a bit of fun with you boys. That’s as far as it would have got, unless one of you gave me just cause to rearrange your facial features, but now—” He jeered gleefully at Ward. “I don’t have a choice, or I’ll lose face.”

“Perhaps we could come to some sort of forfeit arrangement,” Richmond suggested.

“Some sort of forfeit arrangement?” Ken acrimoniously repeated. “My, you are the little peacemaker, aren’t you?” Stepping forward, he leaned into Richmond. “What were you thinking?”

“We could club together and make financial recompense in place of you fighting David.”

“No!” Ward protested, his rage growing. “I want to fight the bastard.”

Turning about, Ken pointed at him. “Shut up, you.” Refacing Richmond, he thundered, “how much to spare this vassal?”

“I’m sure we can club together £5.”

“Phooey!” He sneered at Richmond and the rest of the boys. “Naw, that won’t keep me in snout and beer for more than five minutes. Besides, I need to see what this boy’s got.”

Twisting around, he grunted at his challenger, then moved forward to where Ward stood, still holding his boxing stance. 

“Come on, then,” Ken taunted, beckoning his opponent towards him.

Obliging, Ward rushed forward like a hissing bull. Taking a swing, he missed his target, Ken dodging the incoming punch.

Leering, Ken warned, “you’ll have to do better than that, sonny.”

Ward tried again, this time partially connecting with his adversary. Infuriated, Ken went on the offensive, springing forward and whacking Ward in the stomach, then in the face, Ward groaning under the onslaught. Lunging, Ken grabbed him around the neck, wrestling him to the ground, Ward kicking to release himself and punching at Ken, but to no avail. Mercilessly laying into him with blows to his face, claret spurted from Ward’s nose and mouth. He cried out in pain, but the beating endured. Finally, Ken stopped. Gleaming with smugness and satisfaction, he got up, leaving Ward a simpering, whimpering mess on the ground.

To Richmond and the other boys, the slaughter seemed to go on for
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