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The boot in went in hard. The wrong-doer was down on the floor, squirming beneath his two attackers, Dez and his girlfriend. Dez smirked with satisfaction. He kept the delight a secret at the back of his eyes. It didn't spill across the pale skinned face of a shaven head unframed by hair. At any time, a smile could never be allowed to spread across the mean and uncaring features etched upon the skin canvas to entertain or reassure those in his presence.

She, Jaimee, scowled, in body language only. No emotion found its way through her brown, glazed eyes, energetically avoiding focus upon anything that might have to be given serious consideration.

The creature in the good quality, green, waterproof jacket had got in their way. It wasn’t satisfying enough just to knock the ignorant passer-by to the ground. Dez thought he deserved more. His own ascendancy had to be asserted emphatically, as it always did. Once the perpetrator was on the floor he had felt the toe of his trainers land in the soft stomach. It felt comfortable. Justice had been done. It was down the alley where no-one could see, but it didn't matter if they did.

Jaimee was his on-off girlfriend and she gave a good account of herself too. Her face, hardened like tempered steel, was dressed in a shock of mousy coloured hair, scraped carelessly back from a prominent, pale-skinned forehead and usually tied into a short bobtail at the back. She was impeded in the awkwardness of her kicking by the hood of her jacket as it obscured her vision as she swung her leg. The grey hood twisted in front of eyes that had never been able to allow a moment's compassion to slip from their protective covers, closed behind the open lids as tight as fire doors to the escape of any feeling.

Shabbily dressed and unhealthily thin in body, she put two or three less violent kicks into the side of the creature. Each kick was accompanied by a curse and an insult which were both more venomous than any of those of her on-off boyfriend.

The creature in human form, sprawled out helplessly upon the ground in front of them, worthless and pathetic. It had got in their way. It shouldn’t have done. They were walking down the street. It was their street because they were in it and it had rudely invaded their space without their permission and it had no right to have done. Just by being there it had questioned their own inviolable right to be there. The apologies from the mouth of the human form were no good. They were merely an admission that it was in the wrong and only emphasised the guilt, which served to feed a sense of self-righteousness in the aggrieved. It was its own, gross misjudgement in just being there, in their way.

The kicking stopped when the prostrate, pathetic victim stopped moving. It was then frisked to see if it had anything valuable upon it. They could claim everything that belonged to it. In its defeat, it had lost the right to its possessions. The booty went to the victors.

They made for home. But now, with a fresh stash of cash, they called at the all-night store where they topped up with tabs and a bottle of whisky. The proprietor knew the man in front of him, and his hyperactive girlfriend. He wondered where the notes that she held in her fingernail chewed hands had come from. She paid while Dez, was out of sight for a moment slipping a couple of cans off the shelf into his pocket. That stupid little man behind the counter never saw a thing. She had distracted him well.

The journey to the flat was charmed with victory and self-satisfaction. Home was a converted town house which used to have large, square rooms, now unevenly separated into awkwardly shaped compartments in order to accommodate as much living space as possible within the legal limit. Outside the three steps up to the front door were several re-cycling bins. They were on their sides and spilled out their contents upon the small, concrete area before the front door. Once it had been a garden. Proudly owned, it had welcomed the visitor with a bright greeting of greenery.

Dez fumbled with the key in the lock of the large door. He held a bottle of beer in one hand and one of Jaimie’s buttock cheeks in the other. The clenching hand squeezed through the distressed denim of the light-blue, calf-length jeans. Jaimee took the key from the awkward fingers of his over-burdened hand and placed it in the lock with a little more precision than he was able to command. Music bellowed out from the ground floor window as Dez put a can to his lips and drank. The door opened and they stumbled through and it was carelessly and hurriedly slammed shut announcing their entrance to anybody that might have heard, or even been aware. They rushed up the stairs, to the top floor, fondling and giggling and drinking, fumbling again at the door to the flat and crashing in. The door slammed again, but no-one bothered. Music, alcohol, narcotic unawareness to noise filled the apartments. Clothes were torn off. She full of the thrill of her body being wanted so needfully by another which was her fulfilment. He consumed by a dominance, fed by his interpreted, willing reception of the other to create his own fulfilment.

Sleep eventually ended the proceedings. In the dawn, she got up, dressed, carelessly stumbled over the empty beer cans and left before he was awake. She would see him again. Sometime soon. Probably. He woke later and eventually got dressed in the same clothes as yesterday. It didn't matter that she wasn’t there. He would see her again, sometime soon. Probably. Or maybe it would be someone else instead.

Today was the Employment Centre appointment, at 12.30pm. The place existed to find him work which he didn't want, an obligation pressed on him crudely by others. He had a right not to be able to work. He could survive with the minimum hand-out. It could be easily supplemented with a little trickery. Most people were suckers or, if not, they could be persuaded to part with a little bit of money here and there. Or if that failed, they could be forced. He left the flat, making sure he would be just a few minutes late for the interview.

He sat at the desk, deliberately keeping his legs stretched out. They would have to step over his feet. After alI, it was his space. They asked him to come so it was their responsibility, not his. Baggy, stained, grey track suit bottoms and a strong deodorant vying for supremacy over unwashed body odour, he slouched on the seat in a shapeless hoody, hanging untidily about his torso, opened to reveal a tattooed neck and on his feet a pair of two-day old socks, one of which was pushing through a hole in his trainer. Who would want to employ someone like that? No-one, he guessed correctly. His eyes remained catatonically unfocussed. There was no apology for being alive in the dead features of his expression, and no authority could reach beyond to change an attitude, rigid and unbreakable in its structure.

These people here who were sat on the other sides of the desks were dressed, to his contempt, in uninteresting clothes. A female supervisor put a file on the desk next to him. He considered her body because that’s all there was to her. But she was not for him. There was no attraction issuing from her shape and form. Even to say 'hello' would demand too much condescension. Jaimee was better. She didn't talk about shopping or babies, or any kind of luvvy-duvvy stuff. You expect, you get or you don't bother.

The man sat before him was about his own age. Like the rest of the office he was dressed in a light, ironed shirt, a tie, and a pair of dark, pressed trousers. Conventional in dress, predictable in manner. Married, a couple of children he would be unadventurous in outlook and would play by all the rules. He would vote conservatively for this, that or the other and he would be blessed with five weeks holiday a year. Who was someone like him to tell him what to do? He got paid for putting on kindness. It was utterly meaningless to Dez.

The man spoke. To the carelessly dressed man in front of him, he was merely pretending to understand him and the scruffy man smirked in finding it offensively patronising. There was nothing Dez wanted to do in life or anything that these people could give him. Nothing he wanted to contribute to the society about him. He didn't owe anybody anything. But they were forever pressing
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