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 Preface

Language:
British English including British spelling has been used
throughout.






Disclaimer:
This tale has been inspired by and is, in parts, based upon actual
events. Therefore, to protect those still living, whether they
deserve it or not, as well as the descendants and friends of those
referred to, names of people and places have either been changed or
omitted.
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 1 Place of Her Own

She couldn’t help
her trembling hand as she excitedly pressed the key into the lock.
The pealing black paint, revealing cracked and dirty wood beneath,
didn’t put her off. That could easily be seen to. As the door swung
on its old creaking hinges she hesitated. This would be her first
steps into a new life, or at least so she hoped. With a mixture of
excitement, anxiety, uncertainty and yet hope and joy she stepped
across the brass embalmed threshold. This was almost unbelievable.
After all the hassle, trouble and rejections, was this real? Had
she achieved something few other, if any, woman had? Was her life
about to take a turn for the better? Would such hard earned success
continue? Could it? Half afraid to believe she stepped into the
darkened musty entrance. Stopping before the half glazed inner door
she again hesitated. Did she really have the right to enter?
Perhaps this was all a dream that she’d wake from any moment. Oh,
please God don’t let it be so.






No, the sensation
of cool air on her skin said this was no dream. Imperceptibly
shaking herself, she grasped and turned the dull unpolished brass
knob. Surprisingly, the door swung open with unexpected ease. Now,
another step into an unknown future. Again she hesitated, though
there wasn’t another step to cross it still felt as if she was
about to enter a new, undiscovered, world. Squinting against the
darkness of the dull interior she peered in. The dank, musty aroma
of uncared for carpets and wood rushed toward her permeating her
nostrils with its unpleasantness. Her nose twitched. Taking a deep
breath, unaware that up to this point she’d been holding it in, she
stepped through. It felt strange. Should she be here? Did she
really have the right?






The sensation of
threadbare carpet beneath her feet made her aware she’d now entered
the house proper. Again, excitement and anticipation arose. Was
this all happening? Was it true? Venturing further into the
darkened interior she attempted to take in her surroundings but had
to stop. Her eyes needed to adjust to the gloomy atmosphere. Had
she really achieved her dream? Had she succeeded for once? Had she
really been able to overcome all those obstacles? Had she really
thwarted the meanness of man? Her eyes refocusing, she observed the
elegant, if rather battered, staircase before her. The high papered
walls ascending to the where the rafters would be. The passage
leading pass the stairs toward the rear of the house. She longed to
rush forward and examine everything in detail but knew that’d be
pointless. She needed to take her time. First, she’d examine the
room behind the door she was standing next to. Again she felt as if
she were about to invade someone’s privacy.






Cautiously opening
the door, she peered in. Then, realising she was being silly and
finally acknowledging she had the right to be here, boldly stepped
through the open aperture. Nice. Must’ve been a Victorian family’s
formal sitting room where they’d entertain society guests. Good
size. Remaining by the door she took in the whole aspect and
admired the ornate architectural details which stood out despite
the dank dirty wallpaper and chipped paint. Once cleaned and
redecorated would make a pleasant front room. Excitement and
anticipation arose again. She was going to enjoy this, she was
sure. Glancing at her watch she was surprised to see how much time
had passed. Not long before she was due at the club but just enough
to have a quick look round the rest. Have to wait for another day
to absorb it all in more detail. Speedily making her way through
the remainder of the ground floor she ventured into the garden. Be
wonderful to have a garden at last. Life in the flat had been so
limited. One window box had all she’d been able to manage. How
she’d missed the joy of gardening. The wonder of watching
everything grow. The beauty of colourful flowers combined with the
aroma of herbs and rich natural fragrances. Taking a moment to
enjoy the concept she observed the flowerbeds along with the warm
brick boundary walls surrounding her on all sides. After all those
years in the flat, much longer than originally anticipated, she
looked forward to the quiet and peace a detached property should
afford her. Dragging her eyes up and away from the flowerbeds she
raised her head to look above the walls. What would the neighbours
be like? Would they be friendly? Be nice if they were. Be good to
have people to talk to, whom she could hopefully trust, after the
years of virtual isolation. Well no time for such considerations
now. Will just have to wait and see.






Quick look
upstairs and then she’d really have to make a move. Ascending the
stairs two at a time she was again surprised at the strength of her
excitement and anticipation. The open landing greeting her at the
summit was a delight. No sensation of claustrophobia, no having to
manoeuvre tight corners, no danger of injury. After a quick look
round the four bedrooms she returned to the landing where,
momentarily stopping, she contemplated all round and below her. Was
it true? Was this really hers now? Could it really be? A further
glance at the marching hands of the watch face showed there was no
time for further contemplation. With a deep sigh of acceptance, she
rushed down the stairs and out the door. While carefully ensuring
it was properly locked she took in the vista of the scratched and
battered lock. Didn’t look too secure. Have to replace it and
perhaps get another, stronger, one installed. Never mind that now.
It was hers! Truth having finally started to penetrate her anxious
disbelief.






Repelling the
reluctance to leave she sped her way down the street and into the
central park. Then, having navigated her way through, proceeded at
double speed down the High Street. This was so wonderful! No buses,
no taxis, no transport of any sort required. She was her own
master. At last life seemed to be under her control. Not really
noticing she almost skipped and danced her way through the town
centre and into the club’s entrance.






“Hello dear, how’d
it go?”

“Oh, Mrs B, it was
wonderful. I still can’t believe it.”

“As I said the
other day, you’re to be congratulated. Rex and I, why on earth did
I marry him, are still in the same flat we rented when first
married. But you, clever girl, have gone and bought your own place.
Few women, if any, can say they’ve done that.”

“I never thought
I’d be able to do it. Most, well, all really, of the banks and
building societies wouldn’t even consider me; just because I’m on
my own. Why should I be any greater risk than a man?”

“It’s unfair dear
but that’s the society we live in. If you ask me, the majority of
women are far more trustworthy than men. Just look at my Rex as an
example.”

“Yes, if that
woman hadn’t followed me round I’d never have got the mortgage.”
The remembrance brought a flush to her cheeks. She still felt
embarrassed by the thought of having been secretly followed. The
woman, a council official, had told her how she’d been following
her for several weeks and how she’d been impressed by her work
ethos and the fact, though constantly pestered, she never messed
around with men. “I think, as a woman who has achieved a senior
position, she wanted to show her male colleagues women can be
trusted. She really has taken a chance with me but said she doubted
I would let her down. And for sure I’ll not, no matter what
happens.”

“I’m sure you
won’t dear. Well, we better get on, it’s almost opening time.” Both
quickly straitened the bar and got ready for their first
cliental.






“Hello
gorgeous.”

“Good evening
Michael. How are you this evening?”

“All the better
for seeing you. You really are a delight to the eye.”

“What can I get
you?” Ignoring his usual embarrassing banter.






“Hey beautiful,
why not leave all this and marry me?”

“That’s enough of
that Greg.” Though privileged to have met many handsome and
apparently kind men, the thought of any relationship terrified her.
Terrance, with his brutality, had seen to that. To be beaten and
raped by your own husband had been horrific enough and now the
thought of allowing any other man close was anathema. Anyway,
Terrance had well and truly killed all desire for intimacy. It was
truly dead.


 2 The Neighbours

She slowly rotated
so as to survey the whole: hall, doors, stairs, walls, floors and
as much of the upper level as she could see from her vantage point.
Still hard to believe it was all hers. The musty dull atmosphere
didn’t discourage her in the least though she recognised it would
take some time, and a lot of hard work, to ultimately eradicate the
aroma. White! She’d paint everything white. That’d be nice. Besides
loving the colour it’d truly brighten and enhance the ambience. Now
that’d been settled she ventured back out to the small front
garden. Wouldn’t take much to tidy it up. Just need to trim the
overgrown privet hedges and pick up the windblown debris from the
gravelled pathways.


“Hello.” Who can
that be? Turning toward the voice to see a, dark haired, sallow
complexioned, approximately five foot eight, woman of about her own
age.

“Good morning.”
Wondering who this could be, the question infiltrating her
greeting.

“I live next door,
at number one.”

“Oh, hello, nice
to meet you.” Crossing to shake hands.

“I see the sold
sign’s gone up. Have you bought the place?”

“Yes.”

“Good. Come and
meet my husband.”

“Thank you.”
Quickly and carefully locking her front door she followed the
woman.

“Kevin! Come and
meet our new neighbour.” The sharp, high pitched tone of intolerant
disrespect set her teeth on edge.

“OK, be down in a
mo.”

“Come through.
Would you like
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