
BARGAIN HUNTING, R J Burgess  1 

BARGAIN HUNTING 

 

- R J Burgess - 

 

The showroom in the centre of town was a monument of 

glass and mod-con taste. Burberry Philips met the sales 

assistant at the door with a smile and a flourish of 

eager hellos.  

“I’m a student so I’m looking for something quite 

cheap,” he said. 

“Anything particular in mind?” 

“European preferably. White. Not too many miles on 

the clock either if that’s possible.” 

The sales assistant grinned and looked at Burberry 

for a moment, his head cocked to one side, his eyes 

scanning with practiced deftness over the other man’s 

face. He grinned again. “Not too many miles on the clock. 

I like it!” he joked. Both men laughed. “Come, I’ve got 

the perfect model for you.” 

He led Burberry down through that open floor expanse 

of brand new virginal deals, and out into the forecourt 

outside where the second hand models stood in their spit 

and polished best, price tags hung across their bodies 

shimmering in the noon-day heat. Newer models sat 

alongside older, more beat up styles to try to bump up 

their price. Everything was clean and bright. The 

brightness gave Burberry a headache.  
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“Ah! Here we are,” said the sales assistant, 

stopping suddenly at the end of the row and pointing out 

one specimen that had almost completely passed Burberry 

by. “French model. Only one previous owner, who, as you 

can see, treated her with a lot of love indeed. Passed 

her MOT with flying colours. A bit of surface scaring 

here and there around the body but we can give you some 

stuff to cover that. Interested?” 

Burberry gazed at it for a moment trying to remember 

what his friends had advised him before coming out today. 

Never say yes to the first model you’re offered – there’s 

bound to be something wrong with it. But still, though he 

was no expert on the matter, he had to admit that he 

could see little wrong with this first choice. It was 

certainly unusual – nothing like what he was expecting – 

and, he suspected, of more Japanese origin than French, 

but he couldn’t deny that it was certainly a very cute 

little thing that he wouldn’t be at all ashamed to be 

seen with in the street. 

“What’s it called?” he asked. 

The salesman consulted his clipboard for a moment. 

He scratched his head after a second. “You know, I’m not 

too sure,” he said. He turned to the model. “What’s your 

name, love?” he asked. 

“Marie,” she said. 

She was young and French, short but cute with it, 

instilled with that delicate French charm, the elegant 
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delacoiture and pert freshness of body and spirit that 

couldn’t help but make Burberry feel good inside. Slight 

discolouration to the teeth and hardly a perfect skin 

condition, but these were cosmetic details that, if 

anything, worked to Burberry’s favour in helping to pull 

down the price. It’s the basic chassis you look for when 

doing these kinds of deals, he reminded himself. And hers 

was, to be fair, fantastic.  

Then he looked at the price tag and realised exactly 

why he’d been shown this particular model first. It was a 

comparison, something to whet his appetite next to which 

everything would pale in comparison. It was a marketing 

plot and one Burberry almost kicked himself for falling 

for. He stared at the price tag hung around Marie’s neck 

and it stared back, a full three times over his maximum 

budget. If he worked non-stop for the next three years he 

still wouldn’t be able to afford this. He glanced over at 

the salesman who was grinning wolfishly and stepped back 

again. “I, uh, wasn’t really planning on spending much 

more than about half this. Do you have anything in that 

range?” 

The salesman stepped back with a flourish of hands. 

“Of course,” he grinned and led Burberry away once more. 

Away from Marie. Away from the extortionate price tag 

hung between her pert round breasts.  

Now they moved down to the other side of the 

forecourt, where the side of the building blocked an 
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entire section from the view of the main road. Burberry 

could instantly see why. These were the bargain basement 

deals and once again, he thought he could understand the 

Salesman’s ploy. If the one before had been too good for 

his range, these would be not nearly good enough – a 

foundation from which he would have to go higher. He 

glanced around at the haggard models that lined the 

forecourt with a mixture of revulsion and pity. Some had 

been treated badly during their short lifetimes, others 

were older than he was and showing it too. The salesman 

stopped him in front of a particularly beat up model of 

about the same age as Marie who was far away from view 

now but infinitely worse off for it. Cigarette burns and 

other, more auspicious marks lined themselves up her arms, 

her body, somewhat flabby and untoned sliced straight 

across the centre with an ugly caesarean scar that still 

looked quite fresh. This woman had baggage, one hell of a 

past and no future. The price tag agreed with this 

assumption. “Three previous owners, one of whom treated 

her quite badly as you can see,” said the salesperson. 

“But she’ll still go okay. We wouldn’t stock them 

otherwise. She’s medically sound and if all you want is a 

quick weekend drive out in the country, I’m sure you’ll 

find her more than accommodating.” 

He didn’t tell Burberry what her name was. He didn’t 

ask.  
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They moved on. Back inside where the soft lighting, 

ingeniously placed around the walls, highlighted the good 

points of each specimen, so that Burberry couldn’t help 

but be impressed as he gazed at some models older than he 

was and drank in the price tags for each with disdain. 

He was taken through to the back where, tucked 

around in an alcove Burberry hadn’t even seen before, 

another handful of women stood in resplendent nakedness 

each of them somewhere between the one he’d seen just now 

and Marie. He glanced at the salesman who nodded softly. 

Yes, said the nod, you’ll find the one you want in here. 

There were five in the room, each of them white and 

in their early to mid twenties but there, the 

similarities ended. Blonde, brunette, red-head. Each of 

them stared back at him and smiled. 

He gave them each a passing glance in turn but his 

attention was focussed almost straight away on the blonde 

model at the end with the round face and the slightly 

slumped posture. She was certainly on the plus side of 

average in terms of size but there were two features that 

she had that marked her out for Burberry almost as soon 

as he’d seen her. 

He walked over to her and felt the two features 

gently. They jiggled softly at his touch. 

The salesman laughed. “Pretty impressive aren’t 

they?” he said. “A man could survive a car crash with 

those to fall on.” 
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Burberry felt them again. “Implants?” he asked. 

The salesman nodded. “Totally refitted interior,” he 

said. “Just don’t take her anywhere near an airport.” 

Again, both men laughed. “She’s a British specimen don’t 

you know, four previous owners, though she hides it very 

well. Five foot four, natural brunette but as you can see, 

one of her previous owners gave her a blonde overcoat, 

which personally I think works quite well. Name’s 

Catherine.” She wore glasses but no one was perfect and 

the eyes underneath still glistened with something close 

to life. And the price was bang in the middle of his 

range. 

He looked at her; he walked around her, touched her 

a few times and smiled. “She’s perfect,” he said. 

“Excellent!” beamed the salesman. “Would you like to 

take out any insurance on her: theft, fire, accidental 

damage or loss?” 

“No.” 

“Any added extras surgical or otherwise? We’re doing 

a good deal on tattoos at the moment if you want to give 

her something of a more personal effect.”  

“I’m fine.” 

The salesman tore something off his pad and handed 

it to Burberry along with a pen. “That’ll be 17 hundred,” 

he said. 

“Cheque okay?” 

“Of course.” 
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Whilst Burberry scribbled down the asking price into 

his cheque book, the salesman returned to the counter, 

reappearing several seconds later with two bands of gold, 

which he proceeded to fiddle in-between thumb and 

forefinger. Burberry passed over the cheque; the salesman 

passed over the rings.  

“Do you take this woman to be your lawfully wedded 

wife,” he asked in the hurried sentences of one who has 

said them so often over the last few years that they have 

lost all semblance of meaning. “To have and to hold until 

death do you part?” 

“I do,” said Burberry. The band of gold slipped over 

her finger. She smiled slightly. Faintly. A ghost of a 

smile.  

“Excellent. Good doing business with you.” The 

generic smile was back in place but Burberry was no 

longer looking even as the salesman took his hand once 

more and shepherded him to the door, another job well 

done.  

He was just eager to get her home now, to go for a 

test ride in his latest acquisition – maybe bring his 

friends round to take a look at her. They wouldn’t be 

aloud to go anywhere near her though, not until he’d worn 

her in a bit. She was his now and he’d be the envy of the 

neighbourhood with this little beauty to soak his cock 

into every day.  
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Burberry was already semi-hard as he herded his new 

woman into the old banger of a car he’d brought with him 

and prepared to drive home. He sat her inside and buckled 

her in. His wife looked at him, her eyes blank, empty. He 

ignored her gaze, kissing her several times on her 

breasts instead as she sat there, passive and allowed him 

to have his way with her. 

“I love you,” she said.  

“Sure,” he replied as he hit the accelerator and 

zoomed out across the forecourt.  

 

 

 

 

 


