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DEDICATED TO MY GIRLFRIEND, Vicky, who has given me the confidence to say yes, you can. And to show me that love can develop when you least expect it, and to let my guard down and trust again. And I think about her loads, and the best will follow. 

Also, to all my friends and family, I love you all and thank everyone who showed kindness during the difficult times I’ve been through. I would also like to thank Darren Powis and Richard Finlan for their editing work; without their help, my writing would never have taken off. They are local authors who I got to know a few years back. And having the privilege of writing a spoof print, The Pontypuddle Trolley, they both wrote together some excellent fiction titles with Welsh humour. Go on look out for the famous ‘Waliens’ saga, a great read for sci-fi lovers. Thanks, guys, for saying you can do this and just let it flow; thanks, guys, I’m stronger with your help.
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​The Silence of the Strong
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What can I say? It is the year 2025. In the news, we have war in Ukraine, war in the holy lands, etc, etc, Why? Because of politics and religion, the very things that make my blood boil. We learned nothing from the Great Wars, especially the genocide part, where innocent casualties of war suffer the most. Our children of tomorrow are being hurt, both mentally and physically, and even, in severe cases, sexually. But we don’t really care, do we? We watch the news at night while we sit down, scoffing at our fish and chips, pitying those caught up in the troubles, but deep down inside, we would not give a two fucks about them as it is not our concern.

What about the big word that is always in the news, where you hear about a wife or a husband being murdered every week in the UK? The very term ‘domestic violence’—we read about it every day. Poor women and children fleeing from abusive male partners, right? It’s sad, yes, we know, and a lot of publicity has gone into the term ‘domestic violence,’ along with other related concepts like gaslighting, narcissism, and other terminology related to the issue.

But what if domestic violence affected males and females were the perpetrators? You hardly hear any media coverage about males being attacked by female partners. Why? Because it is not considered macho, and there is a stigma that portrays the male as weak or inferior. Scared of how others would perceive him, right? Because I feel the same way—weak, unmanly, no pride, nothing. I tried to keep it quiet, but other people could see right through it. I tried to hide it, but others could see it and were too scared to speak out, just in case they lost me, and the fact that she would have greater control over me. Anyway, I will make a start. I will turn the clock back to 2006, when it all started.
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​Phillip's Online Affair Begins 
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I had just finished work at two o’clock, got home, showered, and turned on the computer. I was addicted to AOL chat; it was new and revolutionary, and it was bringing new friends into my home. 

I was initially with a woman; she was a friend’s sister whom I met when I visited Southampton a few years prior. We hit it off and struck up a relationship, and I moved in a few days later. Belle was her name, and she was seven years older than I was. We both worked—she as a care assistant and me as a forklift operator and order picker.

My main job was at IG Lintels, and my second was selling computer accessories. I was making good money doing that, but our relationship was going nowhere. I became bored; we bickered too much over trivial things. I discovered this chat and began chatting with people from all over the UK. I was buzzed by a person called ‘beth12uk79’; judging by the name, yes, it was a female. We slowly started to talk, but at first, it was slow—perhaps every few days. However, things progressed, and we were talking online every day; soon, we exchanged telephone numbers. The chatroom went to text, and texting became the norm.

I did three shifts: mornings, afternoons, and nights. It was quite a lax place; if the work were being done, they wouldn’t bother you. Besides, you became part of a brotherhood and made close friends. I tried not to text at work as it was dangerous and distracting, but the texts still came.

‘Hey babe, what are you doing?’ a text came through. 

‘Me? Just picking this order. Why?’ 

‘Are you at home alone, then? What are you up to?’ 

As I sat down, texting on the go, I replied, ‘Nothing, just here fingering a pork pie.’ I developed a smile and thought this could get really naughty, and the fact that I was at work was a problem. 

‘Why do you have a smile on you like a Cheshire cat?’ my workmate Paul shouted. 

‘Me? Nothing, mate,’ I replied as I jumped down from the truck, banded my pack together, jumped back on, and whistled, smiling as I dropped the pack off on the pile, ready for some service centre up north.

‘What’s wrong with Phil?’ Martin asked. 

‘Er, I don’t know, but whatever it is, he’s happy about it.’ 

I looked at the ticket that I had been given: three 1800 LS100s. 

I saw Martin racing over from the packing area. ‘Why are you so happy about Phil?’ he asked. 

‘I found a new bird; she is seven years younger than me and lives in Ammanford.’ 

‘Bit far to go for a shag, isn’t it?’ 

‘Yes, but she’s great; she’s all I wanted.’ 

‘But you are with Belle. What is going to happen there?’ 

‘Dunno, I have not figured that out yet.’ 

‘Just don’t get caught; you will lose everything.’ 

‘I know it is good now, and its early days, so let us cross that bridge when I get to it.’ 

He soon left and went to the pile a few yards up.

It was getting a bit sexualised; we would exchange texts even with her husband asleep next to her! It was cheeky, and I would do the same when Belle was around. She would ask who it was, and I would say one of the boys at work. It was building up a relationship, but did I truly understand her motives in all of this? I was naïve; love was blind. We did not care about the kind of texts we sent, but it was good—that’s all I knew. I remember that one morning, I came online at night; I was online for an hour or two before going to bed to sleep. I had a call from Beth, shouting at me and screaming. I do not know why; I did nothing to provoke this. We were not even together at that time; it was just texts and calls.

I said I was not listening to this and put the phone down. She was messaging me, asking for my landline number so she could apologise and check if I was okay. Alarm bells should have sounded in my head, but again, I was too blind to pick up the signs. I was in this now; I gave our home phone number. If something went bad, this would be a real problem, and the shit would hit the fan. However, the rational side of my brain was not functioning. Soon, I forgot this, and a few days later, she came out while speaking on the phone.

I was on afternoons at work when I answered the phone. ‘Hey sexy, how are you?’ 

‘Yeah, I’m good. My head’s in the shed,’ she replied. ‘What’s up?’ 

‘I need to tell you about my husband and what he does to me.’ 

‘Oh, okay, no worries.’ 

‘He did stuff to me, like sexually abuse me; he’d do things that weren’t right.’ 

Not quite sure what to say, I replied, ‘Aww, that’s bad, baby. You need to stop this from happening. Where is he now?’ 

‘I sent him up to Tesco to get a jar of coffee. That’s not all.’ 

‘Go on, tell me.’

‘He’s up to his eyes in debt, and I’m paying for it. The whole family is suffering, including my two girls.’ 

‘That’s not right; you have to do something about it.’ 

‘You’re still interested in me, aren’t you? You will take care of me and the girls, won’t you? You are not playing with me, are you?’ 

‘No, listen, I’m getting looks from my boss here. Let’s talk about it at six when I’m on break.’ 

‘Okay,’ she said. ‘Love you, talk then.’

‘Love you too, bye.’

I kept thinking about what she said. Why didn’t she say anything before? It was strange that after three weeks, she decided to tell me this. Why didn’t my head question it? Why was I sucked into this? Was it because it was some fancy being offered on a plate? She was the fish, and I was the bait. 

Roger, noticing me looking a bit puzzled, stopped me and asked if everything was okay. ‘I saw you on the phone; I didn’t like to ask,’ he said with a concerned look.

‘I don’t know, mate.’ 

‘Is it that girl?’ 

‘Yeah.’ 

‘Is this the thing you want? You do not know the girl, and you are like this?’ 

‘I am okay, mate; I will work it out.’ I said and began to make my way back to the checking shed with a full pallet. ‘Phil, could you load with Marty? Richard is loading,’ Paul asked. 

‘Yes, mate, sure, no problem.’ I put my load down in the pile and drove straight over to Richard. ‘That chunky fucker over there, please, my old penis,’ I said, pointing with a timber bearer to the pile he wanted.

My phone rang after I placed the stack down on the bed where he wanted it. ‘That one next, mate, please. Mart, over here with that.’ 

‘Hello?’ 

‘It’s me, Beth. I just threw him out, told him to pack his bags and leave—that’s what he’s doing now,’ she said, crying. ‘Phil! Over here with that pack, please put the fucking phone down.’ 

‘You’re not playing with me now, are you?’ 

‘I said no, I got to go. Richard’s going mental with me, my boss. Talk later, bye,’ and I hung up. ‘Sorry, Richard, it won’t happen again.’ 

‘Better fucking not, or I will drive over your phone.’

‘Yes, mate, sorry,’ I continued to load him, Martin shaking his head at me. I kept my head down and finished loading.

It was half an hour until break. I’d better not even think of picking up my phone to answer, even though the texts were going crazy. It was soon break time, and the boys walked towards the canteen. 

I rang Beth back. ‘You okay?’ I asked. 

‘No, not really. He’s gone now. You’re not winding me up, are you? You will still come down?’ This was like the Tuesday I didn’t get paid until the Friday, and my wages were going into her account, so I better have a good explanation of how I’m going down to see her. I managed to calm her down and told her I would visit her on Friday. I went back to the canteen to drink my cold cup of coffee Johns made me fifteen minutes earlier. I drank it and made another. 

‘Gone cold, did it?’ Johns said, sarcastic.

‘Yes, mate, women’s troubles.’ 

‘That’s what you get; you should have stuck with one woman,’ Johns replied. 

‘Yeah, you tell him,’ Paul said, taking a bite of his sandwich and slouching over the table. 

I just looked, took my coffee, and went outside to light a fag.

‘You okay, my boy?’ Roger asked while taking a puff. 

‘Yes, mate, boys having a go, I hear,’ I nodded while taking a drag of my rolled-up fag. I drank my last drop of coffee and threw the rest away; it was time to get back to work. I was starving, so I washed my cup, took a Mars Bar from my bag, and walked out of the building and back to my truck.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Friday Night Fiasco
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I created this problem; my mates don't want me to mess things up, but I'm still going to do what I'm going to do. We finished at 6 p.m. on a Friday, just the way the company was—they were good at that kind of thing. I was still talking and texting Bethan, and Belle had no clue; she even passed me on the stairs with my chat page open, completely oblivious. 

I said I was going to a party on Friday night and not to wait up late for me, as I didn't know what time I'd be back home. She gave me money, plus I had a twenty-pound Tesco voucher, so I spent that on diesel for my car for the long journey to West Wales.

Friday soon came. I'd previously asked Bethan if I could use her bath as I'd finish early, to which she declined—I don't know why. So, I went back, had a bath, and then got ready to drive the seventy-five miles to Ammanford. I put forty pounds in the car, grabbed a packet of Lambert & Butler, a bottle of Coke, and two packs of Haribos for her children, and made my way out of Pontypool. I set up my GPS on my PDA; it worked as a GPS—one of the first handheld GPS systems available. I got it for the Yorkshire trip, so I put it to good use and headed west.

All sorts of thoughts were going through my mind. Was I doing the right thing? My head was saying yes, but my heart was saying no! After about an hour and a half, I arrived at my destination. I got out of my car and made my way up the path to the door. Behind me was a big bush, and I heard shouting from the house. God, I thought, she's got a big mouth. I knocked at the door, and it opened. A pretty honey stood in the doorway with a smile on her face. I kissed her on the side of her face as she offered me into her home. It was a basic home; this was a person who couldn't afford much.

She told me to take a seat and offered me a cup of coffee. I gave her the two packets of sweets I'd picked up from the garage earlier. I left the room to make the coffee but soon returned to find her sitting next to me, overly impressed with what she saw, to the point that she started to get excited. I was taking it in my stride. Soon, I saw two heads appearing from around the wall; it was her children, Jess and Ffion. Ffion reminded me of the actor who played ‘Anne.’

‘Go back to bed, please,’ Bethan said as she got up from the sofa to tell them to go back to bed.

‘We only wanted to see him,’ Jess said.

‘I know, but I'd like to spend some time with him first,’ said Beth as she made her way back to me on the sofa, where we began to kiss.

It wasn't long, and one thing led to another, and sex was imminent. I don't know how she did it, but in the blink of an eye, she was naked in her splendid birthday glamour. I, on the other hand, was nervous and couldn't perform—flaming Nora! I was offered it on a plate, and I couldn't perform, and I was only thirty-two as well! Just as well. The next thing I knew, a woman was barging in with two male coppers, and we were both stark naked.

‘Wait a minute!’ Beth shouted as she closed the door.

I managed to put my jeans back on without my pants and my top on. Bethan, her face pale as if she'd seen a ghost, then asked me if I was okay.

A woman walked in with two coppers. This woman, whom I'd never known, spoke to Bethan; it was her sister. She and her sister were on a night out, and she got overly friendly with a local, and Clive went mad and hit her. So, she was told to stay with her the rest of the night. This copper even had the cheek to ask me who I was and what I was doing. But as I hadn't committed any offence, I politely said, ‘Not being funny, but what's it got to do with you?’ But I did say Pontypool.

He said, ‘A long way out, isn't it?’ and smiled, with a look that said, ‘Sorry, friend, for spoiling your night. Better luck next time.’

It was my excuse to say I was going to check on the car and my time to have a sneaky fag to calm me down. I went back to the house, where a fresh cup of coffee had been made. I saw the coppers leave just before I finished my fag. I sat down and listened to the story while drinking my coffee; she did apologise for spoiling our night. 

I didn't stay the night, but I made my way back to Pontypool around 12:30 a.m. Reflecting on the night during the drive back to Pontypool, I worked out the pros and cons of leaving Belle and making a new life with Beth.

I got home shortly after 2:45 a.m. I crawled into bed and slept at the foot end. I don't know why I did this, but I just did. She let out a grunt.

‘Where have you been until this time?’ she asked while yawning.

‘I was the taxi service, love; I'm back now. All is safe and well,’ I replied as I slowly drifted off to sleep, thinking about my secret liaison with the new potential love in my life. I worried that because I couldn't get it up, she didn't want anything to do with me. It was around 8:30 a.m. when I woke up; she was still asleep, blissfully unaware of what I'd been up to.

I had a wash and made my way downstairs to make a coffee and have a fag. I picked up my phone from the trousers I'd left strewn across the living room floor earlier in the small hours. There were twelve text messages from Bethan, all mostly the same: ‘Hi babe, sorry about my sister Lyn last night; she had to spoil things. She's done this before: drunk so much, giving some guy the eye in the pub, and her husband knowing about it. I enjoyed your company for a brief time. Sorry about your problem; it could be just your nerves, but there's plenty more time to try again in the future. I like you loads, and I want you so badly. Kiss, kiss.’

I took a sip of my coffee. That first hit of caffeine started to liven me up, and I lit a fag and texted her back, ‘Hi Beth, enjoyed last night. Sorry about your sister; yes, it happens, and my limp dick! Yes, I was incredibly nervous, but I'd like to see you again. That would be nice. But until then, we must be careful; otherwise, my life wouldn't be worth living.’

I got up, put my mug down, and proceeded to let Max out for a run in the back and fed him his food. I could hear my phone beeping to tell me another text had come, then shortly after, another one. When I got back to the living room, I could see Belle sitting down with a fag in her hand, coughing her lungs out, her daily thing. I returned to the kitchen and made another cup of coffee and a black tea for her. I could still hear my phone buzzing.

‘You're popular this morning, aren't you?’ Belle said.

I picked up my phone; I knew who it was from, but I had to clear the screen that showed her name and part of the message: ‘I accidentally opened one by mistake, but you want to move in with us. You promised me that as soon as I got rid of him, you'd move in, so do the decent thing and tell her about us. Kiss, kiss.’

‘Who is that? Sounds very persistent. Whoever it is, you haven't got another woman, have you?’ Belle pressed.

‘No, don't be silly. It's Bargain Dick with that information, telling me if I wanted to buy more ink, then I need to get down today before it all goes.’

‘You better get a move on then,’ Belle said.

‘No, I don't need any more just yet; I've got a load upstairs for the moment,’ I replied.

‘Are you going to the market tomorrow? You need to get some of that stock gone to make way for the new range because I can't afford to give you more this month, as your mother will be wanting the rent.’

‘Yes, I'll be going. I'll be sorting out the stock later so I can get it all ready so that I can just load up in the morning and go,’ I replied as I took another fag from the packet and lit it.

Looking out of the window, I could see the dog barking at the neighbour next door. ‘Max, get in here!’ I could see the dog walking in. ‘Go and lie down, cwtch, will you?’ I said, taking another drag.

‘You're in one today. You can tell late nights don't work for you unless something happened last night that you're not telling me,’ Belle said, while breathing out a cloud of smoke equivalent to Puffing Billy. She didn't know much, but if smoking had educational value, she'd have a PhD. I kid you not; it's a wonder how she hasn't contracted 'Big C' by now. It's a wonder she hasn't got it in the stubbing-out finger.
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​The Belle of the Ball
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Belle was a woman, very butch, and didn’t care to speak her mind. She would dress unfashionably, and her clothing clashed or was just horrible or embarrassing. I couldn’t take her out or be seen with her while shopping, as I knew people would take the piss, and I came from the town we lived in. The news would travel fast; she was from Southampton. 

Yes, I met her while on holiday with her brother. We used to use her shower to get refreshed. I wound her up a few times by saying that she wasn’t like her sister. Big mistake, as she had always been second best to her sister. She was never encouraged while growing up; her father was raised by gypsies. Even though he wasn’t one, he acted like one, as he knew nothing better. 

Anyway, she would be called proper names by her father, like ‘you’re a proper din cunt, aren’t you,’ with ‘din’ meaning a southerner, referring to the word ‘dull’ or ‘thick.’

She was kind and was more of a mother to me—another mother I didn’t need. She had no morals, remembering the time I hired a Transit to move our furniture to the new flat the council gave us. It was a ninety-mile drive from Pontypool to Southampton; she jumped out of the van and let out an almighty trump as two people passed by. Who was laughing uncontrollably? I found the whole thing embarrassing as the two young people walked past, laughing their heads off.

We didn’t argue much, and if we did, it would be about her constant chain smoking and the price of fags; she would smoke over forty a day. But apart from her flaws, she was a kind-hearted soul who didn’t deserve what I did to her. And if I could turn back the clock, I most certainly would have. I was lucky in one way that she couldn’t fall pregnant; it hurt her because she wanted a baby, and I couldn’t give her. There is nothing wrong with me, as I already had two girls with my ex-wife in Blaenavon.

Anyway, where was I? That’s right, ‘nothing happened, babe,’ I said to her as calmly as I could manage.

‘Try and tell your face that,’ she said while stubbing out her Richmond King-size and lifting her lukewarm cup of tea.

I picked up my phone and saw another three messages: ‘Come on, you promised me; now have the guts and tell her, then you can come down and live with us,’ and ‘What are you waiting for? Kiss, kiss.’

I scratched my head; I was so confused by all of this. Why can’t we build up slowly? Then I could move in with her. It’s been about four weeks since I’ve known her, and she wants to take on the role of daddy to her children and a husband to her. Wait, wait, this is all going way too fast, and I need time to think clearly about this.

I texted her, ‘Hi babe, could you give me a chance, please? Things are difficult around here, and your continuous texting will let her know something is going on. I already made an excuse that it was a supplier trying to get my attention. Keep texting the way you are, and she’s going to think differently. Love you, kiss, kiss, kiss.’

Another message came through: ‘That’s what you want to do, isn’t it? You’re definitely not the bloke with the balls that you say you are. Thought you wanted me and my girls.’ No kisses at the end of that one from her.

I got up and put on my coat.

‘Where are you off to?’ Belle asked.

‘Just popping to town to see Mam. Do you want to come?’ I asked as I scurried around, looking for the car keys.

‘No, I must clean up around here before going to work this afternoon. Remember, please be back by half one so you can drop me off, okay?’

I kissed her goodbye and opened the door as she shouted, ‘Can you get me a packet of twenty cigarettes on the way back? Saves me walking down to the shop,’ Belle shouted from the living room.

‘Aye, no problem,’ I replied as I closed the door and sauntered to my car.

‘Good morning, Mrs Lones! Lovely morning, isn’t it?’

‘Good morning, Philip! How are you, Bach? How is your mum?’ the sweet old lady said.

‘I’m good, thank you, Mrs Lones. Mum’s been having problems with some of the staff at the school, so she’s taken some time off from work,’ I replied.

‘Oh,’ said Mrs Lones as she stepped into her husband’s Jeep. Her husband, Jeff, was waving at her, telling her to hurry up.

‘Look, Phil, I’ve got to go; that impatient husband of mine is waiting. Bye!’ she said, struggling to get into the car.

They both waved at me as they drove off from the front of their shop. Mrs Lones is the resident shopkeeper. It was a shop converted into her living room; it wasn’t noticeably big, but big enough to sell the basics, and they made enough money from it to support their retirement. She did well at one point with the industrial estate below her; she made a packet selling pies, pasties, fags, newspapers, chocolate, and sweets. However, like any other Welsh town, the decline in industry led to the closure of factories and the relocation of industry to countries like Poland and China, where production costs were lower, resulting in widespread job losses and high unemployment. It was good while it lasted for them, but yes, they made enough out of it.

Mrs Lones, the average grandmother in Wales, is a bit chubby, with an overuse of makeup that appears to have been applied using a trowel instead of a brush. A shaky hand means that the lipstick is out of alignment. But if she thought it looked good, who am I to take the mick, even though it looks like Coco the Clown on speed?

Anyway, I unlocked the car, got in, sat down, and took a deep breath. I looked at my phone—yet another three texts from her. ‘Come on, Phil, you must tell her you love me and the girls, right? We can soon be one happy family once you do this. Kiss, kiss, kiss.’

‘Beth, I know what you’re saying. I’m out of the house now; I’m in the car. Going to town to pick up a few things, then off to my mum’s to see how she is, then back to take her to work. I’ll text as soon as I get to Mum’s. Kiss, kiss.’

I drove off, looking at the house as I went by, thinking, how the hell am I going to tell her this without ending up in casualty with some form of injury? Because she’s going to go crazy, and I wouldn’t blame her, to be honest.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Local Observations
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I parked in Tesco’s car park and walked down to Wilko. Just as I got into the store and made my way to the storage department, ‘Mr Watkins, how are you, mate? Long time no see!’ It was Jase, my old friend.

‘Not bad, yeah, mate. You’re looking good! How’s the wife?’ I said while looking at these foldaway baskets, ideal for the lighter stock.

‘Yeah, mate, she’s fine. Have you heard about Andrew Jens? He passed away the other day; looks like a drug overdose,’ he said while watching my every move.

‘He’s dead! I was in the same class as him; I only saw him a few weeks ago, and he was looking bad then. A lot of friends of mine turned to drugs. I saw Toungston the other day, imaginary, punching something down in the gutter and pointing at it. It’s a shame, really, mate,’ I replied.

‘Are you working, mate? Last time I spoke to your granddad over at the club, he said that you were living in Southampton with some bird,’ he smiled.

‘Yes, mate, I am. She’s older than me, but she’s great,’ I replied.

‘Look, mate, I have to go. I have to open the church up for coffee. Cheerio, catch up soon,’ Jase said as he quickly moved towards the exit. On the other side of the road, I could see a queue of old ladies looking unimpressed.

I picked up ten of those grey foldaway crates and made my way to the checkout. I could see Cerri at the till. ‘Hi stranger! How are you?’ It had been a long time since I last saw her. She was the manager or supervisor.

‘I’m fine, thank you,’ she said as she started to scan my items through the checkout.

My phone buzzed again; I could feel the vibrations through my leg.

‘That’s thirty-six pounds and twenty-four pence, please,’ she spoke in a soft voice.

I fumbled in my pocket, looking for my debit card, and then put it into the machine, entering the PIN. ‘Could I get a receipt for these, please, Cerri?’

‘No problem! Have a wonderful day,’ she said as she handed me the receipt. I picked up my items and moved toward the door.

Looking across the road, I could see Jase in a bit of a tizzy; he had forgotten his keys to open the church and would have to take the bus back to Trevethin to pick them up and come back down. That’s another hour he’d be away for. People weren’t impressed; he looked at me, shaking his head as he walked to the bottom. I couldn’t be like that, so I called him back and said, ‘Come on, I’ll run you up and bring you back down. That should save your bacon.’

He turned around, sweat running down his bald head. ‘Cheers, Phil, you’re a good one,’ he said as he walked with me back to the car at Tesco. I pressed the unlock button on the fob, and the door opened.

‘Is this your car, mate?’ he looked surprised as I opened the boot to put my stuff in, closed it, then opened the driver’s door and got in.

‘Yes, mate, she’s mine. I worked hard for her.’ It was a Ford Mondeo, 1.8 diesel. ‘I got it from my friend’s brother, and it goes like shit off a shovel.’

‘Nice one, mate,’ he said as I reversed back and made my way out of the car park to the roundabout. I made my way around and over Town Bridge, up the hill toward Penygarn, and up the one-way system.

‘God, she’s fast, isn’t she?’ he said, holding on with one hand to the armrest on the door.

‘Yes, she’s not bad. I had over one hundred and twenty on the M1 motorway on the way back from Yorkshire. Great on fuel, too; it costs about twenty pounds a week, and it will take me around and back and forth to Cwmbran every day,’ I replied.

‘Not bad at all,’ he said, nodding his head.

I soon made my way past the churchyard and up past the shops to the left, turned into Newman Road, left onto Bythway Road, and left onto Winstone Road. I looked at him and said, ‘God, this shithole never changes, does it?’ I said, laughing.

‘No, mate, it doesn’t,’ he replied.

‘Just up here behind the Escort will do.’

I pulled over; he struggled to get out and casually walked up to the front door. He came back out a few minutes later, kissing Dawn goodbye. They have a weird relationship; he can go up to the Black Country to stay with some bird, and she won’t even bat an eyelid. I wish mine were the same, but she did allow me to go to Hartlepool a few weeks ago so that I couldn’t say much.

We soon arrived at the shops. ‘Give me two minutes; I’ve got to pop into Percy’s to get her a packet of cigarettes.’

‘No worries, mate, yeah,’ he replied as I pulled into the car park and came to a stop.

I walked into the shop; nothing changed. They still have the square hole above the Post Office where someone broke in one night in the early eighties and stole the safe. I went to the counter, and a peroxide-blond girl with a bust that I could manage asked, ‘Yes, what can I get you?’ she said in a typical Trevethin voice.

‘Yeah, could I have twenty Lambert and Butler and twenty Richmond Super Kings, please?’

‘Yes, no problem,’ she smiled. She turned around, and you could see that a real struggle had taken place as her knockers looked like they just wanted to explode out of that short, tight top she was wearing to show her full beauty. I was quickly brought back down to earth.

‘That’s eight pounds and seventy-six pence, please,’ she said with a sparkle in her eye.

I gave her a ten-pound note and said, ‘Keep the change.’

‘You sure?’ she asked in a soft voice.

I nodded my head as I picked up the packets and made my way to the door.

‘Aww, thank you very much! Please call again.’

Why do women dress like that? Well, young, beautiful women dress so that perverts like us can stare at them. A wise old man once said to me while I was working in an animal feed shop. There was a gorgeous blonde bird that rented a shop at the back of the warehouse, where she worked as a hairdresser. I would have my turn driving the seven-tonner, and she would walk by, look at me, and smile. Her arse was to die for; I could imagine her naked, rolling on a bed of rose petals. I was brought back down to earth with a bump with the thought, Taff, the contents may not be the same as the packaging, but I wouldn’t mind finding out.

I walked back to the car and got in, and I could see that girl looking at me as I put my seatbelt back on.

‘That’s Sally, mate,’ Jase said.

‘Yeah, she has a cracking set of tits. I will most definitely be shopping more here,’ I said as I reversed and pulled back out of the car park, headed downhill toward the church.
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Trevethin, or Trevin, as the locals would say, is a typical housing estate in a Welsh borough that has faced its share of problems over the years. 

Different organisations have moved in to try to make a difference, speak up on behalf of the estate, and build a safer community in one of the most deprived areas in Wales. I grew up on the estate, and in the eighties, it was bad. People showed no pride; there was furniture and rubbish everywhere, and the only things people thought about were sex, giro, Radio One, and drugs—though not necessarily in that order. 

It was a rough estate; the older boys constantly bullied me, and my dad would say, ‘Knock his fucking block off, boy.’ The thing was, I was about nine, and the boy was around sixteen!

I’ve seen many things happening on the estate, from Thatcher’s women-made strikes, resulting from the last Labour government’s overspending to the miners’ strike. God, I’ve seen it all, fair play, and Trevethin slowly licked its wounds and began to become a community, with people starting to take pride in where they lived. They got rid of people from the estate who were preying on the unfortunate and dragging them into a life of drugs. It even feels like a community now; the shopping area no longer resembles a war-torn country in Ukraine, and the graffiti has gone, along with my name on the walls and Jennings and Hall’s night of artistic work on the side of Percy’s shop. They even put a cheeky set of balls under an overflow pipe on the building!

Anyway, getting back to that bird from Percy’s, I don’t know why we still call it that name, considering he died some twenty years ago! The area must be changing because that is a different kind of bird from Trumpton.

‘I take it that Sally’s single?’

‘No mate, she’s got a boyfriend; be careful. He’s a dealer and not scared of using violence if necessary. He is a nasty bit of work. Her father is Craig, and he’s an animal, as you know, so I would steer clear if I were you,’ Jase said in a concerned voice.

‘Which Craig is that, mate?’ I asked.

‘Nimpy, you know, the one that used to chase after you when you were younger.’

‘Yeah, I know now. How come someone as ugly as that gave birth to something as beautiful as that?’ I laughed.

‘I know, mad, isn’t it?’ he replied with laughter, just past Penygarn School, where we both attended.

‘Do you see your gramps much now?’ Jase asked.

‘No, mate, not as much as I should. I’m working three shifts, and now I started a business a few months ago selling computer accessories at the Newport car boot sale, making great money. I’m looking to open a shop in the lower half of Newport towards the Police Station. See, I have a client base, so I’m not scared, and I can give this a try. If it makes good money, I’ll give up my job and work for myself full-time.’

‘Really? Your granddad never said,’ he replied.

‘No mate, he doesn’t know. I’m surprised Mam hasn’t told him, really,’ I replied as we were getting near the town bridge.

‘I’ll drop you off at the bus stop; you can walk up the way there.’

‘Thanks for that, Phil mate, you saved me. You pop by sometime; I’ll give you a free coffee and slice of cake,’ he said as he struggled to make his way out of the car.

‘No worries, mate, look after yourself. Bye,’ I said as I remained on stop so he could cross the road.

He gave me a thumbs up, and I pulled off, looking at the clock; it was ten past ten. I made my way out of town and headed towards Blaendare. She was a caretaker, as I mentioned earlier. She was well into her sixties and wasn’t afraid to tell you how it was. She had no filter. But she was an honest and hardworking person, anyway. Like me, she wouldn’t say no, and sometimes, her goodness was her downfall.

I would see her struggle one Saturday afternoon carrying tables from the lower school to the top, and she was on her own. I told her this wasn’t right; if she had an accident, no one would find her quickly, and that would be a matter of life and death. But she wouldn’t take me seriously, and in the end, the job got the better of her. I just pulled into the yard; Paul’s bus was parked side by side, so I parked behind it, got out, and walked towards the front door, then just walked on in.

‘You can move that piece of shit from behind the bus; I need to go now in the next five minutes,’ he said with a foul mouth, looking like he’d got up on the wrong side of the bed.

‘Who’s pissed on your cornflakes?’ I said sarcastically.

‘Maz, tell him,’ he said, as if he couldn’t do it himself.

I went back outside and moved my car onto the main road while I waited for Mr Happy Cuntybollocks to get onto his bus and frack off. After waiting five minutes, he got into the bus like someone with rigor mortis and gently pulled out from the yard, beeped, waved, and sped off down the road. I pulled back into the space that he had previously occupied with that smoking tank of his.

‘He’s a barrel of laughs today, the miserable old git,’ I said to Mam as she walked from the kitchen to the lounge carrying what resembled discoloured water and tasted the same as it was from Aldi—Altermatt coffee—a cross between Happy Shopper and dried-up goat shite. I took a sip of it—God, it was rank.

‘I’m popping out to the shop,’ I said as I got up, took my cup out of the kitchen, emptied it, washed the cup, filled the kettle back up, and walked out to the car.

‘What are you going to the shop for?’ Mam shouted.

‘I’m going to buy a jar of Nescafé proper coffee because I can sue you for giving me that and assaulting my taste buds and dietary tract.’

‘Get me a Free Press and a bottle of bleach, please.’ I thought she didn’t ask for much; would you want me to do a shop in Asda before I come back?

I got into the car and arrived at the shop. ‘Twelve thirty-two, please,’ I said, presented my card, paid, and left.
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I came back and walked in, and the kettle had just finished boiling. ‘Here, proper coffee, not that refined goat shite you gave me.’

‘You are a cheeky shit, aren’t you?’

‘So, are you going to tell me about the girl you’re talking to?’ she asked as she placed the two mugs of coffee down on the coffee table while I opened the chocolate biscuits.

‘Ah, don’t tell me—Stephen, the big mouth git! I told him that in confidence,’ I said, taking a sip of hot coffee and munching on a chocky biscuit.

‘Let me tell you, my boy, the grass isn’t greener, as people would tell you, and I have to think about you paying the rent on that place so I can pay the mortgage,’ she said, taking intermittent sips from her hot coffee.

‘That’s great; now you sound like that happy twat,’ I said.

‘Who happy twat?’

‘Paul.’

‘Yes, that’s his name; you use it.’ I thought, when did he become special? He’s never done a hard day’s graft in his life; that’s all she thinks about is money for rent, considering a few weeks ago we received a letter addressed to her telling her that if the mortgage wasn’t paid within thirty days, the house would be repossessed. They haven’t been paying the mortgage and have been getting other stuff like a new games console for the fat fuck.
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