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Chapter 1

 


"Why me?."

"Why is it always me," a lady in dark shades
grumbles, shuffling through the contents of a wooly, multicoloured
bag.

 


Her eyes were stricken with panick. She
struggled to keep some level of sanity. She was there, but she
really wasn't. She looked round her, turning her head in every
cardinal direction.

 


"No, no, no, no," the frustrated lady
lamented. It was a big struggle being who she was. Clumsy and a bit
dimwitted, but she was all heart.

 


Feeding the meter was a big struggle. Her odd
looking bag wasn't up to it. It was quite barren. It had chewing
gum wrapping, cheap lipsticks and a few other ladies essentials.
The blondle behind the dark shades shook up her sack like a babies
rattle, releasing a solitary £2 coin. It hit the ground, rolling in
a straight line.

 


"Oh my goodness!, come back here," the lady
in dark shades yelled, making a big fuss, as she dashed after the
runaway coin. It sailed under the bottom of passing
automobiles.

 


The blonde woman in a light blue dress,
plunged herself wrecklessly into the midst of the busy traffick,
ignoring the glimmer of the green light. Car after car whizzed past
her, with some unimpressed drivers shouting obscenities in the
carefree lady's general direction.

 


She paid little attention to her chastisers.
She was fixated on the movements of the round piece of metal.

 


"Oh go pluck your brows, you overstuffed
partridge," the lady sporting a blue dress screamed, making an
unflattering finger gesture at a wrinkly-faced old woman behind the
wheels of a green Ford Mondeo.

 


The rolling coin was hit by the raging old
woman's car. The impact caused it to move a bit and spin on a spot.
"Thanks for that one. Grumpy old tart," the red-faced blonde
lamented, huffing and puffing away, as she took huge strides
towards the spinning coin.

 


"This is it. Not long now. I'll get my hands
on you yet," she thought silently in the wheels of her minds eye.
Suddenly there was a big woosh, as something blue and fast whizzed
by. Her blonde hair swirled in the wind and got in her face. She
could hear the coin richochete against something on the
sidewalk.

 


"Come to mama," the blonde shouted rather
loudly with rapturous enthusiasm, charging in the direction of the
clang.

 


She ploughed into something soft and quite
warm. It belonged to a man in a blue striped suit. His hands were
glued to the vicinity of his crowned jewels.

 


"Ouch, ouch, ouch," the smartly dressed,
briefcase carrying man squirmed through gritted teeth. It
definitely wasn't a sweet experience. It was more of a sting to his
tender parts.

 


The blonde pushes her hair backwards. "Oh my,
oh my. Are you alright?. I didn't mean to do that, I promise," the
visibly embarrassed lady said, placing her hands on the victims
thigh.

 


It was an awkward, guileless attempt to
soothe the whimpering man's pain. The gentleman pushed her hand
away from him. It was way too close for comfort. But who could
blame her for trying. His adorable dreamy blue eyes could make any
girl implode with impulses of raw, unadulterated desire.

 


His face was the epitome of an A-list movie
star. His perfect, well chiseled chin would make Brad pit overcome
with envy.

 


"I think I'm able to sort things out, down
there myself thank you. I really don't need all the fussing," the
dark-haired devilishly handsome man said, walking away in the
reverse direction from the flustered blonde.

 


Her face betrayed the overenthusiasm of a
juvenile craving some sort of midnight snack. The dark-haired
stranger seemed less than keen. He slithered away from her company
with the skill of the Dickensian artful Dodger.

 


She stood there, planted to a spot, smiling
sheepishly like a giddy schoolgirl. She had been burnt several
times. It was quite comical and ironic that she could never quite
register the flaccid attention span of members of the community of
attractive opposite sex towards her less than subtle attempts at
ensnaring them.

 


While the salivating, hormonal woman in the
light-blue dress was preoccupied with her daydreaming, a
shaggy-faced scruffy homeless man with a red handkerchief wrapped
round his neck, stooped down to pick up a £2 coin that was laying
precariously on the edge of the pavement.

 


"Now that's what I call a gift. Another day,
another pound, aye Buster," the haggard old man said, patting a
white bulldog on the head.

 


He walks away whistling, as his dog chases
after him wagging its tale with vigour. The Blonde soon recovered
from her lustful delusions. She turned round and scanned the floor
for the coin.

 


It was a fruitless endeavor. She ran down the
street and let out some bile and bluster, screaming into
nothingness.

 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 2

 


 


"What the hell are you looking at?. Do you
think I'm some sort of film show?.., do you?. Go on son, have a
bloody good look. I thought so, another gay lad. Story of my life,"
the blonde lady ranted, screaming at every man that passed her by
on the sidewalk.

 


Something else made the screaming siren, even
more agitated. A man in a familiar black overcoat had caught her
full attention. He was leaving an undesirable token, dressed up in
a white envelope on the tiny dashboard of her parked moped.

 


"Stop!.., stop!.., you despicable little..,"
the hysterical blonde shouted, waving both hands in the air, as if
she was signalling a descending plane. The ticket officer didn't
look back. He seemed to be engaged in a conversation on a mobile
phone.

 


He walked away from the parking space where
he had done his daily duty of inflicting maximum damage to the
pockets of motorists without appropriate parking tickets.

 


It wasn't his stock in trade to leave people
with smiles. The lady in the dark shades was definitely not doing
the conga. She fought back the tears when she eventually made it to
the other side of the road.

 


"Thirty five pounds!. Really?. What the hell
am I going to do about these nasty, nasty fines. I'm not made of
£20 bills," the sobbing Blonde lamented, wiping underneath her eye
lids with her arm. Her chest felt heavy suddenly. She could feel
her pulse race rampantly in its cage. Her tongue felt like it had
been doused with some sort of bitter syrup.
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