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This novel is a sweet and explicitly steamy African contemporary romance novel. It contains explicit sexual content and language which might be uncomfortable for other readers. Recommended for adults only. Readers discretion is advised.
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Vivian

I’m in love with my best friend. A man who is totally off limits. Forbidden. A man who’s been part of my life for the last two decades. A man who is engaged to another woman, and loves the ‘special’ woman with every fibre of his being.

Everything changes when he comes back home from Nairobi with a broken heart. 

His fiance—now ex—cheated on him.

As the loving, caring and always here–for–him best friend, I have to pick up the pieces, assure him that everything is going to be okay.

But this time, there is no turning back. No one is going to take him away from me, again.

An unexpected deep passionate kiss from Kevin is all it takes to create the tension.

Something that has never happened in the last two decades we’ve been best friends.

And amidst the tension, I have a feeling more boundaries are going to be crossed. My best friend, Kevin Otieno, is going to be mine.

FINALLY.

––––––––
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Kevin

TO SAY THAT I’M HEARTBROKEN would be an understatement.

My heart is crashed into pieces. Burned to ashes. Completely destroyed.

I watch my mother’s casket being incepted six feet deep down the ground today, and then two days later, I walk in on my fiance cheating on me with another man. 

Red handed. 3D view. Explicit version. R–rated.

When I come back home to my ancestral village, Nyamninia, the last thing I expect is to cross the boundary of my relationship with my best friend, Vivian Achieng’.

I pray and hope I’ve not made the worst mistake of my life.

I can’t bear losing Vivian. The thought itself sends painful chills of trepidation through my whole body.

SOULS ATTACHED is a sweet and steamy best friends to lovers African romance novel set in an African setting. The first book of the forbidden love series.
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CHAPTER 1


Kevin
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What ifs struck my mind. One after the other. What if she had just listened to me? What if she hadn't gone to Kisumu? What if she had just waited for the fucking drugs? 

She would still be alive. 

“In the name of the Father, of the Son, and of the Holy Spirit,” intoned the priest, gesturing the sign of the cross. 

“Amen.” The word slid out of my mouth as a series of wails filled the air. She was gone. Never to come back. 

As the residents of Nyamninia village—my ancestral village—and those from the surrounding villages, walked out of the compound contemplating the sudden death of my mother, I stood rooted to my spot, staring at the fresh grave. My heart crashed into pieces. Endless irreplaceable pieces. 

Crouching on the ground, I scooped some soil and staring at the grave, let it sift through my fingers. I read the words and numbers engraved on the cross. 

Rest In Peace. Sunrise : 12th March 1973. Sunset : 7th April 2022. 

She’d died too soon. She hadn’t even clocked her sixth decade. This was unfair. Totally unfair. 

If she hadn’t gone to Kisumu, she would still be alive, she would still be here with me, alive and healthy as she’d always been. Because she’d cared about her patients—she owned Life Care Health Center, a clinic right here in Nyamninia—she’d had to restock the shelves and the store and couldn’t wait for the company she’d been in contract with to deliver the drugs. She’d had to go all the way to Kisumu, totally unaware of the fact that she would come back lifeless, a corpse.

A bodaboda—motorbike ride—to Siaya town. 

A matatu—passenger vehicle ( PSV )—to Kisumu. 

A tragic road accident. 

Two weeks in the ICU. 

And then she fucking died. 

“Why mother?” It’s the only question I’d been asking myself for the last two weeks. 

Why did she have to die? Why did she have to leave me? 

I still needed her. 

I’d been in Nairobi when I’d received the call about her condition from my best friend, Vivian Achieng'. The tone of her voice had made my heart shake with trepidation. I’d had to ask for an emergency leave and had taken the first bus to Kisumu city. I’d found my beloved mother in the Intensive Care Unit, fighting for her life. Eventually, death had won the battle. I’d watched her draw her last breath. My hand holding hers as the machine indicated the end of my mother’s life on earth. I’d slumped to the floor and cried. 

I’d fucking cried. 

“I miss you, Mom.” I would always miss her, and the pain in my heart wouldn’t fade soon. It’s like she’d gone with a part of my soul. 

A soft touch on my shoulder pulled me out of my thoughts. I looked up at the kind and caring eyes of my best friend. 

“It’s going to be okay, Kevin.” Vivian said, gripping my shoulder gently. I glanced back at the grave. 

How I wished I could believe her. How would anything be okay yet she was dead? How would everything be okay yet my own mother, the only family I’d had, was no more? She was dead, gone and I’d never see her again. 

Standing from the ground, I grasped her hand, gripping her palm gently. I stared at the grave. 

“She shouldn’t have died, Vivian,” my heart clenched with pain, “she shouldn’t have fucking died.” I rarely cursed. But at this moment, I didn’t care. How I’d be able to live without her, I didn’t know. I guess I’d just have to figure out along the way. 

“Let’s go to the house.” I said to Vivian, and she squeezed my palm, nodding lightly. 

Giving my mother’s grave one final glance, we turned around and walked toward my brick made cottage. Once inside, I plopped down on the sofa as she closed the door. Vivian joined me on the sofa. She reached for my hand, gripping the arm gently. “It’s going to be okay, Dee.” 

Dee was her nickname for me, shortened from dear. 

“I need to be alone,” I said and then looked at her adding, “please.” 

“Of course.” Vivian released my hand and stood from the sofa. She walked to the door. Holding it open, she turned her eyes to me. “I’ll be at Grandma's in case you need me.” I just nodded and she stepped out of the cottage, closing the door behind her. 

I stared at one of the pictures mounted on the wall. A picture of me and my mother. It was taken the day I’d graduated from college. That had been two years ago. The smile on her face said it all. She was so proud of me. I’d made her proud with my achievement. 

I’d graduated with a Clinical Medicine degree from The University of Nairobi. First Class Honours. Top of my class. My father’s life insurance, may his soul rest in peace—an arrow pierced through my chest—and the money my mother had earned from her clinic, hadn't gone to waste. I’d hoped she’d be alive to watch me progress through my career as a doctor. Now that she was gone, all I felt was nothing but pain, misery and hopelessness. 

Standing from the sofa, I moved to the bed, slid the curtain—it separated the sleeping area section from the sitting area section—aside, and laid down on the bed. I crossed my hands behind my head, leaning my head against them. I stared into the empty space. 

How could death be so cruel? What the fuck had I done to deserve this, this pain, this helplessness? It was unfair. She wasn’t supposed to die. 

Even though my brain was busy at work thinking and rethinking over my life with and without my mother, emotional and physical exhaustion finally lulled me to sleep. 

I woke up to the sound of consistent knocking on the door. It was dark in the cottage. How long had I been sleeping? Pressing the hanging switch, I turned on the overhead lights. Getting off the bed, I walked barefooted on the fluffy carpet toward the door. 

“Hi, sorry. I was asleep.” I said to Vivian, who stood in the doorway, holding a small basket. 

“It’s okay.” 

“Come in.” I paved way for her and she entered the house. Closing the door, I sat down on the sofa as she held two empty plates, a plate of ugali—corn meal mush—and a bowel of beef stew from the basket. 

I wasn’t hungry. But knowing Vivian, I didn’t say a word. In fact, I hadn't been eating for the last four weeks. How could I have eaten yet I’d been worried about my mother, devastated by her death? 

Vivian poured some water from a jerrycan into a hand basin, and sat beside me. 

“Wash your hands. You have to eat.” She said as if reading my mind. Without a word, I washed my hands and then she washed hers, too. She served me some food and slid the plate of beef stew closer to me. 

To be honest, I didn’t feel like eating. Two bites of ugali with beef stew, and I was done. 

I reached for the basin of water from beneath the table. 

“Kevin.” She uttered, her face laced with concern. 

“I’m fine.” I said, standing from the sofa. Moving to the bed, I lay down and looked into space. 

“You are being unfair to yourself. And to me, too. You should eat, Kevin.” 

“I’m fine.” 

“Okay. I’m fine, too.” She said, holding the basin from the table. I glanced to her plate. She hadn’t eaten. 

“I’m okay, Vivian. You eat.” 

She didn’t say a word. She cleared the table, placing the dishes in the basket. Vivian dusted the table and sat back on the couch. I could feel her eyes on me. “Nothing can be done to bring her back, Kevin.” 

“I know.” And that’s what hurt the most. The fact that she was gone forever. 

“She wouldn't be happy seeing you like this.” I didn’t respond. I just stared at the ceiling, letting her images flick back and forth my mind. 

With a defeated sigh, Vivian stood from the sofa and held the basket from the table. “Goodnight, Kevin.” 

“Goodnight.” She stared at me for a few seconds before walking to the door. Vivian exited the cottage. 

I waited a few minutes and then bolted the door. Laying down on the bed, I covered myself with the thick duvet and turned off the lights. Closing my eyes, I wondered whether this night would be different. It was probably going to be a replica of the last twenty three nights. Restless. Full of nightmares. And waking up in the middle of the night drenched in sweat. 

I squinted in the dark. Rolling over on the bed, I pressed the hanging switch, turning on the lights. I glanced to the wall clock. 4:53 A.M. Collapsing back down on the bed, I held my phone from the side and turned it on. 

Several notifications popped up. Seven missed calls and five messages. My phone had been off for the last twenty four hours or more. Of the seven missed calls, five were from Vivian and two from my fiance, Susan Nyokabi. All the five messages were from Vivian. She’d sent them last night, after she’d left the cottage with the basket. 

I tapped the message icon and read through her messages. 

Hi, Dee. I hope you are doing okay. I’m sorry about everything but nothing can be done to change what happened. 

Are you already asleep? 

I can come over to keep you company if you want. I know how restless your nights have been for the last couple of weeks. 

Okay, um, have a goodnight. I promise everything is going to be okay with time. I love you so much, Dee. 

Please don’t die, I swear I’ll follow you to the grave. Goodnight, love you. Always. 

A small smile pulled up at the corners of my lips. Despite everything, she’d always been there for me. I was so lucky to have Vivian as my best friend. I sent her a short text. 

Hi, just turned on my phone. Thank you for everything, sweet dreams. Love you. 

She responded immediately. 

Why are you awake at this time? You should be sleeping.  

I didn’t respond. I placed the phone on the bed and swung my legs off the bed. Sitting on the edge, I stared at another of my mother’s pictures. She had a lovely smile on her face. It still felt surreal that she was gone. Vivian was right. Nothing could be done to change what had happened. I’d always miss her. 

Holding my phone from the bed, I stood from the sofa and walked to the door. Unlocking it, I stepped out. The sky was dark, no sign of the moon. The lights from the security lamps of my cottage and the main house brightened most parts of the compound. Turning on the flashlight of my phone, I walked toward the graveside. Halting before my mother’s grave, I stared at it. 

How life could turn around in such a short period of time was a mystery to me. Five weeks ago, I’d had a lengthy and candid chat with my mother, informing her I’d be bringing my fiance over to meet her on 25th April, which would be next week. None of us knowing she would be six feet deep down the ground four days before the scheduled date. 

I roamed my eyes over the rest of the graves. Graves which had snatched me the whole of my extended family. Some were three decades old. For the last twenty five years, I’d witnessed more funerals than weddings. Most of the funerals being of my own family. My eyes locked with my father’s grave. It had been ten years since Dr. James Otieno, a paediatrician, died. 

My mentor, my role model, a man I’d looked up to since I was a toddler. 

His death had crashed mine and my mother’s heart. But we’d had to move on. And for the last ten years it had just been me and my mother. A small and happy family. I’d promised my mother that once I was done with college, had a stable job and was earning good money, I would marry and give her the grandchildren she deserved. 

A wave of hopelessness surged through my veins. She was gone. Forever. 

Maybe the rumours in the village were true. My family was cursed. If that was the case, then I was next in line, hence marking the end of the Otieno lineage. Would I follow her soon? And if so, when would that be? 

Damn, this was so painful. 

I couldn’t stay here. I had to leave. True, this was my home but my life was somewhere else. 

In the capital city. Nairobi. 

I had to go far away from this emotional misery. I had a job in Nairobi. I worked as a doctor at one of the best private hospitals in the city. My fiance, Susan Nyokabi, a woman I loved and adored dearly, was in Nairobi. I couldn’t stay in this home, I couldn’t stay in Nyamninia village. 

“Rest in peace, mother. I love you.” And glancing at the rest of the graves one last time, I turned and walked toward my cottage. 

I retrieved a bunch of keys from the bedside drawer and exited the cottage. I trudged toward the main house. It was a modern three bedroom bungalow. My mother had built the house five years ago, using part of my father’s life insurance, at a whooping cost of 4.7 million shillings. Interior design included in the cost. The house had been built along with my cottage—my mud made semi permanent cottage was demolished to pave way for the new brick made permanent cottage. 

Climbing the tiled porch steps, I unlocked the door and stepped inside. I switched on the lights. Walking down the foyer, past the living room and down the hallway toward my mother’s bedroom, I wondered whether I’d ever move into this house. Maybe. But not soon. I was going back to Nairobi. Anyway, time would tell. 

Unlocking the door to the master bedroom, I stepped inside and walked to the closet. Holding one of the suitcases from the closet, I placed it on the bed. My mother had showed me where she kept important documents so that I could find them in case of an emergency. I held the hefty envelope from the suitcase and retrieved the documents, scattering them on the bed. Some were of the Sacco she was in, others were bank statements, Britam insurance documents, copies of birth certificates and IDs. And then there were the two title deeds. A title deed to my family’s land—the residence and an acre on the other side of the road, just across from the gate, where maize and groundnuts had been planted. The other title deed was for the land at Nyamninia market center on which Life Care Health Center sat on. 

And on perusing the documents, I was the next of kin and sole heir of everything. 

I couldn’t leave a single document here. Putting them back in the envelope, I zipped up the suitcase and placed it back in the closet. I looked around the bedroom. It would be long before I set foot in the room again. Getting out, I locked the door and exited the house, closing the front door behind me. I strolled toward the cottage. 

After securing the envelope in my duffel bag, I lay down on the bed. 

I didn’t know what to do with the clinic. Obviously, it would be useless with me being away in the city. With time, I’d see what to do with it. 

I looked at my mother’s picture on the wall. I’d miss her dearly. It would take time for the wound in my heart to turn to a scab, and much more time for it to heal to a scar. And the scar would always be there, reminding me of the woman I’d lost. A woman who’d be locked in my heart for the rest of my life. 

I checked the time on the clock. Fifteen minutes to six A.M. I could get some few hours of sleep.
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CHAPTER 2


Vivian
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I watched the flames in the hearth heat the pot of water in silent soliloquy, my head a whirlwind of thoughts. 

Why did she have to die? He still needed her. I could feel the sensations in my heart. It was clenching in pain. Sarah had been his only family, and I couldn’t imagine how he was going to be from now onwards. 

Adding more firewood in the hearth, I held my phone from a plastic chair. A small smile spread on my face as I stared at my best friend’s face. His picture was the home screen wallpaper. The smile faded immediately, the pain surging to the surface of my heart. Kevin didn’t deserve what he was going through. I didn’t even want to think about what could be going on in his mind right now. Endless malicious thoughts could be crossing his mind. 

Reaching for a bucket of flour from one corner of the kitchen, next to the dish rack, I poured some flour into the water to cook ugali. My heart stuttered lightly with hope. Today he’d looked better than he’d been yesterday. Even though he hadn't taken breakfast—he wasn’t hungry, it’s what he’d said—he’d eaten lunch. Truthfully, a half of his lunch, which was much better than nothing. 

The door slid open and my grandmother, Grandma Irene, entered the hut as I prepared ugali. She took a seat on a chair closest to the door. There were two more chairs in the hut. One was next to me, where I’d placed my phone, and another one was on one corner of the hut. 

“He’s seated outside his house talking on phone.” I didn’t have to ask her who she was talking about. “He’ll get better with time.” I could feel the concern in her voice. She was worried about him. 

“Yeah. With time.” I didn’t know how long, but life had to move on and nothing could be done to change what had happened. Sarah was gone. It was painful, extremely painful, especially on Kevin, and it would take time for him to move on. 

“Something has been bugging me since yesterday.” Grandma said as I held a plate from the dish rack. I served the ugali on the plate. “Why did Susan leave before the funeral ended? Why did she just leave? Kevin needs her.” 

I felt the nerve-wracking chills coursing through my veins straight to my heart. God knew how much I disliked that woman. Hate was too strong a word to use on her. I just didn’t like her. Because my instincts told me she was being unfaithful to my best friend. Susan was Kevin’s fiance, had been his girlfriend for four months before he’d proposed to her two months ago. I didn’t know what he saw in that woman. She was too egotistical. 

“I don’t know, Grandma.” 

“I know you don’t like her.” Then it was better she stopped talking about her. 

“The food is ready. I’m going to eat with Kevin.” I said, handing Grandma her portion of the food. 

“Okay. Should I lock the door?” She headed for the door. 

“I’ll call you.” He might want to be alone again. Just like last night. 

Placing the covered plate of ugali in the basket along with a covered dish of fish stew, I held two plates from the dish rack and placed them in the basket, on the sides. Grandma had already gone to the main house. Stepping out of the mud made kitchen, I locked the door and walked toward the small gate that adjoined my grandmother’s compound with Kevin’s home. 

Mm, Kevin’s home. For years, it had been known as Sarah’s home. But now that she was no more, it would be known as Kevin’s home. Though it would take time for the villagers to get used to the new norm. 

The security lights of the beautiful bungalow were on. That was a good sign. I walked toward the cottage. Kevin was seated on the verandah, talking on phone, just like Grandma had said. He must be talking to Susan. 

Who else could he talk to for that long? However much I didn't want to think about her, she still flicked through my head. Soon enough, she’d be Kevin’s wife and I’d be forced to get used to her presence in my life. Because I was Kevin’s best friend. For life. And it didn’t matter that I was deeply and irrevocably in love with him.

Yeah, it sounded strange. But that was the truth. Something I'd been struggling with for the last five years, since I’d known the true meaning of being in love, and something I’d come to accept and live with. Did my best friend know that I was in love with him? Of course not. Why should I tell him yet he was taken? He had a woman, a woman he loved and adored dearly. A woman I disliked with every fibre of my being. Like I said, hate was too strong a word to use on her. 

I entered the house and set the table ready for dinner as he continued talking with whoever was on the other end of the line. I was pouring water from a jerrycan into a hand-basin when he entered the cottage. Kevin closed the door and sat on the sofa. “Hi.” 

“Hi.” I sat next to him and held the basin for him as he washed his hands. 

“Who were you talking to?” I asked, though dreading the words that would come out of his mouth. 

“Just a colleague of mine.” 

“Oh, okay.” I served him some food and slid the plate closer to him.  

We set on to have dinner in comfortable silence. I had a sigh of relief when he had his fifth bite. A progress from last night. 

“How’s Grandma?” Kevin asked, having his seventh grasp of ugali. Yes, I was counting. 

“She’s worried about you.” 

“I’m fine. Nothing can be done to change what happened. She’s gone, Vivian. Gone.” I could feel the edge in his voice. It had taken too much strength and will to let the words out of his mouth. 

“Everything's going to be okay, Kevin.” It’s what I’d been saying to him and it’s all I could say to him. 

Death was a no-brainier. Everyone would die. And even though it had been soon, her time on earth had come to an end. 

I added more food on Kevin's plate as he held a glass of water from the table. He took a few sips and continued eating. 

“I’m leaving for Nairobi tomorrow morning.” My glass of water which was on its way to my mouth halted midway for a few seconds as my mind registered his words. “I’ve already booked a nine a.m. bus. The Guardian Coach.” 

I took a couple of sips, placed the glass on the table and leaned back in the sofa. I turned my eyes to Kevin. He was serious. His face was blank, devoid of expression. “Why?” 

“I can’t stay here, Vivian. I need to leave. I have to go back to the city. I hope you understand.” 

I just nodded, suddenly lacking the appetite to finish my food. 

“It’s too soon, Kevin. Can’t you stay for a few more days? You were given one month leave.” He had two more weeks before he was expected back in Nairobi where he worked. 

“I have to go.” 

Who had pressurised him to leave this soon? 

Susan. 

Of course it was the bitch. God forgive me, but it was the truth. Susan was a fucking bitch and now I detested her severely. 

“Thanks for the food.” I didn’t respond. Kevin washed his hands and moved to the bed. He slid the curtain aside and laid down on the bed. 

Sadness filling my heart, I cleared the table putting the plates in the basket. I dusted the table and held the basket from the floor. 

“I should go. Grandma is waiting for me.” I said, walking to the door. 

“Spend the night.” My hands gripped the door handle. “You don’t have to if you don’t want to.” 

Releasing the door knob, I turned and looked at him. He was staring into space. “Has she told you to go back?” 

“She’s got nothing to do with this, Vivian.” Kevin swung his legs off the bed and sat on the edge. He leaned his hands against his knees, raking his fingers through his hair. “I can’t stay here, Vivian. I need to go.” 

“Okay. It’s obvious you’ve already made up your mind.” I didn’t mean for the words to come out rude. 

Kevin just nodded and I placed the basket on the console table next to the sofa. I moved behind the curtain to change out of my clothes into one of the three night dresses I kept in one of Kevin’s suitcases. Did his fiance know that I shared a suitcase with him? A smirk pulled up at the corners of my lips but disappeared when reality struck. He was going back to Nairobi. Back to her. 

Holding the hem of my blouse, I sneaked a glance over my shoulder. Kevin’s silhouette was behind the curtain on the other side. He couldn’t see me. And it’s not like I would mind him watching me getting undressed. But that’s something that would never happen because he was another woman’s man. Susan’s man. 

“I’m done.” I said laying on the left side of the bed, next to the wall. Kevin laid down on the bed, placed his phone on the table and grasped the hanging switch, turning off the lights. 

No one said a word. I turned around and faced the wall. His words kept sliding back and forth my mind. He was leaving for Nairobi and I didn’t know when he would come back. I felt him roll over and then he touched my hips. I snuggled deeper into his arms, and he wrapped an arm around my waist, his face inches away from my head. I could feel his slow breathing. 

If Susan knew how Kevin and I were right now. Sleeping on the same bed, cuddled in each other’s arms, him in a t shirt and shorts and I in a skimpy night dress that had somehow ridden up my thighs, ending just below my ass. If he moved his hand lower, he’d touch my bare thighs. 

To make it clear, it’s something that would never happen because I knew Kevin too well. He would never hurt a soul. And touching my thighs—bare thighs—would be too...intimate. And so, I clasped his fingers with mine, closed my eyes, and prayed he’d change his mind. 

I opened my eyes slowly and looked at my best friend as he poured some water into a basin. I glanced at the clock on the wall. Six-eleven. “Morning.” 

Kevin turned his eyes to the bed, a small smile spreading on his face. “Morning. Go back to sleep.” 

“No. I should go make you breakfast.” I shoved the duvet aside and slid down to the foot of the bed. Removing my night dress, I put on the clothes I’d worn last night and headed for the door. Kevin stepped behind the curtain to undress. “Come to Grandma’s house when you are done.” 

“Okay.” He hadn't changed his mind. He was leaving. My heart withered hopelessly. 

Exiting the cottage, I walked into my grandmother’s home, not surprised to find the healthy old woman sweeping the compound. She was always an early riser. Always out of bed before dawn. She looked surprised to see me awake this early. 

“Morning, Grandma.” 

“Morning, honey.” 

“Kevin is going to Nairobi this morning. Already booked a Guardian ticket.” I said, walking past her toward the kitchen. 

“Nairobi! What do you mean he’s going to Nairobi?” I didn’t respond. I had utensils to wash and breakfast to make. 

Now that he was leaving, when would I see him again? I wished I knew. When Sarah had been alive, Kevin had come to the village more than seven times a year. Even when he hadn't been on leave, he would take a bus from Nairobi on a Friday evening, arrive in Nyamninia the next morning, spend the weekend here, and then head back to Nairobi on Sunday morning to report back to work on Monday morning. 

Sarah was dead. It would be months before I saw him again. It was March. Christmas was in nine months’ time. And still it wasn’t a guarantee he would come home for Christmas.

I was carrying a flask of tea into the house when Kevin appeared from his compound through the small gate, a duffel bag over his shoulder. This was going to be one of the worst days of my life. My grandmother was seated on her favourite arm chair, scrolling through her phone. I placed the flask on the table and walked to the cupboard. 

“You having tea?” I asked her and she shook her head. I held a cup from the middle cabinet on the left, a small bowl of sugar from the one on the right, and a loaf of bread and blue-band—butter—from the upper cabinet. 

“Morning, Grandma.” Kevin uttered, shaking hands with Grandma Irene, who gave him a light smile. She was sad and concerned. As worried as I was.  

“Why this soon?” She went straight to the point. 

As if he’d expected the question, Kevin sat down on the sofa across from Grandma Irene and leaned back in the seat. He looked at my grandmother. I could feel how fast my heart was beating. I knew how much he respected her. He wouldn’t lie to her. 

“I can’t stay here, Grandma. I need to leave.” The same words he’d said to me. 

Grandma Irene didn’t say a word. She just nodded and turned back to her phone. I poured Kevin a cup of tea and sat beside him. 

“I’m coming with you to Siaya town.” I said, holding my phone from the table. Ouma would be here any minute from now. 

“Okay.” Kevin had his tea in silence, Grandma and I focused on our phones. 

The sound of an engine sprung me up to my feet. 

“Ouma.” I said, entering my bedroom. I changed out of the clothes into a short dress and stepped out, finding Grandma giving Kevin a hug. I just hoped he wouldn’t forget us. We were still his family. 

“I’ll come visit you on my next leave.” His leave hadn't even ended and he was talking about the next one. It was too soon for him to go. But it was a decision he’d already made. 

“Morning, Ouma.” I greeted the bodaboda as I got onto the bike. 

“Morning, Vivian. Kevin.” 

“Morning.” Kevin responded and sat behind me. 

Ouma started the bike and then we left for Siaya town. 

“I’ll wait for you in the shed.” Ouma said to me as we got off the bike outside the booking office of The Guardian Coach. 

“Okay.” 

It was half past eight. The bus would arrive in twenty or thirty minutes. I followed Kevin into the office and sat on a comfy sectional sofa. Three other people were waiting for the bus. Kevin confirmed the ticket at the counter and sat beside me. He wrapped an arm around my shoulders, and I leaned my head against his right shoulder, my heart shivering with sadness. 

“You can come visit me whenever you want.” 

“I don’t think she’d like that.” 

Kevin didn’t respond. He just gripped my arm as if the words had hurt him. I just had to tell him the truth. In fact, deep down I felt Susan disliked me as much as I disliked her. Hell, maybe she hated me. She was jealous of our precious friendship, our strong bond, the fact that Kevin and I had been best friends since childhood. I knew Kevin much more than she did. The only side of Kevin I didn’t know was his passionate side. A side I’d be more than willing to explore. If by any chance he broke up with Susan. Something that would never happen. 

She was his fiance for Christ’s sake. Only a step away to tying a lifetime knot. 

When the bus pulled up in the parking space, my heart shook with trepidation. The time had come. Kevin was leaving and it was unknown when I’d see him again. 

“Safe journey. Take care of yourself for me.” I was still angry with him and he knew it. 

“I will. Do the same.” He said, touching my cheeks with his palms. 

I nodded with a light smile, looking up into his beautiful dark eyes. Eyes I’d love to drown in for the rest of my life. After a deep affectionate hug, Kevin boarded the bus and a few minutes later the bus pulled away from the parking lot. They left for Nairobi. 

I looked toward the bodaboda shed. Ouma was taking black coffee with doughnut. He raised his hand and I nodded. Dumping the plastic cup on the side, he crossed the road, I straddled the bike and then we headed for the village. 

“How much do I owe you?” I asked Ouma, tapping my Mpesa app. 

“150 is fine with me.” I nodded and sent him the money. “Thanks.” 

“You’re welcome. Have a nice day.” 

“You too, Sister.” 

As he left the compound, I walked into the house. Grandma was having breakfast, watching a documentary on TV. Without a word, I entered my bedroom, got out of the dress and put on one of my worn out dresses—dresses I wore when doing house chores. I held a set of keys from the bedside drawer, exited the house and fetched a broom from the kitchen. 

Foliage was scattered all over Kevin’s compound. And now that he was gone, I had to make it look homely. Like someone lived there. Even though it would be months before Kevin came back. 

I set on to sweep the compound, gathering the litter in the pit. Once done, I walked toward Kevin’s cottage and unlocked the door. The bed had been spread and he’d swept the house. Sliding my feet out of the sandals, I stepped on the fluffy carpet and sat on the edge of the bed. 

My heart tugged at my chest as I looked at one of the pictures on the wall. A picture of me, Kevin and Sarah. Taken the day I’d graduated from Maseno University with a degree in nursing. I’d miss the woman so much. She was a special woman, had been like a mother to me. 

Sarah had been the only person on earth who’d known I was in love with Kevin. I didn’t know how she’d found out. I hadn’t told her. She’d confessed she hadn't liked Susan and would make sure Kevin didn’t get married to her. I’d had hope. That had been five months ago when she’d teased me about not being able to stay in a relationship for more than three months. How could I yet my heart belonged to someone else? I’d pleaded with her not to tell Kevin, and she’d said she’d keep it a secret for a while. But if things got serious, she would have to reveal the truth. 

And that’s why I’d been single for more than seven months now. She’d been a special woman, and I’d miss her dearly. 

I looked to the side at the framed picture on the bedside table. A picture of Susan and Kevin. I felt like crashing it to the floor and tearing it into pieces but held back. He loved her and that’s what mattered. I loved Kevin and would never do something that would hurt him. If he loved Susan, I’d support him. If she was the one for him, I’d have to accept my fate and move on with my life. I just hoped my heart would understand. Kevin had left for Nairobi, he was going back to his fiance. And as I would be in my bed all alone tonight, thinking about him, he would be in bed with Susan, probably making love. 

I closed my eyes, flashing the thought out of my mind. Standing from the bed, I stepped out of the cottage, closing the door behind me. I was walking toward the gate when my phone buzzed with a text. 

Hi, hope you are doing okay. Just wanted to inform you I’m going back to work on Wednesday. And I’d like to speak to you before I leave. 

My heart should have at least reacted to the unexpected message. But it didn’t. How I’d be able to move on, with the fact that Kevin had been taken and would never be mine, I didn’t know. 

I just had no option. Kevin had a fiance he’d get married to in a few months’ time. I had to move on. I hoped my heart would accept the reality and open up for another man. 

Michael was a nice guy. Once again, my heart remained still like a rock. 
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CHAPTER 3


Kevin
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Even though I’d been living in this city for the last five years, studying at the University of Nairobi, and now working in a prestigious private hospital, I still looked out the window admiring the amazing views of the stunning skyscrapers. Nairobians flocked the streets rushing home from work. This was where I was supposed to be. This was my home. Nyamninia would always be my ancestral home but there was no way I’d live in the village. 

I had a good job here, I had a fiance whose whole life had been in Nairobi, and it was obvious once we got married, we would live in one of the estates at the outskirts of this city. Could be in Westlands, one of the affluent estates, where she rented a luxurious two bedroom apartment. Or in Ruai, a middle class estate, where I rented a one bedroom apartment. Didn’t matter to me. Anywhere was fine with me. As long as we were together. 

I’d missed her dearly and I couldn’t wait to see her again. 

The bus pulled into the parking space of the main offices of The Guardian Coach. The driver shut down the engine, and then the attendant finally gave us the go to alight the bus. Holding my duffel bag from the overhead storage space, I followed my fellow passengers out of the bus. I glanced at my wrist watch. Half past nine. 

Nairobi was a twenty four hours economy and it wouldn’t be a problem getting a matatu to Ruai. I wanted to see Susan. She was the director of one of her father’s companies, and she always left work at five p.m.. Latest six. She should be home. Logging into my Bolt account, I summoned a cab and got into the back passenger seat. I gave the driver the address and off we left for Westlands.

I smiled to myself. She would be surprised to see me. In fact, she didn’t know I was in town. I’d not told her when I’d be coming back to Nairobi. 

True, my mother had died and there was nothing I could do about it other than accept the reality and move on with my life. My best friend was right. She’d want me to continue with my life, and even though I was the only surviving member of the Otieno lineage, I had a fiance, a woman I loved with every fibre of my being. Soon, in three to six months time, we’d get married and start a family. 

The Otieno lineage would not come to an end soon. Not ever. 

“We are here, Sir.” The man said and I looked up from my phone. We were outside the gate of the exquisite apartment building. 

“Thank you.” I got out of the cab and gave him a two hundred shillings incentive. He appreciated and backed away from the entrance as I walked to the small gate. 

I pressed the doorbell. I looked up at the camera on the corner. A moment later, the gate slid open. 

“Kevin.” Brian Kemei, one of the guards who manned the gate, uttered with an arched eyebrow. 

“What’s up, Brian?” 

“Umm, what are you doing here?” What did he mean? Of course I was here to see my fiance. He knew Susan was my woman. 

“What kind of question is that?” I responded as he held open the gate, letting me into the compound. 

“Just asking. I...I didn’t expect to see you tonight.” He uttered, his eyes looking to the upper floors of the building and then back at me. 
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