
Love at any cost 

The sea’s aroma permeated hints of vinegar and salt, reminding Felicity of 
the hot chips wrapped in old newspapers her father used to eat as they sat at the 
end of the jetty, casting their eyes over the sprawling harbour suspended below 
their feet. 

There she listened intently to her father’s countless stories of secrets bound 
within the palms of the parliament, which, if spoken to anyone else would surely 
have sent him to an early grave.  

Felicity smiled with fondness at the memory. Her wavy strawberry-blond 
hair shimmered in the sunlight as her salacious hips surrendered to the demands 
of the acoustics drifting along the boardwalk, like the tide sweeping the ocean floor.  

Her dark brown eyes dotingly fixated on Billy’s emerald eyes, which sparkled 
with glee at her affections. The child she thought she would never have, now firmly 
cradled within her arms.  

Gratitude filled her heart, while her mind flooded with the distant heartache 
of Owen’s infertility, following his injury on the field in the 2014 World Cup series 
when Germany stole the title from Argentina in the dying last minute.  

Owen, raised by his mother after his father disappeared when he was seven, 
was elected to play soccer for Argentina when he was just nineteen. At the peak of 
his sporting career, Owen met Felicity while touring Australia, proposing to her in 
the summer that followed.  

Felicity, falling head over heels with Owen’s celebrity smile, sculptured 
physique, olive complexion and black onyx eyes, instantaneously accepted. Four 
years his senior, her internal clock was ticking, and plans of starting a family were 
almost within reach.  

‘As soon as the cup is over, we will start trying.’ Owen had promised.  

Unaware that he would meet his destiny that day on the field.  

A destiny neither of them saw coming. 

As she swayed to the music, memories of reoccurring dreams flashed in her 
mind; dreams of the baby she once yearned for, holding him, kissing him, 
whispering sweet nothings in his ear. Her heart tightening at the stark reminder of 
what daylight would bring; the cruel reality of all she had been denied.  

Was she to blame for all that transpired between them, because she longed 
so desperately for a baby Owen was incapable of giving her?  

Did she drive him to despair?  

For him to suggest the inconceivable alternative?  

Was she that desperate?  

Or him that delusional?  

Remembering so vividly, that morning she woke, tears cascading down her 
face. Owen, suffocated by guilt, unimaginable thoughts unwillingly escaping his 
mouth.  

‘What if there is another way,’ he said, ‘a way we haven’t thought of yet, 
something … a little more …  unconventional?’  



Never could she have imagined that they would be there, contemplating an 
affair! 

The hot sun prickled on the back of her neck. Rose coloured explosions 
burst over her previously olive cheeks. Provoked by the thought of that unfaithful 
night.  

The air that night was thick with the summer’s humidity, and the moon 
hung high above the clouds. Felicity had escaped to the jetty for air, suffocated by 
the baby shower she had been roped into hosting, at, what was then her mother's 
hotel, now belonging to her. The Watson Boutique Guesthouses, notorious for its 
impeccable view, tantalising menu and most of all, its prestigious location; 
burrowed into Sydney’s iconic coastline. Frequent alias’ Karmel and Deloris; 
formally known as Keith and Nicole, were often spotted at The Watson, discreetly 
escaping the paparazzi while holidaying in Sydney.  

Not this night though. This night was Felicity’s.  

As she gazed at the stars above, the moon’s gravitational force was at play, 
compelling Ethan towards her. Ethan was attending another exemplary ceremony 
at The Watson that night. Best-man to a well-known high roller at The Star Casino, 
in the heart of Sydney. Conveniently, Ethan was checked in at The Watson for one 
night only, flying home to Melbourne the following morning. 

As he saddled up beside her at the end of the jetty, where her father once 
sat, his intoxicating scent embodying the perfect blend of strength, seduction and 
sweetness, turned Felicity’s legs into a jelly-like state.  

His soft yet masculine features attracted her eye.  

His emerald eyes penetrated deep within hers.  

Her mind raced with uncertainty, desire, longing.  

Owen’s words infecting her thoughts, hastily circulating like the eye of a 
tornado; ‘I think…you should have an affair’.  

Could this unfaithful night of passion be the bearer of an angelic life they so 
desperately wanted, or, retrospectively would it demonise their marriage?  

Crippled by desire; for him, for their child, and powerless to refuse such 
temptation, Felicity surrendered to his touch, to her dreams; to Ethan. 

The wind suddenly whistled, catching her breath in her throat and snapping 
her out of her daydream. Carried in the wind was the whisper of her name. 
‘Felicity?!’ 

 Chills spread over her recently warm skin, for she had not heard his 
whispers since that night. Instinctively she knew it was him. Frozen with fear, 
Felicity hesitated.  

It was one thing for Owen not to be able to forgive her infidelity; every time 
Billy’s glistening eyes flickered at him, casting dark images permanently etched 
within his mind. But Owen, he knew, it was what he had wanted.  

How would Ethan handle the truth?  

Building the courage, she clutched Billy near and swivelled to see, those 
familiar emerald eyes staring back at her. 


