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As he took his first glance, everything looked downright different for grown-up Winston, who had been overseas for many years. The man had almost succumbed to European life for over a decade and had not since looked back. He left his younger half-brother, Wesley, back home on the island of Mersy, east of the African continent, as he travelled in search of greener pastures. The continuous struggles, poverty, and what seemed to be a never-ending period of loneliness had driven him into the arms of the foreign lands. His pockets were almost always empty, and the light at the end of the tunnel was never in sight for him. Winston always dreamt of rubbing shoulders and breaking bread with the wealthy, and he knew that he would eventually get there or die trying.

It was a rough couple of years for him in the United Kingdom when he finally arrived there, as he battled to make ends meet for most of his time abroad. It did not help that Winston and school were incompatible, which made it difficult for him to acquire professional qualifications and apply for a white-collar job. In his initial years in the United Kingdom, which he viewed as a land of opportunity, he was as thin as a reed, so muscular jobs were not an option for him too. He finally stabilised his life in 2019, a year before his return home, when he won a substantial amount in a lottery.

As he stepped off the British Airways flight at Mersy airport, he was welcomed by a different aura, far from what he had become used to. The sun was scorching, and the sky was crystal clear. He exhaled deeply as he walked toward the international arrivals gate. He did not have much with him—only a fancy duffle bag on his right shoulder and one small suitcase that also looked expensive due to its high quality. His walk, as usual, was filled with pomposity, except now his bank balance backed it up. For a 35-year-old bachelor, he was not bad when it came to looks, just above average, as most would say. In terms of personality, most viewed him as somewhat eccentric. He tried his level best to look good, even when poor with a limited wardrobe selection. When he won the lottery, he went all out to buy designer shoes and clothes that he had once fantasised about and never thought he would possess.

However, the bachelor was not a long-term planner, which was detrimental because he spent his newly acquired money like there was no tomorrow. He misused the ‘you only live once’ mantra because he spent money recklessly. It was a miracle that his bank balance remained substantial.

He paced briskly from the plane towards the arrivals bay, where his younger half-brother Wesley waited anxiously. Wesley was sitting at a neat table for two, and his back faced the direction from which his sibling approached. Winston spotted his younger brother and as he neared, he sneaked stealthily, like a predator stalking unaware prey, because he did not want to alert his brother to his presence right away. For a moment, he stopped to admire how mature Wesley had become. He had turned into a chubby man with a sense of style that needed no second glance to notice. 

Growing up, Wesley struggled similarly to his brother in terms of fashion, perhaps more so because his body was small and his short stature meant clothes did not fit well. He persevered in school, and, unlike his older brother, he was intelligent, although they both struggled to complete their studies. He, however, found a sponsor who helped him through secondary and tertiary education and qualified in medicine. He had secured a good job a few years earlier and transformed his life and physique, which his brother admired greatly at first glance.

However, Winston’s efforts to conceal his presence initially had been betrayed by his expensive cologne, ‘Kier For Him’, which reached his brother’s large nose as he turned to see who was behind him.

“Winston!” he exclaimed with joy as they both chuckled and went in for a warm hug.

The people nearby needed no further indication to realise that these two were close kin. The embrace between the brothers was warm yet firm, like a mother with her vulnerable newborn. They could not help but smile and gawk at each other fondly, as they had not seen each other for many years. Each was impressed by the other’s appearance, and they looked as if they might embrace again. 

“Long time, my little brother!” Winston exclaimed.

“It has been long indeed! You had forgotten about me because you were mingling with new crowds out there, I see.”

“Never, young man!”

It was a deeply emotional moment for both as Wesley pulled out a chair for his older brother. Winston couldn’t help but notice that, before his arrival, Wesley appeared to have had company. This was inferred from two mugs of cappuccino on the table, and, furthermore, Wesley had pulled a third chair from a nearby table and squeezed it into their setup for Winston to sit on. Nevertheless, he did not poke into his inference, as he sat and tried to catch his breath from all the excitement. Both brothers were excited beyond measure.

These two knew little about each other’s personal lives during the period they had been separated, and communication had at times ceased entirely. This changed when Winston won the lottery, bought a phone, and reached out to his brother. He had been disadvantaged because of poverty, a man who did not own a basic phone in a fast-paced era driven by technology and numerous communication. They talked a few times in the year prior when he had acquired a mobile phone, but not as often as they desired. At least there was an improvement. 

“You’ve become quite stout, my younger brother,” Winston mocked as he glanced at Wesley’s rounded stomach.

The snide remarks were always part of their brotherhood, whether hurtful or not. Sometimes it was meaningless teasing, but occasionally it led to fights between them.

“That’s what money does to you. I deserve to be stout, after twenty-odd years of being a stick insect.”

For many years, Wesley was the thinnest and often called a street mosquito, and on several occasions as a child, he had grown a swollen tummy from malnutrition. It was remarkable how he had gained weight, because most people thought he would not survive childhood due to poverty that he and his brother had to endure, living often in the streets of Mersy City. Significantly, their abusive parents had caused them immense suffering, as they never cared much about their welfare. They focused on themselves throughout their childhood. 

“Of course, my younger brother. I’m happy things have worked out for us.”

In the midst of their heartfelt conversation, Winston raised his head as he glanced towards the north side of the airport. He was one who loved tossing his head around, especially when many people were present. He saw a striking lady who stood out emerging from the restroom in an elegant linen dress that was white, wearing nine-inch heels that accentuated her stature. In his eyes, this lady looked regal, in her graceful manner. As he set his large eyes on her, everything faded away, and it was remarkable given the hundreds of people thronging the airport. He looked like he was about to drool as he stared at her. She was impeccably groomed and undeniably stunning. Winston was known for his always-wandering eyes and was a well-known charmer, but rarely lingered with one woman. His natural charisma was a key asset, and he used minimal effort to convince women he was their prince charming.

As Jane Doe stepped towards them, Winston was marvelling in his mind, because he believed he could easily capture her attention. He was captivated by the beauty and elegance that drew closer. One might worship the ground she walked on. She stared at their table from a distance, and from then on, Winston did not even attempt to yawn. He was suffering from jetlag and had felt drowsy since landing, but suddenly, his large eyes had widened. She paced toward their table as Winston stood and realised she was approaching. To him, it was a classic case of his lust at first sight as he waited for the lady to grace them with her presence. 

“Have you heard anything I said? Winston!”

This was Wesley, who had been talking to himself for the past few minutes, when he realised that his older brother had been distracted. He knew that something had stolen his attention, but only just. The stunning woman approached, and this was when Winston realised she wore a sparkling diamond ring on her slender ring finger. He was almost heartbroken, but not entirely, because since he became wealthy, a ring had never stopped him from flirting with married women. He however had been hoping that this regal woman was unmarried, but, the ring was not a complete deal breaker. His heart and mind were racing, driven by the attraction he instantly felt towards her. She looked somewhat familiar, and it felt like deja vu, but he had seen thousands of women in his travels, so he was not entirely sure why. 

“You must be Winston,” she said as she went in for a warm hug.

“Oh, what’s happening?” Winston reacted as he hesitantly returned the hug.

He was struck with confusion, like a child encountering something new. It was no secret that the lady’s looks had captivated him, but he was confused about how she knew his name and what was happening, though he was only seconds from finding out. The striking lady then reached out to Wesley as she kissed him on his left cheek. What both brothers didn’t notice was the brief facial expression she made, indicating she clearly knew Winston, not just from this meeting. 

“I’m sorry, darling, I took longer than usual. The restroom was crowded, so I had to wait a while,” she said as she sat next to Wesley.

She acted as though she was meeting Winston for the first time, though, but the truth was too difficult for her to reveal. It seemed clear who she was, but not in Winston’s bewildered eyes. The words from her mouth did not make sense to him because she was Wesley’s wife, but how could that be, Winston wondered. Growing up, if Winston hadn’t arranged for his younger brother to meet a girl, the only things going into Wesley’s mouth were a toothbrush and food. It was unfortunate because Wesley knew little about charming women and would spend most of his time with male friends unless his older brother intervened. He grew up like this, until Winston left for Europe. Whatever happened after that was a mystery that Winston needed to figure out. How had his younger brother won over such a remarkable woman? He wondered.

Yes, the striking lady was Wesley’s spouse, but Winston was still finding it difficult to accept. The disappointment in his heart was deep, but only he knew at that moment. Miracles do happen, he thought. He could not have known that his younger brother had married a beautiful bride because they had not been in touch much, and it seemed their relationship had been estranged.

“So, this is your...”

“Wife? Yes, she is mine, dear brother,” Wesley interrupted.

Winston’s question had been answered, but he was astonished. He tried hard to suppress the lust that had surfaced when he saw the beautiful lady for the first time. Lust and infatuation were his companions in most of his adult life, as he deliberately avoided a mature relationship. His younger brother, however, had found a single relationship that had led to his marriage almost a year earlier. 

“I am Mrs. Dali indeed. It’s nice to meet you.”

“..and I you,” Winston replied.

The way Wesley had clarified that she was his wife was filled with smugness because he was the one who had struggled in adult life, while Winston mingled with supermodels and classy women. They had ended up in a group home after years on the streets, which limited their chances of meeting refined partners.

Things had turned out differently because Wesley was the one who had settled with a beautiful bride, while Winston was still gallivanting without a decent partner.

“I’m surprised you tied the knot and I wasn’t even invited, Wesley. You didn’t even tell me, young brother!”

“Oh, yes, I apologise, but you went quiet for years and we weren’t in touch, so it was difficult. For all I knew, you could have been dead.”

“My fault indeed, but I’m here now.”

The truth was that Wesley felt threatened by his older brother, and he was worried that he might steal his wife despite their marriage. 

However, he had some positivity and strong self-esteem instilled in him over the years, and he hoped that his brother had outgrown such behaviour and would soon settle down. He needed no clarification about his brother’s marital status because, every time they spoke, Winston shared different tales about different women, and, furthermore, his nine fingers were adorned with shiny gold rings, except his ring finger, which was plain and free of jewellery. His style, speech, and mindset were heavily influenced by American culture, focusing on women, spending money, and carefree living.

“So, is my brother treating you right, Mrs. Dali?”

“Please call me Whitney. I’m not that old, you know? I could be your daughter’s age,” she replied playfully.

Her beauty and humour were a compelling mix, traits Winston often found alluring. He felt lured by such traits in a woman, but only for his short-term endeavours. His younger brother tried hard not to show that he still felt intimidated by Winston’s charisma, but, slowly, it was emerging.

“No, no, no! You call her Mrs. Dali, please,” Wesley interjected. 

“Come on, my love, don’t be old-fashioned. I don’t mind him calling me Whitney.”

“But I do! So, Winston, she is Mrs. Dali to you.”

Yes, it was getting tense on the first day, and Winston was already noticing how protective and jealous his younger brother was about their interactions. He had hoped that his younger brother was no longer insecure, but this suggested something different.

“Don’t worry. I will respect your wife, brother. She is Mrs. Dali to me.”

“Thank you, Winston!”

The atmosphere had changed, but it seemed to be returning to normal with the words exchanged.

“Well, your brother is wonderful, Winston. He is treating me right, and I feel lucky to have him.”

“I’m glad, because, growing up...”

“Whoa! No tales about the past, please, brother,” Wesley interrupted before his older brother could delve into the past.

It was clear that Winston was loose-tongued and loved going down memory lane. He had not shown it, but he was beginning to feel jealous when he learnt that his younger brother had married a goddess, something he had not imagined possible. Deep down, he wanted to share all the tales from their past, including how his brother struggled to attract women, but it seemed too soon. He needed to bide his time, but his feelings were hard to restrain. 

“Okay. We have plenty of time to bring those up,” he replied.

“How long do you plan on sticking around, older brother?”

“Well, I’m not sure, but I’m here for now.”

“That’s wonderful, Winston. We can get to know each other better. I don’t know my husband’s family,” Whitney said.

Well, this was true because Wesley and Winston had no communication with their parents. They hadn’t known their parents’ whereabouts for years because they ran away from home when they were kids. Their indifferent parents did not bother looking for them either. Winston and Wesley shared the same biological father but had different mothers. Winston never knew his mother because he had only heard tales that she had left with another man when he was just a year old. Shortly after, his father, Walter, met Alicia and had another boy, Wesley, making Wesley and Winston half-brothers. 

“Yes, we certainly will. I’d love to know more about you, Whitney.”

“Mrs. Dali, Winston! Why are you trying to disrespect me?” Wesley shouted.

Winston was deliberately provoking his younger brother, and Wesley readily displayed his insecurities. For brothers who had not seen each other for years, one might expect family feuds to arise after a few days of reconciliation, but this was a different encounter. Things were going awry right from their first meeting. Whitney noticed the growing tension, and she was becoming confused. Wesley had often told his wife about how he and Winston shared a close bond growing up. Well, he was not lying; they had shared a special sibling bond, but tensions arose when either felt insecure. Often, it was Wesley who felt insecure and less valuable compared to his brother. This reunion had resurfaced those insecurities and, simultaneously, sparked envy from Winston, which was unintended.
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