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SEBASTIAN VALE PROPPED himself up on his elbows. He watched her walk to the bathroom as he'd watched so many before. He marvelled at her slender waist and the curve of her hips. The way she walked, almost on her toes, made him smile.

'I doubt she ever wears flat-heeled shoes,' he said to himself.

The warm glow of euphoria swept over him. This one, he thought, this one is very different.

He sat back against the headboard and caught sight of himself in the mirrored wardrobe door. The firm pecs and flat stomach made the gym sessions worthwhile. 

The bathroom door opened, and she walked out. Her breasts were proud and thrusting. The nipples, erect from the cool bathroom air, pointed straight ahead. His eyes followed her to the window, where she stretched up to part the curtains. Sebastian thought she looked like a Pagan goddess, welcoming the sun's first rays on her body.

'I will miss this,' she said, looking out at the river below.

'You don't have to,' countered Sebastian.

'Oh Honey, don't let's start that again. Not now, Not today. I have to go and it's only for a month. It will soon pass and you'll have me all to yourself again.'

'Ring them. Tell them you quit. I make more than enough money for both of us.'

Sydney shot him an angry glance.

'What is it with you British guys? Is a woman not supposed to have a goddam career?'

'I'm just saying, I don't want you to leave. I want to be with you all the time, not every other month. With your skills, you'd soon get snapped up, and we could be together.'

Her expression softened, and she brushed her lips on his.

'I know you love me baby. I love you too, but my career is important to me. By the end of this year, I could be the youngest vice-president in the history of Benson Phillips Industries. I would be the first woman to make it that far. Can't you see how important that is? Who knows, they might even put me in charge of the UK operation.'

'What if they don't? What happens to us?'

Sydney smiled at him and knelt on the bed.

'Let's cross that bridge when we come to it. We have the rest of the year with me being here every other month. If the UK operation doesn't  move faster, we may have more than that. Why don't we enjoy what we have and let the future take care of itself?'

Sebastian started to speak, but she put her finger on his lips.

'Now,' she said. 'I want to make sure you really miss me.'

'I always miss you.'

'Well, there's no harm in taking out a little insurance.'

She kissed him. Her tongue stroking his lips and they parted to accommodate her. Their tongues danced a sensuous Rhumba until she slowly pulled her mouth from his. She started with his neck and kissed her way down his body, nibbling at his nipples as she moved over his chest. By the time she reached his waist, his manhood was erect and pushing against the back of her neck.  She raised her head and looked at him through a mass of auburn hair.

'It's no good, I can't put this off any longer.'

She pulled the covers off of him, pushed the foreskin down and took the head in her mouth, like a child sucking on an ice cream. She pulled her lips from his throbbing tool, then ran her tongue over it.

'You like that, don't you Baby.'

'Oh yes.' Sebastian gasped.

'You wanna make Momma happy?'

'You know I do.'

'Move down the bed a little Honey so Momma can get in position.'

Sebastian eased himself down the bed a few inches and she swung one leg over him. As he entered her, every millimetre gave him a new wave of ecstasy. The sensation overwhelmed him at first, and it was difficult to focus on anything else. She brought her hands to the back of his neck and she pulled him to her breast. He took the nipple into his mouth and nibbled her swollen nipple. She pulled him harder onto her breast.

'Momma feed you, Baby,' she breathed as her hips rose and fell. Sebastian ran his hands over her back. Every time he reached her waist the thrusting of her hips became more intense. He gripped the cheeks of her arse and squeezed them forcing his fingers into her crease. Her breathing became deeper, her head went back and her breath came out in loud roars. As the orgasm overtook her she fell forward onto her lover and lay there motionless. Sweat covered her body and her nipples were red from the biting. It took a while for her to realise that his rigid pole was still inside her. She whispered in his ear.

'Do my ass Baby. Take Momma's ass, she wants to feel you there all the way back to Seattle.'

Sydney eased herself off of the pole that impaled her, turned, and presented herself to him on all fours. Sebastian knelt behind her and pushed his cock into her rosebud anus. With his hands on her hips, he was soon deep inside her. Sydney was pushing back against him and tensing her buttocks trying to take control, but his rhythm never changed. She brought one hand up to massage her clit. Orgasm after orgasm swept over her. She fell forward and felt him penetrate further as he fell on top of her. She yelped at the pain and he stopped.

'Don't stop Baby. Don't stop until you've filled me up.'

He felt it building then suddenly everything was wetter and more slippery. He pulled her back onto him as he finished pumping then eased himself out. She clenched her buttocks trying to squeeze the last drop from his prick as it withdrew.

They lay, side by side, on the bed. Their bodies glistening in the morning sun. In their state of euphoric exhaustion, nothing seemed to matter. Sydney is the first one to move. She looked back at the clock on the nightstand reached over and patted Sebastian's stomach.

'Come on big boy; time to hit the shower. I don't want to miss my flight.'

Rolling onto her back, she swung her legs over the side of the bed. She gazed at his sweat soaked body and hoped she'd done enough to keep him from straying while she was away. Her fingertips ran down his body, caressed his softening cock then made her way up to his lips. He kissed her fingertips before she stood up and made her way back to the bathroom.

* * *
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THE WATER POURED DOWN on her as she rinsed the shampoo from her hair. Concentrating on the job in hand she didn't  notice him join her in the shower. His hands ran down over her back and stroked the cheeks of her arse. She turned to push them away but his arms encircled her, pulling her into an embrace. His member pressed hard against her stomach and she looked down.

'My God, does that thing ever take a rest?'

'Not where you're concerned. Like the rest of me, he wants to be with you all the time.'

He bent and kissed her as his hands descended to her arse and gripped the cheeks.

'Sebastian we don't have time for this.'

He lifted her up and pushed her back against the shower wall.

'No, we can't I... Ooh! Oh yes, Oh god yes!'

She wrapped her arms around his neck and her legs around his hips as she gave in to her basest desires. The water cascaded down on them as they moved a squirmed against each other. Heads fell back screams and roars rose above the sound of the water. She lost count of the orgasms as he pounded her. She moved her arms down under his and gripped his back. With each orgasm, she gripped harder and her fingernails pushed into his back. When he came he leaned forward pinning her to the wall. Her body went limp as a rag doll. If it hadn't been for Sebastian holding onto her she would have collapsed in a heap.

The strength returned to her legs, and she stood holding onto him.

'How am I going to cope without you? she whispered.

'I keep telling you. You don't have to. Just stay here.'

'I can't Honey. Let's see what the future brings.'

Sebastian eased his grip on her and she put a hand on his chest.

'I want to stay, Honey. You know I do, but I'm so close to my goal now, it would be crazy to stop. Things will work out, just give it time.'

She stepped back, and she started the washing process all over again. Sebastian tried to help but, afraid of what that might lead to she pushed his hands away. Even her own touch excited her, she couldn't remember a time when she had felt this good, this complete.

Sebastian made coffee and heated croissants while she dried her hair. When she entered the kitchen he felt his heart rise in his chest. She looked every inch the elegant business woman. Her breasts pushing the jacket open and straining the top button. The silk blouse was unbuttoned at the top, but not far enough to show any cleavage. Her pencil skirt stopped two inches above her knee. The sight of her took his breath away as it always did. He pointed to the chair he'd already pulled out for her.

'I think I'll stand, my ass is a little tender this morning. When is the cab coming?'

'About ten past eight. You've got ten minutes.

Sydney was pushing the last piece of croissant into her mouth when the entry phone buzzed. Sebastian answered it.

'Taxi for Mr Vale,' the voice crackled over the entry phone.

'We'll be right down.' Sebastian told the driver.

Sydney used a napkin to wipe any crumbs from her lips.

* * *

[image: ]


'GOD, I LOVE THIS CITY.' Sydney was looking out of the window as the cab made its way to Paddington station. 'It's so old and yet so modern.'

Sebastian remained silent.

'I guess when you live here, you don't notice. You take it for granted, but for me, it's fresh every time I come.'

Sebastian smiled at her.

'Do you think the cabby would object if I got on my knees and gave you a blowjob?'

He looked out of the window at the building coming into view.

'Seeing as we would be right outside Paddington Station, it wouldn't only be the cabby with something to say.'

'Spoilsport,' she said slapping his arm. She looked down at the bulge in his trousers. 'Well, somebody liked the idea.'

'He gets like that whenever you are around.'

When the cab pulled up outside the station Sebastian gave the driver the fare plus a handsome tip. They grabbed Sydney's cases and hurried off to the Heathrow Express.

They took their seats and Sebastian smiled as he noticed the way she sat on one cheek of her arse at a time.

'There is a way for us to be together. I could quit my job and move to Seattle. Some of the rules will be different, but trading is trading, right? It doesn't matter where you do it.'

Taken by surprise. Sydney hesitated for a moment.

'That's a lovely thought Honey, but it's not as simple as that. There is no real trading centre in Seattle or even Washington. All that happens on Wall Street. In case you didn't know, that's two time zones away. You would see me less than you do now. Even if you moved to Seattle, I would still be gone every other month. We'd be no better off than we are now. I'm touched that you'd give up your career for me, but let's just wait. Once I'm vice president I won't have to travel so much and who knows what might happen.'

Sebastian knew she was right. He'd known it was unworkable before he'd said anything, but he had to make her see how important she was to him. She wasn't just some girl, she was his woman, and he wanted her to understand that he would do whatever it took to be with her.

His disappointment showed on his face. Sydney looked at him and took his right hand in both of hers.

'All comes to he who waits. Isn't that what you Brits say.'

He nodded.

'Well, that's what we have to do. Once my work life has stabilised, we can make plans. Please, Honey, be patient.'

Sebastian nodded his acceptance. She sat beside him holding his hand all the way to Terminal 5.

* * *
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THE DEPARTURE LOUNGE of terminal five takes up the top floor of a three storey building. Through the windows at each end, you can watch the planes taking off and landing. Sebastian and Sydney got the lift from the station and arrived at the check-in to be greeted by a long queue. Sydney walked to the front of the queue, ignoring the glares of those standing in the queue. As soon as the girl behind the desk finished processing the passenger in front of her Sydney pushed her way to the desk.

'Excuse me miss, my flight is boarding in ten minutes.'

'Then you should have got here earlier. Please get back in the queue.'

'Now see here...' She looked at the girl's name tag. 'Gwen, do you see the price of that ticket? If I don't get on that flight, I will personally make sure the cost of my ticket is deducted from your salary.'

'You should arrive for check-in two hours before your scheduled departure time, now please get back in the queue.'

Sebastian stepped up to the desk.

'Excuse me, Gwen.'

Gwen looked up and for the first time, a smile spread across her face.

'My friend has been delayed and was unable to check in at the correct time. Now I'm sorry it causes a problem but we have to deal with the situation. The main reason we chose BA was the high standard of their staff.'

Gwen's smile got broader and her, not insignificant, chest swelled.

'Give me the ticket sir, I'll see what I can do.'

Sydney put the ticket in front of her once more and Gwen opened it.

'This is for business class, you should go to the business check in, it's...' She turned to view the row of check-in desks.

'Unmanned.' Sebastian finished the sentence for her. 'Which is why we came to you. I said to my friend, "That is the person to sort out your problem."'

Gwen blushed.

'I'll do what I can for you sir.' she looked at her screen and tapped a few keys. ' Ah, that flight closed ten minutes ago, that's why the business desk is closed.'

'But you can still get my friend on the flight can't you Gwen.'

'Of course I can sir. Ah yes, it looks like someone got a free upgrade. I'll cancel that for you sir, and your friends seat is available for her. If you would like to put your luggage on the scales madam.'

Sebastian lifted the cases onto the scales. 

'I'm afraid you are a little overweight.' she giggled and looked at Sydney. 'Your luggage that is. Not you, obviously.'

'Bill it, Honey, we have an account with your company.'

'Okay, that's fine then. You should go on into security. Have a nice flight.' 

'Thank you, Gwen. You've been very helpful. I will look out for you next time.' He put a twenty-pound note down on the desk and slid it toward her. She put her hand on his and slipped something under his fingers.

'We can't accept gratuities, Sir.' she gave him what could only be described as a suggestive smile.

'Your satisfaction is all the thanks I need.'

Sebastian took the note back and found half a boarding card on top of it with an eleven digit number written on the back. Gwen gave him another beaming smile when he looked up at her and nodded.

They walked to the airside entrance.

'I was handling that. There was no need for you to intercede.'

'She was right and she knew it. We were late. Getting angry would only make her dig her heels in. If it delayed the flight everyone on the plane would have been angry, and for what?'

'I'd still be on that plane.'

'Yes, but it would take you time to calm down and your flight would be ruined. All the people in the queue would suffer her anger. My way everyone is calm and she's smiling at every one of those people.'

'While she's dreaming of you fucking her.'

'Maybe, but does that matter?'

'Okay, you win. You'd make one hell of a salesman, you know that? What did she give you?'

'Her phone number.'

'You call her and we're through.'

'Why would I call her when you are coming back in a month?'

She reached down between his legs and gave his cock a squeeze.

'You keep that under wraps until I get back.'

She put her hands around his neck and, going up on tiptoe she kissed him. It was long and slow, Sebastian wanted it to last forever, but it didn't.

'Sorry Honey, I must go. I'll be back soon.'

She walked toward the security check-in, then turned and called back to him.

'I love you.'

She disappeared into the security zone and Sebastian felt an emptiness inside.

He made his way out, past the check-in desks. Still smiling, Gwen lifted her hand to the side of her head, using her thumb and little finger in a telephone gesture. Sebastian nodded to her and continued on his way.
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SYDNEY SETTLED DOWN in her seat and reclined it further. There was no longer any soreness but when she relaxed she could still feel Sebastian's presence. She smiled, 'who say's a woman can't have it all?' Over recent months, she'd had more and better sex than ever. She thought of Sebastian as the ideal lover, young enough to have the energy and stamina but old enough to know how to treat a woman. It wasn't just his sexual prowess, he made an entertaining dinner partner and got her into all the top clubs. 

She remembered the night she met him. The company's legal adviser had boasted that he could get her into the top people's club, And that was how she ended up in Boujis. She'd felt someone watching her and then noticed him standing at the bar. when they made eye contact she expected him to look away. Instead, he held her gaze and navigated his way across the dance floor toward her. Everything about him told her he was a man well used to getting what he wanted, and he wanted her. As he cut through the dancers on the floor she admired his broad shoulders and powerful physique. The lights flashed on his face and she guessed he was in his early thirties. 

She found his obvious interest flattering. At thirty-nine, she'd reached her sexual peak, and at that moment, the sight of him carving a route across the dance floor towards her made her tingle. She stood on a dais nine inches above the dance floor. Sebastian made no attempt at conversation. He put one arm behind her back and used the other to sweep her legs up. in what seemed like a natural reaction, she threw her arms around his neck. He set her down in the middle of the dance floor and they danced together. 

'So this is what it's like to be swept off your feet,' she thought. It was exciting and so liberating, like being a girl again. With her hands still on his neck, she gyrated in front of him. The whole atmosphere intoxicated her. She hardly noticed the hands running over her back and her ass. The hands started to lift up her dress until Sebastian grabbed her waist and spun them both around so he was facing the man trying to maul her. He didn't need to say a word, with just a look the man turned and disappeared into the crowd.

'Sorry about that. Some people have no manners,' he shouted over the music..'Are you okay?'

'I'm fine, it's nothing.'

'You're American?'

'Yes, I'm from Seattle. Sydney Parker.' She offered him her hand, and he kissed the back of her fingers.

'Sebastian Vale, at your service ma'am.'

The way he looked at her as he kissed her hand made her go weak at the knees. In an instant, he seemed to drink her in. They danced until she asked if there was somewhere quieter?

'The cocktail bar is quieter, come with me.'

He guided her through the club to the cocktail lounge.

'Would you like sex on the beach or a slow comfortable screw against the wall?'

She laughed

'Oh, sex on the beach sounds wonderful.'

'Well, since there isn't a beach for miles. We'll just have to settle for the cocktail.'

She laughed again and accepted the drink. She wasn't sure if it was the alcohol or the adrenalin but she felt like she was back in high school. One thing led to another, and they swapped sex on the beach for sex on his king sized bed. When she awoke and surveyed the scene she had one thought in her mind.

'Oh god, he must think I am such a slut.'

The bed was a mess. There were damp patches on the sheets, and other stains from what she guessed were bodily fluids. Her pussy felt sore and her jaw ached, the way it does after you've been to the dentist and opened it a little too wide. There was dried cum on her breasts and when she looked in the mirror she saw it was also in her hair. 

'How many of them were there?' she asked herself.

Sebastian emerged from the bathroom and for the first time, she saw him naked in full daylight. His manhood stood proud and erect in front of him. She took in his firm muscular ass, his washboard flat stomach and his firm, well-defined pecs. When she got as far as his square jaw with its cleft chin. The sparkling eyes sealed the deal, all willpower evaporated. Her gaze focussed on his erect member.

'Good morning sleepy head, I take it you slept well?

'Come over here. I haven't had breakfast yet.'

As he came closer she sprang off the bed and knelt before him, taking his manhood deep into her throat. She remembered why her jaw ached. He grabbed a handful of her hair and was forcing himself further into her throat. She no longer had control, he was using her for his own gratification and she was loving every moment. She had difficulty breathing, but she didn't want him to stop. When at last he pulled his member out of her mouth his semen slid down her throat. It was still oozing from the tip of his cock. She took it back into her mouth and sucked it dry before looking up at him.

'Are all American women like you?'

'I'm sure I don't know what you mean.'

'I mean are they all insatiable?'

She smiled at him.

'You wouldn't recognise me back home. I'm so demure you wouldn't recognise me.'

'Then why?'

'It's either you or this country. I can be myself here. Nobody knows me, I'm totally anonymous. And you, you take me places I never dreamed possible.'

'Well, I had planned to take you out sightseeing unless you've got other ideas.'

'No I'd love to go out but I must go back to my hotel first. Where are my clothes?'

She gathered up her clothes from the night before and took them into the bathroom. They went back to her hotel so she could get changed. Sebastian took her out on the London Eye to get an aerial view of the city. Before they walked down the embankment to the tower. Sebastian acted as her guide, telling her all the tales about the young princes and the people imprisoned there over the years. In the evening he took her back to the hotel for a change of clothes then on to a restaurant for dinner, followed by a club for some dancing. That night they ended up back in her room. The following day, Sunday, he took her up to Alexandra Palace, for a picnic. Sydney loved seeing the whole of London spread out below them. Later, as the night closed in and most people went home They made love under the stars before gathering up their belongings and heading back into the city. It only took a week before Sydney moved out of her hotel and into Sebastian's flat. That was seven months ago. Four glorious months together and he still left her with a warm satisfied feeling. She looked up to see the seat belt light had gone out, turned onto her side and closed her eyes.

* * *
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SEBASTIAN HAD HIS HANDS on her hips. He pulled her back onto his hard cock. She could feel the throbbing inside her, but something was wrong. Someone was calling out to her.

'Ms Parker. Ms Parker.'

She woke to find a blanket covering her legs. The flight attendant shook her hip.

'Ms Parker, we are on final approach to Seattle. I need you to put your seat in the upright position and fasten your seatbelt.'

'Sorry, I didn't get much sleep last night.'

'It happens with a lot of our clients. I'm glad you were comfortable enough to sleep.'

Sydney turned and sat upright. she hadn't fully recovered from their morning fuckfest but she no longer had any discomfort. She reached down into her purse and pulled out a small velvet bag and emptied the contents into the palm of her left hand. One at a time she picked them up and pushed them onto her third finger. First the diamond ring and then the plain gold band. 

When the aircraft stopped at the terminal gate she switched on her phone. She decided not to join the maelstrom of tourist class passengers surging towards the door, so she sat composing text messages.

The first to Sebastian

Back on the ground, safe and sound. Missing U already. Luv U.

The second was more matter of fact.

At terminal gate, Should be out 15 - 20 mins.

She didn't envy the foreign nationals as she walked past them to the US passport holders immigration desk. She took all of 5 minutes, it might take them an hour or more. Her cases appeared on the carousel and she heaved them onto a trolley and turned toward the exit. She was home, this was her world, a world in which Sebastian didn't exist and London was just a place where she worked every other month. In this world, she had a husband and an eight-year-old daughter, and now she had to cross over into that world. She took a deep breath and walked out into the Arrivals hall.

* * *
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SHE SAW HIM AS SOON as she walked out into the Arrivals hall. His once black hair was going to salt and pepper, it gave him a distinguished appearance. At six feet tall, Oliver Lawrence was easy to pick out in a crowd. Once upon a time, he'd had a fine athletic body but now his body was softening.  He usually dressed like the math professor he was, but today he was different. She liked it; he looked younger somehow.

He cut through the crowds to get to her, took her in his arms and kissed her. Their lips parted and their tongues danced a sensuous tango. After several seconds, they parted.

'God, I've missed you,' he said. 'Have you missed me?'

'Of course I have Ollie... You're looking good today.'

'You're worth the effort.'

She smiled and looked around them.

'Where is Abbie? Where's my baby?'

'Relax, she's with my mother. I thought that today, it would be good for it to be just us, you and me. We can start with lunch on a boat on the lake and...'

She never let him finish.

'No, I want to see my baby. I'm not going out on the lake or anywhere else while your mother is poisoning her mind against me.'

'It's not like that. Mom isn't poisoning anyone's mind. It hasn't worried you before.'

He hadn't meant to say it and knew the moment it escaped his lips that it would spark a reaction.

'What do you mean, I thought you were looking after her, not farming her out to your witch of a mother.'

'Syd, please let's not do this. I don't want to argue with you, not here, not today of all days. Nobody farms our daughter out to anyone. When I can't pick her up on time, Mom stands in for me. She loves Abbie and Abbie enjoys being with her.  Please, let's try to recover what's left of the day, we can pick her up tonight.'

'I'm not leaving her alone with that woman any longer. We'll pick her up on the way home.'

Oliver sighed. 'I tried,' he said to himself.

'Take your trolley out to the pickup point, I'll get the car.'

On the way to the parking lot, he pulled out his phone and called his mother.

'Sorry Mom, tell Abbie that we're coming to pick her up.'—'To tell you the truth Mom, she's forgotten what day it is.'—'Yes it's all cancelled, or it will be once I've made the phone calls.'—'Yeah I'm sorry too. I think we'll be about half an hour, can you make sure Abbie is ready?'—'And she loves being there, Mom but Sydney hasn't seen her for a month.'—'Yeah okay, bye Mom.'

He called to cancel their lunch booking. Then got in the BMW and drove around to pick up his wife.

It was a quiet ride to his mother's house. Sydney tried to start the fight again.

'Your mother has always hated me.'

'She's never hated you. She just didn't understand you using your maiden name at work. They did things differently in her day.'

'She said I was ashamed of you, and that's not true.'

'She said that it looked like you were ashamed of me. To someone of her generation, it probably does. I must admit I had difficulty accepting it when I first found out.'

'But you accepted it, why can't she?'

'She has, but you've never spoken to her long enough to find out.'

'Oh, so now it's my fault.'

'Syd, the day is in tatters. I don't want to talk about it anymore. If you can't talk about something else, just don't say anything.'

Sydney sat back in her seat and looked out of the window. From time to time she thought of things to say but one glance at Oliver told her it would be better left unsaid. What was it about men? why couldn't they understand how much a mother loves her child? Why does he have to be so selfish?

They arrived at his mother's house and Oliver went in to collect Abbie. She came out holding onto him with one hand and gripping some paper in the other. Sydney ran up and hugged her.

'Hello Honey, I've missed you so much.'

'I've missed you too, but Daddy said you had important work to do in London.'

'I did Honey, but I'm back now and we can catch up with all that's been going on.'

'Grandma says it must be very important work, to keep you away from me.'

Sydney shot a killing glance at Oliver and he rolled his eyes.

'It is very important work, but it will soon be finished.'

'Will we be able to be a family again, when it's finished.' 

'Honey, we're a family now.'

'Jack Wilson says all families must have a mom, so when you're not here, we're not a family.'

Sydney looked at Oliver and he shrugged.

'News to me,' he said.

'Well sweetheart, you tell Jack Wilson that he doesn't know what he is talking about. Ask your teacher to explain it to him. Now, you get in the back of the car and I'll sit alongside you and you can tell me everything that has happened while I was away.'

They all got in the car, Abbie and Sydney in the back with Oliver driving. 'Well,' he thought to himself.

'Now I really know my place. I'm here for the menial jobs, driving, home maintenance, child care, and if I'm lucky, servicing the lady of the house.' He was feeling sorry for himself.

When they got to the house Oliver unlocked the front door and went back for the suitcases. Abbie was the first one to notice as she stepped through the doorway.

'Someone has come in and messed up our house. It was clean when we left it this morning, now look.' For the first time since she'd landed alarm bells rang in Sydney's head. From the front door, through the foyer to the stairs, was a trail of rose petals. She followed the trail up the stairs to the master bedroom. A layer of petals covered the bed. There was an empty ice bucket, a bottle of Dom Perignon champagne and two glasses on Oliver's nightstand. On her pillow was a small parcel, gift wrapped and tied with ribbon. She walked around the bed, sat down and unwrapped the parcel.

Oliver came in with the suitcases and dropped them by the closet door.

'Happy anniversary.' he sneered. Walking over to his nightstand, he picked up the champagne and the glasses. 'Won't be needing these now,' he said and turned towards the door.

Sydney tore open the parcel. Inside was a jewellers box. She snapped it open to find two earrings and a matching pendant. Each item was in the shape of a heart with a diamond in its centre.

'Oh, Oliver they are beautiful,' she said, but Oliver was not there.

She stayed in the bedroom long enough to get the presents she had bought for Abbie, out of her suitcase. She could hear Oliver on the phone.

'No, I'm afraid something has come up we won't be able to make it tonight.'—'No putting it back doesn't help.'—'Sorry about that. Goodbye.'

She gave him a questioning look. 

'Le Peceur,' he said. 'Cancelling the reservation. Might as well tell them they can use the table. It might make somebody's evening.'

She was going to tell him they could still go. That she would ring round and find a babysitter. His face told her not to bother. She took the presents into Abbie who immediately started unwrapping them.

'Daddy has bought you a present, I helped him choose it. Daddy says I'm very good at choosing things.'

'Well, Daddy is right. It's a beautiful present.'

'It's supposed to be tin, but I thought you'd prefer white gold.' said Oliver as he passed through the room with the vacuum cleaner. She heard him working in the foyer sucking up the rose petals. By the time she went to him the air smelled of roses. He was trying to pretend she wasn't there. When she pulled the plug out he turned to face her. 

'Put it back in, Syd. In five minutes no one will know what a fool I made of myself.'

She stood before him still holding the power cord.

'You didn't make a fool of yourself.'

'Really? What do you call this?'

'It was a very romantic gesture.'

'And what kind of fool does that eh. What kind of fool arranges lunch on the lake, followed by a champagne celebration here, and dinner at Le Peceur, for a woman who can't even remember when they got married?'

'Why "Le Peceur?"

'Because you love fish, and they are supposed to serve the best John Dory in Seattle.'

She put her hand on his.

'I forgot, Ollie. That's all it was I forgot and I'm very sorry but these things happen.'

'Let me ask you something Syd, what are you doing on Monday.'

'Well I'm not sure, I need to consult my calendar.'

'Fine,' he said. 'Go get it, then tell me what you are doing Monday.'

She got her phone from her purse in the family room.

'Yes, here we are. I'm dealing with my emails and other correspondence. At ten, I've got a debriefing meeting with Stanley. After lunch, I'm in a meeting with the overseas development team.'

'And I bet if I asked you what you were doing on Friday, you could tell me that as well.'

'Yes I could, I don't see what you're getting at.'

'Why are all those things listed on your calendar?'

'Well, they are important, if I miss one of those appointments a lot of people get inconvenienced, and it costs someone money.'

'Don't you find it strange that meeting the development team is important enough to be recorded on your calendar yet your tenth wedding anniversary isn't. What does that tell you, Syd? Because I know what it tells me.'

'No, it's not like that,'

'Just put the plug back in Syd, let me finish this.'

'No, I won't. I can do this, just talk to me.'

'Okay, you want to do this fine. The grass needs cutting I'll do that.'

He turned and walked away from her. 

Sydney and Abbie waved to him as he drove the mower over the lawn. He stopped the engine to talk to them.

'We are going over to the nature area for a walk. Would you like to come?'

'No thanks, I've started this now.'
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