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Hello, My Love, allow me to tell you a story, and the protagonist is a woman who we’ll name Vicky Sterling. Now, Vicky was a supreme enchantress, oh yes, the pant stretching multiplicity, the kind of enchanting that turned the heads of both men, and women alike. Oooo, that sexy little minx, unknowingly initiated truly handsome hard-on’s in both briefs and knickers, although, she was  oblivious to the effect she unintentionally provoked.  

Now, let’s paint a pretty wee picture, imagine this if you will. She was of slight build, petit, but all her curves were to precision. Her hair a natural  light blond which cascaded down below her shoulders, and rested over her astonishingly perfect breasts.  

Her eyes were large and round, and although they were once an intense light saphire, they’d transformed into an ominous assortment of grey’s, with-holding a sinister secret. They were undeniably intoxicating to anyone audacious enough to look directly into them. A mixture of warmth and danger  lingered about her, a recipe no one dared to mess with. Those who tried often found themselves regretting it. She’d mastered the art of moving  through the world on her terms, and that’s how it would always stay.

But I want  to start the story from when she was just a  girl. Now, Vicky wasn’t an average girl born into an average family, oh, no, no, My Love. Vicky was unique in many ways, and I’ll tell you why, but  before I begin,  if your preferred reading location is in fact on the oval office, be a sweaty and let your family members know  that  you’re  going to be  a while.  

Okay, so where was I? Oh yes, Vicky. Vicky had comfortably acknowledged that her parents and siblings found her a preventable irritation, an intrusion on each of their lives. Why should they have to acknowledge  her presence if her own  biological parents hadn’t had to? ‘The Mother’ had once mentioned that she was ''The chosen one.'' But what had  that supposed to mean? She had only been ‘’chosen’’ because their local parish was doing an ‘adopt  an unwanted kid’ week. Oooh, the lucky duck!

As the story goes, Vicky had been placed into a  ready-made family consisting of three brothers, two sisters, a father who was by all-means an influential barrister, and of course, this story of mine would be pretty dull without an emblematic soul-sucking mother O.K, so allow me to reiterate. 

All of Vicky’s siblings disregarded  her, except for one, Michael, who was five years her senior, and by the time she reached the grand old age of six, decided that it was his God-given right to abuse the fuck out of the tragic little out-cast. However, that’s not what this story is about.

As Vicky's stolen childhood rapidly slipped from under her feet, she entered a life of solitude, she was, let’s say, psychologically constipated, with not so much as a sense of ever fitting in anywhere, but that was okay, it suited her just fine that way. Her motto was, if she didn't get close, she couldn't get hurt, and that worked out very nicely indeed.

So, our poor weensy orphan Annie, constructed an undeviating wall around herself, which she had unintentionally manufactured over many years, and without any intricate planning. It had merely formed all by its cutesy self, and grew denser with age. Now, our Vicky wasn't foolish enough to give those bastards any reasons at all to beat the fuck out of  her, and yet she was pounded relentlessly, and  for no apparent or justified reasons by her parents and siblings, but she refused to cry. 

She would just take it on the chin like any brave soldier, and frankly didn't give a toss. Oh yes, she was a classic product of abandonmen  and  betrayal, and had unmitigatedly accepted it. 

I’m  sure  you’re  getting  the  picture by now, Vicky was beaten and thrashed until the skin was broken. Day in, day out, that poor little missfit, took lashing after lashing, from belt buckles, leather soled shoes, tennis  rackets, or pretty much whatever  else they could place their sadistic hands on.  

They  repeatedly  bashed  seven  shades  out  of  her, and  there  was  only  one  given  explanation  for  it, and that was of course, because those rascals wanted to make it  crystal clear that she wasn't  wanted,  and under  no circumstances would  she ever be accepted as a Sterling, but  when those naughty little boys and girls, and ‘The Mother’ would  eventually tire of  the Vicky-bashing, she wo- uld convince herself that she had won  for not giving a toss, but between  you and me, she had most positively not. 

––––––––
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Always think before putting a kitten in with a pride of lions. What will the kitten become?
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Chapter 2
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It goes without saying that most of us remember being an awkward teenager, and being  fourteen  is a wanker of  a milestone for almost everyone, but  that was  Vicky  Sterling's  life, so  it was extraordinarily  more  wankyfull  for that emotionally bankrupt  little urchin. I mean, she didn't have a  foggiest  where she was headed in life, Christ, she didn't even  know where she had come from. 

Except  for  now  she  had a friend, the first  genuine  friend she had ever  had, and we’re going  to call her Mandy. Mandy made her feel marginally better about herself, and that unstoppable duo were as thick as thieves.  

Both  girls  had  been  given  the  privilege  of  being placed in the same anally stuck up, all girls’ Catholic school. The  most  unfitting school for two girls who were  neither, up  themselves nor  did they believe in God. They would begrudgingly suck it up most days unless of course, one decided to not go in, then  they both avoided the place like Central Park after dark.

Let  me  tell  you a bit about Mandy. This little impy leprechaun was from Belfast, was the same height as  Vicky, had the same length long, blond hair but with  a slight hint of ginger, and Mandy, unlike Vicky had a  face  full of  freckles which Vicky secretly envied. She had the privilege of two great brothers, two loving sisters, a devoted mother, but a contemptible, alcoholic, douche-bag of a father who would, with  no remorse squander the family  income-support  down the local boozer the minute he could get his, let’s say very  un-Christian  mitts on  it.  

That egotistical cunt cared  not one iota, that his own flesh and blood went without all the things  that Vicky  had  always  taken for granted. You know, things  like  food,  clothes,  cash  in  their  pockets, bog  roll, carpet on the floors.You get the picture. Although, in retrospect, they were the things Vicky had previously  taken  for  granted, that was until she met Mandy's family and friends. 

For arguments sake, and for a small part of my story, we’ll  call  Mandy protagonist number two. Actually no, fuck that, she’s only in the story for a short time. It’s fair to say, Mandy had liked Vicky from the first time they had been forced to sit next to each other in class. 

There  was something likably, weird about her,  kind  of diverse. Vicky never spoke or even looked  at any one in the room, she merely sat and doodled an array of deeply concerning drawings in her books apparently, oblivious to what the teacher  was  incoherently chatting about. Mandy decided to make it  her mission to get Vicky to talk to her. She didn’t  even know what the girl sounded like. Did anyone?  She was  so  intriguing, and so different from any of the other up-tight fannies in the school, whom she also didn't  have any time for.

Essentially, it didn’t take Mandy long at all  for Vicky  to  acknowledge  her. In reality, it did only take a  few  times  to cunningly secure  the seat next to hers, which wasn’t  too problematic at  all, as  no one  else wanted  to  sit  anywhere near the homicidal maniac, or  as  she was known by her peers, and  the teachers alike. I know, I know, that  was a bit harsh, but what can I say?

Although you’d never know, as Vicky kept her cards close to her chest, but  she  had also immediately felt a connection with Mandy when she had begrudgingly, and aimlessly sauntered into a classroom one day and  watched  nonchalantly as Mandy's   hands  were  gripped securely into some bitch’s hair, whilst  accurately and  competently  thrusting  her  knee  up with impressive  precision,  at  the precise time  as pulling the head down to smash repeatedly into the girls face until  the  pitiable mess was  begging for her  to stop. The timing, and exactitude was just outstanding!

Between you and me, that display of perhaps moderately disturbing behaviour enthused something exhilarating in Vicky. She had respect for the girl, as  she continued to watch her unceremoniously, stroll away without  batting  an eye, or even so much as taking a look back at the  snivelling heap  she  had left on the floor, stirred something in her panties.

Needless to say, this is where the beginning of a beautiful friendship was made. It was a Friday afternoon and  the  girls  had  just finished school for the week. Astonishingly, Vicky’s mother had given permission, following, what Vicky had decided was definitely, a  sufficient amount  of  inverted psychology, on  the soul sucker, for her to stay at Mandy's home over the weekend for a sleep-over. 

As they mooched  down Mandy's street towards her home, which  was  at the end of a particularly dodgy,  looking council estate, you know the type I mean. Vicky couldn't help but perceive the resemblance from a scene in a world-war two movie. Rusty, abandoned car shells sat  in people's front  gardens, broken dust-bin bags scattered willy-nilly displaying soiled sanitary pads and shit filled diapers. Dogs, and  cats  with  no collars were  unreservedly humping each other as the people casually stepped around  them. There was overgrown  front  gardens, and  broken fences which of course were desperately in need of repair, and pehaps a lick of  paint couldn’t have hurt. Are you keeping up? Jolly good!

The people wandered  around  aimlessly. They were  all fashioning grubby, tattered clothes, broken shoes, or trainers where the souls were  held on with  pieces  of string, the poor depressing little bastards.But what became the most apparent to our Vicky were the  sounds that surrounded her, they were  welcoming sounds, everyone chatting, and calling out to one and other across the street.

O.K. so if you’ve been paying attention so far, you’ll remember the star of the story had come from an entirely constrained, upper-class, up ya bum no babies, let’s go with, existence.What she was now observing was a completely new world; she had  never experienced such disarray, filth and poverty, so right  in that moment,  right  there and  then, and for the first time in her life, Vicky felt at home.

Pursuing Mandy down the street, she become extremely conscious  that all the neighbours had stopped  what they were doing, and were quite openly  staring over at her.

'Hey, who's your  posh  friend, Mandy Minge?' an excessively  dishevelled,  shirtless, man  who  Vicky estimated to be approximately forty, mumbled through the rolly hanging  from his mouth, as he made his way over to the girls.    

'This is me mate, Vicky. I told you about her, ya grubby fucker.'    

'Yeah, ya probably did, but I was more than likely wankered at the time, Girl, Ya know me,’ he laughed  loudly, and  then  sharply  diverted  his bloodshot, pervery eyes back to Vicky.

‘Nice to meet  you, you sexy kitten,'  the man purred, as he held out his yellow stained, and somewhat trembling grubby hand, and offered a slight bow. 'I'm  Dan the man,'  he smiled, a  large grin  bearing a few  random brown teeth that he still  had remaining in his grey, mucky face. The stale stench of his particular choice of liquid attitude adjuster oozed unforgivingly out of his every orifice, complimenting  the heady scent of rancid body odour very nicely indeed. 

Oh, and it too didn’t go unnoticed that  Mr. unnecessarily, inappropriate boasted that dirty old man smell creeping from his pissed stained nylon  trousers which he obliviously rummaged around  in, whilst  chatting with  the two teenage girls.  He  was  the kind of  man your mother  warns you  to stay away from, I’m sure your familiar with the type.

'Well, it's very nice to meet you Dan the man,' Vicky nodded, openly accepting his hand, despite it all.  

'So what you doing here, at the dregs of the earth?' he continued.  

'I'm staying with Mandy for the weekend.'

'Well, you know where I am if you want anythinng, Your Sexiness,' he winked menacingly. 

'Cheers, I’ll remember that!' Vicky smirked, before turning on her heels.   

Continuing  down  the  road, Vicky noticed that almost everyone down that street were intrigued, as they each scuffled over to be introduced. But then it finally sank in for our sweet and innocent Vicky how she must have stood out like a naked nun at Sunday school. Now, although Vicky was in her school uniform it couldn’t go unnoticed that her clothes were imaculate; her shoes were patent leather, and unmistakably pricey, as was her jewellery and book bag. 

From  the first introduction to Mandy's  neighbours, Vicky  decided  that  she  really  liked  those people.

They were kind and un-condescending, they appeared  to Vicky to  be  good honest people who had just been  dealt  the crappy hand in life, they didn't  try to be someone  they weren't, and  most perceptibly, she could tell they were the kind of people who wouldn't disregard  the rich, as  the rich would unquestionably disregard them. Oh yes indeed, she liked those people  very  much, and felt that she really fitted in somewhere.

Reaching Mandy's home, Vicky followed Mandy  in  through the green chipped front-door, which had two numbers, 6 and 9 nailed in the middle.  Vicky  being the scaly wag that she was, immediately realized that the  9  had  slipped  down, or one of her brothers had found it amusing to position them in that way, and it made her grin. 

Mandy's mother, Pauline, a round jolly woman, who instantly reminded Vicky of Mrs. Doubtfire,  bounded up to her with a warm welcome, and ignoring any boundaries, slapped a kiss right on her cheek, wow! That  knocked Vicky for six.  Even  her own  mother  had never kissed her, or if she had, not since she had been just a baby. Vicky  would have assiduously put that unnerving little incident far  into the back of her vigilant mind.  

'Now go and put your bags in your room, Mandy, and I'll get ya dinner on,'  Missus Doubtfire told Mandy in her soothing, Northern Irish accent, which rang musically in Vicky's ears.  

'I've  brought a cake for everyone to share, baked it myself,'  Vicky  said, offering her  the  large round tin. Truth be told, ‘The Mother’ had the maids make it.  

'Oh, to  be  sure  that is lovely, thank you so much, Dear,' She beamed.

'You're very welcome,  it’s just  to thank you for having me,' Vicky replied as she shadowed Mandy up the carpet less staircase. 

Mandy's mother immediately liked Vicky, she appeared to be a polite young lady, who would be a good  influence on her little lunatic, or so she thought. Weeell, this story of mine would be exceptionally shit if that was the case, and we don’t want you getting bored, do we now, My Friend?

Vicky was not at all pretentious, but that house couldn’t have been more divergent to  her own. The cold air  was  apparent  as Vicky breathed out a stream of  icy vapour; Animal hairs were jacketing the exposed floor boards like a rug, dirty linen lay  in  large  piles everywhere  she looked, the beds  were unmade, and not a trace of wallpaper was  to be seen on any of the walls. There  were no  toiletries, not even so much as a roll of Klingon collector, just a rolled-up  local  rag on  the back of the toilet which was there for wiping. 

Vicky, was far from a stiff-neck, absolutely not,  but she  failed to be able to fathom how that could possibly get  the job done without  any repercussions. She would hold in the shit in until she got home, she decided.

Mandy showed Vicky her bedroom, and the bed she would be sharing  with  her, before Vicky trailed her  back down the stairs to the living room, which comprised of an armchair which she decided was for the  douche bag, an old  grubby settee covered with three  dogs, only  a gas  heater  for  warmth, a  table, which seated six, and still no carpets or wallpaper. 

Vicky  then  pursued her partner in crime through to the  kitchen  where her mother was slouched over an old style kitchen sink. You know the kind, metal, rusty as fuck, with  just a raggy old curtain in place of  a cupboard door. She  was  peeling potatoes to make a mound of chip butty's for  her always  appreciative family. Her hands were so red and cracked they reminded Vicky of road-kill, and of course, Vicky  being the enigmatic sensitive type,  couldn’t  avoid  feeling an  unsettling  paroxysm of  empathy for the woman, and that feeling never sat well with her at all, oh  no, My Love, not at all! 

‘Can I do that for you?' Vicky offered, without  a clue  behind  the  mechanics of  a  potato  peeler, but manners had been instilled into the little retch by the good old fashioned  method of stinging  slaps  across the backs of her legs.

'Oh, my  Dear, now  you just go and have fun, but thank you,' Mandy's mother giggled at Vicky with  a warm,  genuine smile. Vicky  nodded  and continued to pursue Mandy out into the back garden.

Now, not much got past our intellectual  protagonist, and it became apparent to her, that her besty had  gone a little on the quiet side. Perhaps  she  was feeling a tad embarrassed by her home,  but undoubtedly  so proud of her family, and of course, as we all know, Vicky  felt quite the opposite.

––––––––
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Whoever said 'You can choose your friends, but you can't choose your family.' Was a twat!
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Chapter 3
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Months had passed of spending every weekend at Mandy's home, but  now Mandy had began to press as to why Vicky had never invited her to stay over  at her house, and not only was it grating  on  Vicky’s last nerve, she had now run out of excuses.  Between you and me, she was  the one  who was  embarrassed  about her ostentatious fucking house. She knew with out  a  shadow of  a doubt, that those egotistical bastards would  demoralise her only  friend, and sneer at her in an obvious disgust, like  unwanted  shit on the bottom of  their pretentiously priced shoes, and  look down at her in repulsion at her evident lack of wealth. 

Quite  frankly,  Vicky  would  have sooner  spooned  out her own eye-balls....gradually, than have Mandy subjected to that cuntish behaviour. She was also certain that Mandy would look at her in a whole different light once she had seen the house, and in  all probability  consider  that  Vicky wasn't one of them, as she had thought. But she had no other choice than  to throw  out  the  training  bra,  even if it meant risking losing the one thing in her life that finally made  any sense.  

'Vicky, I don't  know  why you won't invite me to stay at yours, it  don't  matta that your home’s  better than mine, I've already guessed that,' Mandy pleaded  with those fucking soppy eyes of hers, which  irritated Vicky no end.  She loved her mate despite the extent  she went to denying it  to  herself, and  now she had no choice but to invite her. Oh bollocks! 

Mandy essentially didn’t have a clue how loaded her family was, but then again, Vicky had hidden it well. Mandy had always regarded her as one of  them, which for arguments sake she was. She might have been brought up well-to-do but  that wasn’t what was in her blood, not even close.Taking her to the pompous  palace could change  things greatly between them, as our  poor little princess feared that the only person in her  life would feel differently, but she chose to suck on  the  proverbial  lead, and hoped  that nothing that weekend screwed up their friendship.  

'Okay, for fucks sake, Girl, stay this weekend,  but  if you think differently of  me after it,  then that’s on you.'  

'Vicky, you're such a fucking twat, I  don't  give a shite  where  you  come from,' Mandy chuckled. She honestly didn't, she loved her mate, no matter what.

'Okay, but  I'm  going to apologize for  everything  right now,' Vicky was sincerely sorry in advance and gravely regretted agreeing to it, and that was on her!  

The two girls, for the first Friday in months, caught the train to Vicky's tomb, and  as they neared the un- necessarily long driveway which  ran in  front  of the enormous eight bed-roomed house with the ostentatiously manicured lawns, and pretentious  statues, Vicky began to feel a little sick  rising from  the  pit  of her belly, and into the back of her already dry throat, which  was  a  triumphantly  better  reaction than the  brown bear squeezing its way through the cave,  predominantly seeing the light through Mandy’s thread- bare panties.   

'Feck off, Vicky. Where the hell are we?'  

'This  is  where I  live,'  Her chin almost resting on her chest as she regrettably lead the way.

'Feck  me, I'm  not  going  to  go in there, sure I'm not. Why  didn't you tell me you're this fucking posh ?' Mandy asked breathlessly, looking up at the  mansion in front of her, with the huge, daunting, wooden door, with a large brass lion head, knocker, of which she would eventually  have to enter. It would now be a very apt time for Mandy to pull her big girl knickers  up  so  fucking high so that she could tuck her tits in as well!

Mandy was no pussy by any means but that place just didn't feel natural, she was a planet away from her comfort zone.  

'HEY! I'm not posh Mandy, I'm me, ya know that. I said I apologize, and I do, look, we can go to yours if  ya  want, but we're  here now, and you're with me, okay?'  Vicky  tried  her  best  to sound confident but she too was extremely uncomfortable with the whole situation, as she knew she would be.

'I’ve got a question though, Girl. Why you always  wanna stay at mine when you live in this fucking palace?'  

'You'll soon see.' Vicky pushed open the large door and called out to the mother.  

'Hi, we're home.'  Her  mother immediately appeared from  nowhere  and  introduced  herself  in  the  tone which she had  perfected over the years, or since  the day she  had  met the  man  who’d  rescued  her from the  dregs  of  London.  Mrs. Sterling had come from poverty but had very conveniently forgotten who and what she really was. 

'Hello, I'm Victoria's mother, and you are Amanda I presume?' She pronounced as she studied her friend up and down with apparent disapproval.  

'Yes,' Mandy replied nervously offering ‘The Mother’ her hand.

'Well it's nice  to  finally  meet  you. Now Victoria take your friend  into the kitchen and  have the  staff serve you both some cake,' Her mother ordered, without  responding to Mandy's still  outstretched  hand,  and taking one last glance back at Vicky’s friend.

It  goes without saying, Vicky's  mum didn't like the look of that scraggy little tramp one bit, and Victoria should know better than to mix with the likes of her.

Now,  Mandy  had  come  from  Northern  Ireland so had dealt with more than her fair share  of excrement  over the years, and so she was pretty proficient in ignoring her surroundings. She decided that  the Sterling’s  could continue  licking each other’s talcum powdered cracks, and she would  lavish in  the luxuries that wankie house had to offer.

She rolled around on the soft carpet, stripped off and enjoyed  the  warmth  from  the central  heating. She scoffed down  the pretentious food ignoring the turned up noses of the academic nobodies, all attempting to  make  Mandy  feel  as  insignificant as they made Vicky feel on a very regular basis. Even the toilet  paper found its way to  being worked a lot more  ruthlessly than entirely  necessary. It  was just wonderful not having  her  flaps endure paper cuts for a change. And Vicky  didn't  mind admitting that  she  enjoyed watching her  best buddy get pleasure from that God awful place. It was overloaded with luxuries, Mandy had  only  ever  dreamed of.  Vicky should have seen that coming!

––––––––
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Never confuse sophistication with condescension!
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Chapter 4
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Now,   the  difference between Vicky and Mandy, was that Mandy was a cheeky little survivor, she had learned  from  an  early age  that if she wanted something,  she  would  have  to  just go ahead and take it, but Vicky on the other hand, had everything she needed  that  money could  buy. So,  My Lovely, this  is where the story starts to get interesting. 

'Come on, Vick, let's get outta 'ere,' Mandy demanded a little too sharpishly  for  Vicky's comfort level, but  she  trailed  her  anyway. They sped through the large  store  and  were  barely outside  the electronic glass sliding doors when...

'You're both coming  with  us!'  Vicky  looked up. Mandy  and  she  were  both having their collars felt. Wrists held firmly up behind their backs with exaggerated  force,  and  she  instinctively  knew that there wasn't a hope in hell of them being able to escape those hefty plain-clothed security guards who were blatantly so far up  their own arses that  they were both almost  inside  out.  So, despite the struggle, the girls put up, the restraints were far too tight. 

Vicky didn't  know what  her naughty  little comrade  had helped herself to, but she knew it had to be some thing. The two girls were dragged reluctantly and shamefully back through the busy Saturday morning store, pushed into a small lift, and dragged into a room  where  an  irritated man was sat behind  his large, chaotic, desk.

'Alright, ladies, now empty  all of your pockets on the desk here please,' The man ordered with narrowed eyes, and an unnecessarily exaggerated, animated face of a man about to explode. Vicky,  although she felt  somewhat  invaded at this point, did  as she was told and Mandy reluctantly followed suit. Vicky only had her purse, cigarettes, and a lighter in her pockets, but Mandy proceeded to pull out  from the lining of inside her old coat, a box less, games console. 

'You're  fucking kidding me.  Oh, Mate, you crack me up, how  did  you  even get  that in there?' Before Vicky knew it, and unable  to recall ever hearing that sound  before, Vicky began to laugh.  A laugh which exploded from the very pit of her stomach. 'How the fuck, I mean, just how?' Vicky shook her head.

'SO YOU THINK THIS IS AMUSING, YOUNG LADY?'  the  man  bellowed,  his  head becoming a  shade pinker as he arose from his chair. Vicky could literally see  his now, red scalp showing through  his very thinning grey hair, and that caused Vicky to pee a smidgen in her panties.

'Oh, come on, how can you  not see the  humorous side, it's nearly as big as her?' Vicky was certain that she wouldn't be able to  stop laughing. Tears streamed  down  her  cheeks as she crossed her legs tightly, and although Mandy was trying her upmost to appear remorseful, failed miserably, and began to chuckle too. 

'Right, very well, we’ll see what the police have to say  about  this.  They're  on their way,' the man had given up, he  just  wanted  the  pissing  retards out of his office so that he could get on with his work, which would more than likely be dealing with more sticky fingered reprobates. It was a Saturday, and all the horrible little bastards would appear out of the wood work.

––––––––
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Vicky considered that she should perhaps be crapping a large one right about  now, but  it  didn't bother her  in  the slightest.  What  could  the filth do to her that ‘The Mother’ hadn't already done? Mandy continued  to  giggle, but Vicky could  tell that her friend was beginning to stress a little, and so  she winked at her reassuringly.

Two  copper’s  arrived just a few minutes later. They were given the rundown from the floor manager, and the girl's wrists were cuffed securely behind their backs,  again.  But  our mischievous  little   protagonist was utterly unfazed  as the  filth  marched them back through the busy store. Nothing  bothered Vicky, especially  authority  figures.  Although,  gun  to  head, she  would  have  to admit that it was ever so slightly humiliating, but  she'd get over  it.  The  cop’s rolled them swiftly into the back of their cherry topper, and they were given a very silent, and  complimentary ride directly to the nearest police station.   

'Mand.' Vicky  whispered.  'Don't stress mate, I'll tell the pigs it was me,' she smiled reassuringly.   

'Why would you do that, Vick?'  

'Look,  I  know what  your  dad's  like; if he hears about this he'll smash the shit out of ya again.'  

'And what about your mother?'  

'What?  I  get the shit kicked out of me on a daily basis, at least this time she'll have a valid reason. No Mand, listen to me, we'll just say I did it, okay? I bet they won’t be able tell the difference between us any way.'

'Are ya sure?'  

'Absofuckinglutely.'  

'Love ya, Vick.'  Mandy  leaned  her  head  over to rest on Vicky's shoulder.  

'Hey, fuck off with that soppy crap or  I'll  change me mind.'

––––––––
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To dare is to do!
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Chapter 5
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Right, so it goes without saying, our courageous protagonist  wasn't  by any means intimidated by the bold entrance of the courthouse, should she have been? The word intimidation had never appeared in Vicky's vocabulary, and it wasn't about to be in it now. Her parents had been  fucking relentless,  rattling  on for weeks about what would occur in  court, and what she was expected to do and say, but what  did they know?  It  was her  hearing at the end of the day, not  theirs. 

Her father was not authorized to represent her which could  only be  a  good thing. It had something to do with the fact that she was family; Well that couldn’t have been more further from the truth. 

The judge held his hand up to silence the small congregation  of  predominantly, altogether, un-invested  spectators, who were there purely to keep out  of  the cold for the day, she presumed, and  called her to the stand.  

'Miss Victoria Sterling, you have been brought before me today accused of theft of a games console, is this correct?' the judge looked at her over the top of his  bifocal glasses, big bushy grey eyebrows  raised high onto his forehead. Now, that confused Vicky as to why his expression displayed a look of disappointment  in  her, as  he  sighed his question. He doesn't even know me, who the hell is he to judge? Oh yeah, the judge....Focus Sterling!  

'Yes,' she responded, straightened up her back and tipped her head confidently.

'Yes,Your Honour!' the judge instantly corrected.

'Yes, Your Honour,' she repeated ...Oh balls, that  hadn't meant to slip out as sarcastically as it had, but   what the hell, our cheeky protagonist knew it was too late to rectify her twatiness.

The judge rolled his eyes, and she could instantaneously feel the hairs on the back of her head smoulder. Vicky instinctively knew it was from the parent's furious  stare  which  burned  deep into the back of her head. The judge ignored her tone and continued.

‘I believe that this is your first offense, is that correct,  Miss  Sterling?' he  asked, as he hastily ran his eyes over a file in front of him.  

'Yes, Your Honour,' she mimicked  his  patronizing tone... What the fuck was wrong with her, why couldn't  she  just  behave herself? Oh yeah, because  she  didn't  care at all for  that  pompous knob-head,  sitting a good four feet higher  than  her, looking down  as if  he was the superior person. 

Vicky’s  mind  began to  meander  as  she  started  to speculate on how many innocent people he  had banged  up  over  the  years.  How many people, like her father  had he passed judgment on without even taking  a smidgen of  time  to get to know  fuck all about  the  poor  unsuspecting  bastards,  and  so  of  course Miss. cheekiness audaciously reciprocated the gesture and began to look intently  back at him, with  the contempt she believed he warranted.

Now  let  me tell you, it goes without saying that this judge was far from impressed with Vicky’s semantics in his courtroom, and sighed heavily, but the little devil continued to duplicate  his exaggerated demeanour  What  an anal probe, she deliberated  until she was brought back into the present by the judge's ever growing, impatient tone.  

'MISS  STERLING!  It  is  apparent that you have no remorse for what you have done. Please wait outside  while  I make my decision on your punishment. Remove  her  from  my  courtroom!' He beckoned to the guard who had stood next to him through-out.

Being  escorted  out,  she  unintentionally  made  eye contact with  the parents, again, really? Why did she look in that direction? 

Now My Lovely,  I wasn’t present in that courtroom, but I  can  hazard a  bloody good guess that  the  two wigs exchanged a few words. Vicky’s father, of course  wouldn’t  welcome  the  humiliation  of a family member with a criminal record, Oh no, no, no, Siree Bob, but if  ‘The Mother’ had any  say  in  the matter she  would willingly welcome a  nice juicy custodial sentence for the tramp. 

Vicky sat alone outside the courtroom while  the judge   decided  what  he  could  do  to assure that  she reflected on the errors of  her ways.  But she was finding the whole procedure a bit of a joke  really, until she was ultimately ushered back into  the courtroom, and  ordered  directly  onto  the  stand. That time she managed to look directly past 'The Parents.' Victory! She mentally held her two middle fingers up at them both.

'Miss  Victoria  Sterling, although  I am fully aware that this is your first offence,  I feel that you  have no  penitence  for  what you have done, and I hereby  sentence you to a maximum of six months in juvenile custody. Whilst there, I strongly suggest  that  you reflect on your behaviour, in particular your attitude, and I do NOT expect to see you in my courtroom again, take her down, court dismissed.' Now, just indulge me here, and imagine the  hammer slamming down  at  full  speed,  against the huge wooden desk, as the judge impatiently, and  somewhat irritated, waits for his next victim. Did  you imagine it?  Goody two shoes! 

Hmm, now, does she reply with, Your Honour, thank  you, Your Honour, or kiss my arse, Your  fucking Honour? Vicky contemplated, but  before she  could make her mind up, she was whisked away, again  triumphantly avoiding any eye contact with 'The Parents'  to  a  holding  cell below the courthouse.  There,  she was detained  for what seemed to be at least four  hours until another young offender named  Julie  and she were ordered into an eight-seater  van which had had  the  windows  conveniently  blacked  out. Well, wasn’t that just a fumble in your pants fantastic!

Julie  was  evidently  pissed,  she  sat  with her arms securely  folded  across  her  chest, and wore a frown  of a two-year-old who had just been told no, but  she was no irritating pussy, and she wasn't crying, thank- fuck. Vicky was incapable of putting an arm  around someone for support, she just wasn't made  that way. She absolutely didn't have time for soppy cunts, nev- er had. 

Julie  was  a  little  larger  than  Vicky in  height, and frame; she had long, dark, wavy brown hair to match her  eyes, and mixed race origin. She  was  stunning,  with a nice smile that Vicky had got a  brief  glimpse of, and a black, beauty spot just above her lip, which Vicky  imagined she hated, but she had always wished she had. 

Vicky wondered where they were taking them;  hopefully it was a good distance away so that 'The Parents' were unable to visit too  often, if at all. She  took  a big stretch, clasped her hands behind her head, fully extended her legs, and breathed a long sigh of relief. She was free, our girl was finally free.

––––––––
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Right, Authority, She'll see your one finger, and raise you two!



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 6
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Destination: Blackmore Juvenile correctional facility for girls.

Vicky  and  Julie  arrived  approximately  two  hours later, and  that pleased  Vicky  very  much, the  good distance  would  do  her nicely. Still restrained,  they  were guided through into  the  reception  area  where they were finally un-cuffed, handed an assortment of  fugly clothes. Burgundy trackie bottoms, a matching  sweatshirt  with  initials  across  the  front, BJCFFG, which  didn't  take our smarty pants long to work out was shortened  for  Blackmore  juvenile  correctional  facility  for  girls,  some  disposable  paper   knickers which were big enough to fit two ample arses in, trainers, once she had established  which  pair would be  riddled with the least foot infections, and some grey, itchy  cotton pyjamas  with the same initials. A copy of the rules and regulations was thrust into their hands, which  could  possibly  get  read at some point  if  she could be  bothered, and  some tokens  to trade-in at the tuck shop for a few essentials.

Taken  down a long corridor, they were shown  to  a dormitory  where  three sets of grey metal bunk beds stood only a few feet apart.  

'Oh, hell no, you got to be shitting me!' Vicky barked,  but  was  ignored.  She  had foolishly presumed that  she would get her own personal space, and  that could NOT be any more intrusive...Shit!

Vicky figured that the other penis gloves were in the bathroom  as  she  could hear a lot of racket going on down the hallway. The girls were shown which bunk  was theirs, told to put their things in the  small cupboards next to the bed, and to get settled for the night. It was only eight O’clock, were they having a laugh?

'You alright, Julie?' Vicky was pretty confident by now that she would be. Julie wasn't at all one of those cream puffs, the ones that thrive on attention.  

'Yeah, you?' she answered, not bothering to look up. 

'Yeah, let's see  what  tomorrow  brings. Hey, how long did  ya  get?'  Vicky realized that she hadn't yet asked,  despite  that  they had already spent probably over  five hours together. That was  more than likely  because  they  had  both been consumed in their own destinies, both too  busy  speculating on what was in store for them.  

'A maximum  of  six  months,' Julie  impersonated the judge flawlessly; raising her  eyebrows. Together they both  rolled  their  eyes,  and Vicky decided that she could get on alright with that one.  

'Same as me, and I strongly suggest that you reflect on  your  behaviour, and  I  do  not expect to see you in my  courtroom  again.' Vicky  also mimicked, with the same severe frown, which the dick  in a wig had undoubtedly perfected over the years to intimidate young girls. The sicko!

Julie  really wasn't  up  for chit- chat but decided that Vicky wasn't all that bad, a bit fucking messed up  in a   way, but alright. Although,  there  was something  about  Vicky’s eyes she wasn't one hundred  percent sure of.  Her  lips  seem to curl up at the edges  when she grinned but her eyes remained ominous, like there  was  some  real  sinister shit swimming around in the back of her mind, which she for one, had no intension of delving into. 

So, My Love, at this point, if  you’re a  tad confused if  our queen is a descendent of an angel or the devil,  honestly, I couldn’t tell you yet, and this,  My Loveliness, is because even Vicky had no idea what  kind of  malevolence  can  be  extracted  from a person  if pushed far enough. 

Four  girls  entered  the room, or  should  Vicky call them inmates? She didn't know, but quite frankly didn't  give  a  flying  fuck at that point, as long as they didn't cause her  any grief. They introduced their selves and began the interrogation act which Vicky and Julie seriously weren't in the mood for. It had  been a  long shitting day and they both wanted to be left  the fuck  alone.  

Vicky did however clock a handful of girls, with  their  heads  stuck  through  the  slightly ajar door, and her notoriously sharp instincts for nuisance told her that they weren't  there for a bit of friendly banter. 

The amusingly  hostile  glances gave it  away as they were, without a doubt, trying to weigh up the oppossition,  but Vicky, being Vicky,  and  far  too long in the  tooth  knew  just  by looking at the pitiful bunch  that she was going be the alpha male to those bitches.  

'Lights out, ladies.' 

Laid  on  her  top  bunk,  Vicky reflected on the day. Was she really that cold, why did none of  that  bother  her?  She was laying in a wanky, old metal bunk-bed, with  an  irritatingly itchy blanket for a cover, in  a cold, metallic room, shared with  five dumb bitches, all stupid enough to get caught for whatever  they'd  done. For fucks sake! But she wasn't rattled in the  slightest. Hmmm, it registered shortly before drifting  off, it was because she didn’t doubt for a minute that she  would  fit in alright there, she was now with her own  kind, not  a bunch of pretentious pricks she had had the misfortune of tolerating for  the past fourteen years, and besides, nothing could ever rattle her chains, she was psychologically incapable of  caring about anything that occurred outside of her wall.

––––––––
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Time for a big slice of up yours pie, with a side order of fuck you!!
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Chapter 7
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Day one of the sentence, or emancipation, whichever way you chose to look at it. 

A loud,  intrusive,  piercing alarm sounded without a break, and the other  girls in the room began  to  stir. Vicky had  had a predictably awesome  night's  sleep on  the  top  bunk. She had never had a problem with sleeping,  she  could  nap  anytime  of the day. It was her preferred way to pass time, and block out the bitch  of  a  world  around  her. Oh yes, Vicky had been very confident that of all things, sleep wouldn't be an issue. She  rolled  her  head  towards some girl in the next bed, who was picking out the sleet from the  corners of her eyes.  

'What's the  fucking  time?'  Naughty Vicky really should have read the information guide that was given to them; maybe she'll do it later! Welcome Suzy, Suzy resembled little orphan Annie, the resemblance was  uncanny, which  should  never be misconstrued as  a  compliment. She  had a mass of curly, red hair, and a mischievous face. She was all right  in  a  way,  not really Vicky's cup of tea, but tolerable.

'It's  seven; we  have  to  get  up and dressed  now, then go to the canteen for  breakfast. You can follow  me,  I'll show you the  rope's.' Suzy screeched a little  too  enthusiastically,  especially  for first thing in the morning.  Who the hell in their rational mind  is that enthusiastic before lunchtime?  

'Whatever, and Julie?' Vicky pointed  to  the  bunk below hers.  

'Yeah,  no  problem,'  Suzy  beckoned  for them to get out of their bunks, and  they followed her around for  the best part of the  morning, familiarizing theirselves  with  the  grounds  and the routine, but it was all irrelevant as far as Vicky was concerned.  

7 am: Get up, washed, and  dressed  if you weren't a dirty skank.

8 am: Breakfast if you could stomach it. 

9 am: Morning lessons (the curriculum seemed to be the same as at school.)  

12 pm: Lunch, and outdoor time.  

1 pm: More lessons.  

3 pm: Free time.  

5 pm: Dinner;  If  that's what they insisted on calling it; muck on truck sprang to mind, it was fucking  shocking to say the least, but Vicky didn't care, at least she didn't have to endure good  food with a shit atmosphere, now she could enjoy the  unnecessarily shit food with a good atmosphere. Whoopy fucking doo!   

6 pm: Duties to attend to, slave labour more like. Washing, Ironing, the dishes, sweeping and washing the floors, and  some other  stuff which  she couldn't  care less about. They would have to show her how to do it first, Princess  had never  had  to lift  a finger in her life.  

7.30 pm: They  had an hour to get  washed  and  into their  pyjamas,  complimentary  from the con college  if  your dumb-arse parents hadn't thought  ahead and perhaps advised you to  pack  some personal belongings before an unpredictable hearing.  9 pm: Lights out, for it all to start again in the morning

Day two; It was a Saturday; Vicky realised that they didn't have to do any lessons, so opted to take another stroll around the dump to  familiarize  herself. She would  maybe  send  Mandy  an  email, although she didn't have a  lot to report as of yet. She would see if  they  had  any kind  of  gym  or exercise room, if she  was going to be stuck in  there  for up to a maximum  of six months, she wanted to utilise  her time appropriately by getting super fit. 

Vicky, bless her,  with a whole load of nose holding, combated, the morning slop, which  had  come in the form of some kind of  watery  porridge  mixture, one  slice of toast, a glass of something almost  bordering on orange juice, and a stewed cup of tea,  before  she took  herself  for another  nosey around the  grounds. She had asked Julie if she wanted to join her, but she was happy to chill out on her bunk for the day.  

Let’s just paint you a wee  picture of the correctional facility shall we? To start with, there  was undoubtedly a very frosty  chill  that  hung in the air,  oh, yes, very frosty indeed,  and was evident as Vicky wandered  around the  dreary building, but let me tell you, that frosty chill had nothing to do with the thermost at settings, it  was  the cold and  morbid atmosphere.  She  could  sense  abhorrence,  antagonism,  lament,   animosity, bewilderment,  aggression, and it was all  tied  up  beautifully  in  a  bow of  adolescent dumb-arseary. All the walls had been painted the same dull grey,  every direction she turned, and  this  prompted her  to exhale noisily, and shake her head in utter cnfusion. O.k, so  I’m  not  going to fuck about demonstrating to you why grey walls in an all girls detention centre was a knob move, it just was, alright!

As  she carried on down the hallway, she spotted out of  the  corner of  her eye, chav's  in  various crowds. The desperation to start on Vicky was literally radiating off of them, but Vicky gave  them  no reason  to start, she was a master at deflecting shit aimed in her general  direction, and  would  only ever  bloody  her hands if  there was no alternative option. She  looked straight ahead, minded her own, and  conducted  herself in a manner to make it transparently  clear to everyone of them, that she didn't give a fuck! Although it wouldn't take for the likes of Albert bloody Einstein to work out  that  someone was going to be idiotic enough to piss her off at some point, that was inevitable, but for now, she really wasn't in the right frame of mind. 
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