
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
 


 


 


 


Let’s Get Ready To Rumble

 


 


By Maureen Reil

 


 


 


 


Copyright ©2014
Maureen Reil

Updated Edition
2021

 


This eBook is
entirely a work of fiction.

The names,
characters and incidents portrayed in it are the work of the
author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or
dead, events or localities is entirely coincidental.

Maureen Reil
asserts the moral right to be identified as the sole author of this
work.

 


 


 


Also by the author Maureen
Reil

 


 


Chick-Lit By
Any Other Name (Chick-Lit Collection)

Chick-Lit By
Any Other Name 2 (Chick-Lit Collection)

Lily Loves To
Love

Sleepyhead
Shares A Secret

I Hate Me, Who
Do You Hate?

I Did Write
What I Know

Chick-Lit Saved
My Life (Chick-Lit Trilogy book 1)

Chick-Lit Stole
My Life (Chick-Lit Trilogy book 2)

Chick-Lit
Staged My Life (Chick-Lit Trilogy book 3)

Chick-Lit
Collection

Chick-Lit
Trilogy

Mistletoe And
Wine (Christmas Comedy Trilogy)

Mistletoe And
Wine 2 (Christmas Comedy Trilogy)

Mistletoe And
Wine 3 (Christmas Comedy Trilogy)

Christmas
Comedy Trilogy

Let’s Get
Married (Let’s Get Funny Fiction)

Let’s Get
Together (Let’s Get Funny Fiction)

Let’s Get
Serious (Let’s Get Funny Fiction)

Let’s Get It
Started (Let’s Get Funny Fiction)

Let’s Get
Physical (Let’s Get Funny Fiction)

The Finch
Family Short Break (Comical Vacations Book 0)

The Finch
Family Holiday 1 (Comical Vacations)

The Finch
Family Holiday 2 (Comical Vacations)

The Finch
Family Holiday 3 (Comical Vacations)

The Finch
Family Holiday 4 (Comical Vacations)

The Finch
Family Holiday 5 (Comical Vacations)

The Finch
Family Easter Holiday 6 (Comical Vacations)

The Finch
Family Bank Holiday 7 (Comical Vacations)

The Finch
Family Christmas Holiday 8 (Comical Vacations)

A Granny Is For
Life, Not Just Christmas

Let’s Get Funny
Fiction 1 (Three-Book Bundle)

Let’s Get Funny
Fiction 2 (Three-Book Bundle)

Let’s Get Funny
Fiction (Six-Book Box Set)

Comical
Vacations 1 (Three-Book Bundle)

Comical
Vacations 2 (Three-Book Bundle)

Comical
Vacations 3 (Three-Book Bundle)

Christmas
Crackers

Wed To The
Wrong Wayne

The Desperate
Dater’s Intervention

It’s Beginning
To Look A Lot Like Christmas

Things Can Only
Get Better

Have Yourself A
Merry Little Christmas

Luck Had
Nothing To Do With It

 


 


 


Dedicated
to

Nelson
Mandela

(Forever
Free)

 


 


 


Table of Contents

 


 


Chapter
1

 


Chapter
2

 


Chapter
3

 


Chapter
4

 


Chapter
5

 


Chapter
6

 


Chapter
7

 


 


 


 Chapter 1

 


 


 


This is so not what I need to be
doing today of all bloody days but here I am doing my flatmate and
friend namely one Zak Wells a favour. At 7.30am., I stand outside
BURNS the chemists and wait for it to open for business on a rainy
and very blustery January Monday morning with my brolly held aloft
like some sodding Mary Poppins character as if I blew in on an
easterly wind and if I’m not careful, I’ll be blowing away on one
too any minute now. Indeed, I do the sensible thing by giving up
when keeping the damn umbrella erect as it constantly turns inside
out and then it tears apart, whilst it is actually bending in the
middle before bashing me in the side of the head for my feeble
efforts against the strong prevailing winds. Moreover, because of
this the brolly has rendered itself to be useless and dead to me so
I dump it into the nearest street bin. All while I get soaking wet
by the ferocious downpour. God, give me a break.

‘Would you like to be served first? I can wait for my turn,’ I
said to the mother. Her child was inside the pushchair and was
kicking the plastic rain cover and wanting to be let out so as to
run-around the shop, but clearly the damp mother didn’t want that
so the quicker they were in and out of here the better for all
concerned or so it would seem by her relieved face. She nodded and
smiled gratefully at me to accept my kind offer before taking my
place at the counter.

‘Good morning, how may I serve you?’ asked the shop assistant
politely to the mother standing in front of me.

‘I’m here to get my prescription, please,’ she said and handed
over the piece of paper out of her pocket.

‘Oh you haven’t filled it in properly,’ replied the
assistant.

‘Do you have a pen I could use?’

‘Hold on. I’ll go get another pen, this one’s run
out.’

‘Thanks . . . there you go,’ said the mother and handed it back
once more, before the assistant disappeared into the back of the
shop and left me wondering if I’ll ever get served at this rate
because she was gone for ages.

‘Can I have the address please?’ asked the assistant before she
would hand over the prescription to make sure that they had matched
up. I’d often thought this was a idiotic thing to do for the woman
could have found the prescription with the address written on it
and just memorised it and this proves nothing whatsoever that it is
the right person for no form of identification was asked for in the
first instance. However, I do not make up the silly rules; I just
follow them like everyone else.

‘Ah good morning, may I have a bottle of painkillers please?’ I
asked the sales assistant behind the counter, while I stood there
dripping puddles of rainwater on the tiled flooring and she rolled
her eyes at me as if I was going to bring her trouble. I do not
mean to be a nuisance just because she will have to mop it up
before someone slips on it. It is not my fault it’s raining
outside; I do not process the power to stop it falling from the
skies much as I’d like to at this stage in my dampness when being
without an umbrella for my journey home, after I’ve done this good
deed I’m doing now for Zak in his hour of need.

‘You’ll have to wait in line,’ replied the older woman as she
carried on stacking the shelves without looking at me.

‘But I’m the only person here,’ I say, turning around to check
that this is truly the case and I’m not rudely jumping an invisible
queue or going quietly mad on the sly.

‘One moment . . . the repeat prescription for Bates is ready
for collection at the counter, if you’d care to collect it now,’
she spoke into the microphone and it came out over the tannoy
system to fill the shop with the echo of her nasally voice. Once
again I stood there patiently looking around the shop for someone,
just in case customers were ducking down by the hair products aisle
or really short and standing behind the makeup display. There is
nobody about but the shop assistant and me, of course.

‘Err; is this section here just for prescriptions
only?’

‘Are you picking up the prescription for Bates?’

‘No, no that’s not me. I just need some tablets.’

‘Then you’ll have to wait your turn.’

‘But it is my turn. I am the only one here,’ I snap. Then I
think that this has got to be some sort of a joke being played on
me, so I look around again and wonder if this is one of those
hidden camera shows where they wind you up good and proper before
revealing that you’ve been had, just before you punch someone in
the face.

‘It is my policy to serve the regulars first and I’m afraid
that you are not one of them, so you must wait your
turn.’

‘Huh . . . you make this place sound like a pub and I’m not
from round here, but I am so there’s no need for the silent
treatment.’ In addition, it is not my fault if I am somewhat fit so
I do not visit often enough to be on the unhealthy guest
list.

‘Well there’s no need to be funny. You won’t get served with an
attitude like that young lady, but barred instead.’

‘You’re not really a shop assistant, are you? Should I swear
now or later?’ I was by now, completely convinced that this was
that silly show off the telly and I was going to be on it whether I
wanted to be or not. Mum will be seriously jealous, as it is one of
her favourite programmes.

‘I will have to ask you to leave if you start provoking me and
swearing your head off. This is a family run store that caters to
local families, so there will be none of that type of behaviour in
here,’ she insisted, pointing a finger at me before moving it onto
the emergency buzzer under the counter in case she might need help
to deal with me.

‘I am on a bit of a tight schedule today so if you could just
hurry this along a bit,’ I asked, hoping for service.

‘May I make a suggestion? We sell hair dryers over there,’ she
says as my wet locks drip droplets on my shoulders which then race
down my chest. Right tit won.

‘Ah, I get it. You want me to smarten myself up if I’m going to
be on camera,’ I said, looking at the price of the
hairdryers.

‘You should have been in the other day, our sale was
on.’

‘I’m not that easily fooled so you can drop the act because I
know what you’re doing. You are trying to get me pissed off so that
I will react and start swearing as if it is going out of fashion,
before I break something and then curl up in the foetal position.
You want to film it and put it on your programme. Am I right or am
I right, or what?’

‘Wrong. I don’t know what you’re talking about.’

‘Ooh OK, I will play along. Just give me a hint so that you
shoot me from my better side. Where are the cameras?’ I ask,
turning my face this way and that to pout and pose. I look stupid
trying to look cool. You have to be confident to pull it off with
style. I am rubbish at it.

‘We have security cameras, if that’s what you mean?’

‘Oh right, there is no hidden camera show going on
then.’

‘No. Why would there be one in here of all places?’

‘So that’s not a daft made up name on your badge and you’re not
an actress then?’ I think it is time to call a taxi.

‘My formal name is Frances Burns and yes people call me “Fanny”
for short. It is a family run business where I work and I am not an
actor . . . you got that, good.’

‘Yes, of course. Please ignore what I just said.’ I wave my
hand in the air to dismiss my mistake, but I hardly need a TV show
to make a fool out of me when I can do that perfectly well all by
myself. Christ, she must think of me as a right mental case (like
mother, like daughter) and perhaps even someone who wants nothing
more than to be famous on the telly. I wish I were confident enough
to go for it but sadly, I am not.

‘Are you here to pick up your meds? You know, you really need
to take them every day or they won’t work properly?’ said the shop
assistant. Who made her my doctor? Not that I need a head shrink or
anything, not yet anyhow but watch this space as the way my morning
is going so far then by the end of it I just might.

‘I’m here for some Paracetamol, that’s all.’

‘Ah, this lady must be picking up the prescription for
Bates.’

‘It’s absolutely chucking it down out there,’ said another
young woman who came rushing in wearing a see-through plastic
poncho to prevent penetrating dampness. Maybe I should invest in
one because they seem to work for her. She is as dry as a bone,
while here am I, soaked to mine.

‘Are you here to pick up the prescription for
Bates?’

‘Yeah, that’s me. I’m the new care worker for Mrs
Bates.’

‘Can I have the address please?’ asked the shop
assistant.

‘It’s 77 Mulholland Ave. The poor old dear doesn’t get out much
these days after the fall so it’ll be me picking them up from now
on, on my bike,’ said the young woman, popping the prescription bag
into her backpack and leaving the chemist’s establishment to head
to the Bates residence.

‘Don’t you think you should change your policy of asking people
out loud for their address, or they won’t get given their
prescription?’ I had to ask this because frankly it has always
bothered me in the past. I often whisper mine to make sure nobody
else hears it that should not have access to this type of data. I
do not want to open myself up to abuse by anyone.

‘Why would we want to change the system already in place, it
works well enough for everyone concerned?’

‘I could be a rapist, robber or even a serial killer. I have
learned so far that there is a woman and child living nearby not to
mention, a frail old woman waiting all alone for me to harm. Or
failing that, I can stalk the pretty young girl caring for her
since I now know this address too of where one lives and one works
seeing as you’ve given me plenty of options to choose
from.’

‘Are you going to commit a crime against these
women?’

‘No, of course I am bloody well not . . . but how do you know
if the next bloke in the queue is not capable of something harmful?
He’s hardly going to tell you to call the cops beforehand because
he thinks he might be about to butcher and bugger a dead woman, now
that you’ve given him their private information with which to act
upon.’

‘Well there’s no need to be so graphic about it.’

‘Yes there is. If it gets through to you what could happen to
these women and this can save their lives from potential
harm.’

‘We’re like the police, where crime is concerned. If it happens
then we’ll try to make sure it never happens again, but until it
does then there is nothing we can do about it,’ she said and there
was nothing I could say to change her mind on the serious subject,
so I let it drop.

‘Fine . . . on your head be it. I just came in here for some
Paracetamol,’ I said and looked at my watch, again.

‘What do you need them for? I have to ask see, just in case
you’re going to commit suicide with them.’

‘Huh, I am hardly going to admit it here, especially if you
will not then give me the pills with which to do it by . . . am
I?’

‘You’d be surprised . . . some of them just need someone to
talk to and don’t really want to end their lives, just their
problems so we try to direct them to the help they
need.’

‘They’re not for me anyway; I’m getting them for a friend and I
am in rather a hurry so if you wouldn’t mind serving me this side
of lunchtime then I’d be very grateful.’

‘Is your friend intending to commit suicide?’

‘How the hell, am I supposed to know that? It is not as if the
person in question is going to advertise their intentions
beforehand, or what would be the point of it? When I can just not
buy them and they would then have to live on.’

‘Well I can’t sell them to you if you think they might harm
themselves with them and not use them responsibly.’

‘Listen, he’s got a headache and aching limbs that’s all and
thinks he’s coming down with something. Personally, I just think
it’s “Man-flu” and it’s all in his mind how bad it really is but
you know what men are like.’

‘No, I don’t. I do not have a man in my life. I live alone,
well apart from the cat so you’re very lucky to have him to look
after and I hope you’re taking good care of his health,’ she
replied and fiddled with her name badge which told me that she was
unmarried by the word Miss before her surname.

‘I will be able to take care of what ails him, if you’ll just
sell me a large bottle of pills so I don’t have to come back here
any time soon.’ I just want to leave, before I get ill.

‘Hmm I can’t do that . . . we can only sell you a small
container so you don’t overdose on them.’

‘How many times must I say it? I am not suicidal and neither am
anyone I know at present so it is perfectly safe to sell me two
bottles then, is it not?’

‘Err, I’m sorry but I can’t do that. It’s one bottle per
visit.’

‘Right, I’ll take one then please,’ I say and hand over my
money before leaving the premises and even though I get wet again,
I go outside the shop before coming back in. Well it is the
principal of the thing now. I will not let them treat me like a
child, this nanny state we live in. Just because it is full of
incompetent people who cannot recall how many tablets, they have
taken in the time span allowed. I was not one of them, so I did not
want the label as such.

‘Good morning madam, what can I do for you?’ asked the same
shop assistant that had only just served me and I have not changed
that much in the spate of seconds, apart from being wetter. Does
she even remember me? Does she have the memory of a
goldfish?

‘I’m here to buy some Paracetamol, please.’

‘Oh I’m sorry, but I can’t serve you anymore today,’ she
replied and obviously recognised me then. At least, I do not have
to hear the suicidal warning this time.

‘You said one per visit . . . so I left and visited you
again.’

‘I should have said “one per customer” and as I know full well
that you have just purchased that particular item then I’m afraid I
can’t sell you another batch of pills this soon.’

‘Fine, have it your way but you just lost my custom. I will
just have to go buy some at the supermarket now instead. But before
I leave, do you sell those mini umbrellas in here that fit into
your handbag?’ I then rushed straight back home.

‘Eh, Ivy . . . isn’t it bad luck to have an umbrella up in the
flat?’ asked Zak from his sickbed, as I’d raced into his bedroom
like a whirlwind of dispensing medication when plonking the pills
on the bedside table along with water before exiting the room in
order to go get myself looking somewhat presentable. For today is a
very important date in my calendar so I need to make the effort big
time.

‘I don’t believe in all that rubbish. I’ve just bought it, so
I’m getting my money’s worth out of it,’ I replied from the other
room and closed it, for I do not want to tempt fate. I am not that
daft.

‘Hell I don’t need any bad luck. Not the way we have been
playing lately. We’ll be going up this season if we do
well.’

‘You’d better be actually dying in there and not just throwing
a “sickie” so you can avoid training this morning,’ I shouted,
whilst in the middle of applying my makeup and redoing my hair and
getting dressed all at the same time and who says that women are
masters of multitasking? My makeup ends up on my blouse and my hair
looks like I’m styling it with a wrecking ball since it’s sticking
up all over the place in lumps and bumps that I didn’t intend, but
are basically making me look freakish.

‘I am ill . . . come and feel how hot I am,’ said
Zak.

‘Gosh . . . you are hot, aren’t you?’

‘Good of you to notice, but what about my temperature?’ I wish
I were twenty-two again instead of twenty-eight. As I have to force
myself to look away in order to stop me spying on him with lust,
when he reveals his very fit tanned and tattooed torso whilst sat
up in bed to take his pills.

‘Well I can’t stay home and look after you today no matter how
bad you get, so die quietly will you and don’t make a mess? I have
this thing at work that I can’t miss, unlike you.’ Zak is the
spitting image of David Beckham, which means he is yummy to behold
and lovely with it.

To be truthful
I still was not convinced of his illness being real, especially
when I had noticed the edge of the microwavable heat-pad that he
had tucked under his pillow so I would not see it. Was he using it
to fake his hotness? He’s right though, Zak is drop-dead gorgeous
and I would go there if a) he wasn’t my flatmate because I’ve made
that mistake before and never will again. I swore it after last
time when I had caught my boyfriend in bed with our other female
friend of a flatmate. The worst part was that I had to go on living
with them two shagging each other’s brains out for another three
whole months before I got this place. In addition, b) I would
totally shag Zak in a heartbeat if he did not bat for the other
side. I’d advertised for a flatmate and it came down to two,
suitable candidates after I’d dismissed the idea of a female when
she’d turned out to be the bitch from hell that I used to work with
who had turned up to share my home (I’d rather poke my own eyes out
and eat them). Therefore, I chose the gay good-looking man rather
than the straight good-looking one in order to prevent me falling
for the dude, getting hurt / humiliated once more and then having
to move again.

‘Just because I kick a ball for a living, doesn’t mean my job
is any less serious or stressful than yours you know.’

‘Oh I know it is. I’m sorry for being ratty but this is a big
day for me, so I’m a little nervous about it.’

‘But you never get nervous about your work. Oh I get it, is
this about seeing that bloke again that’s getting to
you?’

‘Yeah, a bit . . . but I don’t know why I’m so excited to see
him again after all these years because he obviously doesn’t feel
the same way about me, for he never stayed in contact. You know, I
am glad you are gay because I feel like I can talk to you about
stuff like this and you will not think of me as being a silly girl
with a massive crush on someone who does not feel the same way and
never will. But it’s OK to love someone from afar, isn’t it?’ I
asked Zak while he watched me as I put my dark hair up into a loose
twist.

‘Yep, it’s definitely OK in my books. As long as you do not
make a tit of yourself and do something stupid like declaring your
undying love, only to have the person feeling nothing but pity in
return for the fool that you became from the moment you met,’ he
replied. And then Zak snuggled down under the duvet so all I saw
was the tuft of his blond hair peeking out of the top of it and I
guess he needs his sleep, so I’ll be off as I left the flat in a
hurry to go do my job.

All I heard
was ‘Houston, we have a problem. I look like an alien,’ said the
mature man’s voice on the walkie-talkie that the builder had in his
hand whilst bending over to pick up his heavy duty gloves off the
ground and showing me the generous crack of his hairy arse in the
process. Not such a nice view to have first thing on a Monday
morning, I think you will agree. As I immediately knew by the
Foreman’s tone of voice that something major was up and it would
probably be me who would have to spell it out to my deaf boss, only
you never know what you’ll have to deal with when working for the
borough city council as a BSL interpreter (British Sign Language).
I went straight to the trouble to see what is up and what I would
have to explain to my boss, for her to then sort out in due
course.

‘Seriously . . . is that what I would have looked like if I was
born a little person?’ I asked as I got one hell of a shock when
seeing my reflection in the mirrored walls and even now when being
made squat like in stature by the funny image, I still have a big
bum for my proportions. Indeed it looked like the end result, if
say ‘JLo and Kim K’ had a child together. I know this is impossible
with them both being female and not lesbians, but just go with it
for my sake.

‘Yeah and you know what? I still would,’ said the Foreman with
a cheeky grin and he was right, he did look like an alien in his
circus mirror and he did sound a bit predatory.

‘Now there’s an offer a girl can’t refuse, but I’m afraid I
must on the grounds that you’re old enough to be my dad,’ I reply
to be polite about it and he could very well be my father for all I
know, since I don’t know who he is and neither does my mother come
to that.

I became aware
at a certain age about my conception from my mother. It was dark in
the alleyway behind the nightclub and he was even darker according
to her. It was nothing more than mere drunken shenanigans from this
man of mystery, for he soon disappeared back into the shadows once
the deed was over. Could Mum not have made up something nice and
romantic for heaven’s sake to make my beginnings of origin a thing
of loveliness, not lust? As sometimes, I really hate her honesty
when Mum tells me the truth at all times. There was no Santa Claus,
no Easter Bunny and definitely no Tooth Fairy in my childhood and
do not get me started on God, King Arthur or even the Loch Ness
Monster come to that or we will be here all bloody night and I will
miss my dinner (at the neighbour’s house). As I once said to the
school counsellor.

‘I could always switch off the lights, lock the door and
conveniently lose the key,’ offered the Foreman to spare my boss
from a meltdown when she sees the funhouse hall of mirrors and the
subsequent foreshortening effect they have when greatly distorting
the images on show. This does not bode well for the grand
re-opening at all.

‘We can’t do that; this is the brand-new wing they’re
highlighting. So they have to show off where the money’s gone.’ How
will they spin this in the press is anyone’s guess at this
point?

‘Well I don’t think they’ll like the taxpayer’s money being
spent on joke mirrors, do you?’

‘This lot belongs in a funfair, not here . . . can we just put
the blue stuff back on them to hide them for now?’

‘Nah, it’s already been binned and taken away. Don’t blame me;
I just had my guys fix them to the walls but it was not their fault
if someone ordered the wrong ones.’

‘Christ . . . what’s happened here?’ asked my deaf boss,
signing in shock and she is not happy judging by her furious
face.

‘They delivered the wrong mirrors . . . someone should have
checked them before they went up, but what are we to do about it?’
I speak for my boss when she does not want to talk with her speech
impediment, so people can understand her properly.

‘Can’t you change them?’ asked my boss to the
Foreman.

‘Huh, that’s not my problem. I was hired to fit them and that’s
what I’ve had my team do so if you want to hire us to unfit them
then that can be arranged, for a fee of course.’

‘And replace them with what?’ I asked, whilst
signing.

‘Yes you’re right; they’ll have to stay put. This venue is
about to be crawling with people soon who will report back to
others, so we need to pretend that this was intentional if anyone
asks . . . you got that?’ she says in sign language. I repeat it to
the Foreman.

‘OK, lady. You know, this brings me back to my youth. I could
spend hours just looking in the mirror and pulling funny faces for
fun,’ remarked the Foreman.

‘Ha, nothing’s changed then. You’re still doing it,’ I
comment.

‘Hey . . . there you are. I have been looking for you. Wow,
this will make for a great special needs playroom. My little cousin
goes to a scheme where they have these mirrors and it makes them
feel normal when everyone looks funny in them, not just them. It is
a shame that the place is closing down because of council cuts,’
said the PA to the Mayor when she wandered into the room. Becky is
also my friend. As I sign her words to my boss.

‘You’ve just given me an idea. I hope that it works and it
doesn’t cause too much trouble for the council,’ said my boss as
her hands came off her head to sign again and I relay her words
on.

‘Look in this one . . . ha, ha . . . this is the best laugh I
had in a while,’ said Becky and dragged me over in front of the one
by the corner and it had us both cracking up when she saw my huge
head and squashy features and I have to admit, it was hilarious to
see yourself looking like this. It was certainly not what I
expected to see when I rushed into the newly refurbished leisure
centre (and was newly painted by the smell of it). I was eager to
see Taylor.

Today we have
a massive singing sensation in the form of our very own local pop
opera star gone global, namely one Willow Watkins. Anyway, the
British diva is coming along purely for good publicity purposes
seeing as she needs to be seen helping the community that had
supported her when she grew up. Since being ousted in the papers as
being something of a home-wrecker and therefore hated nationwide
had done her no favours. Especially when the wife of said cheating
husband, tried to top herself by ramming her car into a tree. Only
the tree the wronged wife chose looked big enough for purpose but
it was old and diseased so it had toppled over and she survived
with nothing more than whiplash (after having left their two
angelic children with the nanny when the scandal made the
headlines). They do say that all publicity is still ‘good’
publicity, right?

Willow Watkins
it seems had been seeing a married politician. (He was surely
destined to be the next Prime Minister with handsome youth on his
side and decent political ideals plus a model family at home, in
theory.) However, the leading cabinet minister then had to resign
his post in light of the fetish pictures, which came out of them
together. They showed Willow whipping him with a willow birch
dressed in full bondage gear. She was his mistress at the time.
Never one to miss an opportunity to share the headlines and further
the publicity machine, I was intent on impressing my boss by
getting the famous one here this morning. Even though I have never
even met Willow Watkins in person, I had contacted someone that I
do know (by email) and that is her older brother named Taylor
Watkins who happens to be her agent as well as an old university
friend of mine. If this does not earn me extra brownie points with
my boss, then I do not know what will.

Well, Taylor
and I mixed with the same crowd and shared the odd lunch or headed
to the indie club to share a joint in the toilets. Those were the
days. Just how many people you can fit into a cubicle, you may ask.
To be truthful I cannot recall but it is a shame we were never
alone, put it that way. Yes, I will admit it now so there is no
confusion. I fancied Taylor rotten and love, LOVED him from afar
since the moment that he had mistaken me for his blind date at a
student party. Only I was not but wished I were and should have
been offended really, because he tried to make an excuse to leave
as soon as he had arrived so clearly I was not his type, being that
he was not into chubbiness. Taylor just wanted to be my friend
after that. It was better than no contact as far as I was concerned
and it kept him close enough to fantasize over. I was like the
‘nice’ sister that Taylor never had; he had often said this to me
when drunk and it still bothers me greatly to this day that he was
not into incest.

The Mayor of
this town is re-opening this run-down building today to such a
fanfare of publicity generated by my boss that you would think it
was the state opening of parliament. Or something equally
impressive in terms of importance the way it’s being portrayed in
the press thanks to her and not just some sweaty gym that will be
full of sweaty people. My boss is also giving away a free training
session with a soon-to-be Premiership footballer no less, namely
one Zak Wells and fingers crossed that his team get promoted out of
the Championship in the playoffs or that was a blatant lie on my
part (seeing as I’d promised to do his dirty washing for a month in
return). The lucky winner will be in the crowd this morning and
everyone loves a freebie and a fit bloke, come to that. I know I
do.

‘Ivy . . . Ivy, love. I’m over here . . . can you shee me?’
shouted Mum with a slur and she’s pretty hard to miss with her gold
leather jacket and matching mini skirt, with skinny pale legs in
golden sandals (as she looks like one of the trophies in the
cabinet behind her naturally white blonde haired head). My tall,
blue-eyed mother looks nothing like me for she is Scandinavian
looking and I am more like a smallish, brown-eyed South American
with olive skin and raven hair. Then there is the bottom to talk
about for I have a big round one and Mum hardly possesses a rear
end with which to sit upon, since it is that tiny. How the hell,
did I come from her you might ask? Well I must take after my father
is all I have to say to that, whoever he is. She beckons me towards
her with a waving hand hitting her chest, as if we have a secret to
share for she has gathered me in close and hunches over in a
corner. Who invited her along, because I know I bloody did
not?

‘What are you doing up so early? Did you shit the bed, again?’
How does she always find me? Did Mum have a tracking device
implanted under my skin when I was a baby? Can I remove both, it
and her?

‘It is not Shaturday already, is it?’ She looked confused, like
she had lost a couple of days somewhere and it would not be the
first time or the last that that will happen.

‘Have you been drinking? Silly question really, of course
you’ve been at it because you’re self-medicating again instead of
taking your proper meds and you won’t change no matter what I say
or do, will you?’ She is Bipolar and hard to control at the best of
times.

‘I’m not an alcoholic. I just like a drink and I do it to be
shociable, you know that. It helps with my shhyness.’

‘Yeah, yeah . . . keep telling yourself that and one day you’ll
believe it because nobody else does,’ I retort to be harsh with my
take on tough love and I want to get rid of her, so I get out my
purse.

‘No, no . . . you put that away. I don’t want your money this
time; I wanted to tell you that I won on the bingo sho I went out
last night to celebrate my shsuccess.’

‘Good for you, it is about time you got something back after
all the money you have wasted playing that game online. Now if that
is all you have to tell me then I need to go. I have work I need to
do, unlike some people.’ I turn to walk away but she grabs my arm
to turn me back around to face her.

‘I’m a professional gambler, that’s my thing,’ she
insists.

‘You’re on benefits, but you think you’re like a professional
poker player because you play online bingo. They win more than they
lose so they make a living out of it and that’s what makes them
“professional” and are often sponsored and I don’t see you having
any backers apart from your so-called “lodger” who just encourages
you to spend more.’

‘Your Uncle Angus pays his way and tells me to do what makes me
happy, sho I am if that’s alright with you?’

‘It’s your life, Mum. I gave up long ago trying to change you
and I just accept that we will always think and do things
differently from one another,’ I reply, shrugging my shoulders and
feeling disappointed with our relationship as per usual. I wanted a
mother to mother me, but I have to play a mother to my mother
instead.

‘I met shomeone last night and I haven’t been home
yet.’

‘I can tell. You smell of stale sex, cigarettes and
alcohol.’

‘He lives nearby, sho I brought him to meet you.’

‘Where is he then? Unless he’s the invisible man, then your new
friend seems to have abandoned you already.’

‘Oh . . . that is a shhame . . . I thought he was “The
One”.’

‘It is a wonder you would know what “The One” looks like when
you are always seeing double,’ I retort. Well I am sick and tired
of her turning up places just to tell me something major has
happened to her, only for it to be a letdown. She never turns up
just to lend me her support, for me, for once in my
life.

It is the
story of my existence really and I have tried to get my mother help
in the past with her drinking, but she had informed me that she did
not need anyone’s help to drink and never a truer word uttered from
her lips to this day. I have spent the best part of my former years
mothering her so I had to grow up quickly
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