A hundred words

‘I saw him.  With her.  Outside Republic.  He always took me there.  

All over him.  Boobs hanging out, skirt up to her bum.’
‘Slag.’
‘Bet she goes round bragging.  

He didn't get in my  knickers first time!  

Wouldn't have second time, either.  But they'd won.  He was happy.  I couldn't spoil it.’

‘He see you?’
‘Blanked me.  She gave me a little look, though.  Just so I'd know.’

‘You liked him, didn't you?’
‘He was special.  Nice.  Different.  I'd have married him.’
‘And fit.’

‘Christ's sake, Caz, I'm twenty-eight!

I won’t beg, though.’
‘They're not worth it.  None of ‘em.’

