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Revenge is sweet
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Shoeless in Peckham

A rather worse-for-wear and shoeless, dress less, and wearing a rather smelly black bin-liner over her lingeried body.  Pricilla, hobbles the last few steps to her front door. It had been an eventful evening. Where she was picked up by a very four-eyed, fat Russian oligarch, by the name Dimitri Bollokov. Who must have been worth a bob-or-two? As he travelled in a Mercedes Limo driven by his Chauffeur Antonov. He was also accompanied by two very ugly and very beefy men. Pricilla assumed that they were his body guards.

Things had been going swimmingly. Dimitri’s house was huge and very luxurious, it even had a swimming pool in the lounge. The pair were snuggled up on the huge seven-seater sofa.

‘This is such a large sofa.’ Said Pricilla as she pushed his hand off her stocking-clad legs.

‘Yes, and it turns into a supe-large bed too.’ Replied Dimitri, rubbing his hand up Pricilla’s leg.

Pricilla pushed his hand away once more. ‘Payment up front’ 

‘I need to see the goods first, or, I could always get my friends over there to show you out through the window?’ he replied pointing toward the beefcake body guards.

Pricilla hesitated for a moment. ‘Ok but you better not stitch me up. I have friends in very high places. What do you want me do?’

‘Strip for me slowly and provocatively.’ He replied, his hand fondling his privates. Although it felt uncomfortable, stripping in from of the three men, her need for some cash out-weighed the embarrassment. 

It was all going well until she peeled off her panties and her tuck became un-tucked revealing her hidden gems, which, were in the form of a rather large set of cock and balls. 

‘You are a man?’ yelled the fat Russian, as he jumped up from the sofa.

‘Transexual actually darling.’ Corrected Pricilla standing up and re=adjusting her dress,

‘He’s a man.’ Dimitri repeated, while pointing at Pricilla, before breaking into Russian. Pricilla didn’t understand Russian, but got the feeling that he wasn’t being complimentary, as the two huge body guards burst into the room and headed for Pricilla, grabbing her by the arms.  Three minutes later the minders showed Pricilla the huge mansion gates. Or rather chucked her arse through them. 

’What about my clothes? I can’t walk home naked.’

One of the guards pulled out a pistol. ‘On your way bitch.’ He ordered cocking his weapon.

Pricilla walked away to the sound of the Russians laughing. 

‘Bastards,’ she called out. As she stepped on a stone. Luckily for her, it was two O’clock in the morning, and the streets were silent. On the flip side it started to pee it down.

As she negotiated the deserted streets, two policemen were sat in their police car, playing I-spy.

The rather portly one of the pair. ‘I spy with my little eye something beginning with...Naked lady/man.?

‘What?’

‘Naked Lady.’ repeated portly. Pointing to Pricilla, as she crossed the junction at the top of the road.

‘That’s not a woman, it’s a tranny. Can you not see his balls bouncing as he runs?

‘Portly took another look. ‘Oh, yes, I see them now. I suppose we better pick him up?’

‘Sod that for a lark, it’s pissing down out there.’

True. Your turn. Suggested Portly taking a bite out of his Sardine sandwich. 

It was ten minutes before she came across the rolltop commercial wastebin, where, she managed to find a cleanish black bin liner. 

Pricilla, was supposed to be a thing of the past but, waitering jobs had dried up and Harry her flat-mate was also out of work, and the rent needed paying. She thought to herself as she made three holes in the bag., before donning the sack.

She turned the key in the door and entered on her tip toes in an attempt not to wake Harry, her flatmate. She was half way down the corridor when the lights came on.

‘Err... Harry. I thought you would be asleep by now?’

‘Obviously. Where have you been? I thought we agreed, you would be Bob whilst staying here?’ Harry said pointing at Pricilla’s temporary black dress. And, where are your shoes? And what is that god-awful smell? He asked lastly pinching his nostrils.

‘long story. My feet are killing me, and I need a drink. She replied pulling off her long blond wig and tearing the sack from her body, as she made her way to the lounge, Where Bob poured himself a scotch.

‘Harry followed Bob into the lounge. You haven’t been...you know?’ asked Harry as he picked up the smelly sack and deposited in the waist bin.

‘What selling my body to any old perverted Tom, Dick or Harry? No as a matter-of-fact. Although it wasn’t from want of trying.’

‘Why?’ 

‘Because for the last few months it has paid the rent.’ Replied Bob as he poured himself another scotch. Before going in to the bathroom and completing his transformation from Pricilla to bob.

‘Well, you’ll be pleased to know that I finished my latest novel a couple of days ago. And I must say, it’s bloody good. The best piece of work I’ve done in ages.’

‘Let’s hope so, it’s getting a little dodgy out there these days. What’s it about? Asked Bob nonchalantly, as he put his feet up on the sofa 

‘Me’

Bob’s smile turned into a confused smirk. ‘You?’

‘Yes me, or rather the story of my week following the criticism of my last book. Meeting you, Dog Lady, and the party at Penelope’s. It’s a comedy.’

‘Oh, right. It didn’t seem that funny at the time?’ I’ll read it when it’s published.’ If it ever gets published? Was his last thought before falling asleep.

Harry had little giggle to himself as he threw a blanket over Bob before retiring to his own bed. He was only supposed to stay the one night. And a year on he’s still here. Good job he is, without his contribution to the rent I would have been evicted months ago. He thought as he got into bed. 

The following morning, Both Bob and Harry were having some breakfast, when the phone rang. Both of them looked at each other...’

‘I’ll get it shall I?’ After all we wouldn’t want your breakfast to go cold, would we?’ Said Bob sarcastically as he went over to the phone. 

‘Hello.’ The phone was silent for a few seconds. 

‘Is that Harry? asked a female voice.

‘No, it’s his phone slave, I’ll get the master for you.’ It’s for you Master Harry. He said bowing before offering the phone to Harry.

‘Idiot.’ Said Harry taking the phone from him.

‘Bitch.’ Replied Bob.

‘Did you just call me a bitch?’

‘No, I was talking to someone else. What do you want Penelope.

‘I’m hosting my annual summer ball this evening, And I would appreciate your presence.’

‘Not on your bloody nelly. Not after what happened the last time I was there. Goodbye.’ Harry slammed the phone down, and returned to his breakfast. Thirty seconds later, the phone rang again. Harry tutted; bloody persistent bitch. He picked up the phone ‘I said no and meant it.’

‘Is that Mr Robert Evans? Asked a rather well-spoken gentleman. 

‘Sorry there is nobody by the name of Robert Evans... Harry was interrupted by the sound of Bob coughing out loud as he nearly choked on the sausage he had swiped from Harry’s plate. ‘That’s me. He said still trying to clear his throat.

Harry covered up the mouthpiece of the phone. ‘Your name is Robert Evans?’

‘Yes.’ replied Bob grabbing the phone from Harry.’

‘Hello, this Robert Evans.’ 

‘Mr Evans I am Mr Tew, of Thomas, Williams, Alwen & Tew. I calling in relation to your second cousin, Mr Brynn Williams.’

‘I don’t have any cousins. Not that I know off.’

‘His father was Ezra Jacob Williams. Does that ring any bells?’

‘Wait a minute yes it does, wasn’t he in the army or something.

‘Yes, that’s the one. He has sadly passed away, Intestate, without a will. Anyway, to cut a long story short, after a very long and protracted search we have found that you are his only surviving relative, and as such, you are entitled to Mr Williams estate.’

‘What is worth.’

‘I can’t divulge that information over the phone. I would like to invite you to the formal reading of his will. Shall we say two weeks today, the 29th of January?’

‘Err, yes...that would be fine.’

‘I’ll send you out an official invite which will tell you were to attend. Goodbye Mr Evans.’

‘What was that all about?’ asked Harry, just as the phone rang again. 

‘I’ll
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