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Eva is no longer a timid woman like she was and she is ready to give her jealous husband a second chance. But is David really a changed man as he claims to be? She must put him to the test first before she allows him back in her life. Eva is not prepared for what happens next when irresistible Morgan takes an interest in her. It’s a dangerous and a daring game she is not prepared for and it comes with a price. Her children’s happiness is at stake. Eva must make a choice and fast…
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CHAPTER ONE

I wonder how I’m going to cope on my own without the children, Eva thought bitterly as she packed their suitcases, getting them ready to move to their new home with their father. He was coming to pick them up the next day. She wanted the time to stand still. She checked the clock on the wall; it was six o’clock in the evening. Not far to go before she’d say bye to her children. Her heart felt heavy in her chest. Isiah tugged on her skirt, a sign of seeking attention. She threw kisses at him now and again as she refilled their suitcases. She inhaled their scent but that wasn’t enough. She wanted to scream. Life wasn’t fair! She felt her son’s fingers digging deeper into her flesh. He wanted to tell her something; she encouraged him to say what was bothering him. “Mama! Guess what! Dad is going to m…” Mia pulled her brother away, giving him a killer look. “Isiah, really! You must get facts right before you open your mouth. You don’t think and that’s your major problem,” she told him off. She whispered into his ears then she smiled at her Mama, who was frowning at them. Eva closed the suitcase and sat on it. She looked at her children. Her life. They were up to mischief. The way they fidgeted on their toes and Mia’s biting her lower lip was a giveaway. “Spit it out, both of you, before I get cross. You know what I have taught you. Never keep secrets from your own Mama. Now go on, spit it out!” They looked at her, not sure how to tell her without upsetting her, but then she wanted the truth and she would not leave it alone until she got it. Mia swallowed and hugged her Mama. “Promise me you will not be cross?”

Eva touched her heart. “I promise!”

Isiah settled on his mother’s lap, putting his skinny arms around her neck. He looked into her eyes. “You promise you will not get cross with us? You have got to swear on Royce’s grave.”Eva touched her heart again, ready to go through the swearing ceremony. Royce was a hamster, rat, mouse, or whatever breed. They used to leave food for her on the veranda, and the little poor thing knew when it was time to feed; and then one morning she didn’t show up for her meal. A search party was required. They followed the smell. The kids were pretty upset about their loss. They gave Royce a proper burial, which included hymns from Eva’s hymnbook where she was forced to sing her lyrics. She nearly choked. Her eyes watered, and it was mistaken for distress. Now she swore and hoped to die. When the ceremony was complete she braved herself for what was coming.

Isiah cleared his little throat. “Dad is going to marry our new nanny.” He looked into his Mama’s eyes, looking for any sign of upset, but instead he saw a grin on her face. His Mama wasn’t upset. He hugged her more. He wasn’t done. “Mia said she will be our stepmother from hell. What does that mean, Mama?”

Eva sat between her children. “Now you listen. I don’t know who has been feeding you false information about your father’s coming marriage to your new nanny. Her name is Georgia, by the way, and she should be here soon to get to know you better before you embark on your new life.” Eva checked the time again. She was curious! She wanted to know more about this coming marriage and who had fed them such information. “Who told you?”

“It was Tamara. She said Dad still loves you but with a nanny in the house, he will forget about you. We must make sure he doesn’t forget about you. She will teach us how to handle the new nanny. She said she has some tricks up her sleeves.”

Eva groaned. “Oh dear! I think that’s your new nanny knocking on the gate. Listen, children! You will promise me to be nice to your new nanny. Don’t listen to Tamara, okay?”

“But…”

“Mia! There is no but about it. You will be nice to her. You must stop worrying about things you cannot change. Have I made myself clear?”

They nodded and both chewed on their lips. She kissed them as she went outside to let in the new nanny, her competitor. She wondered what David would do when he met Morgan, his competitor. The man was dead gorgeous! Her skin tingled just thinking about him. She smiled at Georgia. “Please come through! The children are dying to meet you.” Eva trained her a couple days ago when the children were at school. She was impressed. The children stared at their new nanny. The shock was displayed in their eyes.

 

 


CHAPTER TWO

Eva was awakened by the telephone ringing by her bedside; she half opened her eyes to check the caller ID. It was David. Her heart skipped a beat. She checked the time. It was just after nine o’clock in the morning. She thought it was too early to be up on a Saturday morning but she knew why he was calling. Her heart felt heavy in her chest. The time was finally here, the time she dreaded. “Son of a…” She stopped herself in time when she realised she wasn’t alone in bed. Two pairs of eyes stared at her, daring her to complete the sentence. Eva read the mischief in her children’s eyes and decided to change the tone of her voice and words. She plastered a plastic smile on her face. “Son of a gun! Is this what the time is?” she asked no one in particular and answered the call. “Hi, David! What’s up calling so early in the morning?” she asked him as she opened the curtains and windows to let in the natural light and nice smell from roses growing outside her bedroom window. She inhaled, taking in the sweet scent. The view from her bedroom window was breath-taking! In her garden she had different types of vegetables and as a border, she’d planted flowers all around, coordinating the colours, yellow and white roses only. She was proud of her home. Her children made her life complete but now this phone call was a reminder of her wishful thinking. She could feel a headache developing, thinking what David had in store for her.

Mia, the ten-year-old, thought this was her chance to get what she wanted from her Mama’s dressing table when her Mama was distracted. She mouthed her request and Eva just nodded her approval. Mia gave her mother a dazzling smile and pushed her chosen object into her toilet bag. Isiah, the seven-year-old, wasn’t going to be outdone; he selected what he wanted but he didn’t have the same skills as his sister. He waved his chosen object at his mother. “Mama, can I take your hair food? I want to grow my beard,” He rubbed his chin and moved closer to his mother. “Can you spot any hairs, Mama?”

Eva signalled him to return the jar on to the dressing table. “I am on the phone, kids, please be quiet!” She went back to her ex, who sounded impatient. Did she detect impatience in his voice or she was imagining it? She reminded him he was too early. “The children are not ready, they haven’t even had their breakfast.”

David sniggered. “You call this early? It’s after nine o’clock, and I told you I was picking the children today, in the morning. I am two minutes away – see you soon.” He cut off the call.

“Nine o’clock?” She took a closer look at her bedside clock; it was indeed nine o’clock. The children didn’t need to be told who was on the phone. The excitement on their faces punctured Eva’s heart. How was she going to survive without them? Mia hugged her mother. “I shall miss you, Mama. Why don’t you come with us?” she asked. Isiah joined in, not wanting to be outdone by his sister. His knapsack was already on his back although he was still wearing his pyjamas, and in his pocket he had something to show his sister. There was no point asking his mother again because she would simply say no. “No, Isiah, you will do no such thing – put it back this minute!” It wasn’t fair that Mia was allowed to share with Mama and he wasn’t allowed to. The last time he asked Mia she was so mean with her answer. “You are a boy, that’s why. Do you want to try Mama’s makeup or wear her bras?” She had laughed at him until her eyes watered. Well, Mama had things other than bras and makeup, he thought as he fingered his treasure.

Eva hugged her children. “We have talked about it; there is no other way around it. Go get ready, that’s your Dad now knocking on the gate,” she told them as she checked to make sure. Two minutes already gone? Eva shook her head over her ex’s style of thinking – turning up at the wrong time and too early for that matter. “I am two minutes away”? Why not “I am half an hour away” to allow her time to change out of her nightdress? No! If he gave her enough time, she would have ample time to hide her lover. She had no time for a shower; she just grabbed a housecoat to hide her see-through nightie. She checked herself in the mirror, but she didn’t like what she saw. She reached for her makeup bag… then stopped. Why should she look good for her ex-husband? She must be losing her mind, and her heart was behaving in a funny way.

She pushed the makeup bag in the corner of her dressing table, but she cleaned her teeth. She didn’t trust her morning breath. She applied lip gloss on her lips, and that was enough. She took a deep breath to calm her racing heart. She could hear the children talking to their father, all excited for their new home. She sat down on her bed to calm herself down. She had always known that David would take the children away at some point, and she dreaded that moment. How was she going to cope with the separation, only seeing them on the weekends and school holidays? She was finding it hard tackling the third stage of single parenting. The first stage had been one tough stage during four years of marriage to David, a man with iron fists. Her life had felt as If she was a single mother, working full time to support her two children and then her stepdaughter Tamara while David did nothing except to practice his boxing skills on her cheeks. The second stage was when she finally found courage to pack her bags and leave with her two children, leaving behind her stepdaughter. It was the most difficult decision to make, leaving Tamara behind. She was powerless; there was nothing she could do. Tamara wasn’t her child, although many times she wished she were. It was a journey full of anger, fear – suppose she didn’t wake up, who would take care of her children? She’d survived that stage as well but now she was faced with the most difficult stage, where the children will be moving from one parent to another, not settling in one place. It was very unsettling but she couldn’t deny them their right to be with their father. Her heart felt heavy. She had this anxiety feeling: it attacked her whole body, making her heart the last stop. She massaged her aching heart. This was her first time to be separated from them – well, apart from the time when David’s iron fists put her into hospital for weeks. She stood up. She must be strong.

She double-checked their rooms to make sure they hadn’t forgotten anything. She was going to redecorate their rooms, giving them fresh colours of their choice. Mia wanted her room painted in two colours, white and a touch of lime: a star on her ceiling painted in lime and the rest white. Her bed linens were of two colours, white and lime. Isiah looked so excited about the new change; both children were excited about their second home. Their father had done his research and knew what to do to entice them.

Eva plastered a fake smile on her face to keep it real for the children. She wanted them to remember her with a smile on her face. She threw greetings in David’s direction, without waiting for his reply. She put her arm around her son. “Isiah? You haven’t chosen your colours. What colours do you want?”

Isiah chewed on his lip. “I don’t know.”

Mia giggled. “I don’t think there is any colour called I don’t know.” She put out her tongue at him.

“Don’t tease him, Mia, and remember what I told you. You must watch his back.”

Mia hid a smile behind her hand. Her mother was being funny. What was there to watch on that skinny back?

David threw greetings at Eva and Eva avoided looking at him. She had her reasons for avoiding his eyes. There was something about his eyes. She must avoid them at all costs. “Hey guys! It’s getting late, let’s get going,” He dangled his car key. Eva lost her senses and looked up only to be confronted with David’s penetrating gaze. She looked away, not wanting to stare into his piercing eyes, the same eyes she’d fallen for when they first met. She busied herself with her son. “Isiah, what colours do you want in your room?”

Isiah asked his Dad to help him out. “I don’t know,” David replied and that sent Mia into more giggles. A smile danced on Eva’s lips, and it disappeared when she noticed David was watching her in a very serious way. She stood up. “You know what, Isiah? If you can’t choose your own colours then I have to choose for you, and don’t complain if I get the colours wrong.”

Mia said, “You can paint it all white and then he can match it with any furniture. That’s what Aunt Helen said. I like the colours she chose for me. I like lime and a touch of white. What do you think, Mama?” she asked her Mama, as she hugged her. “Your aunt is absolutely right. Your room will shine, but I am not sure about the colour she suggested for Isiah. The room will not be easy to maintain with his sticky fingers all over the place.” She hugged both children as if it was her last time to see them. Her heart broke into a million pieces. She blinked back her tears. “Be good!” She tried to disguise her shaking voice.

David decided to push a few buttons. He lived in hope. You don’t know how much you love someone until they are gone. He missed her terribly. He cleared his voice. “Eva, why don’t you accompany them, help them settle in? I have a guest room, enough space if you need some.” He was a changed man; his wish was to have his family under the same roof.

“Please! The children said at the same time. They jumped up and down. “Mama, you have to see my fish pond, and guess what? I can beat Mia at table tennis.” Isiah turned to his Dad. “Right, Dad?”

David agreed with his son and teased his ears, the sign of affection.

Eva groaned inwardly. The kids had already visited their new home. It impressed them, especially the amount of space indoors and outdoors. David had done his research okay and knew how to please their innocent souls. Her place was going to be their second home for just weekends and during school holidays. She closed her eyes, imagining a life with David again. What could he possibly offer her what she didn’t have already? She had everything except one thing. Sex! She wanted to be touched again, her body was sending out those signals; six years was a long time for her body to go without sex.

What was she talking about? Six years? It was more than that – when he demanded and she had to submit, that didn’t count. That had happened quite often and there was no enjoyment in it. She wanted what they’d had when they first met; that was real sex because they both played their role and there was some satisfaction at the end of it all. She had promised herself a vibrator, hadn’t she? She was sure they would slap on some VAT and postage charges, and a lot of manhandling through customs, and eyebrows would be raised. She dismissed the idea. She wanted a live one, right there in front of her. The temptation was so great, she was in danger of jumping his bones.

She opened her eyes only to find a pair of eyes staring at her. David had that look she recognised. She wasn’t the only one who wanted to jump some bones. She ran her tongue over her teeth, a reminder of her past with him. She tightened her jaws. It wasn’t a wise thing to do, sacrificing what she had now for sex. She had freedom, and that would be taken away as soon as she gave in to him. Mia tagged on her dress. “I would love to show you my music room, my piano is massive and the music system is awesome! I can’t wait for you to see our other home, Mama.” She chewed on her lip. She felt bad leaving her Mama behind all by herself but she wanted to be with her Dad too. Now they would have to move from one home to another. It wasn’t going to be easy packing her suitcases each time they have to come back to Mama. An idea came to her. Suppose she had identical copies of everything in each home so she didn’t have to pack all the time? She would discuss that later; right now was not the time. She knew when her Mama was upset and wanted to be left alone. She knew her Mama’s upset signs and right now, she was really upset. She had sweat on the tip of her nose. That was how Mia recognised her Mama’s upset moods. She stretched out her hand to her brother. “Let’s go, Isiah.” They left the room to join their new nanny, Georgia, who was loading their suitcases in the car boot. The rest of the furniture had already left and been installed. Mia couldn’t understand why their mum had to replace their nanny Fatima. Fatima was full of fun, teaching her how to grow boobs. She told her to wear a bra from an early stage to encourage boobs to shoot out. “Mia, it works such that when you stand on the pavement, they stand out on the central reservation stopping traffic in all directions,” She had giggled and showed her how to wear a bra. Now Mia fingered her Mama’s bra on her still flat chest and smiled.

After the children had left the room, the silence filled the room. It was Eva who spoke first. “Phone me any time if there is anything you are not sure of about the children.” She handed him two pieces of paper, one for Isiah’s likes and dislikes and the other one for Mia. “You need to study them, learn their likes and dislikes.”

David nodded and pocketed the pieces of paper.

Eva thought to drive the point home. “Mia doesn’t like milk but she must take milk, it’s good for her bones.”

“I must force her?” he asked and was a bit amused.

“No! Hide it in her porridge. She likes porridge so I use milk instead of water.”

He took a step forward, not sure of himself. The urge to hold her in his arms was that strong but the thought of rejection halted his steps. She had that look in her eyes, a “don’t touch me” look. “I will look after them, trust me!” He followed his children outside. They were having a heated argument over something. “Hey, guys! What’s up?”

Isiah hiccupped and his eyes watered; he was so upset he could hardly utter a word. It was Mia who filled in their Dad. “Isiah took Mama’s perfume to attract bees. He says he wants to be a beekeeper, with a beehive in his room, can you believe that?”

David shook his head. “You will do no such thing! Now, you must return it to Mama, that’s a good boy!”

Isiah couldn’t believe it – everyone ganging up on him and Mia got away with everything. “How come Mia gets away with Mama’s hairpin? It’s not fair!”

Mia gave her father an innocent look; she could tell, her Dad was trying not to laugh. “Mama said I can have it.” She turned to her little brother. “If you want Mama’s hairpin for your hair, you can have it.” She giggled.

“Now children, behave yourselves.” David took the perfume off Isiah. “You can share my aftershave, what about that?”He tickled Isiah’s chin and was rewarded with laughter from the boy. He wondered whether he would be able to find the energy to match theirs.

Isiah smiled and there was some mischief in his eyes. “Mia can share your aftershave as well, can’t she? She’s got a beard as well.” He laughed his head off and Mia punched him, but not hard.

David returned the perfume to Eva. “I think this belongs to you,” he explained.

“It does attract bees, that’s why I don’t wear it. I will bin it now I know what he wants it for.” They held each other’s gaze. Eva saw hunger in his eyes; his Adam’s apple moved as if he was swallowing. Damn! Did he think she is some kind of a meal to be devoured? David saw hunger in her eyes, or his own eyes were playing tricks on him. He took his chance and he was rewarded.

“David! This is not the time!” She pried his hand off her boob.

“It’s not fair on the other one, is it?” He was trying to jog her memory of what they used to have, their sexual games, but the hungry look he had detected earlier was now replaced with anger. “Please go! The children are waiting. And drive safely.” She looked away, trying not to expose her feelings. She could still feel his warm fingers teasing her teat. Well, in future, she will have to wear a polo neck top and dress decently, because her heart was not to be trusted. Her heart had a habit of letting her down; she was that close to jumping his bones.

David walked away like a wounded animal. Eva stood by her window giving them a lazy wave. She watched their car disappear around the corner and out of sight. She collapsed on the floor and cried her eyes out.

 


CHAPTER THREE

Four Days Later

Eva woke up with a start from an afternoon nap. There was a nice smell in the air; her bedroom windows were open, bringing in a nice breeze and the scented smell of roses from her garden. Her bedroom door was also wide open. Her eyes searched further, connecting with her son’s bedroom. Isiah’s bedroom door was wide open and the room looked bare except for the built-in wardrobes. Her heart raced. She knew something was wrong, there was so much silence. She jumped out of bed and checked her son’s room. It was completely empty. Her legs nearly gave way as she staggered to her daughter’s bedroom. Mia’s bedroom was also bare, and her built-in wardrobes were empty except for the coat hangers dangling on the rails. “No! My children!” Eva screamed the house down but no one came to investigate the noise. Where was her maid? “Fatima?” she called out but only the echo of her voice filled the house. She ran to Fatima’s room; it was also empty.

The fear shook her body, and her legs went weak. This had been her fear since David staggered back into their lives, warming himself into his children’s innocent hearts, bribing them with toys, outings and pet names and expensive gifts. She staggered to her room in search of her phone. She was shaking, feeling hot all over. She was in danger of having a heart attack. She dialled 999, not realising her mistake. When her error finally clicked, she collapsed on the floor and sobbed her eyes out. Did she think she was still in England? This was Uganda, she had no idea what the helpline number was. She never thought she would need one. She sat on her bedroom floor trying to clear her mind trying to recall the last conversation she had with David. Her mind went blank. What was happening to her? She took a deep breath. She closed her eyes to jog her memory. “Shit!” Her children were safe with their father and their new nanny Georgia. As for Fatima, she was no longer needed, for some reasons she was still trying to figure out. The empty bedrooms – she wanted to redecorate them, putting in proper beds instead of kids’ beds.

What was she doing sleepwalking and daydreaming? It was too dangerous, she chided herself. She closed her eyes, trying to block away the scene of her children’s excitement about their new home, staying with their father. Now he was back in their lives and ready to make changes. Mia had looked at her with sadness in her eyes. “We have two homes like our friends,” she had said. They had agreed that David would have the children Monday to Friday and she would have them on the weekend and school holidays. What bothered Eva most was the thought of another woman taking care of her children. The children had a nanny, and she was not someone to worry about. Georgia had been recommended by Eva’s sister Helen. “You don’t want a good-looking nanny next to that sexy ex-husband of yours,” Helen had said. Eva had told her sister she was dreaming. She had no feelings for David; he could have any woman he wanted including the nanny, and there was nothing wrong with the nanny. “Never underestimate a hungry man. A hungry man will eat anything,” Helen had told her sister. The woman Eva was worried about was some future stepmother to her children. David wasn’t someone who would stay single for the rest of his life. He liked women, he liked sex. Who was that woman? Some women had a habit of mistreating another woman’s child. They say a child who is not yours can never do right. She tried to visualise that woman; the picture wasn’t good. She shook her head. She must speak to the children to make sure they had settled in okay. She tried the house telephone but no one answered. The silence made her heart race thinking the worst. She hated the idea of calling David’s mobile phone. A mobile phone, they could be anywhere; but what choice did she have? She must speak to the children.

Isiah jumped up and down with excitement and counted how many times he has beaten his sister on table tennis. “Did you see that Dad?” He called out at his Dad who was sitting in the shade watching them and cheering them up. David put his thumb up and encouraged them to carry on. He took a sip on his tea. No matter how hot it was, he liked his cup of tea, with very little milk. He let his eyes scan his land trying to figure out where to build a cottage for a caretaker. Every home must have a cottage for workers. The main house was only five bedrooms. There was no room for a caretaker. He was proud of his home created out of his sweat but one thing was missing. He wanted Eva to share this home with him and their beloved children. His mobile phone rang, halting his thoughts. He checked the caller ID. It was Eva. A smile danced on his lips. He shook his head. Eva wasn’t calling to chat about the weather, was she? He was sure she was phoning to enquire about the children. Have they eaten? Did you check under their beds to make sure there are no snakes curled on the floor? She was too protective! She should wait her turn. She made her bed, she must lie in it. There was enough room in his house for her. They didn’t have to sleep in the same bed. He had hoped for that but he wasn’t sure anymore. Yet she remained stubborn, holding on to the past. He switched off the phone and concentrated on the children now practicing table tennis. He was trying to catch up on the lost years, the years he’d missed out on. He went back to the game in hand. He observed the way Mia shielded her brother, letting him win on purpose. He told her to be tough on him. “Mia, you must let your brother pick himself up after a fall. Do you understand what I mean?”

Mia shook her head and smiled. “You talk like Mama. Aunt Helen calls it talking in riddles.” She let her brother win because she wanted to be fair with him. After all, she was older than him. He was a baby so she must be kind to him. That’s what their Mama taught them, to be there for each other, watching each other’s back. What was there to watch on Isiah’s skinny back? She didn’t understand her Mama sometimes.

It was a few hours later, after switching off the lights in the children’s room, when David switched on his mobile phone and put the house phone back on the hook. He had twenty missed calls from Eva. He was tempted to ignore her but something tugged on his heart. He loved her, missed her. He phoned back and found himself apologising and requesting a date from her. “Eva? This is our first date, please give us a chance.”

The man was barking mad! A date? Eva shivered at the thought of having her ex-husband back in her life. She tapped her foot, drummed her fingers. She was scared of taking that road again. David was a smooth talker. A date? His seductive voice filled her head, igniting her entire body. She needed a cool shower. She sighed, followed by a lazy acceptance, forgetting that she had another date on the same day, same time. What a daring date! She asked to speak to the children.

“They are in bed,” he told her. “They had an exciting day. They are tired. Why not call in the morning before they go to school?”

Eva sighed. “I will do that, but do check on them. Isiah is fond of putting the mosquito net curtain against his skin to attract mosquitoes. To him it’s a capturing game.”

David laughed. “There is a jar by his bedside. It’s nearly full of dead mosquitoes. I will check, and the nanny checks them twice in the night.” There was a long silence then, followed by a sigh. “Eva? I love you!”

Eva shook her head. Did he really understand the meaning of love? Love was an easy four-letter word, easy to say but when it came to practice it, the man had no clue. “Goodnight… David.” She gave a lazy reply. How many times during their married years did he say he loved her and then a few hours later punched the daylights out of her? She was scared of getting involved again. The word love came easily on his tongue. She must be careful.

Mia quietly replaced the phone extension in her room and, with a grin on her face, she pulled the bed covers over her head, ignoring the heat in the room. She couldn’t wait to tell her brother and their half-sister Tamara, who lived in England. What did Tamara say when they last spoke? “Your Mum loves Dad and Dad is crazy about your Mum, they will get back together.” Then she had asked Tamara about her own Mum. She wanted her to have a mum too. “Do you think Dad can marry two wives so you are not left out? I want you to have a mum, sister Tamara.” Tamara had told her that she was a grown-up woman; she didn’t need a mother. But they needed both parents – Isiah was still a little boy, only seven years old.

Mia didn’t want Tamara to be left out; the reason they phoned her was to make sure she wasn’t lonely in England. Their Mama allowed them one phone call a week. She said it was costly to make international calls regularly. She also told them not to waste time on the phone, to make it short, write down what needed to be said and stick to that. Mia didn’t think it was possible to stick to the script. Mia and Isiah had a lot to talk about, so they spoke quickly without putting full stops and commas. They told Tamara that was why they talked over each other. Tamara told them to make reverse calls. She taught them how it was done. Now Mia was going to request a reverse call the moment their Dad went into the shower. They had not asked him if it was okay to use the telephone to phone Tamara like they did at their Mama’s house. There was no time to put in her request, so she would have to use it and explain later or say nothing. Tamara needed to know the good news. The date.

Mia sensed someone in the room. She listened carefully, trying to work out who it was. It was her Dad. David cleared his voice. “I know you are not sleeping. Do keep away from the phone when I am using it, especially having a private conversation with your mother.”

Mia gulped and apologised. “I am sorry Dad. It will not happen again.”

“Good!” He adjusted the bed covers. “Sleep tight and don’t let the mosquitoes bite you.”

Mia sat up. She switched on her bedside light. She looked at her Dad. She chewed on her lip, not sure how to say what was on her mind.

David sat on the edge of the bed. “What is it, my angel?”

The mention of her pet name gave her courage to say what was on her mind. Her Dad wasn’t upset. “I miss Mama… she is all alone,” she hiccupped and fell into her Dad’s open arms. “Shhh, hush! There!” He kissed her forehead. His soft voice made her eyes sting with tears. Her eyes filled with tears. “You poor thing! I miss her too. I know she misses you too, but don’t worry about things you cannot change. Okay?” He tucked her in, wiped her tears. “Now go to sleep, you have school tomorrow. Goodnight, angel.” He kissed her cheek.

She frowned at her Dad. “You and Mama talk the same. She told us not worry about things we cannot change. Goodnight, Dad, and don’t let the mosquitoes bite you.”

David nodded. “Your Mama is absolutely right!” He tiptoed out of the room but before he exited, her next words halted his steps.

“You said you love her but Mama didn’t say she loves you. I don’t understand!”

David remained rooted in the doorway. He had to be careful how he answered her. She was an intelligent girl. “Mia, sometimes one doesn’t have to say I love you but they can say it through actions. She let you come to stay with me. That’s love.”

Mia nodded. She was satisfied with her Dad’s answer. Mama shielded them left and right, and for her to release them to Dad, it meant she trusted and loved Dad. A smile danced on Mia’s lips. She couldn’t wait to share with Tamara and Isiah.

 

 


CHAPTER FOUR

Eva felt restless in her empty house. The television was on but she had no clue what the programme was all about. As she closed the curtains she spotted Diane, her tenant and friend. Diane was preparing her meal on her veranda using charcoal stove. Eva’s spirit lifted as she went outside to join her friend, and in her hand she had a bottle of wine and two glasses.

Diane smiled at her friend. “What’s going on?” she asked as she took a sip of her wine.

Eva took her time to answer. She gulped her wine and poured more into her glass, and she was about to pour it down her throat when Diane took the glass off her. “That’s not wise, my friend! What’s on your mind?”

“David asked me out. A date, can you believe that?”

“I believe you. I see the way he looks at you, not disguising his hunger. What did you tell him?”

Eva covered her face with her hands. Then she looked at her friend with a worried look in her eyes. “I accepted, forgetting I have another date on the same day, the same time. His name is Morgan. He is dead gorgeous!”

“You lucky bitch! What are you going to do?”

As Diane turned her meat, the tantalising smell made Eva move closer to the stove. “That smell is killing me! Is it done?”

“Don’t switch the subject. You can’t date them both. It has to be one man,” Diane told her friend and dished out some meat to go with the wine. Both women sat on their heels and chatted and worked out what should be done. “If he is a changed man, give him a chance but take it slow. Don’t let him corner you with a baby.”

Eva reached for her friend’s hand. “It’s been a while. I might not be able to control myself, I am afraid.” She gave her friend a weak smile. “You can do it. Don’t sleep with him, not even a kiss, do you get me?” She was worried Eva might do something silly. She doted on her children like crazy; now, to be parted even for a short while was having an effect. The bottle of wine was the proof. Diane pushed the bottle aside. “I will make you a hot drink. What about that?”
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