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‘To the reader’


As you begin to read the next few pages and paragraphs, it is possible that you may very quickly form an opinion of Sarah.


My hope is that, if you still hold that opinion as you make your way through the book and Sarah’s journey through her decisions, you will have gained some empathy with her predicament and maybe see, understand and appreciate her reasons. But that doesn’t mean you have to agree or disagree.


Whatever your past or present personal circumstances, from whichever side of the story you are reading this, there are descriptions of events that you may have experienced or wished you had.


Thank you


Lizzie x


 

 


As I put on the final touch of lipstick my, I felt every possible emotion – excitement, apprehension, urging, longing and guilt – I felt every emotion except the one  I should have felt… regret.


I was fully aware of the consequences and risks that the next couple of hours held and I knew all too well that at any second during that time I could prevent any such consequence and eradicate any such risks. But  I was being driven by an inexplicable force.


As I got into my car I opened my phone to be greeted by a picture of myself and my husband on our wedding day some 15 years earlier, second time around for both of us. On the home screen was a picture of my family on one of our family weekends – both pictures of happiness and contentment.


I was checking that I was going to be on time and that there were no messages of cancellation for my afternoon arrangement. I quickly closed the cover on my phone as if to shut out the reality of my present life.


A tiny part of me would have breathed a sigh of relief if there had been a message of cancellation but I could equally have cancelled this arrangement, but I just couldn’t be the decider on this.


 

So, I drove away from my house as I had done thousands of times before, but this time was different, very different. This time I wasn’t leaving to go to work or the supermarket. This time I was on my way to meet another man.


Someone who had occupied my thoughts for many years but only from afar.


I first saw him, or should I say heard him, when he was one of the managers in the office where I worked. His voice was deep and commanding and our initial introduction was uneventful. Yet for some reason, to me, there was something about him and for some equally unknown reason every time I heard his voice the butterflies in my stomach would attack again and again and I felt this desperate need to be somehow closer to him, anywhere in his vicinity. It was as if his presence fed an insatiable need in me.


He worked across the county and the times that we were together in the same place were limited to once or twice a month. He came to a colleague’s retirement do at our office on one occasion and in that more informal atmosphere he was a little more relaxed with everyone and for the first time I was able to exchange more than a couple of words in conversation with him. However, I detected no signal that he was feeling the same butterflies that consumed me, quite the contrary. He was accompanied by his wife and at that moment, seeing her towering elegance and their obvious connection together, I realised that any butterflies on my part were completely misplaced. 


At least I hadn’t embarrassed myself so, head held high, off I went home.


On the face of it, if I described my life at home to a stranger it would seem almost ideal. Indeed, to anyone who had a bad marriage or money worries it would seem perfect. I had none of these and together with a lovely home that was all paid for, working because I wanted to and not for financial reasons. I had my own money so didn’t have any restriction’s when it came to buying clothes, etc. My children – two from my first marriage – were all grown up and settled into their own lives.


My husband was nearly ten years older than me and had seemingly, without a word of objection, provided me with a very good life. He is a lovely gentle man who had me and my family at the centre of his world.


Of course, we had our arguments over the years and the normal ups and downs, but these were mostly resolved quickly.


 

Now in our later years we have become very comfortable in each other’s company. The proverbial old pair of slippers.


Intimacy had long since left our relationship save for the very occasional fumbling attempt which was rarely completed and usually was eventually given up as a bad job. It was a need that as a couple we no longer felt added anything to our relationship.


I did masturbate sometimes but I never knew whether my husband still did, I rarely thought of sex as an act anymore.


We had an understanding of each other which comes with the years spent together.


My life was good, very good, but incomplete emotionally, unfulfilled mentally and unstimulated sexually.


A few years went by and life went on in its regimented and predictable way. Good times, bad times, sad times and times of joy had all made an appearance and were embraced and overcame as the situation demanded.


I heard that he had left the company after a couple of years and I myself had gained a promotion and moved offices.


 

The day didn’t feel any different to any other day that I had prepared to get ready for work. The dog ran off when I had walked him earlier and having to find him in the park had made me slightly later than planned into work but nothing out of the ordinary.


Would I have done anything differently if I had known or even had an inkling of the events that were about to unfold and would serve to make this the last ‘ordinary’ day that I would have?


Parking in my usual spot in the car park, I made my way into the building and up to the first floor using the lift. It was Monday and as usual I was laden down with a couple of heavy bags and a lunch box. I headed for the central room where it was normal Monday morning practice to hold a team briefing to plan out the work for the week ahead.


There was a little hustling noise that I had noticed from other team members and my colleague said that she had heard that we were getting a new manager and he or she was going to be introduced to us this morning. Our usual manager had been ill for some time and I had also heard talk of there being a temporary replacement until his health had improved.


I recognised the ‘clip clop’ of the secretary’s heels on the wooden floor as she made her way to the central room and I instantly knew the voice that was accompanying  her even before the face appeared. The butterflies,  the churning knots in my stomach, and for some reason the feeling of panic – almost fight or flight mode had set  in – returned as if a switch had been turned on.


During the next few seconds I shuffled in my chair, crossed and uncrossed my legs I don’t know how many times, but I felt completely incoherent.


Then there he was – standing in the same room as me, in my vicinity once again. I didn’t hear the introduction to the group; I was frozen mentally and physically.


Colleagues left their seats to welcome our new arrival and have the obligatory handshake; I was unable to move a limb. I felt my heart would jump out of my throat and was really struggling to compose myself, let alone a sentence.


The room quietened as colleagues made their welcomes and then left to return to their respective desks and offices. Then the voice. “Hello,” he said, “I think we have worked together before unless I am mistaken.” 


With a broken, quivering voice I replied, “Yes I think so, my name is Sarah Peel.” I put my now very sweaty palm forward to shake his hand and our hands touched. The connection was made. I have carried that feeling with me ever since that morning.


He had never before given me such attention and I desperately tried not to read much, if anything, into the enthusiasm (or so it seemed to me), although mild, with which he had greeted me. It was, to my mind, on a much elevated level from anything that we had exchanged in our earlier connections.


Concentration was difficult throughout the rest of the day although I didn’t see him that much as the usual round of meetings and introductions that come with starting a new job took up most of his day.


My day was spent with 50 percent work stuff and the other 50 percent trying to convince myself that he must be aware of the connection between us. This feeling, for me, was so strong, so obvious, that it couldn’t be just mine; maybe he too was having the same internal battle, maybe he was just as confused by it and maybe he was just waiting for a signal from me. Maybe, maybe, maybe…! Then again, maybe not, maybe it was and always had been in my head, my little escapism from my slightly boring yet really, quite fine everyday existence.


 

How would I know, how would he know, how would anyone know, what if anyone did know? How, how, how…?


Home time arrived and usually my drive home would be occupied with thoughts of whether the dog walker had remembered to give the dog his usual treat, or if I should have hung the washing out after all this morning, should I stop at the supermarket to get something for tea, or did I have enough in the fridge to put together something edible. Blah, blah, blah… My head was now swimming with thoughts of what I should wear tomorrow, which perfume and, among all of these things, how much makeup to wear and would I be too obvious if I made these changes in my appearance?


One thing that I was certain of was that whatever I chose to wear, or however I chose to look, my husband certainly wouldn’t notice let alone comment on it.


Most evenings after work and dog walking, which I usually did alone, I would change into my pyjamas. Gone were the days of wearing anything alluring for bed, in fact these were quite shapeless efforts and had been renamed as my ‘floppies’. After the usual round of clearing away after tea and some mini tidying up, by 9pm I would be on the sofa, more often than not with a glass of something and flicking through the television channels to find something to entertain us for the next hour or so. My husband would have adopted this position a while before I did, especially if there was any football or sport on the television. Howsoever it happened, there we would sit, opposite ends of the sofa with barely a word of conversation exchanged between us.


However, as with the day, this was not an ordinary evening.


Instead of heading for the sofa, I scuttled my way upstairs to the spare room where I kept my special, not every day, outfits. I busily fumbled through blouse after blouse, skirt after skirt and dress after dress. What colour, which style, fitted or not? Almost a sense of panic had befallen me. Then, momentarily, I would stop and take a breath and the reality of what I was doing and why I was doing it and what I was planning would weigh me down. In that moment, I would try to convince myself of how stupid I was being and how futile my efforts would turn out to be as there had not been, up to now, absolutely any indication at all that all of this wouldn’t be in vain.


I was in effect preening myself and aiming to put myself on display to attract someone that quite possibly hadn’t let me enter his head since our encounter at the team briefing earlier that day.


 

Eventually I picked out a skirt and blouse and paraded myself in front of the mirror adopting every possible pose when I noticed that my blouse gaped at the bust, must have gained a few pounds since I last wore it. So, starting again, I spotted a dress and jacket, blue and black respectively. I also chose some shoes that I hadn’t worn since my daughter’s wedding, although I knew that by wearing them my feet would be killing me by mid-morning. I felt they completed my outfit so they were going on my feet regardless.


Bedtime came and went but it was far from a restful night for me.


My husband was walking our dog on this morning so that gave me some extra time to spend on my appearance.


I would describe my hair as quite boring and plain really, a layered bob with a few highlights to cover the ensuing grey and I wouldn’t normally take that much time over it for a day at work. This morning though I it smothered in a cloud of dry shampoo in an effort to introduce some tousled volume and reduce the plain and straight style.


Everything about me was different today, then it crossed my mind that maybe he wouldn’t even be in  the office or even in the building today – my stomach sank at the thought, and I had the feeling that a  child would get if their best friend hadn’t come to school.


Funnily enough, when I arrived at my work, my usual parking spot had already been taken as if to emphasise the beginning of a new chapter. I was overthinking everything again.


I hadn’t noticed anyone else around me as I approached the door to the office building when, from nowhere, someone said, “Let me get that for you.” I didn’t need to look up to see who the voice belonged to as I was in no doubt as to its identity. An arm reached from behind me and we both giggled at one another when he realised that the doors were in fact automatic and had opened before he could put his hand on it. In this momentary exchange, our eyes met properly for the first time. It was a longer than expected look, but I couldn’t say why.


Once inside, I headed towards the lift; I didn’t want to walk for any longer than I needed to in these shoes. At this point he said that he would take the stairs and we parted. I cannot remember the short journey in the lift, I think there were other people in it with me. I came out of my daze as the lift pinged at my floor. I made my way to my desk and quickly sat down seeking a few moments to gather my thoughts.


Had he noticed my hair, my makeup, my dress or my shoes – all so different from the day before. Who knows, how could I know, how would I be able to tell if any of my extra efforts had been noticed?


I reached for my phone from my handbag and checked for any messages and was greeted with the usual picture of myself and my husband on our wedding day – it was like a reminder, a memory-jerker that I was a married woman.


On this day I had arranged to leave work at 3pm as I had an appointment for a massage – a gift from my children last Christmas which I had only just got around to using. Up until 3pm, the day passed uneventfully.


The evening was also pretty much routine except for the utter mush that my thought processes had turned into.


The following day I kept an eye out for him as I parked my car and made my way into the building but no sign of him so far. Again, I had chosen an outfit that I felt a little more attractive in, but I had begun to wonder how long I could keep up this level of effort with my appearance, at least without the reward of any reciprocated attention.


I logged into my computer to check for any emails that may have landed in my inbox since me leaving work early yesterday.


I was totally distracted from the last couple of messages as I was drawn to an email that had come through at 4:30pm yesterday as it had his name as the sender – Anthony Randall.


I stared at my computer screen for what seemed like ages as I deliberated as to what the message could be. Was this the sign that I had been longing for? The anticipation was crushing but then so was the possibility of disappointment – the longer I left it unread the longer I had hope.


Tentatively opening the message, the first few words made it clear that the possibility of disappointment had proved to be true. It was an email introducing himself to everyone which had been sent to everyone. Another slam in the stomach.


There wasn’t much time to think about much else but work up until lunchtime, so my thoughts were preoccupied with that.


 

Suddenly the familiar ‘ding’ of an incoming email caught my attention. I raised my eyes from my desk and could barely contain my inner excitement when I saw it was from Anthony. I tempered myself and reminded myself that this could be another group email communication and that again I was only one of a crowd. But then ‘Hi Sarah’ were the opening words so no, not a group email, this one was for me and me alone. I read and reread it countless times. 


Hi Sarah. I expect you received my communal email yesterday afternoon along with everyone else, however, I am aware that official introductions between us are not strictly necessary, but the email had gone before I knew it (rolling eye emoji). 

OEBPS/image/cover.jpg
THE ADULTERY CODE

e

Lizzie Bow





OEBPS/nav.xhtml




Contents





	

	

			Cover



    		Title



    		Contents



			‘To the Reader’



			Story



			Copyright







		

	

OEBPS/image/titlepage.jpg
The Adultery Code

Lizzie Bow

Publishing Limited






