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CHAPTER ONE

Welcome to Rock Ferry

Rock Ferry is a strange place. I’ve lived in this area of Birkenhead for almost all my life and it never fails to shock me. For example the pub up the road by the station, I’ve been going in there on a semi-regular basis since I was 16. I live locally and I know most of the people in there but I can walk in at any given time of the day during opening hours and I’ll be given a questioning look by the natives as if to say, “Are you local? What are you doing in here? This is local pub for local people!” It’s like something out of The League of Gentleman, a place inhabited by a group of increasingly bizarre and unbelievable people. It never fails to amaze me; there’s people who go in there who’ve known me since I was a little kid, and the moment I walk in and sit down for a drink they pretend they don’t know me, then when I order a pint of lager they stare at me as if I’d asked for a pint of human blood and packet of deep-fried baby brains then attempted to start a conversation about how great the Yorkshire Ripper was or even worse how great Margaret Thatcher was. I’ve never been made to feel welcome in there.

There’s this bloke who lives on the road where my gran used to live; he’s known me since I was knee high. Whenever I went to my grandmother’s he would always say hello and even now should I bump into him in the street he always says, “Hello, Tommy!” and stops for a chat. Nice enough bloke you’re probably thinking; he is except he drinks in that pub by the station. Should I wander into that pub by the station when he’s having a pint then he’s never met me before in his life and hasn’t a clue who Tommy is. Some people, eh?

I remember when I was about 19, me and a couple of mates went in there for a few scoops and couple of games of darts, within minutes of throwing our last dart every regular in the pub lined up in a queue to throw a few darts. Men who had last thrown a dart when James Callaghan was Prime Minister got up to chuck a few arrows to make it clear to a group of teenagers they weren’t welcome in their pub. One dart, two darts, a cold stare in our direction…then they would throw the third dart. They stood at the oche commenting on how they didn’t like kids in their pub on their dartboard, how teenagers’ behaviour is no place for the pub and that it was a place for grown-ups. Had I been older and wiser I might have asked – who are the real grown-ups around here? Whose behaviour really is childish; those having a quiet drink or the fools flapping their gums?

A night out in Rock Ferry is something to behold; you’ll either have one of the greatest nights of your life or one of the worst. There’s no middle ground, you’ll be with your best mates or complete tossers, and you’ll either meet the greatest girl in the world or suffer a dose of the Kermits and be stalked by some demented pig. On a night out in Rock Ferry the drink will either flow like the proverbial amber nectar or be as rank as stagnant ditch water, some nights you’ll be able to sink 20 pints and feel nothing, on other nights you will be chucking up after three. When you go home you’ll either flag down the first cab you see or you’ll be helped home by the local constabulary via a night at that well-known hostelry, the Nick.

Probably the strangest phenomenon to be encountered in Rock Ferry is what I like to call ‘Rock Ferry Tobacco Duty’. Walk along Bedford Road on any given Saturday smoking a ciggie when the Rovers are playing at home and a chirpy native will walk up, take note of your Tranmere Rovers shirt and/or scarf and ask, “Who are you playing today, mate?” You’ll reply with the appropriate opposition to which your chirpy acquaintance will reply along the lines of, “Oh, bit of a toughie that one!” or “That will be three points in the bag!” depending on the reputation of the opposition. Then it comes; after a pause your acquaintance will ask, “Have you got a spare ciggie…? And do you have a spare one for later?”

I don’t know what gets me most about Rock Ferry Tobacco Duty – the bare-faced cheek of walking up to someone you don’t know on a false pretence just to ask for a cigarette and one for later or living less than 10 minutes away from your local league club and not knowing who they’re playing. I wouldn’t mind but they all seem to be wearing a Liverpool or Everton shirt! Or on some occasions, Manchester Bloody United! Sorry, I shouldn’t swear! How rude of me – I should say That Bloody Stretford Mob!

Speaking of That Bloody Stretford Mob, glory hunters have always done my head in. For those of you who don’t know what a glory hunter is they are one of those irritating people who supports a football or sports team simply because they are winning or have a championship to make themselves look like winners and then switch allegiance at any given opportunity, most likely when someone else takes over in the dominant position. Glory hunters often attach themselves to teams such as That Bloody Stretford Mob because they win their fair share of trophies. A lot of them are silly little teenage girls who fancy a certain player and haven’t got the foggiest about the game itself. Then again there are men who are like that, too.

When I was at school back in the days when Mr Blobby was top of the charts, Accrington Stanley were just a faded pop-culture reference in a milk advert and the Internet was still just a thing for the pale, geeky and friendless, we had this annoying kid in our form, he was a Man United fan. Or so he said. He supported Leeds United for a year and then Blackburn Rovers for a season and nearly became a Newcastle United fan. He had a shirt bought ready until Kevin Keegan did his infamous “I’ll love it” speech and the rest was history; it didn’t all end in disaster for the annoying kid, he kept the receipt so he was able to get his money refunded and go back to supporting That Bloody Stretford Mob. He was a glory hunter in every sense. He supported whoever was champ in whatever sport that was in the spotlight at the time. Before the 1994 World Cup he told everyone that his favourites Germany would win; after the 1994 World Cup he was the world’s biggest Brazil fan. I became sick and tired of hearing about Wigan Rugby League club and how great the golfer Nick Faldo was when he won (and only when he won!). After the 1992 Olympics he bleated endlessly about his newfound hero Linford Christie and how he himself was now in training to become the next Christie. The worst was when Wimbledon came around, all we would hear was tennis, tennis and more flipping tennis. I hate tennis; I would go out of my way to avoid tennis; I guess it would be toss-up between tennis and That Bloody Stretford Mob in the universal contest of what I hate most. The only good thing was that Wimbledon was on for only two weeks a year and not 52 weeks. I guess That Bloody Stretford Mob comes out top in that contest.

I’ve never glory-hunted; I’ve been accused of it when my team, Tranmere Rovers, are in the spotlight but it’s one thing I don’t do – I always back the underdog unless they are a fluky chinless wonder or taking on the Rovers. I’ve always felt pity for glory hunters, so emotionally insecure that they need everyone to believe they support the best so they attach themselves to the champions because it makes them look like a champion. So unbelievably shallow they need people to believe they support the best. They probably hold a low-paid, unskilled job, have a partner who was amongst the dregs at the bottom of the barrel and live somewhere lousy. Or they are insecure in their jobs, can’t find anyone to go out with them and still live with their parents.

I’m Birkenhead born and bred and ever since I was a kid my team has been (as I mentioned before) Tranmere Rovers, the Super Whites and I was a member of the tribe known as the Super White Army. I still remember the first time I went to Prenton Park. I was six years old; it was a freezing cold Friday evening. I sat on my granddad’s shoulders, the smoke from his Woodbines wafting up my nose. A group of lads from the Isle of Man Steam Packet Company stood nearby having walked up from the docks earlier that evening having been given a subsidy to attend. It was the days of terraced stands and dodgy meat pies at half-time; “Couldn’t find better in Birkenhead, Tommy lad!” said my granddad as we tucked in at half-time, “What have you been eating, Tommy?!” shrieked my mother when I threw up during the middle of the night. That was the night I lost my Prenton virginity and we beat Exeter City two nil. Well, I think we did.

From then on every time I could, I would go to Prenton. Back then I was always a well-behaved little boy, I worked it out early in life that if I was good, helped my parents and grandparents the more I’d go to see my beloved Tranmere. Birthdays and Christmases were easy for my family, a ticket to Prenton for the next home game. I always made sure I drank plenty of milk, too, because if I didn’t when I grew up I’d only be good enough to play for Accrington Stanley! As I got older I would get to home and away games by working little jobs for money such as mowing lawns, tidying gardens, fetching shopping. As a teenager I got a job scrubbing dishes in a Chinese restaurant just to get me to Prenton Park on a regular basis. One Saturday afternoon I cycled all the way to Stoke to watch John Aldridge score a hat-trick against Port Vale; my family didn’t know where I was and I got the biggest bollocking of my life when I got in just after midnight as apparently my mother was just about to phone the police but, hey, it was worth it despite being grounded for a fortnight. I did my training at the Wirral Metropolitan College and the bulk of my money I got for my training allowance went to seeing the Rovers. I gained my qualification and eventually set up my own business. That’s when the hard work paid off and eventually I was able to afford a season ticket in the Johnny King Stand.

Johnny King, what a man! It was his time as our manager that inspired and cultivated my love for all things super and white from Birkenhead. He took the Rovers from the bowels of the football league where we faced a potential future in the despairing loneliness of the non-leagues to the brink of the Promised Land which was the Premiership. He saw us through good and bad, thick and thin, triumph and heartbreak. The legend that is Johnny King still lives on at Prenton Park; when the Borough Road stand was redeveloped who would be more fitting for the stand to be named after than the great Johnny King.

My relationship with Tranmere felt like one of life and history’s great love affairs. The cup runs under John Aldridge that saw us reach two FA Cup quarter finals and one League Cup final; crashing out of the play-offs under the great Mr King; the frustration of the 1994 League Cup semi versus Villa; promotion from the old Fourth Division; the luck of the 1990 promotion (thank you, Swindon!); relegation under John Aldridge; St Yates Day (known to the common football fan as the 27 th January) when Steve Yates scored two goals when we beat Everton 3-0 in the fourth round of the Cup in 2001 – Tranmere had the ability to either break my heart or make me feel like I was the King of the World! They brought every emotion possible out in me; I lost girlfriends who believed I thought more of my team than them, “you’d rather be at that football ground than with us, Tommy!” many of them had told me; Tranmere Rovers were the love of my life and as far as I was concerned I believed that only fools falls in love; Tranmere Rovers were my one true love and as far as I was concerned there could be no other I could truly love more than the Rovers. But I was wrong, so very wrong…

“And who the flip is Lincoln Davies?” I asked, without the slightest clue in the world to what I had just been told.

It was the third round of the Cup and we were at home to York City. The program told us that one to watch for York City was Lincoln Davies. I was stood by my seat in the Johnny King Stand, my old pal ‘Sid’ said that this young chap Lincoln Davies had a bright future by all accounts, well he told me it said so in the program. It still led me to retort, “Who the flip is Lincoln Davies?” although I believe that flip wasn’t the adjective I used.

“He’s a Barbadian international, apparently Wigan Athletic and a few others in the top flight have shown interest in him,” said a heavenly voice to my left.

Slowly I looked to my left and two seats away was the most beautiful girl in the world. Our eyes met, we both smiled, “I hope that’s answered your question,” she said.

“Yes, it has,” I replied with a slight stammer; that moment when I first saw her it was if time stood still, I was somewhat captivated by her beauty. Everything around her seemed to cloud over and continue in slow motion.

She smiled a beautiful smile. It was a sunny January afternoon, the type we get in the first few weeks of January to taunt us before we get the worst of the winter weather. The sun shone on her lovely long brown hair which rested over her Tranmere scarf; all I could do was gaze at her beautiful smile and gorgeous eyes; this girl was the most beautiful woman I had ever seen in my life!

“I’m Katie,” she said offering a handshake.

“Hi Katie, I’m Tommy,” I said nervously whilst shaking her hand. “That’s Sid,” I added pointing to Sid.

“How do, love!” chirped Sid with a cheerful wave, Katie waved back.

For the next 20 minutes we kept exchanging glances and smiles; for the first time in over two decades I was at Prenton Park on match day watching Tranmere Rovers and the football wasn’t the main thing on my mind; there was a ringing in my ears and a pounding in my heart. She was gorgeous. I’ve never seen a Tranmere shirt look so good. Something told me this was love at first sight and I couldn’t believe it; straight away something deep down told me she was the one. Had this fool fallen in love? I had to break the ice – easier said than done! After twenty minutes of wondering what to do or say with the most beautiful woman I had had ever seen in my life, I finally spoke, “So do you come here regularly, Katie?” I asked, nervously.

“When I can, what about you?” she replied

“I’m a season-ticket holder!” I informed her, proudly.

“Something I’ve always wanted!” Katie told me. “I can’t afford it on my salary!”

“I haven’t seen you in the Johnny King Stand before!” I said to Katie

“I always used to sit in the Main Stand,” Katie informed me, “but someone told me it was cheaper in the Johnny King Stand!”

“Not by much,” I replied. “Only by about a quid! I prefer it here because you’re closer to the touchline!”

She smiled her beautiful smile; I smiled at her, she looked so beautiful with the setting sun’s rays shining on her hair, her lovely eyes and that smile of hers that just wanted to make me walk over and kiss her like some suave James Bond type in a Hollywood movie.

“I think you’re in there, Tommy!” whispered Sid.

“Don’t be daft!” I whispered back.

“Go on!” he urged. “She’s stunning!”

I’d known Sid for years; he had been best friends with my Old Man and his brother Billy; in many ways Sid was like a surrogate uncle to me. Sid was without a shadow of a doubt one of the biggest characters you could ever meet. A man who had football and Tranmere pumping through his veins, a man who, you will learn, threw many stereotypes out of the window but held on to a few at the same time. However, if you need any fact, any stat, Sid was your man. His name wasn’t really Sid; in fact I don’t know what his name was, I always knew him simply as Sid. People said he was just known as Sid because he spoke with a hiss in his voice.

“She’s a very attractive girl!” hissed Sid.

“I know!” I said, nervously.

“Then talk to her!” he urged. “It’s easy!”

“What would you know about talking to girls?” I asked dryly.

Before Sid could reply Alan Mahon put the ball into the box and Ian Thomas-Moore slotted it home; we all rose to our feet to celebrate because the Rovers were one nil ahead, “He finished that well!” I said to Katie.

“It was okay, I’ve seen better!” she said with a smile. I laughed, she laughed. “You’re nice!” she added, suddenly gazing into my eyes.

“So are you!” I said looking her in the eyes; we looked at each other and smiled again. If I could go back in time and be there again right at that moment I would have run on to the pitch and kissed Ian Thomas-Moore; if it wasn’t for his goal we wouldn’t have spoken and it would never have begun. Mind you, if I ran on to the pitch I would have been escorted home via that hostelry known as the Nick by Mr Policeman! Thankfully the secrets of time travel have not been discovered so that’s not a possibility; yet.

I’ve always felt that smiling is so important; when you smile at somebody it can set the whole tone for things to come, it’s a great relaxant to the whole atmosphere. It can say more than any tacky chat-up line; a beautiful smile is so vital for me. Most importantly Katie had one.

I felt a connection straight away for this beautiful girl. I may have bleated on about it but she was simply amazing. For the rest of the game we analysed each individual player’s game, Tranmere good – York bad; we commentated on the shots, the saves, the nearly moments; Sid performing his party trick by spilling his half-time coffee; a hissy fit from a York player; those bad shots that miss the goal by a country mile and instantly bring the cult figure of Jason Lee to mind; the ref getting hit in the back of the head by the ball. We had a laugh that afternoon. I felt a vital spark. She ticked all my boxes: lovely eyes, gorgeous smile, long brown hair, she supported Tranmere and looked so great in her Tranmere shirt.

It was deep into the second half when Thomas-Moore had added a second with a volley from the penalty spot before Chris Shuker had slotted home from a tight angle. We were 3-0 up and although York had put up a fair scrap we had overcome them; we were now home and dry and our name would be in the draw for the fourth round of the Cup on Sunday.

“What are you doing after the game, Katie?” I enquired, my nerves jangling with a mixture of hope and fear.

“I’ll probably go home,” she replied.

“Would you like a drink in the Prenton Park?” I asked hopefully.

“I’m a bit skint,” she told me.

“I’ll buy you a couple,” I offered.

“I don’t really know you, Tommy!” Katie answered.

“That’s not a problem,” I began. “I want to get to know you…”

“Okay, that’d be lovely!” she said with a smile.

Four minutes of overtime came then went and the final whistle sounded. Five minutes later I was in the Prenton Park Pub ordering two pints of lager and two minutes after that we began our first conversation. I told Katie of my first visit to Prenton Park sat on my grandfather’s shoulders; I recalled other visits including the first game I had met Sid; the Isle of Man Steam Packet boys who got a concession on a Friday evening, it’s a bit embarrassing when people have to be paid to watch your team; meeting Ray Stubbs in the car park one Saturday; and the moronic Mansfield fan who scaled the floodlight forcing a match to be abandoned when we were closing in on the play-offs.

“I remember my first Tranmere game,” Katie began. “I’d broken my wrist and was in hospital; these horrid, stupid girls I went to school with had pushed me over and I broke my wrist!”

“That’s cruel!” I said. I’ve never liked bullies; they’re up there with tennis, glory hunters and That Bloody Stretford Mob.

“I know, it really hurt and the painkillers they gave me were hopeless!” Katie agreed. “I was unhappy in hospital until the Tranmere players paid a visit, the great Johnny King was with them,” she added.

“What a man!” I said enthusiastically, realising straight away we had mutual admiration for the great man himself.

“A very nice man,” Katie went on. “He told me that we’d be playing Aston Villa in the League Cup semi in a couple of days, my dad and brothers were going so I convinced them to take me along so I could cheer on the players who’d cheered me up! And we beat them 3-1!”

“I couldn’t get to that game, I was sick; I had to listen to that game on the radio,” I added.

“After that I was hooked; I come when I can now – I’ll forego shopping for clothes and shoes so I can see Tranmere!” she stated. “Mind you, I would sooner see Tranmere than waltz around shopping all afternoon like a brain-dead bimbo!”

“I used to scrub dishes in a Chinese restaurant to supplement my Tranmere allowance!” I told her.

“I used to be a waitress in this grotty little restaurant; I was at college and needed to supplement my income!” Katie told me.

“Where was that?” I asked.

“It was called Bunty’s, looked nice from the outside but was a complete dump inside!” she told me.

“I’m not familiar with it,” I said.

“It was in Port Sunlight, my hometown,” Katie advised.

“Oh, I occasionally get down there,” I told her. “For work mainly!”

“Where do you live?” she asked.

“Rock Ferry,” I informed her, proudly. “I was born there and grew up there – it still baffles me as a place but I wouldn’t give it up for anything!”

She laughed and smiled her beautiful smile, her eyes glimmering beautifully. I looked at her and smiled, there was something I really needed to ask her. “Do you have a boyfriend?”

“Yes,” she replied.

I felt my heart sink.

“His name is Jordan,” she continued.

“How long have you seeing each other?” I asked.

“Just over a year,” she informed me.

I felt a bit down but something told me this was right, something in her voice told me this was right. Something told me not to give up and something told me this girl was simply amazing and I was destined to spend my life with her. I had known her only a few hours but I was sure she was The One.

“What about you, Tommy? Do you have someone?” Katie asked with an optimistic smile.

“I’ve been single about a year now,” I told her. “My last girlfriend didn’t like playing second fiddle to the Super Whites!”

Katie smiled and bit her lip as if this was music to her ears. “She was a fool there,” Katie replied. “The Rovers are a big part of my life!”

I laughed. “I decided if I ever let myself fall in love again it would have to be with a fellow Tranmere fan!” I explained.

“I better watch myself then!” said Katie, with a cheeky smile and a sexy flutter about her beautiful eyes.

Katie smiled then I smiled and when we looked at each other I thought I might have leant across the table where we were sat at and kissed her; suddenly I realised where we were and she was spoken for. There was an awkward silence for a few minutes between us.

“Can I be a gentleman and walk you home?” I offered before the awkwardness became too much.

“Certainly,” she replied.

“Would you like another drink first?” I asked.

“Why not?” she replied rhetorically.

Katie started to tell me about Jordan; I didn’t ask she just told me. He was unemployed and living off benefits; apparently it wasn’t his fault because he had been to prison a few times and no one would employ him because of his criminal record. Apparently he had underachieved at school and was expelled for assaulting another pupil. Katie told me that he had turned over a new leaf after his last court appearance just before they had met and was seeking employment, and that he had only been arrested twice since they had started to date. His usual average arrest rate was about ten per annum. Assault, drink driving, drunk and disorderly, drunk and incapable, burglary, theft, joyriding, threatening behaviour, benefit fraud, hooliganism, he had done it all. The most disturbing crime in his record collection, I must say, was domestic abuse. I hate men who beat up women and I hate the ones who try to justify doing it even more. Katie tried to tell me he was provoked by his ex-girlfriend and he had had to hit her to defend himself. To me this guy sounded like he was scum of the earth; why do all the nice girls date assholes?

A few months earlier I’d met a very nice girl. I was in a club and I bumped into Sid; he had some friends with him from a bar he liked to frequent due to his lifestyle. He introduced me to the manager of the bar who had his sister with him. Straight away I was attracted to this guy’s sister, her beautiful brown eyes and a friendly smile; she had an amazing figure and legs that went on forever. I chatted to her all night and genuinely thought there might be something between us. She was engaged, though. And she was engaged to an absolute 24-carat rotter. He shouted at her, he ran her confidence down, he verbally abused, and he struck her. She continually stuck up for him though even though she shouldn’t have. I did try to get to know her but her vile fiancée would kick up a stink and become increasingly violent and aggressive; he had a God-given ability to turn up and cause trouble at any given time, at any given opportunity and at any given location, in particularly when he had not been invited or told where anyone was. I gave up when he threatened to slit my throat; I dropped him to the deck and decided to walk away.

The more Katie told me about Jordan the more I grew to hate him. It was incredible, I had never met him or been formally introduced to him but I hated him already. Katie told me she cooked his meals, she washed his clothes, she bought his drinks; he lived in a council flat and she rented her flat. She would regularly help pay his rent; what a freeloading jerk. The more she told me the more I could tell she didn’t love this man, it sounded as if she felt she could do better. But if anything she sounded somewhat scared of him, as if she was some kind of slave in his grasp.

Katie told me something about her darling scumbag that triggered a deep emotion in me. Katie said she was horrified when he had told her about it. A few years earlier Jordan had been at a nightclub in Clifton Park when a bloke began to threaten him. Scared, Jordan had bottled this man. Jordan was arrested but the man didn’t press charges, eight months later he got a kicking from his victim. The man inflicted broken ribs and a punctured lung on Jordan. Katie was shocked by what the man had done to Jordan. I said he had brought it on himself but Katie said it couldn’t be justified, Jordan was human after all; Katie felt that it was possibly the psychological damage Jordan had suffered from the assault that had turned him into the person he was and he was simply a victim of circumstance, I guess she was trying to justify him and his actions. I didn’t tell her but it couldn’t have happened to a better person as far as I was concerned! One other thing I didn’t say to Katie was I had a feeling that I might already know Jordan…

We got to her flat, the building was very nice, and it was clean and well kept. It wasn’t plastered in graffiti or with horrid little kids knocking around bugging you for cash, drink and cigarettes then f-ing and blinding at you when you say no. There’s nothing worse than horrid little shits whose schools can’t discipline and parents won’t discipline. If I had acted like that at their age I would never got away with it, my dad would have found out and I would have been for the high jump. We got to her front door, “Does Jordan come to Rovers games with you?” I asked as Katie put her key in the lock.

“No, he claims he’s a Chelsea fan!” she informed me as she opened the door. “So you could say he doesn’t like football!”

She laughed. I found myself transfixed on her mouth then her eyes; her smile turned to a slightly more serious look. She hugged me, I put my hands around her waist, and we stood looking at each other with the kind of ‘Should we? Shouldn’t we?’ look; slowly I found myself drawing my face closer to hers; I felt internal conflict, the brain said no but the heart said yes. I rested my forehead gently against hers, expecting a kiss to be on the cards. Katie turned away as she sensed the tension between us; she kissed me on the cheek. “I’ll be seeing you then,” she said.

“How about we go to the next home game?” I asked hopefully.

“I’m not sure,” she answered, “money’s a bit tight.”

“I can pay for you…” I said with an air of optimism in my voice.

“I hardly know you, a few drinks is one thing but a home ticket is another!” she replied in a soft voice. “I could never let you do that! You’re a really nice guy though…”

“Well if you do go to the game you know where I sit, come and find me,” I advised. “I really like you, Katie…”

“I like you, too, Tommy…” she said.

We looked each other in the eyes; that thought of ‘Should we? Shouldn’t we?’ ran through our minds again. “I’d better go,” I finally said. “It’s Southend we are playing next home game…” I added, hopefully.

“Okay…” she said softly. “I’ll see if I can make it…” she added.

As I walked down the road, I looked back; she smiled and waved. I had a warm feeling inside me because I had met the most amazing girl in the world and I thought I might be in love! I felt conflict though, she was taken. And she was taken by a complete and utter rotten scumbag. As I lit up a cigarette and walked off down the road something bugged me; it nagged at me, something I could not understand – why was she telling me everything about this revolting individual? She hardly knew me and she was telling me all about this stain on the underwear of life! Plus she introduced herself to me, she told me I was a nice, she said I was a loss to my ex and she should watch herself in case I fell in love with her.

Rock Ferry was surprisingly quiet that evening; as I walked down Bedford Avenue towards the station I saw someone I instantly recognised, an individual who you will learn was from one of the darkest moments of my past.

“How did the Rovers get on today?” he asked in a thick, and possibly fake, Scouse accent.

“We beat York 3-0,” I told him.

He grunted. “Mickey Mouse rubbish! I just watched a proper team on TV – we put Southampton out at home! My bird and me watched it down the pub! Well, she’s not my actual bird; she’s just my shag on the side!” He smirked unpleasantly. “My stupid bitch of a girlfriend was up your dump!”

“Who’s your team then?” I asked, my suspicions aroused.

“I’m a Chelsea fan!” my acquaintance told me with an arrogant smirk.

I felt my blood begin to simmer. I scowled as I sensed a glory hunter and an absolute rotter in my midst. “Londoner are you?” I asked with venom.

“What’s it to you?!” he replied aggressively.

“Bit odd a Chelsea fan with an accent like yours?” I asked, sarcastically.

“Well, it’s a free country!” he barked back.

I began to walk on; I had had enough of him.

“Oi!” he shouted, his ugly face turning an awful violet red colour.

“What do you want?!” I asked as I turned around, half expecting a fight; one thing I’ve learnt is to never let your guard down with people like this; believe me, I learnt the hard way.

“Got a spare cig?!” he snarled.

I took my fag pack out of my pocket and took one out, “Here!” I said passing one to him; almost instinctively I knew what he was going to ask. I looked in the packet at the few which were left then threw it at his head, “You’d better have some spare for later!”
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