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All Right On The Night


    by Jo Nation





    Every Wednesday, Fenella goes to George Hawker’s apartment taking the Number 42 bus through congested traffic sitting on the top deck looking out at shoppers dawdling by plate glass windows seeking custom, and the fleet of foot striding ahead of the traffic-snarled bus.




    George Hawker’s apartment is the most modern Fenella has ever seen, not that it’s in a new building; that’s its joy. The shell is a stone building five storeys high with a proud pediment proclaiming its Victorian heritage. The original works closed years back, the building lay idle for an age before developers moved in with an army of hard-hat, bare-chested young builders who swarmed over the building through a long, hot summer.




    Fenella had often passed by The Foundry, as the apartments are now called, while the builders laboured. One baking day, her bus held up by a delivery van stood stationary as bronzed builders on the scaffolding only feet away looked in at her looking out and mouthed their kisses; she smiled, a butterfly stirred, a tingle flickering deep within, fermenting excitement. She pursed her lips in reply and held the tallest guy’s eye. Hands moved to his tool-slung builders’ belt, his thumbs hooking in to pull down on his waistband revealing pale skin and wisps of golden hair; he spread his fingers and played music on his jeans.




    The traffic eased, the bus pulled away. Fenella looked back at the lads grinning from the scaffolding to meet the eye of a frowning elderly passenger glaring disapproval along the bus.




    Apartment C2, on the far corner of The Foundry away from the bustle of traffic, looks out on gardens laid over the old foundry yard. Solid timber floors in the reception rooms are spread with Mid-Eastern carpets, a marble clad en-suite wet room and a kitchen of stainless steel fittings with Italian tiling complete the transformation that has been worked in the once industrial building. The apartment – cool in summer and warm in winter – is the epitome of young couple style with a keypad code to access the building, another to gain entry to the apartment.




    The luxury of Apartment C2 is in stark contrast to the flat Fenella and Julian call home, undecorated for years with a broken window on their communal landing. It’s adequate for their needs, not that Julian ever sees much of the place; he works too hard, spending long hours into the night and back to his City desk for the European markets’ morning opening. Julian disapproves of Fenella’s reluctance to take on what he calls a proper job; she senses it’s his excuse knowing his interest is cooling; the fun is gone from their romance. If only they could spend time together, get away to a place in the sun.




    Fenella’s great envy at Apartment C2 is the en-suite to the master bedroom, the power-shower is to die for, its pulsing needle massage foaming lavender shower cream is the high point of her every visit. If only she could lure Julian to the apartment, her ultimate excitement in the wet room would be to share its pulsating rhythm with him. After showering she gives the tiled room a clean, the only strenuous housework she does for George. Not bothering to dress, she works naked until her task is finished and it’s time to put on her tee shirt, jeans and trainers to head home.




    Fenella has never met George Hawker, nor even spoken with him by telephone; she was recommended by one of her other cleaning clients with everything arranged by letter, her best break since the dreaded summons to the manager’s office at the building society with the stark redundancy Form P45 handed across the table. Working for George is undemanding and well paid, even by the standards of the leafy London suburbs.




    Most evenings with no Julian at the flat Fenella makes herself useful backstage at the local theatre; it’s unpaid labour, but she dreams one day she’ll be taking her cue and walking onto the boards as the curtain rises.




    Her duties at Apartment C2, or Fenella’s interpretation of them, are simple: tidy and clean the already neat rooms, hardly disturbed since her last visit. So she fills her time with a lingering coffee drunk from the kitchen’s art deco cups before flicking a duster around the furniture. Then, her token cleaning done, it’s off to the en-suite to strip and luxuriate in the massaging shower before posing in front of the cheval mirror, every inch of her nakedness available for inspection.




    Fenella likes the body she sees, her breasts rounded and firm, her nipples pink and excited as she fingers her sex wondering if she should shave the silky tress of her pubes. Would Julian notice if she did?




    Fenella is puzzled; she knows there are things that don’t add up about Apartment C2 and its owner George Hawker. No family photos decorate the spacious lounge, there is never any sign other people visit the apartment, indeed there’s scant evidence of George’s existence. The place is a magazine-spread of minimalist living.




    George Hawker’s closet off the master bedroom is the sole secret place at Apartment C2; drawers, the scarcely used wardrobes, kitchen units and the larder; Fenella looks through them all on every visit hoping to learn something about her employer. The locked closet frustrates her. There has to be a spare key secreted at the apartment somewhere.




    To spur her curiosity Fenella vetoes her usual indulgence in the wet room until the closet is unlocked be it today, next week, or whenever. The lure of the shower massaging her body, the thrill of the handheld showerhead pulsating between her thighs bringing ecstasy to climax threatens her vow even as she makes it. How can she wait another week, even another hour?




    But there is no key to the closet.




    She tries drawers in the bedroom and the kitchen, feels along edges in the decor, lifts potted plants, but all to no avail, her search is fruitless; there is no key.




    In a desperate bid, Fenella puts her shoulder to the closet door, turns the oft-tried doorknob, and overbalances into the void.




    The frustration of her search evaporates as wide-eyed she explores shelves and clothes racks so suddenly revealed within the small room.




    How come the closet is unlocked today?




    There are leather suits in women’s styles, lingerie, DVDs, explicit books and, hooked over a rail, a collection of canes of varying size, schoolmaster’s canes with curled handles. There are pairs of fine leather gloves, masks, belts, ropes and a tawse, its split leather ends cut into many tails. George’s secrets are there to behold. Fenella thumbs the pages of a slim volume, a tale of a Victorian chambermaid stealing her Ladyship’s jewellery forced to take stern consequence from his Lordship. Tinted line drawings show the maid’s glowing buttocks, but the smile of her full-lipped glance, and the look of pleasure on the Lord’s face with his breeches round his knees, indicates the punishment is not quite what her Ladyship intended.




    The closet’s secrets champion deep stirrings; Fenella needs to share its excitement imagining George tall, dark and commanding standing in front of her, his eyes scanning her willing body submitting to his punishment. But why the neatly folded lingerie on the shelves, the female-wear hanging on the rails? Would she be dressed in this finery to kneel as supplicant before George? Could she lure Julian to Apartment C2 to share the bounty she had found?




    A window from floor to ceiling in the en-suite wet room with thin curtains draped across looks out over the garden; Fenella pulls them back, opening the window; she wants no barrier between her showering nakedness and the outside world. Her body responds to her daring, her flesh tingles priming her nipples to stand hard and proud. She shuts her eyes wanting to be seen her glistening body lit by ceiling spotlights, wanting a stranger, the young man working in the gardens to watch from his distance, wanting to take her.




    ‘What the hell is going on here?’




    Fenella gulps a mouthful of foaming water and gags; she stares wet-eyed at the tall figure in the doorway of the master bedroom.




    ‘Well?’




    ‘What are you doing in here?’ Fenella’s voice cracks. She tries to clear her throat, excitement tingling deep within as the intruder’s eyes explore her exposed flesh dripping in the shower.




    ‘Never mind me. What are you doing in the shower?’




    ‘This is Mr George Hawker’s apartment, and I work here.’




    ‘I see. Perhaps you won’t work here much longer. Let me introduce myself. I’m Georgina Hawker. My friends call me George.’




    How has she never realised Apartment C2 isn’t a man’s lair? The tall woman is wearing a black suit of a finely cut three quarter length jacket, tailored trousers to her calf and exquisite wedged sandals laced to her ankles with red bindings and hints of crimson nail varnish.




    There’s something familiar in the woman’s style and her voice.




    ‘I’m Fenella. I’m sorry you’ve found me in the shower; I spilt cleaning fluid and had to wash it off. I meant no harm.’




    ‘It isn’t the first time you’ve had shower here, is it?’




    Chill seeped in after the hot pounding of the massaging shower.




    ‘And you drink my coffee; you don’t clean the place. I’ll be better off without you.’




    Fenella’s heart sinks, only evening bar work could make up for George’s wages, there’d be no time to work backstage at the theatre. Then it clicks. This woman is Mrs Everson, the power behind the Civic Theatre Trust.




    ‘I promise it won’t happen again.’




    ‘It’s happened too many times already.’




    ‘Please, Ms Hawker, don’t sack me, I need this job. If I have done wrong, punish me.’ Fenella blushes; memories of the Nun she’d worshipped at convent school, the Nun who’d called her up to the front of class, pulled up her skirt and stung the back of her thighs with a ruler, it all floods back. She hangs her head not believing the rash words she’d spoken.




    ‘You’ve been prying into my closet, you wretched girl. Have you forced the lock?’ The women look at each other, their breath tightening, both knowing the urge to go further.




    ‘It was open.’




    Without a word George reaches out, grips Fenella’s nipple between her forefinger and thumb, plays with it until it’s erect in her grasp and presses, pinching harder as she looks Fenella in the eye. ‘You’re a liar. Dry yourself, get a bathrobe and come through to the sitting room. I’ll decide what to do with you.’ George turns and strides from the room.




    Alone, Fenella crouches on the WC, easing her sore breast. She could grab her trainers and clothes from the bed and might get away, but there would be no job.




    Her clothes have gone, there’s only a bathrobe on the bed; you can’t catch a bus in a bathrobe.




    In the sitting room stripped of her suit, her raven hair let down to reach her shoulders, George stands tall, her feet apart wearing thigh boots, lace-edged scarlet French knickers with her breasts eager under a matching camisole. In her gloved hands, she grasps a hooked cane from the rail in the closet; gas flames lick over beach stones in the fireplace. Fenella can’t stifle the tears rolling down her cheeks.




    ‘Don’t snivel, girl. Take your punishment and you can keep your job, but only on probation. Come here, kneel and tell me what wrong you have committed.’




    Fenella kneels, her face close to George, sensing the musk of her body, trembling at the expectation of her punishment. George holds out her gloved hand to Fenella’s face.




    ‘Kiss my hand.’




    Fenella’s lips quiver on the fine calfskin; there is a ring under the leather.




    ‘Take off my glove, then kiss my palm.’




    With shaking fingers Fenella eases the fitted glove from George’s hand. When her lips brush the cool palm George slides her hands through Fenella’s hair to pull her face onto her belly.




    ‘Take off your robe and say thank you for what you are about to receive.’
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