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A PEACEFUL SUBURB


 


 


 


In the suburb of Greenways, the days were quiet, their extreme monotony broken only by the songs of the birds and the rays of the sun casting shimmering shadows over meticulously trimmed lawns. A peaceful, residential suburb, Greenways was a commuter community where little went on in the day. Most of the men left with their cars, in the early morning, to go to work. When Chelsea Radcliff and her husband had acquired their single-storey detached home and garden, Chelsea had wasted no time, reading carefully through the brochure, which said that Greenways was an oasis of green where one could recharge just a few kilometres away from the frenzy of urban life. Everything had seemed perfect. The photograph had shown an attractive couple, sitting on their roof-terrace, while their two children and a dog played in the swimming pool. They had looked so happy, so healthy. Chelsea Radcliff had seen that and, before signing the private contract, had already started to imagine herself, drinking a cocktail in her little garden, telephone in hand, as she explained to her parents, who lived in the north of the country, how happy she was to be living here with her husband.


 


But things don’t always go to plan and grand hopes can, in time, turn to disappointment. Shortly after becoming settled in Greenways, Chelsea and her husband, Robert, had twins, Marlon and Victor. With two young infants in her care, Chelsea was obliged to give up her work and devote herself to motherhood. She still had professional ambitions though. She had wanted, one day, to become the owner of her own fashion boutique, a shop she had dreamed of since childhood, and which she had hoped to name ‘Angels Paradise’ after a television show she had watched after school when she was twelve years old. As time went on, hers was certainly a busy life, but one that left the young mother unfulfilled. Later, when her children went to school, she was left alone in the house, abandoned each morning by her spouse and two babies. Instead of staying at home all day with nothing to do, she might have liked to have taken up a hobby, but her husband dissuaded her, on the pretext that a supplementary income was unnecessary and would mean they risked higher taxes. In reality, Chelsea suspected, he simply liked to know that she was at home, far away from all temptations. He was proud to be the dominant male, alone providing for his family’s needs.


 


Chelsea Radcliff was not happy. In the blink of an eye, she found that her free time was suddenly ruled by domestic issues. She even questioned her motherhood. She loved her children but thought that her life would probably have been more fulfilling without them. Had she not become a mother so soon, she suspected, she would not have stayed with her husband. She would have had a different life. A more exciting life.





AN UNCOMMON DISTRACTION


 


 


 


Not being, by nature, someone to fall easily into the depths of depression, Chelsea found, after several years, a source of distraction. She secretly signed up to a website dedicated to elicit encounters between married persons. Discovering, by sheer chance, that such a virtual remedy existed, she decided, out of curiosity, to investigate it. At first, she had no intention of cheating on her spouse. She just wanted to enjoy herself, to pretend to be someone else for a short time, and enter into a pleasant game of seduction, albeit from behind the safety of a screen. It was always nice for a woman to know that her charms could still affect a man. Chelsea Radcliff intended to prove to herself that she was more than just a housewife under fifty, an archetype so prized by commercial advertising; she was more than a stereotype to be associated with household chores and the uninteresting life of a homemaker.


 


So, on the fourteenth of June, 2012, Chelsea created the voluptuous Angel, a married woman with two children who, on the site, stated specifically that she liked powerful and adventurous men. The photo she chose for her virtual identity was flawless. Chelsea had opted for a cliché. The picture highlighted her generous bosom, which was squeezed into a scarlet bodysuit her husband had bought her for her twenty-fifth birthday. It was difficult to distinguish her face in the photo, which had been taken on the same day she had registered for the site. She knew that such a cliché would attract the attentions of married men and thus increase her chances of quickly establishing a connection. And since it was only a game, as soon as she had had her fill, she would stop pretending to be a nymphomaniac – something she had, after all, never been in the first place.
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