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One

Sheena was aware of the young man looking at her as she shifted in her chair. He was standing at the bar ordering a drink, his dark eyes glancing at her every now and then. Wearing tight trousers and an open-neck white shirt, he was in his late twenties with dark, swept-back hair and a suntanned face. She thought that he was pretty good-looking, but she was waiting for a girlfriend to arrive and she wasn’t on the pull. Making out that she hadn’t noticed him as he approached her, she took her glass of beer from the table.

‘All alone?’ he asked her.

‘No,’ she returned, sipping her beer. ‘I’m with a friend.’

He chuckled and looked at the empty chairs around the table. ‘An invisible friend?’

‘She ain’t here yet.’

‘Oh, right. I’m Rod, pleased to meet you.’ Sheena said nothing as he sat opposite her at the table. ‘Do you have a name?’

‘I might.’

‘You’re a very attractive girl, if you don’t mind my saying so?’

‘I know I am.’ Gazing at him, she realised that he wasn’t the usual scum that hung around in the backstreet pub. He was well-spoken and polite, which made a nice change. ‘I’m Sheena,’ she finally said.

‘That’s a nice name.’

‘I don’t think so. Look, I’m waiting for a friend so . . .’

‘I’ll leave when she gets here.’

She frowned. ‘What are you doing in this dump?’ she asked him. ‘You don’t look the type to come to a scumhole like this.’

‘I was just passing and decided to call in for a drink. I have to admit that it’s not the sort of place I usually go to.’

‘So, where do you usually go?’

‘The Castle Club. It’s a . . .’

‘I know what it is,’ she cut in. ‘It’s posh. People with money go there.’

‘Yes, I suppose it is posh.’ He looked her up and down and chuckled.

‘What’s so funny?’

‘Nothing, I . . .’

‘I know what you’re thinking,’ she said accusingly. ‘You’re thinking that I’m common, aren’t you?’

‘No, not at all.’

‘Well, you should be thinking that because I am common. They wouldn’t let shit like me in that club.’

‘You shouldn’t put yourself down, Sheena. You’re a very attractive girl.’

‘Yeah, right.’

‘Would you like me to take you to the club one evening?’

‘I’ve already told you, they wouldn’t let shit like me in.’

‘Allow me to prove you wrong. How about tomorrow evening?’

‘I ain’t got nothing to wear.’

Taking his wallet from his trouser pocket, he passed her fifty pounds. She didn’t hesitate to grab the cash, but she knew that he was only after one thing. Reckoning that he was married and had come to the seedy pub looking for a slut, she grinned. She had no qualms about taking money from men in return for sex. As far as she was concerned, she was happy to be paid to drop her knickers. She was a common slut, she reflected, recalling an old man who’d been in the pub the previous evening. He was in his sixties and had given her twenty pounds in return for a hand-job beneath the table. Fifty quid for a fuck? she mused, gazing at Rod as she thrust the cash into her handbag. Easy money.

‘Buy yourself something,’ he said, smiling at her. ‘You’d look great in a black dress.’

‘Why don’t you stop playing games?’ she asked him. ‘I know what you want.’

‘I want you to come to the club with me, Sheena. I’m not playing games.’

‘Yeah, right.’

‘I’m serious. I find you incredibly attractive and I’d like to spend an evening with you.’

‘You wouldn’t want to be seen with me in that club. People would laugh at you.’

‘Why would they laugh?’

‘Because I’m a common slut, that’s why. I know that you’re only after one thing so why not admit it?’

‘I’ll take you to the club now, if you want me to.’

‘OK, let’s go.’

After finishing her beer, she left the table and walked to the door. She was wearing a red miniskirt with black leather boots and a loose-fitting white blouse, and she knew that Rod wouldn’t be seen dead with her in the Castle Club. Leaving the pub, she turned and hovered on the pavement as the pub door closed. Would he back out? she wondered. Watching the door, waiting for it to open, she brushed her long blonde hair away from her face and sighed. Her hair was a little greasy and dishevelled. Expecting to spend the evening in the pub with her friend, she hadn’t bothered to wash it.

‘Ready, then?’ Rod asked her as he left the pub and joined her on the pavement.

‘If you are,’ she murmured.

‘So, tell me about yourself,’ he said as they walked the short distance to the club.

‘There ain’t much to tell. I’m eighteen years old, I live in a poxy bedsit, and I’m common.’

‘I do wish you’d stop putting yourself down, Sheena,’ he breathed. ‘You’re a lovely girl.’

‘If you say so.’

Rod said good evening to the man on the door as he ushered Sheena into the club. Feeling acutely self-conscious as she walked up several steps and across the plush blue carpet to the bar, she was aware of eyes staring at her. There were only half a dozen people in the club, but they were well-dressed and Sheena felt incredibly out of place. She was the youngest female there, she observed. The others were in their late twenties and early thirties, and they obviously had money.

‘Are you being a naughty boy, Rodney?’ a woman said, giggling as she looked Sheena up and down.

‘Not at all,’ he replied. ‘This is Sheena, a friend of mine. Sheena, this is Elizabeth.’

‘I’m pleased to meet you,’ the woman said. ‘Your skirt is rather . . . How can I put it? It’s rather . . .’

‘That will do, Elizabeth,’ Rod cut in. ‘What would you like to drink, Sheena?’

‘Lager,’ she replied.

Elizabeth giggled. ‘Lager?’ she echoed. ‘This isn’t a common public house, dear.’

‘I don’t care what it is, I want lager.’

‘Where on earth did you find her, Rodney?’ Elizabeth asked, shaking her head.

‘He didn’t find me,’ Sheena said. ‘Me and Rod are friends.’

‘It’s Rod and I,’ Elizabeth corrected her.

‘Let’s go and sit down,’ Rod sighed, leading Sheena to a secluded table.

Sheena sat at the table and watched Rod walk back to the bar and order the drinks. She didn’t fit in at all, she mused as Elizabeth said something to Rod and then burst out giggling. Rod glanced at Sheena, looking embarrassed as he forced a smile. This wasn’t a good idea, Sheena thought, wishing she’d stayed at the pub and waited for her girlfriend to arrive. At least she’d made fifty pounds. Finally joining Sheena with the drinks, Rod sat opposite her and apologised for Elizabeth’s behaviour.

‘I knew this was a mistake,’ Sheena declared.

‘Take no notice of Elizabeth,’ he said. ‘She’s like that with everyone she meets.’

‘It’s Rod and I,’ she said, mimicking the woman. ‘Stuck-up bitch.’

‘Forget about her. Tell me more about yourself.’

‘I told you, there ain’t nothing to tell.’

‘Do you work?’

‘I did have a job but I got sacked for nicking money out of the till.’ She gazed at Rod and frowned. ‘Are you rich?’

‘Well, I’m comfortable.’

‘Where do you work?’

‘I’m a director of the family business. My brothers and I . . .’

‘It’s not me and my brothers, then?’

He chuckled. ‘You’re learning, Sheena. Well done.’

‘I like you,’ she said. ‘You talk posh, but I like you.’

‘And I like you, Sheena. Is your place far from here?’

‘Just up the road. It’s a dump.’

‘I’m sure it’s not.’

‘You trying to get me to take you back to my place, then?’

‘No, no, not at all.’

‘Where do you live? In a posh house, I reckon.’

‘I live on the Golden Beach estate.’

‘Blimey, that private place with the big houses?’

‘Yes, that’s right.’

Sheena sipped her beer, wondering what it would be like to live on the private estate. The houses were huge, with expensive cars parked in the drives, and the people were rich, she knew, recalling the times she’d cycled around the estate when she was younger. Her parents had split up and she’d hated living with her mother and had left home when she was sixteen. She’d hoped to have made something of herself but, in her heart, she’d always known that she was destined to be broke and common. The Golden Beach private estate was another world. Maybe Rod could drag her out of poverty and give her a chance? she pondered wistfully.

‘Why were you in that scummy pub?’ she asked him. ‘Was you looking for a slut?’

‘No, I . . . I was just passing and I fancied a drink.’

‘Are you married?’

‘No, I’m not,’ he replied honestly.

‘So, was you looking for a slut?’

‘It’s where you . . . Yes, I was looking for a girl,’ he confessed. ‘Not a slut, but . . .’

‘Don’t you have a girlfriend?’

‘I do, but she’s . . .’ He chuckled. ‘She’s posh, Sheena.’

‘You mean, she don’t fuck?’

‘Yes, I suppose I do mean that. Look, I didn’t pick you up for sex. I like you, Sheena. I like you as a person.’

‘You want to fuck me, you mean?’

‘No, I . . .’

‘Be honest, Rod.’

‘Yes, of course I want to . . . I mean, you’re extremely attractive and . . .’

‘Is that what the fifty quid was for?’

‘No, that was for a new dress. Look, I have a girlfriend and she’s posh and she isn’t into the things I like. To be honest, my father chose her.’

‘He chose her? What do you mean?’

‘It’s not easy to explain, Sheena. My family are . . .’

‘Posh?’

‘Well, yes, they are. My father wants me to marry Deborah because she comes from a good family and he has business connections with her father.’

‘What would your old man think of me?’ she cut in with a giggle. ‘A common teenage slut you picked up in a back-street pub.’

‘I . . . I don’t think . . .’

‘Shall we have another drink?’

‘Yes, all right.’

As he took the empty glasses and left the table, Sheena wondered whether she’d ever get to meet his family. Looking at her painted fingernails, the chipped red varnish, she knew that he’d never take her home to meet them. They lived in another world, she brooded sadly. They lived in a world of money and luxury which was a million light years away from Sheena’s world. Thinking that it would be nice to meet Rod now and then, she smiled as he brought the drinks to the table and sat next to her.

‘I could be your bit of rough on the side,’ she said hopefully.

‘Sheena, you’re more than just a . . .’

‘Take me to your place to meet your mum and dad.’

‘My mother isn’t with us,’ he said softly.

‘Take me back to meet your dad, then.’

‘Sheena, I can’t do that. I have Deborah and . . .’

‘And she’s posh and I’m not?’

‘Yes – no. I mean . . .’

‘I know what you mean, Rod. You said that she’s not into the things you like. What things do you like?’

‘Sex,’ he replied with a chuckle. ‘All types of sex.’

‘Won’t she suck your cock?’

‘Er . . . She’s not into oral sex.’

‘I love cock-sucking,’ she said, her blue eyes sparkling lustfully. ‘And I love a tongue up my cunt.’

‘Shush, keep your voice down.’

‘Sorry, I was forgetting that this is a posh place. Does that Elizabeth woman suck cock?’

‘I have no idea.’

‘I’ll bet she’s never had a mouthful of spunk in her life.’

‘Sheena, keep your voice down.’

‘Sorry.’

‘I like you, Sheena. You’re my type of girl.’

‘But I’m not your dad’s type?’

‘No, sadly, you’re not. My father is old-fashioned and . . . Look, we could see each other once or twice a week. If you want to, that is?’

‘OK.’

‘We could meet in the pub and then . . .’

‘Go back to my bedsit and fuck?’

‘Well, yes, if you want to.’

‘And you’ll pay me?’

‘I’ll help you out with cash if you’re short.’

‘OK.’

Sheena sipped her beer and thought about Rod’s father and brothers as he placed his hand on her naked knee. She would get to meet them, she decided. This was her chance to get in with a rich family and make something of her life. All she had to do was buy some decent clothes and try to speak properly and she’d be accepted by the family. Deborah could go to hell, she thought as her plan evolved in her mind. If Rod dumped Deborah and . . . She was thinking too far ahead, she knew as Rod’s hand slipped up her skirt and his fingers pressed into the warm swell of her tight knickers.

‘Naughty boy,’ she whispered.

‘Naughty girl,’ he returned.

‘You’re making me wet.’

‘You’re making me hard.’

‘You are a naughty boy.’

As he moved her knickers aside and slipped a finger into the very tight sheath of her young vagina, she closed her eyes and let out a rush of breath. He wasn’t common or crude. Unlike the other men she’d been with, he hadn’t sworn or been at all vulgar. She needed a man like Rod, she decided. The more she thought about getting in with his family, the more she was determined to succeed. If she put on a posh voice and wore decent clothes, she was sure that they’d accept her.

‘You’re so hot and tight,’ Rod whispered.

‘Tighter than Deborah?’

‘Yes, much tighter.’

‘Are you going to dump her, Rod?’

‘Well, no. No, I can’t do that.’

‘Why not?’

‘Because – because it’s all arranged. We’re getting married and . . .’

‘When?’

‘In two months.’

‘How old is she?

‘Twenty-five.’

‘OK.’

As Rod slipped a second finger into her contracting vagina, she considered the wedding. It’s all arranged, two months . . . She had plenty of time to put a stop to it, she thought as she made her plans. Once stuck-up Deborah discovered that Rod had been fucking a teenage slut, she’d storm off and leave the door wide open for Sheena. This was going to be easy, Sheena thought as her clitoris swelled and her sex milk flowed.

‘Shit, I’m going to come,’ she breathed.

‘No, not here,’ he whispered, retrieving his hand and looking around. ‘Let’s go back to your place.’

‘OK.’

‘Sheena,’ he began as she knocked back her drink. ‘Sheena, do you have other men?’

‘No,’ she lied, smiling at him. ‘Why?’

‘I just wondered.’

‘I’m not a prostitute, Rod. You won’t give Deborah any diseases.’

‘No, I didn’t mean . . .’

‘Come on, let’s go.’

Formulating her plan as she led Rod along the street to her bedsit, she made a mental note of the things she needed to discover. Where did Deborah live? Where did she work and where did she go in the evenings? Sheena was determined to get her foot in the door of the family home, and she knew that she was going to have to do her homework if she was to destroy Rod’s relationship with the woman.

When they arrived at the scruffy Victorian house, she led Rod up to her first-floor bedsit and showed him in. He looked around, obviously wondering how anyone could live in such a small room. Sheena gazed at several pairs of dirty knickers on the floor by the sink, the dirty clothes piled on a chair. She should have cleaned up, she reflected, kicking a crumpled magazine aside. But she’d arranged to meet her friend and hadn’t expected to have a man back that evening. Rod tried not to show his distaste as he gazed at the dirty plates piled in the sink, but his expression betrayed his thoughts. Sitting on the edge of the single bed, he smiled at her.

‘This is great,’ he said. ‘You’ve made it really cosy.’

‘It’s a fucking slum,’ she sighed, picking her knickers up and tossing them on to the chair. ‘I’ll bet your wardrobe is bigger than this room.’

‘Well, I . . . This is lovely, Sheena. I mean it, it’s really nice.’

‘You do talk crap, Rod. It’s a crummy bedsit in a derelict house in a slum area. The fucking council won’t find me a decent place. If I got stuffed, like that slut downstairs, then they’d give me a flat.’

‘Slut downstairs?’

‘Angela, she’s in the bedsit downstairs. She’s pregnant and the council are moving her into a flat next week. She deliberately got stuffed so that she could get a bloody flat. She’s not totally screwy, though. She made sure that she got stuffed by a married bloke with money so he’ll have to pay her maintenance for the kid. And he gives her money to stop her running to his wife.’

‘I hope that’s not what you’re planning?’

‘Fuck that,’ she said, giggling as she joined him on the bed. ‘The last thing I want is a screaming brat. It would be funny, though.’

‘What would?’

‘If you stuffed me and I had your kid.’

‘It would be hilarious, Sheena,’ he returned sarcastically. ‘I’m sure it would go down extremely well with my family.’

‘Tell me about Deborah.’

‘Well, she’s . . . There’s nothing to tell, really.’

‘Where is she now?’

‘She’s at home. She lives with her parents.’

‘Does she live in a big house?’

‘Yes, she does. Look, let’s not talk about her.’

‘Has she got a posh second name?’

‘Sheena, please . . .’

‘Tell me, Rod. And then you can pull my wet knickers down and lick my cunt.’

‘Her surname is Gibson-Brown.’

‘Deborah Gibson-Brown. Oh, very posh. My name is Sheena Collins. Boring, isn’t it?’

‘Your name is lovely, but you are becoming boring.’

Reclining on the bed, Sheena raised her buttocks as Rod thrust his hands up her short skirt and slipped his thumbs between the elastic of her knickers and her shapely hips. He eased her knickers down her long legs and over her feet, then parted her slender thighs and pushed her skirt up over her stomach. His dark eyes wide, he gazed longingly at her puffy vaginal lips, clearly visible beneath a sparse fleece of blonde pubic hair.

Sheena stared at the cracks in the ceiling as he scrutinised the most private part of her teenage body. She had to better herself, she decided as Rod knelt on the floor between her feet. She had to get out of her bedsit and make something of her life. Rod leaned forward, planted a kiss on the gentle rise of her mons and breathed in her girl-scent as she parted her legs wider. She knew that, if she pleased him, she’d be seeing him again.

‘You taste like heaven,’ he murmured, his tongue probing her moist open slit.

‘That’s a new one,’ she said, giggling. ‘What does heaven taste like?’

‘Like a beautiful girl of eighteen named Sheena Collins.’

‘Suck my clit and bring me off,’ she sighed as he parted the fleshy cushions of her outer lips and gazed at her wet inner folds. ‘Give me a good licking-out and suck my clit and make me come.’

Wasting no time, Rod flicked the pink protrusion of her erect clitoris with the tip of his tongue and slipped a finger into her drenched vaginal duct as she writhed on her bed and gasped. Sheena let out a rush of breath as her clitoris responded to his caressing tongue and her juices of arousal flowed from her tightening vaginal sheath. Her outer labia swelling, her inner lips unfurling, she parted her thighs wide and arched her back as Rod attended to her most intimate feminine needs.

Rod obviously thought that their relationship could go nowhere, but Sheena was making her plans. Deborah Gibson-Brown, she mused, wondering where her rival lived. She suddenly recalled seeing the name Gibson-Brown on a large office building in town, and wondered whether there was a connection. It would be easy enough to find out, she reflected as Rod repeatedly swept his tongue over the sensitive tip of her hard clitoris.

‘Do you like my cunt?’ she asked him unashamedly.

‘Very much,’ he breathed. ‘I like it when you say that word.’

‘What, cunt?’

‘Yes.’

‘Does Deborah say cunt?’

‘You must be joking,’ he said, chuckling.

‘Are you going to fuck my cunt, Rod?’

‘Oh, yes. I’m going to fuck your sweet cunt so hard.’

Sheena knew that Deborah would be a stuck-up prude, and Rod obviously loved the idea of screwing a teenage slut behind her back. Fucking a dirty little whore was probably his way of rebelling against his posh family. Pulling a young whore and screwing her in her seedy bedsit was far removed from the prim and proper life he was used to with his family. He’d think about his teenage slut the next time he screwed Deborah, Sheena thought happily. He’d think about licking her tight little hole, sucking her erect clitoris and pushing his solid cock deep into her writhing body.

She imagined him having sex with Deborah. He’d be on top of her, saying nothing as he pumped his spunk into her posh pussy. The act would be cold and clinical with no words of lust, no passion. In defiance of his family, he obviously loved the idea of fucking a dirty little slut who used expletives and had no finesse. A common slut with greasy blonde hair, she thought as her orgasm neared. That’s what Rod wanted.

Arching her back as her clitoris exploded in orgasm, she cried out and writhed on her bed as he sustained her ecstasy. He was good, she thought dreamily – wasted on a stuck-up prude like Deborah. Her vaginal muscles contracting, gripping his thrusting finger, her clitoris pulsating wildly beneath his wet tongue, she again cried out as her orgasm peaked and shook her teenage body to the core. Again and again, waves of ecstasy crashed though her trembling body as she rode the crest of her climax. She knew she’d be seeing a lot more of Rod.

Her young womb rhythmically contracting, she could feel her vaginal muscles spasming, her clitoris pumping waves of pleasure throughout her young body as her orgasm rode on. Rod was very good, she thought again as he massaged the inner flesh of her sex-dripping pussy. Most of the men she’d been with were only out to satisfy themselves and hadn’t given a thought to Sheena’s needs and desires. Rod was different.

‘Fucking hell,’ she gasped as her pleasure finally began to wane. ‘Fucking hell, Rod. That was – that was amazing.’

‘You liked it?’ he asked, chuckling as he withdrew his wet finger from her tight vagina and lowered his trousers.

‘Liked it? It was fucking brilliant. But I want more.’

‘Let’s see whether you like this.’

Slipping his purple knob between the wet inner lips of her vulva, he massaged the solid nub of her clitoris with his thumb. He was teasing her, she knew, as he ran his swollen knob up and down the open valley of her wet pussy. He was making her wait for the feel of his hardness deep inside her young vagina. She begged him to fuck her as he massaged her erect clitoris with his firm cock. Her sex milk flowing in torrents from her neglected vagina, her womb contracting, she punctuated her words of desire with crude expletives.

Finally ramming the entire length of his rock-hard penis deep into her tight vagina, he lifted her feet and placed her legs over his shoulders. She gasped, her eyes rolling, her head lolling from side to side, as he withdrew his solid cock and then rammed into her again. The bed rocking, creaking loudly, he found his rhythm and repeatedly battered her ripe cervix with his firm cock. Writhing in the grip of her ecstasy, she could feel the engorged inner lips of her pussy rolling back and forth along his veined shaft as he repeatedly drove his rock-hard shaft deep into her squirming body. Her lower stomach rose and fell with every thrust of his beautiful cock. This was what she’d craved.

Her erect clitoris massaged by the wet shaft of his thrusting cock, Sheena knew that she’d soon be writhing in the grip of her second orgasm. She’d lost count of the men she’d taken back to her bedsit for sex, but she knew that Rod was the best in a long time. By the expression of sheer sexual bliss on Rod’s face, she also knew that she was far better than Deborah. Did the woman fake her orgasms? she wondered. Or didn’t she even bother to make out that she was enjoying Rod’s intimate attention? Rod needed a real woman, she thought as he breathed heavily and his body became rigid. He needed a common slut.

‘Here it comes,’ he gasped, throwing his head back.

‘Fuck me hard, Rod,’ she cried, her clitoris teetering on the verge of a massive orgasm. ‘Yes, yes . . . Fuck me senseless and fill my dirty little cunt with your spunk.’

‘You’re beautiful, Sheena. You’ve been sent to me from heaven.’

‘From hell, more like. Stop talking crap and spunk into my tight little cunt.’

His sperm gushing from his throbbing knob and bathing her rhythmically contracting sex sheath, he rammed his length deep into her writhing teenage body again and again as he drained his swinging balls. Sheena reached her second climax, wailing and squirming on her bed as she felt his male cream flooding her tight vagina. Her orgasm gripping her, her vaginal muscles pulsing in waves, she shook uncontrollably as the squelching sounds of sex resounded around the room.

He really was good, she thought in the grip of her sexual delirium, and she imagined seeing him every evening and enjoying hours of crude sex. He knew how to treat a girl, how to treat a dirty little common slut. Looking forward to nights of hot fucking as her clitoris pulsated in orgasm, pumping waves of pleasure deep into her young pelvis, she wondered how often she’d see him. She also wondered how much money he’d give her.

‘You really are amazing,’ he gasped, finally slowing his thrusting rhythm. ‘You’re everything a man could ever want.’

‘I’m still coming,’ she breathed. ‘Don’t stop, I’m – I’m still coming.’

Massaging her pulsating clitoris with his thumb, he grinned. ‘You’re my dirty little slut,’ he said as he sustained her climax and she writhed uncontrollably in her ecstasy. ‘You’re my dirty little teenage whore.’

‘Yes, yes,’ she murmured, her young body convulsing.

‘I’ll fuck you senseless every day, Sheena. Would you like that?’

‘God, yes, fuck my tight little cunt every day.’

‘OK, relax now,’ he whispered, massaging the last ripples of sex from her deflating clitoris. ‘Just relax, my horny little angel.’

‘Was I – was I better than Deborah?’ she asked him hopefully.

‘You were a million times better.’

‘Good, that’s good. Fuck me, you were amazing. That was the best fuck I’ve had in ages.’

‘I’d better get going,’ he said, rising to his feet and tugging his trousers up.

‘No, no . . . I want more, Rod. Please, don’t go yet.’

‘I have to, sweetheart. There’s a family meeting later and I must be there.’

‘Will she be there?’

‘Deborah? No, no, she won’t be there.’

‘Who fucks best, me or Deborah?’

‘It’s Deborah or me.’

‘I’ll never get it right, will I?’

‘Of course you will. Anyway, you fuck best, Sheena. You’re by far the best. Now, I really must go. Do you have a phone?’

‘Don’t talk crap. How the hell can I afford a poxy phone?’

‘How can I contact you, then?’

‘Give me your number, Rod. I’ll call you and . . .’

‘No, no, I can’t do that. Look, I’ll meet you in the pub tomorrow evening. Say, six o’clock?’

‘OK, I’ll be there. Does Deborah live on the private estate?’

‘Why this preoccupation with Deborah?’

‘I – I want to know, that’s all.’

‘Yes, she lives on the estate. Until tomorrow, my angel.’

‘Yes, OK. Bye, Rod.’

Waiting until he’d closed the door behind him, she slipped off the bed and pulled her knickers up her long legs to cover her sperm-oozing sex crack. Punching the air with her fist, she reckoned her future was looking good. Rod had money, he was good in bed . . . Looking around her room and imagining the day when she’d be leaving her bedsit to move in with Rod, she grinned. Deborah was about to become history, she thought happily, grabbing her handbag and leaving the room.

The evening sun warming her as she walked to the back-street pub, she felt positive for the first time in her life. She’d made a little money now and then by screwing dirty old men, but she was going to leave all that behind her and move on to better things. She’d have a house with a fitted kitchen, she mused happily. A nice bathroom and a huge bedroom and . . . But she realised that she had a long way to go before walking down the aisle with Rod.

Wandering into the pub, she noticed her friend standing at the bar. ‘Hi Nat,’ she said, her pretty face beaming.

‘Where the fuck have you been?’ the girl asked her.

‘Getting fucked by a rich man,’ Sheena replied with a giggle. ‘Sorry I’m late.’

‘Dirty little bitch. Did he pay you?’

‘Of course he did. Fifty quid.’

‘Wow! You can get the drinks in, then.’

Ordering two lagers, Sheena couldn’t stop grinning. ‘He’s not just a one-nighter,’ she said. ‘He gave me fifty quid, but not for sex. He wants me to buy some new clothes, a black dress.’

‘You mean he’s going to be a regular punter?’

‘No, no . . . We’re together, as a couple.’

‘Don’t talk out of your arse, Sheena.’ Nat sighed. ‘He gave you fifty quid for a fuck.’

‘Think what you like, Nat. But me and him are an item. Him and me, I mean.’

‘What?’

‘He’s going to teach me proper English, teach me to talk right.’

‘Now you really are talking out of your arse,’ the girl breathed, taking the drinks from the bar. ‘Pay the man, and then come over here.’

After paying for the drinks, Sheena joined her friend at the table and sat opposite her. Nat was jealous, she thought as she took a gulp of her beer. They were the same age, both lived in bedsits, and both were stone broke. And Nat was jealous because Sheena had a chance of some sort of future, at long last. Eyeing the girl’s long black hair, her huge dark eyes, Sheena smiled at her.

‘We’ll always be mates,’ she said. ‘Even when I live in a big house and . . .’

‘Fuck off, Sheena,’ the girl cut in. ‘You’re living in a dream world. This bloke, whoever he is, is taking you for a ride – literally.’

‘No, no . . . Me and Rod went to the Castle Club.’

‘He took you there?’

‘Yes, he did.’

‘You mean they let you in?’

‘Why shouldn’t they let me in?’

‘Well, you’re not exactly classy. Did you wear that skirt?’

‘Yes.’

‘I’ll bet the snobs were laughing at you.’

‘No one laughed at me. Rod introduced me to Elizabeth, a friend of his. She was really nice.’

‘Get real, Sheena. She probably felt sorry for you. You’re a trollop, like me, and you’ll never change. We’re losers, and always will be.’

‘Say what the fuck you like, I don’t care.’

‘Did you walk around the club saying fuck all the time? I’ll bet that went down well with the snobs.’

‘Of course I didn’t. It’s a posh place, people don’t swear.’

‘Sheena, every other word that leaves your mouth is fuck. Fuck this, fuck that . . .’

‘Not when I’m with Rod. You’re just jealous.’

‘You daft bitch, of course I’m not jealous. Anyway, I saw Jenny earlier.’

‘Oh?’

‘She’s pregnant.’

‘Fuck me.’

‘See, you said fuck. You can’t say anything without saying fuck.’

‘Yes, but . . . I’m not with Rod now, am I?’

‘You really are a silly cow, Sheena. Anyway, Jenny has been stuffed and she doesn’t know who the father is so she won’t be able to get child benefit.’

‘They’ll have to pay her something, won’t they?’

‘I don’t know, I suppose so. Is that your plan?’

‘What do you mean?’

‘Like that slut did in the bedsit below yours. Get stuffed by some rich bloke with a wife and then . . .’

‘Nat, me and Rod have talked about marriage. He lives on the Golden Beach private estate and . . .’

‘What the fuck are you on, Sheena? You’re not doing drugs, are you?’

‘Of course I’m fucking not. Me and Rod . . . Rod and me have talked about marriage.’

‘I think it’s Rod and I,’ Nat corrected her.

‘What?’

‘I remember from school . . . Never mind. So, a rich bloke who lives on the Golden Beach estate wants to marry a slut like you? How old is he, eighty?’

‘He’s in his twenties, actually.’

‘Actually? Oh, I say, you do sound posh.’

‘Fuck off, Nat. Why aren’t you pleased for me?’

‘Sheena, Sheena . . . You have so much to learn, babe.’

‘I suppose you know everything?’

‘I know more than you, that’s pretty obvious. This bloke . . .’

‘Rod.’

‘OK, this Rod bloke . . . How long have you known him? When did you meet him?’

‘Earlier, in here.’

‘Fucking hell, Sheena. You met him this evening, and he wants to marry you?’

‘Well, we’ve only talked about it. He has this stuck-up girlfriend and . . .’

‘And you’re his bit on the side? Yes, I get the picture.’

‘It’s not like that.’

‘I’ve known you since we were five fucking years old, Sheena. I always knew you weren’t the sharpest knife in the box, and now you’ve proved it. This bloke, Rod or whatever . . . You met him in here this evening, he fucked you and gave you fifty quid, and you reckon that he wants to marry you? Oh, and he already has a girlfriend.’

‘You wouldn’t understand, Nat. Anyway, there’s a fiver so go and get the drinks.’

Sighing as her friend left the table and ambled up to the bar, Sheena began to wonder whether she was right. Rod had mentioned marriage, she reflected. But he’d been talking about marrying Deborah. He obviously liked Sheena, but was he only using her for sex? Was he lining her up as his permanent slut on the side to help him endure his marriage to a stuck-up prude? Sheena bit her lip as her friend walked back to the table. Nat was attractive and very sexy, she thought, eyeing her miniskirt, her long, shapely legs. Would Rod have gone for her if Sheena hadn’t been in the pub first?

‘That barman is a cunt,’ Nat said, plonking the drinks on the table. ‘He tried to rip me off with the change.’

‘That would go down well at the Castle Club,’ Sheena said with a giggle. ‘Calling the barman a cunt would go down very well.’

‘I’m not at the Castle Club, am I? What’s it like there?’

‘It’s really nice. There’s a thick carpet and everyone’s nicely dressed and . . .’

‘Apart from you.’

‘Fuck off, Nat. I look OK, don’t I?’

‘You look OK for this dump, but not for a posh club.’

‘I need some new clothes,’ Sheena sighed. ‘I’m meeting Rod tomorrow so I’ll have to buy something.’

‘Are you meeting him at the club?’

‘No, I’m seeing him here at six o’clock.’

‘Here? You’re going to come here all dressed up? They’ll throw you out.’

‘Don’t be daft, of course they won’t. Anyway, we won’t be staying here. I expect we’ll go to the club or out for a meal.’

‘He’ll buy you a few drinks and then take you back to your pit and fuck you, Sheena. I’d put money on it, if I had any.’

Sheena lowered her head and gazed into her beer glass. Nat was probably right, she reflected. Rod only wanted her as a bit of rough on the side, and there was no way he’d take her to the club again. A tear rolling down her cheek, she knew that she could never compete with the likes of Deborah. She could contact the woman, tell her that Rod had been screwing her . . . But where would it get her? Deborah had money, and she was well in with Rod’s father. Her dream shattered, she looked up at her friend and frowned.

‘You’re right,’ she agreed. ‘We’re both trollops, and always will be.’

‘You’ve had your dream, babe,’ Nat said, smiling at Sheena. ‘Now get back to the real world, OK?’

‘OK.’

‘Let’s get pissed.’

‘Yeah, let’s get pissed,’ Sheena echoed. ‘Let’s blow the money on booze and get totally fucking wrecked.’

OPS/images/MyCoverImage.jpg
RANDOM HOUSE @BOOKS

Indecent Pursuit

Ray Gordon






OPS/images/logo.jpg
EBURY
PRESS





