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PART ONE



“Unrequited Love is still Love.”




Jayne.


“How is he being different?”


Good question, thought Jayne, taking another sip of her coffee before looking up at Claire, her best friend for...oh…God knew how long.


“Dunno,” she said, shrugging her shoulders. “Just different.”


“Oh well, that’s as clear as mud.” Claire smiled, unsure inside as to where this was going. Jayne was always so positive, so clear minded, but today?


There was a silence. Jayne and Claire usually enjoyed their catch up time, a once weekly chance to chill, unwind, and natter.


Jayne looked up. “Oh forget it, it’s probably just me, tired.” She didn’t mention the specific episode that had so upset her. There didn’t seem to be much point.


The talk drifted back to its usual topics, kids, gossip, and Claire’s latest disastrous relationship. Safe stuff.


After a brief heartfelt hug they went their separate ways.


“I’ll text you.”


“You’ll be fine.”


“See you next week.”


“Love you, bye.”


Jayne joined the queue out of the retail park, turned on to the slip road and edged her way back homewards in the slow moving traffic. Her mind had time to wander. Why had she mentioned Neil to Claire? Jayne loved Claire to bits but was also aware that Claire was too wrapped up in her own imagined woes to ever consider thinking about anyone else’s troubles. And besides, admitted Jayne to herself, Claire and Jaynes relationship was based partly on Jayne’s ability to administer calm words and sensible advice as Claire went through yet another traumatic experience.


It was a relationship which suited both; Claire needed a shoulder to cry on, frequently, and Jayne relished the role of confidante, older sister. Jayne felt the tears well up again. She fought them back.


“Oh Neil.” She said. Out loud.


Twenty four years together, twenty two as husband and wife, life partners. Two great children, never a blip. Neil had been her rock when mum died, he was a great dad, a good husband. Steady. Good. A good man. How many times had she heard that? And now, a change in him, discernible. Neil seemed a little? Well she couldn’t put her finger on it, but a little distant perhaps, preoccupied? And the other night? So out of character. So not Neil.


People change, its allowed thought Jayne. People grow, change, and develop new interests. Pressure at work? No. He would have said. No secrets.


“Oh, whatever.” She sighed as she reversed onto the driveway of the neat semi she called home. She dropped the shopping on to the kitchen table, kicked off her shoes and flicked the kettle on.


Minutes later, drink in hand, Jayne flopped into her armchair, glanced at her phone, and relaxed. She looked at the silver framed photograph perched on the edge of the cabinet. She loved this picture, a beach in Devon; Neil, Amy their daughter, Jack their son, and Jayne herself, all smiling, arms entwined, leaning against a pier head wall.


The picture had been taken by Ruth, Jayne’s mum, God rest her, five, no six years ago. Happy, happy times.


How quickly they had grown, her children, how quickly they had matured. Jack was twenty now, away at Leeds University, a degree in Criminology in the offing. Doing so well, settled, looking more like Neil, tall, handsome, her boy. And Amy, eighteen going on thirty, heading out to Bristol, to study Psychology, so self-assured, yet so very young and vulnerable. Maybe that was what was different now? Maybe Neil, so long the centre of his children’s life, and his very reason for being, was feeling left out, abandoned? God knows, Jayne thought, she was.


Jayne went upstairs for a quick shower. She had an hour before she was due to pick up Amy, who was working in a local nursery during the summer, before a three week vacation, and then her move, away. Jayne pulled on a grey baggy Nike sweatshirt and black leggings, resisting the temptation to step into a pair of skinny jeans as Amy would be wearing jeans, and Jayne, the same size, a ten, as her daughter, wouldn’t feel comfy with that. Scrunching her pale blonde hair into a scruffy bun Jayne took a quick glance into the bedroom mirror. Forty two? Looks thirty, not bad. She had heard that before, and enjoyed it. She grabbed her car keys and left.


Two weeks earlier.




Angeline.


Took a deep breath, fixed a smile on her face, and marched through the door. First day, first proper day, working, following on from three days training. Intense. Rushed.


Good luck Sweetheart. A text, from mum. Nothing from anyone else. Like who? Dad maybe? But no, dad was away on business. He was working.


Melissa from H.R. smiled and rose to meet her. Melissa was attractive, well-groomed and efficient.


That’ll be me one day. Thought Angeline, without conviction.


Angeline swept her black mane of hair from her face. Should have worn it up. Too late now. She followed Melissa’s confident sway down the highly polished marble corridor, conscious of the clacking sound her stiletto heels made. Should’ve worn flats. Too late now. Melissa was talking. “Regeneration of the business…huge investment…raising our profile overseas.” It tripped off the tongue lightly. Like a walking, talking brochure. Angeline heard it, this mantra, as she had heard it repeatedly for the last three days.


“And this is Neil’s office.” Melissa rapped on the door, and entered. Angeline stood tall, pulled in her non-existent tummy, smoothed down her black pencil skirt, and followed Melissa through the door.




Neil.


Looked up as Melissa entered. He half rose as she smilingly introduced Angeline. “Neil, this is Angeline, Hayley’s replacement. Angeline, this is Neil. Neil is section head and he’ll be looking after you from now on.” And with that Melissa spun on her heels, smiled winningly at Angeline, and strode out.


“Hi.” Neil proffered his hand.


“Hello, I’m Angeline.” Angeline shook the outstretched hand, firm. Neil noticed that Angeline pronounced her name Ornjaline. The J was soft. The name, he thought, was perfectly apt.


“Yes I know…er… please sit down.”


And so Angeline sat demurely as Neil enthused about the business. How it had grown exponentially after the firm had replaced steel solar glass panel frames with aluminium ridings, making them lighter and more weather resistant. With that simple, yet extremely innovative idea the company had flourished, cornering a niche market that was expanding rapidly. Neil went to great pains to explain to Angeline how important it was that the alloys used were very cost effective, easy to mass produce. This made their product an extremely attractive proposition aboard where solar panelling was being used almost exclusively in new-build.


And so to Neil’s department, Overseas Marketing, and the new projects, Milan and Turin, where a mastery of the Italian language was going to be invaluable. Angeline spoke fluent Italian, her mother was from Italy, and had insisted that Angeline be able to speak in her mother tongue. Angeline had also just attained a Master’s Degree in European Economic Business Studies. She was, on paper at least, the perfect replacement for Neil’s former assistant, Hayley, who had left owing to her husband’s job being transferred to Dubai. Hayley’s husband worked as a systems analyst for a large petrochemical concern, and he went where the action was.


Neil was aware he was babbling, trying to make the right impression. For some reason it seemed important to him that the Company, and, although he would have been loath to admit it, he himself, were seen in their best light. He felt uncomfortable, yet elated at the same time, a mixture of feelings he didn’t immediately recognize. The pep talk drew to a close, Neil showed Angeline her desk, logged her on to the system, and gave her a brief resume of her immediate duties. In the proximity of the office they would occasionally brush against each other, and even the fleeting moment when Angeline’s hair touched Neil’s forearm it felt to him like an electric shock.


Hayley reappeared to whisk Angeline off for a tour of the rest of the impressive building, and Neil collapsed in his chair, to collect his thoughts. Angeline was the latest in a long line of bright young things that had come to fill the position of junior trouble shooter, as Neil liked to refer to the newly invented post allocated to his department.


It was an exhausting job, which was why a few incumbents had already fallen by the wayside. Neil was really impressed by Angeline. She was intelligent, educated, asked the right questions, and quite stunningly beautiful.


That last sentence had come into his mind quite unbidden, and Neil was surprised to find that a picture of Angeline, sat opposite him, legs crossed, hands clasped together, listening intently to his diatribe, with her head cocked to one side in earnest interest, was firmly embedded in his consciousness. She looked like an Angel, a really naughty Angel. Neil’s heart missed a beat. He jumped up. Coffee. Walk. Anything.




Jayne.


Helped Amy stack the dishes into the dishwasher, and then sat in the lounge with a glass of wine. Amy disappeared upstairs to her room. She would be lying on her bed, on her phone for hours, talking to God knows who, about God knows what. This is what teenagers do, apparently, thought Jayne.


Over the evening meal Jayne and Amy had discussed plans for Amy’s move to Bristol, unconditional, a place, a future, waiting for her. Jayne had attempted to involve Neil in the ongoing conversations about Train timetables, duvets, sensible eating etc., but he appeared distracted, again.


“Everything okay babe?” Her opening gambit, once Amy had floated off upstairs.


Neil had looked startled for a second, and then grunted, “yeah, good.”


Jayne, with a sinking feeling in her heart realized that she had nowhere to go with this. She sat back in her chair. She had no appetite for the dross on t.v. and even less for her Open University coursework. Neil appeared engrossed in a large yellow and black covered book. She glanced at the title. “Italian for Dummies”.


More sodding work, thought Jayne. The silence hummed in the air.


“How’s the new girl?” she asked, fishing for common ground. Neil shot her a sideways glance.


“She’s er… okay. All right I guess. She’ll do, I suppose.”


“Oh, good, and work?”


“Bloody Hell Jayne that’s the third time you’ve asked that. Work is fine. The new girl’s fine. Everything’s fine. I’m going to bed.” Neil threw the book down on the couch, and walked out. Jayne watched him go.


An hour later Jayne, naked, slipped into bed. She had sat in the quiet lounge, thinking. Thinking. Was she just imagining all of this? They were soon to be without Amy, which was an awful thought. She remembered how strange and sad it had been when Jack had left, and now he was about to enter his third year, his visits home becoming less frequent, his own life affording him less reasons to return to the fold. And now Amy, their beautiful daughter, soon to be going too.


Maybe, she thought, Neil felt like Jayne, nervous. Empty.


Jayne gently kissed the nape of Neil’s neck, her long blonde hair tickling over his broad, smooth shoulders. Neil stirred. Not asleep, she knew. She ran her fingers down Neil’s chest and stomach, tracing lines down to his penis. She had always secretly marvelled at how, with a few deft strokes, she could bring Neil to full arousal.


Neil was a considerate lover and he always seemed to recognize her mood, how she wanted to be loved. Invariably they made love, they didn’t fuck. Jayne loved the foreplay, his gentleness, his passion, always with feeling.


OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
ANGELINE

John Charles






OEBPS/images/titlepage.jpg
ANGELINE

“Unrequited Love is still Love.”

By

John Charles

Grosve House
Publishing Limited





