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Sam Glyndwr had a massive dilemma. As one of the shift managers at Shotton Steelworks, under threat of closure, he was one of four senior staff asked to travel to China for three months to learn more about the Chinese steel market. The dilemma: he was just about to leave his wife of thirty-one years, Gwen, and not only that but he would be leaving behind his autistic daughter, Delyth and 17-year-old son Rhys, too. He had been faithful to Gwen, until now, although he had played with fire since he was a teenager. Married to Gwen at eighteen after being high school sweethearts, like most young people in his former pit village, their worlds had changed dramatically when Delyth was born. All Gwen’s hopes of a managerial career in the hospitality industry were dashed. She had to care full time for Delyth while Sam became the sole breadwinner and still was. Sam had always had a weakness for women and them for him. He found strong, opinionated women with a zest for life fascinating. Standing at six foot two with sea blue eyes, dark hair, an interesting angular face, tanned by a lifetime of manual work, a pointed almost medieval beard, he stood out from the crowd and women were drawn to him.

[bookmark: _GoBack]He had met Megan at the shooting range where they were both club members. Megan was everything Gwen wasn’t; polished, well dressed, slim, immaculate hair and nails and ten years younger. She had asked him to move in with her a month ago after their affair became serious. The thrill of the chase and the opening lust  had got the better of him. Sam was planning the leaving show-down with Gwen in two days’ time but now the sudden trip to China was putting all that in jeopardy. His marriage was tired and over. Thirty-one years of relentless toil had swamped them both. Strangely it wasn’t Gwen he was worried about. Sure, there would be a scene, tears, rants, accusations, plans for Delyth, the house to sort out and more. After all he wearily acknowledged, it’s a major deal giving up a thirty-one-year marriage but telling Eira he was leaving Gwen would be another matter entirely, almost impossible. He just couldn’t work out if Eira would accept him leaving or whether he risked losing her. And losing Eira was a non-starter. He had met Eira twelve years ago on a grey January day when the only brightness around him was her and the emerging snowdrops (he always associated Eira whose name in Welsh means ‘Snow’ to his favourite season, winter) when she was a junior reporter on Wales’ national newspaper, ‘Chronicle Cymru’. She was the centre of his life, and always would be. Eira became non-negotiable, and Gwen, after a few years had accepted this. Megan, would have to do the same in time if they were to stay together. What he and Eira shared was above the mundane, ordinariness of life. With her there could be no affair, no moving in together no washing dishes, no nine to five.  Eira was platonic permanence; a necessity for him like breathing. His love for Eira was above and beyond comprehension. It was a superlative, extraordinary, one-off love few ever hear of, let alone encounter. But three months in China? He couldn’t live without Eira for that long. Something had to give. But what? Or whom?
