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Warning; this book contains unnecessarily strong language, violence, and strong sexual references, including rape. 
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Chapter 1
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Honestly, I don’t know, are you seriously back again! You really are a lunatic, aren’t you, my Psycho Junkie? Look, shall we just get straight to it? Okay, so you might remember that the Arabs were the meanies who topped off George’s Ma, and so now it’s time for more fun and games, are you ready to see what our ethically bankrupt protagonist, George Sterling will get up to this time? 

Our Georgie boy was actually feeling on top of the world, indestructible, and as usual, untouchable. He always knew that he was superior to anyone else his age, and now at just twenty-three years old, he really was one arrogant little fucker. Can you believe this, he now owned a nightclub, a snooker hall with bookies, and an estate agent’s right bang smack where property market was booming. There was just no stopping him now, and no one was going to step on his pretty little toes this time!

Sterling’s was going to be a name that everyone knew, kind of like a household name if you will, and his empire would only get greater with time. Now, although George was an egotistical prick at the best of times, you can’t deny he had a proper big heart where his friends and family were concerned. 

‘Now, M.D, you be a good girl and wait in the car, I’ll just be a few minutes, I promise, okay?’ George assured his blue Staffy pit-bull, his little princess. She was the love of his life, and he didn’t give a flying fuckery who knew. 

George was chuffed, to say the least. Today he was picking up his Pa from rehab after six long months of group hugs, herbal tea, and emotional breakthroughs. He’d missed having his Pa around, the man had been his rock since the day he was born, there hadn’t been a day in his life that he hadn’t seen him even if just for a minute, and now, George was finally bringing home the dried-out old fucker back where he belonged.

Back again with George, Billy and ‘The Refuge’ Mob, who you should be familiar with by now are far too many for me to even start to mention, or if not... Look, I’m sorry to tell you, but if you don’t know about ‘The Refuge’ Mob by now then you’re totally in the wrong place, you twat! Go back to Vicky’s Lovely Aftermath so that we’re all on the same page, will ya! Or even better still, to get the full picture and understanding for this warped story of mine, get yourself over to Cute Little Hand Grenade. 

Anyway, as I was saying, there are far too many of the Mob for me to fuck about listing, but they had all missed him very much since he had always been part of the furniture, and if Paul and Julie were to be honest, they had missed him the most what with the ‘The Refuge’ pub being down about two-hundred quid a week in profits.

‘Hi, Georgie,’ Sally smiled; she took him around the waist, and kissed him as if she hadn’t seen him for months. Sally was George’s Pa’s care assistant and George’s girl, and it would be fair to say that George and Sally had felt the sparks fly since the day he and his uncle Billy had admitted Simon, six months to the day.

‘Hi,  Buttercup, you look just beautiful today, George said, and well yes, she really did, she had a  special glint in her eye, and that was down to the pride that she felt, as she always did, when it was time for another patient of hers to return home.

‘Thank you, Georgie, you’re Pa’s all ready, just signing some forms and he’ll be with you. Are you excited to have him home?’

‘I am, Buttercup, I really am,’ he smiled again. ‘I’m taking him straight to ‘The refuge,’ everyone’s already there waiting for him.’ 

As always, the Mob had gathered together to welcome home one of their own, what can I say, they never faltered.  

George looked over Sally’s shoulder and there he was, a new man, his father was back to his old self, and was smiling like the Joker, George for one, couldn’t have been prouder of his old man for pulling himself out of that black hole he had sunk into, or more accurately pushed into, and it showed.

‘Come on, Pa, there’s a keg in the pub waiting to explode if we leave it much longer,’ George took his suitcase, bundled it into the boot of his car, and called over to Sally as she stood at the stairs of the rehabilitation clinic waving them goodbye.

‘Will we see ya in there later?’

‘Of course, Georgie, but take it easy with him, six months is a long time without a drink.’ George winked at Sally; his Pa would be just fine.

Pulling up in ‘The Refuge’ car park, he turned to Simon. 

‘Are you okay, Pa?’

‘I’ve been thinking of this day for six long months, of course I’m okay, now come on Son, they’re waiting for us.’ The passenger door was already open, and Simon was climbing out before George had even pulled up the handbrake, and taken it out of gear.

‘Steady on, Pa, the booze ain’t going anywhere.’

‘I can’t risk it, Boy, with them lot in there, there’s a bloody good possibility they’ll drink the place dry, and I’m not gonna chance it.’ And with that, he was gone.

Because he had been such an exemplary, patient, when he left it was only his liver that clapped!  
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Chapter 2
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‘The certified lunatic is back; three cheers for the award-winning nut job of the year, the one, the only, Siiiiiimon Sterling,’ Billy called out as he bulldozed through the crowds of people to his older brother.  

Billy was also so thrilled to have his older brother back where he belonged, they all were, things were never the same when part of ‘The Refuge’ Mob was missing, but now he was back, and looking better than ever. 

While Simon had been sorting his head out, Billy and George had cleared out all of Lizzy’s things from the house, apart from some photographs. They had re-decorated the three main rooms in the house, the kitchen, living room, and Simon’s bedroom so that there wasn’t much to remind Simon of his late wife, and they were both confident that Simon would be able to settle into his new life a little easier without the constant reminder of Lizzy.

‘Thanks very much, Bruv,’ Simon laughed, shaking hands with all the men, and receiving untold kisses from the women as he skipped his way through his family and to the bar.

‘Oh, Simon Love, it’s so great to have you back, here, we’ve saved your favourite bar stool, look, we’ve even had a plaque put on it.’ Simon looked at the brass plaque on the back of the tall chair which read, ‘’Property of Simon Sterling, keep your fucking arse off!’’ Julie grinned. She was so delighted to have her boy home with her again.

‘I’ love it, Aunty Jewel’s, I feel like royalty, NOW FETCH  ME MY ALE!’ he ordered with a bang of the side of his fist on the bar.

‘I’m glad you like it, Sweetie,’ Julie told him as she pulled down hard on the pump. ‘So our Georgie’s done really well for himself with all his businesses, hasn’t he, Love? Will you be working for him in the estate agent’s?’

‘I will, Aunty Julie, I’m looking forward to it. George  has  already  taken  on three properties that me and my men will be refurbishing, so that will keep me nice and busy,’ Simon told her right before putting his lips around the edge of his pint glass and gulped down the old familiar flavour of his favourite larger. ‘In fact, Georgie is going to take me tomorrow to show me the new club, the snooker hall, and the estate agents. Billy’s also been doing a bit of work from there, so it will be really nice for us all to be working together,’ Simon smiled over the top of his almost empty pint glass, in between gulps, the glass hadn’t touched down with the bar since it had been placed in his hand.  

‘Glad to be back, Son?’ Daren the dagger tapped Simon’s shoulder.

‘It was like I was never away.’

‘But you were, Si, away with the fairies,’ Daren laughed.

‘Very fucking amusing, Dagger,’ Simon rolled his eyes but smiled.

‘How ya doing, Si, we’ve really missed ya around here, poor Jewel’s hasn’t had any plaster to sweep up in months,  it’s been right weird truth be told,’ Uncle Paul asked looking over as he pulled some more pints for the extended family.

‘I’m  doing  alright, I’ve missed you guy’s as well, but I’m here now, and as George has got me plenty of work, I’ll make sure Aunty Jewel’s is kept busy, there’ll be plenty to sweep up around me,’ he smirked over at Julie.

‘Oy, I heard that, you can sweep ya own shit up, Simon Sterling,’ She cackled loudly. 

Simon managed to catch up with everyone, and felt so privileged to have so many great people in his life. Of course, he couldn’t help but think of Lizzy, normally she would have been there by his side, and he missed that, but with the love and support from them all, he knew that he would be alright.

‘You alright, Bruv?  Look, how about we call it a night, ya ain’t seen what me and Monkey have done with ya house yet. We really hope you’ll like it, but I’m sure ya will.’ Billy put his arm around Simon’s shoulder. It had been a long day, and he could see that his brother was looking a tad fucked. Simon nodded, and between Billy and George, they walked him home.

––––––––
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Being back in his favourite pub felt like putting on an old pair of jeans...slightly comforting, oddly familiar, but probably not the best idea!
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Chapter 3
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Simon Sterling stretched out in an unfamiliar bed, an unfamiliar bedroom, and there was something else not right, in fact, everything was different, it was  almost as if he didn’t know where or who he was. His wife wasn’t by his side, and now that he had sobered up he could have a proper good look at what the boys had done with the place. 

Right, well, they had removed every last piece of furniture and replaced it with modern new built-in black wardrobes, a huge new black leather bed with a T.V which came out from the end by remote control. They had decorated the remaining walls with grey paper and an assortment of framed pictures of his Ma’s charcoal drawings, and had changed the ceiling and bedside lights for matching spotlights. It was all very masculine, and Simon was absolutely chuffed with it. 

He slid his feet into a new pair of soft slippers that the boys had thoughtfully left on the floor by the side of his bed, and wandered downstairs to see what they had done with the living room and kitchen. Because he had admittedly been pretty fucked when they got him home and he couldn’t remember a thing. 

The living room was pretty similar to the bedroom with new furniture, a new larger T.V, a new sideboard unit, and a matching coffee table, but now there was a six-foot fish tank with tropical fish floating around. He then recalled the boys telling him that they thought the fish would be therapeutic for him, and sally had agreed. 

The kitchen had been perfect anyway, so they had just had a major clean-up with the help of Julie, Amanda, and Sue, and changed the electrical appliances for new silver pieces.

Simon made a strong cup of tea and sat down in his new living room, it was perfect, just perfect, but it was still too quiet, there would always be something missing, and there was nothing the boys could do to change that.

‘Are ya nearly ready, Pa?’ George and Billy called out as they bounced in through the back door.

‘Good morning, Lads, I tell ya what, you’ve done a cracking job with the place. Thank you, if I didn’t say that last night.’ 

‘Glad ya like it, Pa,’ George plonked himself down on the new settee. He knew that no matter what they did with the place the memory of his Ma would always be there, and George knew that better than anyone. George didn’t have to just deal with the loss of his mother, he also had to live with the guilt of his mother’s demise, and he feared that he would never be able to forgive himself for that, not ever.  

‘Come on, Bruv, shake a leg, we need to get going,’ Billy ordered, mainly because he had been looking forward to showing his brother, George’s new money-makers.

‘I’ll be dressed in five, chill out, Bro.’

First stop was the snooker hall down Bruce Grove, just off of the Tottenham high road. The signage out the front was large gold lettering on a black background which read: 

Sterling  Steel  Snooker  Hall  and Bookies.  

George pushed open the door and led the way. The place was buzzing, it was only eleven in the morning on a Wednesday, but it was full with anxious gamblers desperately attempting to win back their dole money which should have been used to feed their families. All twenty-three machines were having the brightly Litton buttons smashed with impatient tension. 

Simon looked around some more, he was impressed beyond words. He counted twelve, seventy-two-inch T.V’s all with different sporting channels on each, and over in the far corner, there was a bulletproof bookies booth with Craig taking the betting slips.

‘How’s it going, Cinnamon?’ George asked Craig through the glass.

‘Fuck me, Georgie, we’ve already taken over three and ‘alve grand this morning, the suckers are betting like there’ll be no tomorrow, I love dole day. Great to see you back out, Si,’ Craig told them both, and Simon smiled back.

‘Sweet!’ George grinned nonchalantly. He had asked Craig to work the booth because of his quick thinking attributes when it came to maths and money, it also meant that he now had an honest job and could stop fucking about bashing the stolen credit cards. 

He had also hired a couple of security guards, Eddie the enforcer, nothing got past that six foot five fucker. He had got the name back in the day when he would be one of the few who would keep the streets of London clean of shit. Now he was seventy-six years young and still as ugly as the day his mother gave birth to him, and luckily for George, he still enforced his demands through violence and intimidation. 

Stood on the opposite side of the hall was Ted the torturer, the brother of Eddie and just as offensive to the eye. The reason for his given name was self-explanatory. George introduced the two men to his Pa, and Billy already knew them as he had found them through his law firm's old records along with Barry the butcher, who was George’s new manager. 

George then introduced Simon to Barry who looked after the place for him, he stood in the change booth which was also surrounded by bulletproof glass for their protection, not that they needed any; it was more there to protect the money.

George then took his Pa and Billy across to the bar, and they all opted for a coke from the lovely young barmaid, a twenty-two-year-old who went by the name of Angel. Well fuck me, she was delicious from head to toe, and of course, this guaranteed men would order a continuous stream of drinks whether they wanted them or not. They actually had no choice, their penises would automatically pull them in the direction of Angel, and this was just super for George because the more they drank, the harder they gambled. 

Back to Angel, now picture this if you will, and the reason I want you to picture this is because this little delight is a huge part of the story. She was average height for a girl, with excessively long ginger hair which reached all the way down to just above her butt cheeks. She had a clean fresh face, that didn’t necessitate any make-up; it would have ruined her endearing, innocent-ness. Now that girl appeared sweet and ridiculously naive on the outside, but on the inside, fuck me, My......Ohh, hang on, what should I call you in this story... I know, how about, My Psycho Junkie, how does that fit, quite apt as this is the fourth time you’re back for more, I presume? 

Any whooo, Angel’s preferred choice of weapon was her samurai sword which she had aptly named Sammy; she had absolutely no problem at all using it if a punter overstepped the mark. It really would be fair to say that she was a complete fucking certified psychopath beneath the cuteness, and was probably his finest and most dependable weapon in there, yes, Georgie was very happy indeed with all of his staff, and was confident that his hall couldn’t be in better hands.

––––––––
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Innocent looks, no lipstick, just emotional baggage,  

and a samurai sword!
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Chapter 4
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When they were done showing Simon around the snooker hall, George and Billy drove him over to Cricklewood to show off:

Sterling Steel’s, the nightclub. 

George had all of his previous workforce from his last club, Victor and his partner Josh, the twins Pierre and Andre, and the other set of twins Regina and Ronnie, always known to everyone as Reggie and Ronnie since they were born. The doormen were Andy and Chris, ex-forces, floor staff was Ben and Brook, the ridiculously hot Columbian who was a crazy fucking loose cannon with the kind of mouth that could get her arrested at a funeral, zero filter what so ever!

The same glass collectors had been more than happy to go back to work for George, Kiera, Tania, Tracey, and Charlie, the two cleaners, Sharon and Sue, and lastly his lifelong friend, Jackson was on the door taking the entrance fees. None of his staff were there at that particular time as it was not open, but George showed Simon around.

He had had his Pa’s men decorate it in the same blacks, whites, and gold’s similar to his last club in a fifties theme, and he really hoped that it wouldn’t remind his Pa of the last club where the demise of his wife had occurred.

‘I really like it, Son; my men have done another cracking job.’

‘I really hope you’re alright with it, Pa, what with it being so similar to the last one,’ George said hopefully.

‘Georgie, it’s great, it’s not the same club, it's not even in the same manor, and the colours work well. Don’t worry, Boy, I love it, but aren’t ya a bit concerned about trouble happening again what, with you calling it the same name?’

‘Not really, Pa, we won’t be hearing from them again,’ George grinned at Billy, and although Simon clocked the looks between the two boys, he didn’t want to know anymore. Simon had always kept his nose out of his mother's business, and he would keep the fuck out of his son's business, if just to keep his sanity.

‘Come on then, Boy’s, let’s go and check out the estate agents over in Hackney, that’s where I’ll be working from, is that right, Georgie?’ Simon asked.

‘That’s right, Si, just wait until ya see it, Monkey’s given you your own office,’ Billy told him with a touch of excitement in his tone. 

Billy was also looking forward to working as a family, and at the same time work for himself just like his late mother had. He didn’t want to work along those crescendo chasers, having to prove his worth in order to move up their ostentatious ladder, ladder for fucks sake, he didn’t need to climb a ladder to walk in his Ma’s shoes, he would be a barrister on his terms, and he would balance those scales of justice to suit his beliefs, his mothers, and not theirs.

Simon stood in front of Sterling’s & Co estate agents, and he was very impressed indeed. It stood out from all the rest of the businesses along that street, again, the signage was the same as the hall and the club with the name in gold letters on a black background: 

Sterling’s & Co. estate agents. And the front window was also far more tasty than the rest of them. 

There was just simply a hundred and twenty inch T.V displaying the properties that they had on their books, going around the screen on a slide-show on repeat. This could be seen from the road too to catch the eye of travellers going by, and could possibly be the cause of an accident or two.

Inside George had had the place kitted out with the finest furniture, obviously, the pretentious twat, for his prospective client’s comfort. There were four desks with large cream leather chairs for the staff and their clients. There was a lady who went by the name of Linda to make refreshments for the clients, and if they sold a house there would even be Champaign to celebrate with the new home owners. There were large yucca plants everywhere as well to give the place a little class. 

‘Come in here, Bruv, this is my office,’ Billy told him pointing to the gold plaque on the door which read Barrister William Sterling. 

Inside his office had been decorated in Billy’s style. A large wooden desk with brown leather chairs, antique wardrobes which held his files, a bookshelf which held his law books, and nine certificates’ on the wall which George had thought Billy was being a ostentatious prick for displaying, but it was his office, and George had told him to decorate as he wished.

‘Very nice, Billy boy, very nice indeed.’

‘Yup, I like it,’ Billy smiled. ‘Come on, let’s go and see your office.’ 

Simon was eager to see his very own office; if it was half as snazzy as the rest, he would like it very much. On Simon’s door, the plaque read;

Mr. Simon Sterling. Surveyor, Architect, Reformer.  Simon ran his finger over the etched words and felt proud.

‘But George, I don’t have a surveyor licence?’

‘Don’t worry about that, Pa, we can get it sorted for you,’ George told him, he had already looked into that, and with his Pa’s extensive knowledge of the building trade, it would be a walk in the park. Simon smiled proudly; he liked the idea very much of having a title, and taking the course would keep his mind busy which is what we all know he needed. 

They all stepped inside. It was similar to the main office but on the walls there were large framed pictures of architect drawings, plans, blue-prints, and pictures from his before and after work of previous homes Simon and his men had reformed. 

There was a large wooden filing cabinet, and a small fridge with a coffee machine. Simon jogged around to the back of his desk and took a seat in the excessively comfortable chair, and smiled so extensively that George and Billy smiled with him. It was the happiest they had seen him in so long.

‘Well?’ Billy asked.

‘Wow, just wow, Lads, I love it. Can I keep my men though?'

‘Of course, Pa, they’re the best in the trade, I’ve already spoken to them all, and they’re excited to have more work.’

‘George, I really don’t know how to thank you.’

‘Ya don’t need to thank me, Pa, we’re family and a team, and just knowing that you’ll be working with us is more than I could ever ask for,’ Simon smiled again. So, so much had changed in the past year but now was the start of his new life, and he knew above everything else that the lads would make sure that he stayed this side of the nut-house.

––––––––
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To start a new chapter in your life, stop re-reading the last one!
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Chapter 5
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Mister Abaza was pacing the entire and extensive width of his office, he was wound up, but that was usual for that particular arsey Arab. I’m telling you My Psycho Junkie, literally any little thing would set him off, but that day the reason for his acrimonious temper which matched his acrimonious language was down to his two henchmen advising him of George Sterling’s, not one but three new businesses.

‘So you’re both fucking telling me that little cunt has not only opened another nightclub but has also taken over a snooker hall and an estate agents, is that what you’re fucking telling me?’ Amir and Abdullah looked at each other and back at Abaza, what could they fucking say, was it entirely necessary for them to repeat it?

‘WELL!’ Abaza yelled, so apparently, yes, he did need it repeated.

‘That is correct, Boss, they’ve all been named Sterling’s. Sorry, Boss, that kid’s unstoppable,’ Abdullah told him, partly squinting in anticipation of Abaza’s inevitable outburst.

‘NO ONE IS UNSTOPPABLE; DO YOU HEAR ME, NO ONE. I’LL SQUASH THAT INSECT, WAIT AND SEE. IT’S MY NAME THAT WILL BE ALL OVER THIS CITY, NOT HIS, MINE!’ Abaza, as foreseen erupted and there was no point in his men trying to calm him down, in fact, it was best for all if they just fucked off as quickly, and as quietly as possible.

‘What do ya want us to do, Mister Abaza?’ 

‘I don’t know yet, leave it with me, now get out of my fucking office!’ They didn’t need to be told twice. 

Abaza was taking over properties all over London, and converting them into luxury apartments, and on the side, he owned restaurants, gyms, and more which he rented out. 

From the day he and his family had arrived in the U.K some forty-three years before he had vowed to take over the city. He had dreamed big, and his only desire was to have ABAZA known to all. 

He would not be out staged by a twenty-something year old boy just out of shorts, would he fuck! And if it meant burning those places down to the ground as well, so be it. How did that little bastard not learn the last time when he had burnt his club down? He didn’t just burn it down, he had made sure that people would die as an ultimate warning to young George Sterling to stop playing big boy games, and if he needed to do that again, then so be it. 

Greedy and power-hungry always try to break the rules, or bend them to their advantage!
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Chapter 6
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George was sat in his office in Sterling’s & Co estate agents with Charles. He used that office for running all of his businesses from, it was chic and tranquil, and out of the way of all of the hustle and bustle of the hall and the night club. 

Charles was with him going through illogical the accounts.

‘Well, Monkey, you’re certainly keeping me busy with all this, trying to cook your books is harder than trying to convince the archbishop that kiddie fiddling’s wrong,’ Charles wiped away a bead of sweat from his brow with his shirt sleeve.

‘If anyone can do it, it’s you, Poppet,’ George assured him.

‘I’m not saying I can't do it, Monkey, I’m just saying to show you’re only breaking even is not easy. Do ya know you made over thirty-five grand profit last month at the snooker hall alone, twenty-nine grand at the club, and eighteen grand in property sales, that’s eighty-two grand in profit in one fucking month, how the fuck am I gonna cook that, look why don’t you show some sort of profit?’

‘Charlie Farley, you know I don’t like to give the taxman anything, don’t agree with paying tax, and never will. I mean, what’s it all for, I will never claim Dole, will never be a guest in her majesty's prison, and I’ll never ask for a pension, so why the fuck should I pay them my hard-earned bucks?’

‘Well, for one, it’s the law, and two, taxes don’t just go on those things.’

‘I know, but my point is, I don’t take out of the system, so why should I put in?’

‘But, Monkey, you have to show a profit if you want to invest in more businesses or they’ll be asking where you’re getting the money from.’

‘Alright, just keep it under the ten grand mark a month, I can cope with that,’ George gave in; besides he trusted Charles, and knew he only had his best interests at heart. Charles nodded, took the pencil out of his mouth, and got back to work. George was a greedy little fucker but he couldn’t help but agree with his unethical ethics.

‘Okay, Poppet, I’m gonna do one now, gotta meet Leon, he wants to see me about something. I’ll catch up with you at ‘The Refuge’ later?’ Charles nodded without taking his eyes out of the books.

‘How’s my trapped fart doing today?’ George asked Leon as he slid into the passenger side of Leon’s muscle car, an inconspicuous, bright red Mustang, his new pride and joy which he paid for with the Casino money once it was alright for them all to spend it.

‘I’m alright, Butt plug. Listen, have ya heard of LG?’ George thought for a short moment, and he didn’t recall that name before.

‘No, I ain’t, Pall, should I ‘ave?’

‘Well no, but yes,’ Leon told him, but George just looked at him in that way for him to hurry up and fucking elaborate. ‘They’re a gang, a very large fucking gang who are taking over London. LG it stands for London Gang, the names as fucking rediculous as they are. We reckon there’s over fifty of the little cunts who are in this gang between the ages of just fourteen to about twenty-five, boys and girls.’

‘So what’s it to do with me?’

‘Nothing yet, Monkey, but I’m telling you they’re a right nasty bunch of cunts. They’ve raped women, even a poor old tart of seventy-seven years old. They’re sweeping through London like an intrusion of fucking cockroaches, terrorizing, burgling, smashing up properties, torching places, forcing people out of their own homes.....’

‘Yeah alright I get it, but I still don’t know what it's got to do with me?’

‘Nothing yet, Monkey, but it won’t be long before they come after your club, or rob ya snooker hall. I know ya got Barry, Ted, Eddie, and Angel but like I’ve said, there’s about fifty of them and they seem to be growing in numbers, look George I just wanted to give ya the heads up so that you’re ready if they do show up, alright?’

‘Alright, Cupcake, thanks for that, I’ll let me staff know in the club and hall.’

‘Right well, they’re not hard to spot, their choice of clothing so that they all know who’s part of the gang is black hoodies with a small LG sewn into the back of the neck which can be hidden when they put the hood down.’

‘Thanks again, Gov, that’s crystal information,’ George told him, and as always slid discreetly out of Leon’s car.   

They had swept through London like a dodgy curry, fast, messy, and absolutely no warning!
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Chapter 7
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Billy Sterling was feeling transcendent. He had handed in his notice at Blake and Morgan’s, he didn’t need that distraction in his life, he was a Sterling and that meant something more than those wig wearing wankers. 

He now had his own office, and although he was primarily there to see to the house contracts and deed exchanges, which was going be extremely mundane for such a smarty pants, he would also build his clientele of corrupt reprobates who required the expertise of a Sterling barrister. It would be very fair of me to say that Billy was an absolute filthy fantasist in the highest degree, deluded he believing that he was going to be the legend of his mother even though everyone knew that would never happen in a million, but there was no telling the self-righteous know it all. 

Billy screeched to a halt outside the estate agents, slithered elegantly out of his new limited edition, cream BMW; briefcase in hand, and without looking back, flicked the remote control key ring over his shoulder, locking the car doors. 

‘Good morning, All,’ he said with an exceptionally merry tone.

You’re looking as sharp as usual,’ Karen said with a polite smile, one of the agents at the firm, and absolutely not one of Billy’s admirers. Not even close. But compliments and Billy didn’t mix well. He had a talent for twisting a simple nicety into a full-blown fantasy involving candlelight and lingerie. He genuinely believed he was God’s gift, and most women had learned it was easier to let him carry on thinking exactly that, like watching a deceived peacock preen in a cracked mirror.

‘Thank you, Karen; this is Armani, bought it yesterday,’ he winked, nodded an arrogant smile at David and Daniel, the other two agents, and strutted towards Simon’s office.

‘Good morning, Bruv,’ he walked in and took a seat.

‘Morning? It’s fucking twelve-fifteen!’

‘Continental.’

‘What?’

‘It’s still morning until two on the continent.

‘Shut up, ya fanny. Anyway, have you got anything on today?’ Simon asked out of politeness, he was too occupied with his own work.

‘I’ve got a few deeds to push through, but there’s no hurry.’

Simon put his pencil down and looked up. 

‘Billy, I know that solicitors abuse their powers by keeping people waiting for their house exchanges but why do ya have to be another one of those arrogant cunt’s, just get it done, will ya? Do you have any idea how frustrating it is for people when the solicitors deliberately hold everything up? Look we’ve got the upper hand on all the other estate agents out there, having everything under one roof means that we’ll get the job done so much quicker than all the rest, which in turn means you’ll get more work, I’ll get more work, and we all make more money,’ Simon reminded him despite Mr. Arrogant not needing to be reminded.

‘But what’s the point, this is more enjoyable.’

‘You egotistical prick, just get it sorted and get those people into their new homes,’ Simon told him for the last time, and got back to the plans he had laid out on his desk.

‘Fair enough, Bro,’ he laughed, shook his head, and made his way to George’s office.

‘Georgie Boy, what’s new?’ George looked up.

‘Your new suit for one, ya flash fucker,’ he looked at him admiringly; Billy had also had his cornrows re-done which had been his personal style since he was a kid.

‘Well yes it is, thank you for noticing. Anything else new?’

‘Well, funny you should ask, Brains. Have you heard of LG?’ 

‘Actually, I have, ain’t they the gang going around terrorizing people?’

‘Yeah, right nasty cunts from what I’ve been told, just steer clear of anyone wearing black hoodies, Billy, alright?’

‘Alright, but do I detect a tad of unfamiliar fear in your voice?’

‘Don’t be a daft prick, Brains; I’m just saying steer clear of them. So far they ain't caused us any need for concern but I’ve been advised it might not be too long before they do.’

‘Anyway, Monkey, I must be getting on with some work, orders of Si.’

‘Yeah, I overheard that conversation and he’s not wrong, besides it’s always better to keep on top of things rather than letting it pile up, do ya think I got this rich by putting things off?

‘Ya got rich by screwing over the Russians, Monkey; you’ve never done a hard day’s work in your life,’ Billy laughed and walked next door to his office. 

He was outnumbered so he may as well get the files on his desk sorted and take the rest of the day off, but what he really wanted was to get some challenging cases under his belt, represent someone in court was what he really wanted to be doing, and now he felt it was time.

––––––––
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Confidence isn’t thinking you’re better 

than the rest, it’s realising that you have no 

reason to compare yourself to anyone else!
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Chapter 8
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Right then, My, Psycho Junkie, so Sterling Steel nightclub was a huge success, George had been unsure if it would be, considering it would always have the association with his old club which had been torched, but no, it was rammed every Friday and Saturday night, so much so that they had to turn people away. If you weren’t there by eleven you had fuck all hope of getting in no matter what status you held.

‘How’s it going, Double act?’ George smiled at the blonde bimbos, Reggie and Ronnie, ‘I’ll ‘ave a Scotch please, Beautiful.’ The twins looked at each other, confused as usual.

‘Either one of you,’ George smiled again at their innocence.

‘Think you’ll find I was first, Prick,’ George looked to the right of him, the twenty-something old stared deliberately into George's eyes with a cautioning in his tone. Immediately George noticed the hoodie, with the hood put down so he couldn’t be sure if that prick was part of LG.
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