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Patience is a virtue, possess it if you can, seldom in a German Shepherd and never in a man

A minute on the lips, a lifetime on the hips 

Nothing stays the same 

Tis but the truth in masquerade

Everyone has an Angel 

Always follow your instincts 

A lie by any other name is still a lie 

Hindsight’s a wonderful thing 

Thoughts become words, words become actions 

Who let the Hens out 

Be careful what you wish for 

The devil is in the detail

Every action has a consequence 

If it’s meant to be, it will be 

Out of sight, out of mind 

A good heart and humble spirit

What doesn’t kill you makes you stronger

No Leopard ever changed its spots 

A change is as good as a rest, especially in the sun 

No pillow so soft as a clear conscience 

Everything happens for a reason 

If you’re willing to play the game 

Acquaintances become friends 

A First Footer never tempts fate 

To err is human, to repent divine: to persist devilish!

On the ball, City 

All good things come to those who wait 

Revenge is a dish best served cold 

Epilogue 



Coming Soon from Mon a Johnson

Coypright



CHAPTER 1

‘Patience is a virtue, possess it if you can, 
seldom in a German Shepherd and never in a man.’

Pippa was feeling very happy with her lot.

She was driving home from her Saturday shift at the bank and to top off the good feeling a song she hadn’t heard for years started to play on the radio, Rod Stewart’s, ‘You Wear It Well’.

She turned up the volume and couldn’t help but smile as she was singing along. It brought back memories of when she and Matti would sit in her bedroom as teenagers with their acoustic guitars attempting to play and sing the song, without a great deal of success they would both later admit. But here she was a grown woman of fifty-five, where on earth had the time gone?

Thankfully for Pippa the years had been kind to her, she maintained a healthy lifestyle and could easily be taken for younger than her years. This was helped as her mother would say, by her crowning glory, the family trait of thick blonde hair. She would reply with a laugh. ‘Thank goodness I didn’t take after father.’ Father was as bald as a coot!

Her work journey was a bumble of a ride, twenty-eight miles door to door but not too many busy roads on her route, which she saw as a bonus. But that was Pippa, wherever there was a negative she would pull a positive.

She was keen to get home to see husband Karl. Pippa had recently purchased an investment property, a bungalow in the neighbouring village of Bagby. This was a pretty little village, with its own primary school, village hall, doctor’s surgery, shops, pubs, two banks and Pippa would say with relish that it even has its very own railway station. Certainly, a great convenience but none the less her enthusiasm could have been seen as a little over the top.

The Bagby bungalow was owned since the 1970’s by the same elderly woman and was in the loveliest of settings and as the estate agent Adam Jenner of Wilkinsons informed during his sales pitch, ‘you often find with properties owned by the more mature it comes with good gas central heating and double-glazed windows to keep the cold at bay but in need of a complete refurbishment.’

Karl and Pippa were thrilled when the offer was accepted, and they named the bungalow Pride and Joy. Karl wanted to call it Pension Pot but agreed with his wife that wasn’t possibly the best of his ideas.

They hadn’t done anything like this before, their own cottage was immaculate and decorated to their taste when they moved in. But this didn’t hamper their excitement and there was no delay on getting the works completed. They planned on decorating and a few basic things themselves, but that was the limit of their confidence, with the professionals on board for the real work plus they were having a conservatory built to add extra living space. They both understood a few sacrifices with their time now would be worth it, the quicker the works were complete the sooner a tenant could move in.

During her shift Karl sent through an email with photos showing his mornings efforts. He’d laid a laminate floor in the conservatory. She was excited as from the photos it looked wonderful. She loved when an email would ping through from Karl, he would send numerous through on each of her shifts. They were full of humour, interest, and above all her husband would send through flattering comments which made her smile.

Pippa was known for her eBay skills, in particular holding her nerve and not bidding to the very last moment to secure the best price. The kitchen installed at the Pride and Joy was purchased this way, second hand from eBay. It was actually still in situ in the seller’s kitchen when they turned up with the van.

Pippa’s son Eddie joined them, thank goodness she thought at the time. Whilst Karl was physically big and strong, he sometimes didn’t take on board that Pippa’s strength did not match his, so Eddie would be a great help. She also thought Karl’s fuse was possibly getting shorter and shorter, so again having Eddie’s calming happy presence would be very welcome. For Pippa anytime with Eddie was always enjoyed.

As Pippa was driving, she could see their own home in the distance, an impressive looking single storey cottage which had been majorly extended over the years. It was strange as when she was a child it was owned by one of her mother’s dearest friends. She loved when they visited Rose Tooke to have afternoon tea in the garden. Back then it was a modest pretty little cottage in a very large garden with beautiful mature trees and deep established boarders. But most of all it was set on the brow of a hill, or ‘undulation’ as Pippa would say, for anyone that knew Norfolk it wasn’t flat, there were large mounds and dips, but it didn’t have rolling hills as such to get in the way of the beautiful skyline.

With the rise of property prices in the area and its location with spectacular views there was no way it wouldn’t have been bought and extended beyond its original state. Which needed to be sympathetic to meet not only the strict planning permissions required for a conservation area, but also to appease the local parish council members who would have their penny worth of what could and shouldn’t happen with a property in any of the Hepton villages.

There was now a red brick wall surrounding the front of the property and large remote controlled iron gates to the driveway. The previous owners Jack and Felicity Phillips went to great lengths to ensure they were totally secure. Karl would say he wondered if Jack was a gangster to require such high security. Pippa couldn’t disagree, for the talk in the villages was the Phillips’ had to sell up quickly as they were moving permanently to Spain. Their need for a quick sale was music to Pippa and Karl’s ears as it meant they were in a good position to purchase the property at a sensible price. The Phillips’ had spent a fortune to achieve the look they were wanting, which oozed quality and style.

Pippa was not shy to say she was thrilled they owned it. She even loved its name, The Marshman’s, Hepton-on-the-Marshes.

As she pulled on the drive, Dave Spelman was pulling in behind her. Dave was installing the conservatory at the Pride and Joy. She parked in her normal spot, waved and called.

‘Hi Dave, all OK with you.’

Dave had a deep booming voice and Pippa often wondered if he had a hearing problem as he never spoke at a normal level, he just seemed to shout. Nonetheless, he was a pleasant chap and she felt she had known him forever, he had been at the same school with her and her late husband Matti. Dave was also with Matti at the cricket ground at Upper Hepton when the fateful accident happened all those years ago, in the summer of 1980.

Dave always liked Pippa and when she and Karl asked him to quote to build the conservatory, he offered a highly competitive figure to secure the job. Unknown to him, his was the only quote they’d sought as Pippa convinced Karl that Dave was the right person for the project and having seen his work Karl fully agreed.

Pippa opened the beautiful oak door to their spacious entrance hall and to her great delight and certainly no surprise Billy her black and tan German Shepherd was waiting for her return. He adored Pippa and she him.

‘Hello Billy, have you had a good day? We’ve got company, here’s Dave come to see us. Karl are you there, Dave’s just pulled up.’ 

She called through to the lounge from where she could hear the TV, she assumed Karl was watching the football.

As Dave came through the door, he boomed in his Norfolk dialect. 

‘You just got in from work, can’t believe you’d be in all your black trousers and top with the prospect of Bill’s fluffy ginger hairs all over you, love the boots, very nice.’

‘Yup you guessed right. Cup of tea Dave, I’ll pop the kettle on.’

Dave was rubbing his hands in anticipation.

‘Yes please, I’m parched haven’t stopped since eight this morning fitting Jim Talbot’s windows. You know what he’s like, a right tight arse and he wanted me to cut corners, he started putting on his parts, gave me a loada ole squit. Well, I told him, hold you hard either I do ‘em proper or not at all. So a cuppa would go down a treat my sweet’

Pippa chuckled he did make her smile and the answer for a cuppa was one of his many sayings. She mimicked Dave as she walked through the hall into the lounge, saying.

‘Okey-dokey my sweet.’

Suddenly it was as if the atmosphere were cut with a knife. Pippa looked across the lounge where Karl was sitting on the floor, his back propped up against one of the sofas. He looked awful.

Pippa was concerned, softly asking. 

‘Hello love, are you alright?’

Karl, exhausted snapped. 

‘No I’m not. Do I look alright? I’m hungry, I haven’t eaten all day and I haven’t stopped.’

Pippa embarrassingly asked.

‘Why haven’t you eaten the lunch I’d left you? Anyway, I’ll make you a cup of tea, I’m just going to pop the kettle on to make one for Dave.’ 

As she was saying this Dave walked through to the lounge and looked down to Karl sitting on the floor. Dave’s usual booming voice for once a lot quieter than his norm. 

‘Hello Karl, cor you do look queer, you alright mate?’

Karl hadn’t realised Dave was there.

‘Oh, hello Dave, yes not too bad thanks, just a bit shattered what with being away working all week, and then going over to the Bagby property. Not long now though and it will be finished. You well?’ 

Dave was nodding as Pippa came through from the kitchen. She excitedly asked. 

‘Well Dave how are things going with our little Pride and Joy, any news on the conservatory?’

‘Oooh yes. Cor blast me, it’s looking a treat, I’m well chuffed with it. I went down there after Jim Talbot’s and I finished off the trims and gave it all a wipe down. I saw you’ve laid the laminate floor in there Karl, it’s gonna look really bootiful by the time we’ve all finished. I’ve just come to pick up the final payment if OK with you.’

The revelation that Dave had just come from the Bagby bungalow did nothing to reduce Karl’s stress levels. He asked anxiously.

‘What, you’ve just come from there, you didn’t go in the bathroom did you? I’d laid the last tiles on the floor just inside the door this morning!’

Dave looked as if all the stuffing had just been knocked out of him, his powering voice was now more of a hush. 

‘Well yes, I went in to wash my hands, I didn’t feel the tiles move underneath me Karl. I’m really sorry mate, I didn’t know I shouldn’t go in there.’

Karl didn’t answer, he just looked in disgust from Dave directly to the TV.

Dave turned to Pippa. 

‘Just remembered my sweet, I promised to take our Hayley to the Co-Op, I won’t be able to stay for that cuppa, perhaps next time.’

Pippa was sitting at the dining room table writing the cheque from her bank account, relieved that the embarrassing situation should soon be over. She handed over the cheque.

‘Here you go Dave, I’ll see you out. As you say can’t keep Hayley from her shopping, even if it is the metropolis of the Co-op.’ 

She put a laugh in her voice and saw Dave to the door adding quietly.

‘I’m sure it will be alright. Don’t worry, Karl’s just tired, he’s overdone it.’

Dave tapped Pippa on the shoulder and mouthed.

‘Sorry love, I’m really sorry.’ 

Pippa went back into the lounge where Karl was now standing. 

‘That stupid bloke’s a hindrance. As if he’d feel anything move under his great hulk, I wouldn’t mind betting if there was an earthquake he wouldn’t feel it, so he’s not going to notice a tile move under him! Half the time I can’t understand what he says, he doesn’t speak English. Really Pippa, I can’t believe you know such idiots, but there again you were at the same school as him so that says it all. I’ve now got to go back and sort his mess out. What were you doing paying him? He’d cocked up, damaged my floor and you go and pay him without even checking his work. I really can’t believe it! Well, are you coming?’

Pippa wasn’t keen on getting in the car with Karl in this frame of mind, but knew if she didn’t he would see that as a greater affront that the opportunity wasn’t grasped to admire the efforts of his labour, so she joined him. 

They arrived at the Pride and Joy, Pippa still in her black trousers, top and black patent ankle boots, she thought not a good choice of clothing to be wearing, not only around long-haired German Shepherds but also properties being renovated.

Karl went straight to the bathroom to check the damage and Pippa heading for the conservatory. She could not believe it, calling through to him.

‘Oh Karl, it looks really beautiful. From the photos you sent I knew it would look good, whoever rents this will be so happy living here.’

Then she plucked up courage to wander through to the bathroom, asking.

‘How’s it looking, any damage?’

Karl was in no mood to answer, despite there being no damage to his floor tiles as a result of Dave standing on them.

They got back in the car, Pippa still chattering of how pleased she was with the way everything had come along, it was all so beautiful, and she was proud of their Pride and Joy.

Karl sat and drove in silence. Pippa looked across at him, he looked awful and totally shattered. A few minutes earlier she was on a high, yet now she was looking at her husband wishing they’d never seen the property, let alone bought it. She was concerned that it was all too much and was affecting his health and nothing would be worth that.

They got home to The Marshman’s and Pippa made her husband a cup of tea, took his rolls and porkpie out of the fridge, the ones she prepared for his lunch before she went to work.

She gave him enough time to eat his lunch, then went through to run him a deep hot bath, put on some music and called him through to the bathroom to have a nice relaxing soak. As he lay in the bath, she brought him a glass of wine. Within a short while Karl was feeling calmer, his sugar levels were stable, he was content, but most of all he had his wife back in his orbit looking after him. Karl’s balance was fully restored.

The following morning when they woke, Pippa went through to make a cup of tea, she gave Billy his morning cuddle, let him out in the garden and stood looking out the kitchen window. Dawn was her favourite time of the day. Her kitchen faced south east, the large skyline was perfect anytime but first thing it was sublime. The new day always seemed to be the turning of a page and with everything being so still it always held the expectation that everything was going to be positive.

Billy came in from the garden and she took the mugs of tea through to the bedroom, gently opened the curtains to allow her husband to slowly come to and they lay in bed drinking their teas. 

She was hoping they would not have to go to the Pride and Joy to do more decorating. It had been relentless, and the toll was definitely showing on Karl. Since they got the keys, which was now coming up to four months, they had not had a weekend off. Any hour they could dedicate to get the works out of the way was put in.

As they lay in bed Karl outlined today’s plan of action, they would have a well-deserved day off. A trip into Norwich and have their Sunday lunch at Quayside, a new restaurant, near the Cathedral. They would not rush their lunch but as soon as they got back, he would need to spend a few hours in his office to get on with some work. That would leave her free to take Billy for a walk. How did that all sound?

Pippa agreed this sounded wonderful, in fact it sounded perfect. Karl was relieved, whilst he wouldn’t have said, he knew his behaviour not only yesterday but of late had let him down. He was not the type of person to admit that upfront, he knew he needed to gain some brownie points he had plans, and these did not include upsetting his wife.

Karl pulled Pippa to him and they kissed passionately, one thing led to another and it was a good while later before Karl got up to make them another cup of tea and a toasted tea cake, all of which were popped on a tray and taken through to his very contented wife.

Karl loved watching Pippa get herself ready, he would lay on the bed watching as she sat at the dressing table run the straightener’s through her hair, and then apply her makeup, she would be chattering all the time with such enthusiasm, he adored her sweetness. 

When Pippa was ready, they went off in Karl’s new black Jaguar. It was a company car, top of the range and he’d made sure it came fully loaded. He spent a lot of time on the road and was going to be comfortable on his journeys. It had nothing to do with the fact that possessions demonstrated status and this car oozed and smoothed his ego. Karl was on a good salary and needed people to be able to see that at a glance.

Quayside lived up to Karl’s expectations, he was familiar to eating at good restaurants. For Pippa there was neither a standard nor expectation, as she hadn’t ever dreamt that her husband would suggest them going there.

Normally when Karl was home, he didn’t want to eat out he wanted to enjoy their beautiful cottage and Pippa was a very good cook, he preferred she entertained him. Plus, she knew he was very careful with his money.

Pippa was enjoying and savouring every minute of the lunch. Not just the experience of the new restaurant and the lovely food, but most importantly to have time to be sitting and having the rare opportunity to be talking with her husband about friends, family, what was going on in the villages. In turn he was updating her with what was happening in his work. She was always interested to hear anything and everything he said, it was a different world than she was used to. She knew all his colleagues so well, even though she hadn’t met any of them his descriptions were so clear.

Karl had a nickname for everyone, he would be the first to say that he was rubbish at remembering names, but if he called them something descriptive it would stick. The only downside being the names he gave people were often quite offensive so not something he should call them to their face, but that didn’t matter to him, at least he could remember them.

They had just started their main course and Karl was saying that ‘Baggy Eyed Steve’ was playing away, not only playing away, he had been scoring big style for about two years, but now it was payback time.

Baggy Eyed Steve, known to everyone else as Steve Bedford, was a colleague of Karl’s and by all accounts they got on very well. Thank goodness Pippa thought or the name would be far less flattering! Years earlier, Karl took a photo of his baggy eyed colleague as proof to show Pippa. Fair to say once she saw the photo, she couldn’t deny that her husband’s description was fairly accurate, for Steve did have very baggy eyes.

Karl loved nothing more than a bit of work gossip, in fact he thrived on it. Pippa sat back waiting to hear all the saucy details of what Steve Bedford had been up to.

It transpired that Steve had been having an affair for quite a while with a colleague, Needy Nina. She’d been working at Building For The Future for two years now, which was only a couple of months before she commenced the affair with Steve. Karl saying it was common knowledge within the sales team that Steve and Nina were shagging each other senseless.

When Pippa first heard Karl mention Nina, she thought her husband was worried that his sales position may be threatened as he went on at length that she’d come with a great reputation from one of the competitors.

It turned out that Steve was the one being threatened, but it was his marriage not his job. Nina had said enough is enough, she was fed up being the mistress and she didn’t care what dirt or hurt she created in revealing all, she felt it her duty to come clean. She told Steve he needed to get on and tell his fat ugly wife he was leaving her for the new love in his life Nina, or she would be sending evidence of their friendship, and she had been very friendly.

Steve knew the brown stuff was about to hit the fan, big style.

He also knew he had to make a decision between the stability of his wife who was actually very attractive, interesting, good fun and they enjoyed a nice history together. Plus, and most importantly, he loved his wife. Whereas Nina, apart from working for the same company and having sex, they had nothing in common. In fact, there was nothing other than the sex that he liked about her, he was totally bored of her.

It seemed foolish now, but back in October to buy some time with having to make a decision he changed the names on the holiday from his wife to Nina. He’d even sent Nina the confirmation that they were going on holiday together, this placated her all was well. Strangely he’d expected to have everything sorted by the time the holiday came along, but now it was looming, fast! Back in October he’d been pleased that he’d managed to gain extra time as his biggest challenge was damage limitation. This extra time also allowed him to squirrel money away to a secret stash to make sure if it came to divorce, he didn’t have to hand so much over to his wife. Steve couldn’t face handing over a penny more than he had to.

Pippa sat listened then said.

‘Steve’s poor wife, I really feel sorry for her. Surely, she can see that her husband is cheating on her. As for Nina and Steve that’s not a proper relationship. They both sound very shallow, horrible people and deserve one another. Goodness me Karl, I’m surprised Doug is keeping people like this in the company. I honestly couldn’t see Annie my boss at the bank, tolerating any of this sort of behaviour.’

Karl agreed with his wife, saying that Baggy Eyed Steve had relayed not only to him but to the whole sales force that busty Nina, was not only needy but very demanding in the bedroom department. Their trysts had always been away on work in hotels, allowing him to wine and dine his mistress on the company’s expenses keeping the costs invisible from his bank account. Doug was not pleased by the blatant behaviour of two of his sales team. Their only saving graces being they gave no indication to clients and always produced results.

Karl started looking at his watch, indicating lunch was over, he settled the bill, and they were on their way back. Pippa loved the rare time she was a passenger as it gave her the opportunity to fully take in the journey. She sat deep in her thoughts, very grateful that her life was surrounded by stability and lovely kind people. She thought, poor Mrs Bedford I hope she comes out of this alright. As for that Steve and Nina they certainly deserve their comeuppance.

They’d only gone a few miles and Karl chirpily said.

‘I’ve been looking at a new car for you. How do you fancy driving around in a brand-new VW estate? There’s plenty of room in the back for Billy and your car is getting past its best. And anyway, I don’t like that garage you go to. What are they called? That’s it, Murray and Son. They ought to rename it to Grease Monkey’s R Us, it’s a right old dive.’

Pippa’s eyes widened with excitement. She couldn’t believe she was hearing that her husband was arranging a new car for her. Karl was in full swing and carried on saying.

‘I’ve been to the dealer; they’ll knock two grand off for your old heap and if you put down a deposit of eighteen thousand that will make it only two hundred and eighty pounds a month over three years. You can transfer that monthly to my account.’

It took Pippa a little while to take on board Karl’s suggestion and finally asked.

‘Eighteen thousand pounds deposit and I don’t understand why I would need to transfer money monthly to your account?’

Karl didn’t take his eyes off the road simply replying.

‘Well, the car would be in my name, so the credit agreement would have to be in my name, but as it’s a car for you to drive its only right that you pay for it. You don’t seem to realise Pippa, if I lost my job tomorrow the Jag would go, and as I’ve had company cars for more years than I can remember I need to build up insurance in my own name.’

He paused for a few moments and when Pippa didn’t answer he lashed out hitting the steering wheel, grumpily shouting.

‘Well thank you Karl for taking me for a lovely meal, despite being up to your neck with work and sorting out that bloody property. Give me a broom, I’ll pop it up my arse and sweep the floor whilst I’m at it. Pippa you’re so bloody tight, I didn’t see you get your purse out to pay for lunch.’

Pippa still didn’t answer, she was too upset, the lovely day had been spoilt and she was trying to digest the logic of Karl’s reasoning. From what he said his job was secure not least by the dedication, diligence and hours he put in.

Plus, there seemed little or no difference of building up insurance in his own name, be it now or at a time in the future.

But what really upset her was being called tight. To hear Karl speak it was as if he had just treated his wife, but the card he used to pay for lunch was from their joint account.

Pippa was always unnerved when her husband raised the subject of money, she knew he would say things which did not make sense and always resulted in him becoming angry and fly off the deep end which resulted in him sometimes not speaking to her for weeks.

A few months before they were married Karl moved in with Pippa, he suggested and she happily agreed, their salaries would continue to be paid into their individual accounts and they would each transfer £500 a month to a new joint account. This would easily cover all their bills including their annual holiday. Karl emphasised this would allow Pippa to keep her independence as he was keen not to burden her with any of the debts he brought into the marriage, namely a mortgage and maintenance of an investment property he owned in Colchester. Pippa never queried why the rent he received didn’t cover the mortgage or any of the associated costs.

The arrangement continued even after they moved to their home, The Marshman’s, the money to purchase and furnish it came from Pippa. She funded the recent purchase of the investment property in Bagby, together with monies to cover the renovation work. The money all came from Pippa’s inheritance fund. Karl saying, he was loathed to unsettle the tenant at the Colchester property, suggesting it was best if that property was left as it was, to be used in the future as their retirement nest egg.

She was still thinking what Karl had said as he pulled on to The Marshman’s driveway. He appeared as if nothing bad happened earlier, saying in a kindly tone.

‘I’ve got to get on with my work now, are you taking Billy for a nice walk?’

Relieved that Karl wasn’t in a frame of mind to drag things on Pippa replied.

‘Yes, we’ll do a circular walk to Upper Hepton and if Eddie and Sophie are about, we’ll pop in for a cuppa. Thank you for the lovely meal Karl.’

Karl smiled and gave her a peck on the cheek, casting a disparaging eye towards her car.

‘Just give the new car some thought Pippa, it does make sense and I hate the idea of my wife driving around in that old heap.’

Pippa took Billy for a walk. They had only been gone a matter of moments and she started to give thought to the new car and quickly made her decision. She didn’t need to change her car; she was content with the one she had.

Murray & Son were a reputable garage and she had full confidence in them. Her parents and Pippa had always used the garage, right back to when it was owned by John senior and in more recent years by his son, also John. Karl had never even been there, how on earth did he form such a negative opinion.

As she walked Pippa thought, Karl may be good at his job, but he really did come out with some crackpot ideas. If he raised the subject again, she would just say the time was not quite right. She knew her decision was correct, not least at every MOT and service John would say it was a cracking car, low milage and had years in it, ‘no doubt, due to it never going out of Norfolk’.



CHAPTER 2

‘A minute on the lips, a lifetime on the hips.’

On Fridays Pippa regularly attended the local slimming classes, she had been a Diet What Diet target member for years. It didn’t cost her anything to attend and she was known as one of the social team, to meet and greet other members which she really enjoyed.

She was popular, she had a kindly reassuring manner and people often would try and confide in her as they knew whatever they said would go no further. But as soon as the confidence was anything to do with their weight or the diet plan Pippa would direct them straight over to Amy Dickens the Diet What Diet consultant.

Amy wasn’t your normal slimming consultant; in both personality and body she was larger than life. In all the time Pippa had known Amy, not once had she heard anyone bite back at Amy’s comments to ‘get yourself sorted, no one ever said this weight loss journey was going to be easy, it’s down to you, get your backside into gear’. Quite the opposite everyone adored her frankness, and her knowledge of the programme was second to none. Everyone knew Amy herself struggled with what went past her lips.

Today Pippa was asked to be in the area of the ‘Scales of Shame or Fame’ as Amy referred to it, which simply was taking people’s weight. This was Pippa’s favourite area to help. She liked the responsibility, she found it interesting to see and hear people’s reactions of what they were expecting their current weight to be and then observe their reaction once their loss, maintain or the horror of all horrors, the dreaded gain had been announced. But above all this gave Pippa an opportunity for a natter.

She could hear and see in the queue her friend Beverley Constance. Bev was proud to be Pippa’s friend and knew she took top perch. But she was often irritated by Pippa’s niceness and pointed out on more than one occasion over the years that she let people walk all over her. With Pippa saying she saw her niceness as her strength, she wasn’t going to be changing now, even if she’d wanted to.

They were firm friends within a few hours of meeting, which had been back in 1974 when they both started at the Head Office of The Eastern England Bank, on Castle Meadow in Norwich, Pippa just sixteen and Bev two years her senior. The first thing that struck Pippa when she met Bev was not her attractive long dark hair, but her Akela, head of scouts’ type presence which seemed to be emphasised by the bank’s uniform at the time, navy skirt and white blouse surrendering under Bev’s very ample breasts. To add to this vision, Bev decided Pippa would be known as Pip and she would always say ‘Toodle Pip’ instead of saying bye.

When Bev reached the scales, she was very excited to tell Pippa she was throwing a surprise thirtieth birthday party Saturday week for her daughter Lauren. Not only were Pippa, Karl, Eddie and his fiancé Sophie invited, but they would all have a very important role within the surprise and helping out!

‘Of course, we’ll be there, I can’t think of anything else we would rather do, truly Bev I’m looking forward to it already. Let us know how we can help.’

She chuckled to herself as she knew Bev would have no hesitation in providing a list as long as her forearm.

‘Will do Pip, mums the word. You’re be able to go on eBay tonight and get yourself a new dress.’

Bev looked down at the electronic reading of the scales.

‘Good grief how did that happen, safe to say I won’t be staying for the class, can’t explain that gain to the DWD commandant. I’ll ping you an email with all the party details. Toodle Pip.’

As the members were all weighed and had taken to their seats Pippa walked over to join them and thought about Lauren and her pending party. Yes, it was right she was asked to help out. When all said and done, she was Lauren’s Godmother. She would definitely look on eBay later for a new dress.

She had just sat down ready for the start of the class, when Bella bloomin’ Robertson plonked herself down in the seat next to her. Pippa wasn’t keen on Bella, she always made her feel uncomfortable, and she was one of the few people she was at a loss of what to say.

‘Hi Pippa, how are things and how’s that handsome husband of yours?’

‘Yes, all very good thank you, how is life treating Bella?’

‘Not too bad, I told you didn’t I that I was with a bloke from Sunderland, well I’ve just finished with him. He wasn’t what he cracked himself up to be, didn’t even look anything like his photo, I think that must have been from about ten years ago. Plus, I couldn’t stand his accent, so I got rid of him. Still, you know what they say plenty of fish in the sea.’

Pippa was taken aback, even by Bella’s standards this was below the belt. She would have known Karl had a similar accent as he came from Newcastle and within minutes of meeting anyone, he would let them know that he was a proud and passionate supporter of the Magpies. His accent had softened, well apart from times when he was excited or annoyed and then his speech reverted to his native Geordie. When asked why he moved from Newcastle, he would just look at Pippa and say, ‘for this beautiful woman.’ Pippa knew this wasn’t true. Karl had moved south for work a good few years before he met Pippa.

Pippa was relieved she didn’t need to answer Bella as Amy took center stage to a round of applause and they all settled down to the highs, lows and most importantly, the expectations and hopes of each of the members.

The class drew to a close with Amy, oblivious to her new job title of DWD Commandant fresh in the air saying.

‘Happy Days People go forth and prosper, both me and my scales hope to see a lot less of you next week. Come on people admit it, those scales need a bit of a rest.’

Without fail everyone would laugh and slowly disband.

Pippa was lost in her thoughts as she drove home, mentally going through her tick list of things to do; take Billy for a short walk round the village and then together they would go in her car to the Pride and Joy, Billy could sit in the garden whilst Pippa would ensure everything was perfect inside. She had been so excited to get to this day. The estate agent, Adam Jenner would be coming at three o’clock to take the Pride and Joy on his books to rent it out. She was also keen to see his impression of the great job that had been done on the property and whilst it wasn’t going to be sold, she would be interested to hear his view on how much their efforts had brought.

Adam didn’t disappoint, his expression was of true pleasure for it was a great job, and as a result the rent could be higher than he’d previously thought, meaning more commission for him. In anticipation of listing the rental, he had whetted potential clients’ appetites that it would be coming on his books. To Karl and Pippa’s delight they received a telephone call the following day that a nice elderly couple were keen to pay twelve months’ rent in advance for the pleasure of living there.

Saturday night Karl lit the fire pit. It was early May and whilst pleasant during the day the evenings soon chilled and they each sat snuggled with a blanket round their shoulders and a bottle of wine at Karl’s side, the iPod playing softly. The good news that they were now landlords helped to relax Karl and he was looking happy.

As the evening pulled in, Karl added more logs to the fire. Pippa was saying about the list of jobs Bev sent through for Lauren’s surprise party, which was to be held at the cricket club. She was both pleased and relieved to see the list wasn’t too onerous. There was nothing specifically for Karl, and Pippa’s tasks were all things she would really enjoy, such as decorating the hall with balloons, banners and ribbons. Bev had arranged with caterers to do the food but asked Pippa to make her famous potato salad, since the caterers’ version would pale into insignificance and Bev wanted only the best for Lauren.

Pippa also mentioned that Bella bloomin’ Robertson was on the search again for another chap and that she had enquired about her ‘handsome husband’, which made Karl smirk. She didn’t mention that Bella dumped her latest chap because she didn’t like his Northern accent! Such a lovely evening needed to be savoured, not spoilt by that damn woman.

Pippa went on.

‘Oh, my goodness, no doubt that awful Bella will be at the party, what with Bella’s daughter Robyn and Lauren having gone to the same private school. I suppose it would be too much to ask that she had somewhere else to go. You never know she might have one of her new blokes with her.’

Pippa was in full giggles with the vision. Karl said in disgust.

‘How does she find all these blokes, that’s what I’d like to know. It’s not as if she’s a looker.’

‘She goes on dating sites. Thing is she’s having to widen her search area now I think, as from what she’s said previously it seems to be the same people on the circuit. I’m sure she’s quite attractive in a certain light.’

‘Yeh, pitch dark, no Peppa she is not attractive at all and I’m a bloke, so I know what’s attractive in a woman or not.’

Pippa thought she misheard her husband but asked.

‘Did you just call me Peppa?’

Karl looked lovingly at her.

‘Yes, I heard it on the radio the other day and I thought straight away that’s going to be the name for my wife.’

‘Oh Karl, I think it might have been Peppa Pig you heard, it’s a children’s programme, I’m not sure I like being referred to as a pig.’

Karl suddenly said very excited.

‘I’ve been dying to tell you, Nina and Steve have both been sacked, the proverbial brown stuff hit the fan.’

‘Good job an all.’

Pippa quickly said, thinking I hope Steve’s wife is alright and that she comes out OK.

Karl happily relayed the sorry story, and Pippa sat in silence at it all.

On Monday morning the sales team were sitting at the conference table discussing a huge contract. They had been on tenterhooks as they were near the deadline and the printers only delivered the documents on Saturday afternoon to Doug at his home. This was the first time the team had seen the result of their efforts and were now feeling very confident. The courier was waiting in reception to take the packaged documents, by motorbike, to the client for the submission deadline of three o’clock.

No one noticed when Nina marched in, stood behind Steve and tipped a couple of bags of belongings over his head and in the chaos, paper cups of tea and coffee were sent flying all across the table, soaking the tender documents and design drawings.

They all sat in silence, looking at one another and then all looking towards Doug, who stood up and told Nina to leave. She was in no mood to be told what to do, and simply announced that she’d resigned and couldn’t work in a place with people like them a minute longer.

Doug phoned the consultant to see if there could be any leeway with the submission of the documents. But he was told he knew the tender specifications, if the documents weren’t received by the deadline, they were out of the equation. The team were trying to retrieve the situation, using Steve’s scattered clothes to mop up the tea and coffee but all were spoilt in one way or another. Steve was very sheepish, he couldn’t take on board what had happened. He was going on holiday the following day and expected to come back with that contract in the bag.’

Pippa finally jumped in.

‘I can see why Nina was sacked but did you say Steve was sacked too?’

Irritated by the interruption Karl carried on.

‘Yes, I’m coming to that. On Tuesday, Steve and his wife arrive at Gatwick airport and they are walking to check in their bags. She lags behind and Steve calls to her that they need to get a move on, she stands and stares back at him, when this dark haired, tall bloke comes up to her and takes her suitcase. Steve thought he was trying to steal her case, shouts at the bloke who then kisses his wife on the lips, and she turns to Steve announcing.

‘Steve, I’m divorcing you and you can thank Nina from me, she’s done me a big favour. Three months ago, there was a pair of woman’s knickers in your trouser pocket no doubt they were hers. I went on a dating site and met Charles, I’m leaving you for him, he’s a proper man.’

With that she walked out of the airport holding this guy’s hand. Apparently, Steve stood there wondering how she knew Nina’s name as that wouldn’t have been on the pair of knickers that were found in his trouser pocket.

Then as Steve was checking in at the five-star hotel in Egypt he received an email from Nina, and everything became clear.

She was furious when Steve told her the week before the holiday, the time was not right, and he was forced to change the holiday back to his wife’s name. As her parting shot, she delivered by hand to his wife an A4 envelope full of copies of emails of Steve’s undying love for Nina, comments of how his wife was fat and ugly and made him so unhappy, also in the envelope was the confirmation showing that the holiday back in October had been changed to Steve and Nina!

Steve was so upset he took himself into Sharm El Sheikh and went for a session with a hooker and then he was beaten up and mugged. He went to the police station and when they didn’t deal with his claims of the theft and assault to his satisfaction, he lost his temper and was arrested for unruly and aggressive behaviour.

Steve phoned Doug on Wednesday relayed the whole torrid tale and begged for his help as he was stuck in a prison in Egypt. Doug being such a nice guy and a happily married man found it really hard to take on board what he was hearing and when he didn’t answer quick enough Steve started effing and jeffing and repeatedly saying ‘Get me out of here. This place is a shit hole.’ Well, that was it, Doug just said ‘Steve, you’re sacked’ and put the phone down.’

Karl was beside himself with laughter, he said he’d found it hysterical when Doug told him the story and even more so now when he was relaying it to Pippa, he felt his sides were splitting. This was totally out of character for Karl as anyone that knew him would say he wasn’t a person that laughed hardly often, if at all, and never a good belly laugh.

Pippa didn’t find the story funny; she was shocked by it all. Finally saying.

‘Well, it sounds as if that horrible Steve and Nina both deserve what they got. I hope his wife is happy with her new man. Steve’s karma does seem a bit extreme though to be locked up in an Egyptian prison, I would imagine it’s awful. When you said he went for a session with a hookah I thought you meant one of those smoking pipes not a prostitute.’

With that Karl pulled his wife onto his lap and snuggled the blanket round them.

‘How come I managed to marry someone as sweet and innocent as you, I love you Peppa.’

She sat snuggled on her husband’s lap and they watched the logs on the fire pit spark and crackle, both deep in their thoughts.

Pippa was thinking back to when she first met Karl, it was just a conversation they had at the bar after the bank’s annual awards ceremony in Ipswich. Karl’s partner Kelly also worked at The Eastern England Bank at a branch in Colchester and had received an invite to the sought-after annual event. The invitation always included a plus one, but Pippa went on her own.

During the meal Kelly overdone the wine and had to take herself to bed, leaving Karl at the bar. When Pippa stood next to him to order her drink they simply chatted for a while, nothing more than that.
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