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Marian watched
her sister push her luggage inside. She dropped the suitcase in the
corner and they hugged each other tightly.


 







“Oh, sis I have
missed you.” Marian spoke


 







“Yeah me too.
How is Eldoret?” Mary replied


 







“The same, how
was Mombasa?”


 







“Fine. We had
fun but I will give you the details later. Let’s first settle
down.”


 







“All right go
get settled in as I finish cooking,” Marian said getting up.


 







Mary lifted the
suitcase and headed for her bedroom. When she got to her room, she
lifted her suitcase to the center of the room and drops it on her
bed. She lay there for a while, enjoying the calm breeze offered by
the fact that she was home. She lifted her head and glanced around
to
confirm that everything was in place. She saw the drawers, and then
shifted her eyes to the mirror leaning on the wall right next to
the
car bard. Her eyes then moved on to the picture hanging on the
wall.
She had her eyes fixed on this picture for a while and began to
experience the nostalgia of her mother’s death which as much as it
had happened two years ago was still fresh in her mind. This entire
house was flooded with memories of their poor mother.


 







A strong woman
indeed she had been raising them on her own after their father had
gone out to buy cigarettes and never returned. From then their
mother
had to fill up his shoes for them to survive. Mary had grown up to
admire her and everything she was, she owed to her mother. Her
death
had left Mary crushed. Suddenly her reminiscence is interrupted by
the enticing aroma of Marian’s cooking. She had always loved her
sister’s cooking and secretly she had even found it better than
their own mother’s. She lazily got up, stripped herself naked, and
moved into the bathroom.


 







She took a quick
shower before heading down to have dinner with Marian. Being an
informal event, they decided to eat in the sitting room as they
chatted about their time apart. The evening went on in laughter.
When
they had run out of subjects to talk about, they knew there was one
left. The one they had both intentionally saved up for last. Mary
hinted at it first.


 







“Marian, so
what have you been up to these six months?” Mary asked giving her a
naughty look


 







“The usual
nothing serious,” Marian replied looking confused


 







“You know what
I mean. Do you want me to say it out loud?” Mary said excitedly


 







“What do you
mean sis?” Marian replied trying not to smile.


 







“Fine you want
me to be direct. I mean men.”


 







“And what is it
you want to know about these men,” Marian said in a joking way.


 







“Marian” Mary
uttered anxiously


 







“Ok, fine but
it is nothing that serious.” Marian finally gave in


 







“Well, tell me
anyway.” Mary insisted


 







“There is this
one guy, tall light skinned good looking charming and he seemed to
be
loaded or on the way to becoming loaded.”


 







“Of course, you
had to mention that. Marian, you were always so materialistic.”


 







“Yeah but this
time, that didn’t matter so much. He was different. His name is
Chris” She replied looking serious


 







“How long have
you been seeing him” Mary spoke in a serious tone


 







“Six months
though currently, he is away on a business trip.” She replied
confidently


 







“I thought it
was nothing serious.” Mary teased her


 







Marian replied
with a smile. Mary could tell that she was already deeply attached
to
this man. She didn’t even have to hear it from her sister to know
that they had already been intimate.


 







“Do you have a
picture of him?” Mary asked


 







“A selfie,”
Marian answered while strolling through her phone


 







Mary reached her
hand out to receive the phone. She stared at the picture for a
moment
without saying anything. She then lifts her eyes to her sister and
manages to release a smile. For the rest of the evening, she remain
silent as she listened to her sister went on and on about Chris and
as she went to bed that night, she thought about this man and the
one
thing she was sure of was that he was not coming back to
Eldoret.


 







Chapter one


 







Marian strolled
around the sitting room while talking to her sister. Suddenly
Marian’s attention drifted off to a picture hanging on the wall on
their left-hand side. She had her eyes fixed on it for a while and
she began to rub her teeth against each other as she stared at him
coldly. As much as she hated to admit it, he was quite attractive.
She always looked back at their first encounter in Eldoret. They
had
met at a wedding of a mutual friend. She was seated in the
congregation when the stranger seated next to her suddenly began to
speak to her. At first, she tried to ignore him but the more he
talked, the harder it got to ignore him and soon they were
engrossed
deeply in a conversation. As the bride and groom said their vows,
Chris took the moment to ask Marian whether she was seeing anyone,
and to his pleasure, she wasn’t. They spent the entire reception
together after which they agree to meet the next weekend and then
the
next one and from then onwards weekends weren’t the only times they
were together. After several dates, Marian was finally ready to get
intimate with him and that evening, Chris finally got what he had
wanted in the first place. Almost six months down the lane and he
had
to go to Mombasa. It was abruptly but Marian had no reason to be
suspicious of him. There was no reason for her not to trust
Chris.


 







Meanwhile, Chris
was honestly heading for Mombasa and the only lie was the one where
he said he would come back to Eldoret. That wasn’t part of his
plan. He was to be in Mombasa for a fortnight but being the
womanizer
he was, he decided to have another venture. Only that luck wasn’t
on his side. He ventured into the wrong territory. Mary happened to
be in Mombasa for professional reasons and coincidently she was the
lawyer handling a business deal between a certain company in
Mombasa
and the Maranga enterprises being represented by Chris. After
meeting
her, Chris couldn’t help noticing her voluptuous body, and one
evening he asked her out. Mary, charmed by his fine appearance,
agreed to an evening with him. An evening that ended up extending
to
the next morning in his hotel room. Mary unlike her sister decided
not to get too attached. She kept it casual with Chris and when the
business deal was done so was their affair. He went his way and she
returned to Eldoret.


 







Mary’s return
to Eldoret opened Marian to the reality of the situation. This left
her in a huge depression for weeks and at one point Mary began to
worry about her sister’s sanity. She got obsessed with the idea of
revenge and her entire personality changed. The sweet loving
flirtatious girl disappeared and all that was left was a vindictive
spiteful bitch. This Marian was different; less naive, resourceful,
conniving, and determined. Mary’s biggest worry was she didn’t
know whether she had limits. Nevertheless, she didn’t try to stop
her. She thought it would wear off with time. After all, time did
heal old wounds. Despite her attempts to try to assure herself, she
had something in the back of her mind telling her things would
never
be the same again.


 







Chapter two


 







To Mary’s
surprise, Marian turned out to be hell-bent on getting back at
Chris.
Within a month she had managed to find him. She went to one of the
companies that she had heard Chris talk about. Knowing that she
couldn’t just go in and ask for his full name and his whereabouts;
such things were usually kept confidential. These people in
white-collar jobs were always trying to act so important. She
sighed.
She needed a way that wouldn’t raise any suspicion. The way did
avail itself in form of a medium height dark-skinned young man who
was dazzled by her beauty as he walked into the office. He couldn’t
help stopping to talk to her. Marian took advantage of this to get
what she wanted. His name was Bbaale Edward. He was one of the top
managers, which specifically caught Marian’s attention. He was
flirtatious and straightforward. A trait that made Marian’s work
easy. They planned to meet that evening. He picked her up and took
her to a fancy restaurant where they spent the whole evening
talking.


 







He got to know
that she was into art and had a job in a fashion bouquet. He took a
look at the short blue dress she was wearing. He tried to avoid it
but couldn’t help getting a slight glimpse of her extremely light
thighs. He shook his head and looked away. He didn’t want her to
think he was a pervert. He liked Marian. He listened to her
speaking
about business and concluded she was intelligent. The night ended
at
her doorstep where she sent him home politely. With that, he felt
sure that he had met the woman to build a home with. Little did he
know that Marian had her agenda carefully laid out and the only
goal
in her life was one man and it was not him.


 







The next weeks
went by as she played the loving girlfriend. The constant visits,
late-night phone calls, and surprise lunch at his office reassured
him. Once in a while, he impressed her, and she rewarded him with a
night of pleasure. Slowly he began to tell her more about his work
and one day he mentioned something about his dealings in the
capital.


 







“A few months
ago we extended our brand to Nairobi.” He proudly bragged to
her


 







This suddenly
caught her mind. She thought of Chris’s gentle and well-bred
manners. She remembered Mary had told her he had been representing
a
well-known company in Mombasa. She felt like she was getting
somewhere and it was about time. Truth be told she was beginning to
feel that dating this man had been for nothing. She pushed the
topic
on.


 







“To Nairobi.
Sounds interesting. With whom?” She asked uninterestedly.


 







“With a company
known as the Maranga enterprises. Very big and respected”


 







“Seems to be a
family business. I interacted with one of their sons. A very
interesting man goes by the name Chris Maranga.” He went on


 







“Good to know.
I wish you all the best in your endeavours.” She told him while
smiling


 







He replied with a
smile. He couldn’t even detect the finality in that statement and
had no idea it was a farewell. A week later it all dawned on him
when
he went to her place and it looked like she had never even lived
there before. He then spent another fortnight looking for her until
he had to finally accept that she was gone. He began to torture
himself on why she had left him but couldn’t find the answer.
Everything seemed to have been going well. He wondered where amidst
all of that he had lost her. What he did not know was that he had
never actually had her.


 







Chapter three


 







Mary stood
outside the apartment they had rented in Nairobi staring beyond.
She
had been hesitant about coming to this place but she realized that
moving away might be the cure to Marian’s absurd desire for revenge
and anyway Eldoret was full of bad memories. She looked at the
luxurious place Marian had rented and realized that they were
spending beyond their limits. She was persistently reminding her
sister of this fact but Marian always confidently reassured that
soon
money would be the least of their worries.


 







Meanwhile, Marian
getting to Nairobi didn’t waste any moment and immediately began to
put her plan into action. She had discovered his wealth background
and she assumed it was what made him a womanizer so she wanted to
take his most precious possession. Luck was on her side. One
evening
at a shopping mall, she ran into her big opportunity. An
opportunity
presented itself in form of a tall brown young man who went by the
name Gideon Maranga. Marian had been walking about on her own when
he
bumped into her and knocked over her things. He tried to be polite
by
assisting her in picking them up. At first, she had been furious
but
then she heard his surname and wondered whether it was a
coincidence
that he shared a last name with the man she was after. She highly
doubted it. She decided to speak more and indeed she discovered she
was talking to one of his brothers and there she saw a less
suspicious way of getting close to him.


 







Gideon proved to
be easy prey. He was overconfident, sure of himself, and insecure
about his brothers. All she had to do was make him feel that he was
the better sibling. He took her out to a hotel known as the
imperiol.
They spoke about many things ranging from business to fashion to
personal. He realized she was different from the ordinary girls he
met usually. The way she spoke was also different. She didn’t
giggle unnecessarily and listened to him attentively. He took a
look
at her light-skinned face, her small round eyes and he was
mesmerized. They dated for about six months before he was ready to
introduce her to his family. Unlike most women who would be anxious
at such an occasion, Marian wasn’t at all. She was excited. She had
been anticipating this moment from the beginning. The moment she
would see him again face to face.


 







The moment soon
arrived but to her disappointment, Chris couldn’t remember her at
all. He took a look at her and all he did was smile and greet her
politely. She calmly returned the greeting and did her best to hide
the fact that she was infuriated. She couldn’t believe that she had
spent months anticipating the day they would see each other again,
his reaction when he saw her and now he didn’t even recall who she
was. Her eyes burned with anger and she began to viciously rub her
teeth against each other. They sat down to have dinner as they
talked. Marian observed that Chris still had his cheeky sense of
humor. They spent the whole time glancing at each other. She even
had
a strange satisfaction when she caught him staring at her cleavage.
Later on, Chris stood up and gave a short speech congratulating his
brother and joked about his brother having good taste in women.
Everyone laughed and the evening end pleasantly.


 







Marian now had
the family’s approval. All that was left was getting Gideon to ask
her to move into the mansion and all it took was a short
conservation
after she awarded him with a night together and by then he was
begging her to move in with him. She agreed. Within a year, she was
already much closed to him than he knew.


 







Chapter four


 







Norbe lay fast
asleep in the bedroom as the sun rays shone down on his face
through
the window. He is suddenly awoken by the sound of his cell phone
ringing at his bed’s stand. He lazily gets up and grabs his phone
and answers it. He went silent for a while as he listens to the
caller before he sighs furiously. He listens more before
replying.


 







“Good morning
Chris Maranga.” He answered in a sarcastic tone


 







“Good morning
young buddy,” Chris replied back


 







“What are you
up to?”


 







“Nothing but I
hope you are calling for a reason and a good one at that,” Norbe
replied in a serious tone


 







“I am at the
princosvia restaurant and I need company. What do you need? Fifteen
minutes to get here?”


 







“Why don’t
you call one of your girls?”


 







“No, I am not
in the mood for that right now.”


 







“Chris I am
still nursing a hangover from last night.”


 







“Even better I
mean what better way to deal with a hangover than with some hot
coffee.”


 







“Fine I will be
there in fifteen minutes”


 







He turned the
receiver and falls on his bed for a while. He took a look around
his
room. The expensive linen bed shits, the king-size bed, the glass
side right in front of his plastic car bard. He had spent his life
working to get here. All he ever wanted was a rich comfortable
youth
life. He had wondered why most people preferred to get rich when
they
already had the responsibility of a family. He was a young rich
bachelor and he loved it that way. Though he already remembered
that
he owed his success partly to Chris. Annoying as he was, Chris was
a
good friend.


 







He moved to the
car bard and picked out a few of his clothes. He quickly threw on
something, grabbed his car keys, and headed out. It took him
exactly
fifteen minutes to get to the princosvia restaurant on Princosvia
Street. The place several people in the town went for breakfast as
well as any casual meal. He parked his convertible at the roadside
and headed for the restaurant where he found Chris flirting with
one
of the waitresses. When he saw Norbe heading for his table, he
smiled
and calmly dismissed her with a signal that he would keep in touch
with her. She smiled back and walked away. Norbe took a seat.


 







“Chris, why is
it that twenty-four-seven, you are horny.” Norbe teased him


 







“Yeah, it’s
my full-time job.” Chris joked


 







“Just wait one
day to get some random girl pregnant or even worse get yourself
some
HIV”


 







“Very funny
white man”


 







“I told you I
am not white. I am half-cast. One of my birth parents must have
been
black.”


 







“Yeah whatever
I call you here to talk about something more important.” Chris said
looking serious “but first get something to eat or drink.”


 







Norbe orders a
cup of tea as Chris sits back looking mysterious. He had a feeling
that what he had to say wasn’t even serious at all.


 







“So Chris
what’s the big deal? A girl?” Norbe asked


 







“Not exactly
it’s about my brother’s girlfriend”


 







“So it is about
a girl”


 







“It’s not
just any girl. This girl is strange.” Chris said looking vexed


 







“Like I haven’t
heard that one before.”


 







“No, that’s
not the point. I think I have met her before.” Chris mentioned
looking serious


 







Norbe glared at
him. He knew whenever Chris got fixated on some girl; he wouldn’t
give up even if it meant stabbing his brother in the back.


 







“Where do you
remember meeting her?” He went to ask


 







“I can’t seem
to recall” He replied looking frustrated


 







“So what is the
big deal? I mean maybe you saw her somewhere. And anyway why don’t
you just ask her?”


 







“Well, that’s
another weird thing. I think she sort of detests me.”


 







“You can’t
expect everyone to like you.”


 







“Yeah I know
but I have to figure out this girl.”


 







“Chris I hope
you don’t have any intentions towards your brother’s woman.”


 







“No, I don’t.”


 







“You sure”


 







“Yes”


 







Norbe gave him a
suspicious look as he stood up to leave.


 







“Anyway, I got
to go now.”


 







“Ok, I will see
you.”


 







“Ok and one
more thing next time you want to talk about a girl on a Saturday
morning.”


 







“Hmmm”


 







“Don’t call
me”


 







Chapter five


 







Isabella woke up
only to find the morning sun lighting on her face as Brian is
opening
the window in front of their bed. She felt a relaxing sensation on
her skin. She stared through the window. The day was perfect and
nothing seemed to be amiss but seconds later the weather changed
and
it was raining heavily. Suddenly she realized her surroundings have
changed and she is in the middle of a forest with a raging storm.
Helplessly she cried out for Brian and he came out trotting to her.
He tried to help her up but she pushed him away and stood up on her
own.


 







“I thought you
were in trouble,” Brian spoke first


 







“Well I am here
and clearly am ok.” She replied rudely


 







Brian sighed and
leaned back on a tree.


 







“This is all
your fault.” She muttered furiously


 







He didn’t reply
and just went on to stare at her. He had always she could be
difficult and the best way to deal with her was to let her have her
way. Suddenly she saw blue sparks heading for the tree he was
leaning
on and before she could scream, he felt it go through every nerve
in
his body and then thrust him a few meters away. She began to panic
and ran to him, checking his pulse. She felt it was faint but it
was
there. She struggled to pick up her phone and called for an
ambulance.


 







Soon he was in
the emergency room as Isabella waited outside anxiously. She
thought
about all the things they hadn’t done. Having a family, getting a
dog, and traveling the world. All could disappear with one blow.
The
doctor comes out and just the look on his face was enough to tell
her
the kind news he had to deliver and before he could offer his
condolences, she was already wailing. She suddenly awoke to pant as
if she had been struggling to breathe in her sleep. She looked
around
and realized it had been just a dream. Though not just any dream
but
one of the worst tragedies she ever suffered in her life. After the
burial, Isabella had never been to able recover. Her life had
stopped
there and all she could do was lie on her bed the only word that
she
constantly repeated was his name.


 







Chapter six


 







Mary sat in her
office sorting out some documents attentively. The dead silence in
her office was startling. She raised her head and glanced around
the
room. It was one of those exquisite rooms which was no surprise to
her. The Maranga enterprises were very successful. After a few
months
of working there and she had an office courtesy of her sister.
Marian
had managed to convince Gideon to hire her and soon after that
promote her. She saw it as a move to have a hold on their finances.
Mary had seen this as an opportunity to finally have a permanent
job.
With this, she felt like her life would be complete or at least she
thought. Things once were finally going their way. They were living
in a mansion; money was no longer a problem. She had nothing to
complain about. Several people out there would kill to have even
half
of what she had but despite this reassurance, she couldn’t help
feeling uneasy about her newly acquired life. She knew about her
sister’s plan for the Marangas. With time, she had begun to
understand how determined Marian was. At times she felt like she
disagreed with some of her plans but her loyalty prevented her from
saying anything. After all, everything she had was thanks to her
sister. Though there were times when she was sitting in her office
thinking to herself wondering whether this was all worth it. The
more
she thought on it, the more vexed she became. Yet the truth was she
was beginning to feel the loneliness of such a life.


 







Mary had been the
tough independent woman. Something she had picked from her late
mother. She had grown to see the struggles of a single mother
because
their negligent father had decided to leave. From then, she had
promised herself that she would never depend on a man. What Chris
had
done to her sister made her even more insecure? She never actually
had anything against him. Their affair in Mombasa had been a casual
one plus he couldn’t even recall. Once in a while, she tried going
out on a few dates with men from her office but something always
blew
her off. Either he was a chauvinist or he was a snob or one of
those
white-collar idiots who were so full of themselves. The sequence
went
on until one evening she was asked out by someone she didn’t
expect. He was one of her bosses. He usually was reserved and
withdrawn. Even while at home he kept to himself. Mary had always
perceived him to be unsocial and a bit strange. His name was Ancel
Maranga the youngest sibling. His first name had caught her
attention. She thought it was classy and concluded that it was fit
for his good-looking appearance but not his gloomy personality.


 







He was tall since
his family was naturally gifted with height; light skinned with big
protruding eyes. One evening as she was sitting in the sitting room
with him, he began to speak to her. She was a little surprised but
she replied. They had long conservation before they realized that
everyone else had gone to bed. She was even more surprised when he
asked whether she wanted to go out at this time.


 







“It’s late.”
She tried to object


 







“It’s just
Nine o’clock.” He insisted


 







“I don’t want
to get to work late. I might get fired.”


 







“I’m your
boss and anyway you have reached a level in the company where being
late is not a reason to terminate you.” He said while smiling


 







“Plus the night
is still young. Let’s go out and do something nice.”


 







Mary was
intrigued by this side of him. She accepted and they drove to a
club
not so far from home. They had a few drinks then he asked if she
wanted to dance and she agreed. She suddenly found herself letting
go
of her insecurities. After he drove her home and she went to bed.
The
next morning at work, He stopped by her office to greet her.


 







“Hi, good
morning.” He began


 







“Good morning
Ancel How was your night?”


 







“Fine. I had
fun last night.”


 







“Me too. That
was the best date………. I mean hangout I have had in a while.”


 







“Why not call
it a date?” He asked confidently


 







“It was in a
club. That’s not how dates are supposed to be.”


 







“and how are
they supposed to be? Hmmm in a restaurant where it is quiet and
boring.”


 







She stared at him
for a while without replying.


 







“Ok, I will
consider it a first date if you take me on a real date this
weekend.”


 







“Your wish is
my command.”


 







With that, she
felt victorious. Most women wouldn’t have the guts to ask a man out
but she had done it. She was the modern strong independent woman
who
wasn’t driven by the rigid expectations of society. She felt
excited about it. Ancel was an intriguing guy; full of surprises
and
last night he proved to be quite the dancer. She had a good feeling
about him.


 







On Saturday
afternoon he drove her in his Lexus. She asked where they were
heading and he replied that it was a surprise. She smiled and felt
a
tinge of excitement rising inside her chest. Ancel was proving
something different from what she expected. He had this dangerous
look on his face. It didn’t scare her but strangely excited her. He
drove on and on for quite a distance until he took a left and was
out
of the city.


 







“Ancel, if you
have any ulterior motives, then you should know that I am armed.”
She spoke


 







“Armed? With
what?” He replied while giggling


 







“A gun and
don’t ask where I keep it. That’s confidential”


 







He chuckled and
lifted his hand to her shoulders.


 







“Don’t laugh.
We have been driving for two hours and now we are out of the city.
I
am getting suspicious.”


 







He continued to
laugh while rubbing his hand on her shoulders gently.


 







“I mean you
could be a serial killer for all I know.”


 







With this, he
burst into laughter as she stared at him perplexed.


 







“Mary relax,
look you will see when we get there and as for the gun, you better
hide it well coz weapons aren’t allowed in the place we are heading
to.”


 







“Oh let me
guess there is a thorough security check before you can enter.”


 







“Yeah very
thorough.”


 







“How thorough?”


 







“Where exactly
are you hiding that gun?” He asked her jokingly


 







“You don’t
want to know.”


 







They burst into
laughter. Ancel took a final turn into a parking lot. He stopped
the
car and opens the door, moved out, and opened the door for her. She
stepped out and glances around the place. It was beautiful; one of
those exotic parks. There was some of sort beach she could see far
ahead, a playground in the center, a restaurant, and a bar near the
beach.


 







“So what was
the plan?” She asked


 







“We have the
whole afternoon and evening so we have some of everything;
restaurant
first, then the beach, the park, and lastly, the bar.”


 







“Sounds
interesting.”


 







“Trust me we
are going to have a good time.”


 







And they did. In
the evening they drove home and only run into Marian. She smiled at
them and walked on by. When she looked into her sister’s eyes, she
couldn’t help feeling guilty. She lay down in her bed that night
unable to sleep. She thought about her day with Ancel and then
remember the look in Marian’s eyes when she had passed by them. She
could detect the negative vibe from her sister’s stare. For the
first time, she felt convicted between her sister and herself.


 







Chapter seven


 







Claire sat on her
bed staring at the mirror at the front of the bed. She glared at
her
reflection and realized that she had aged well. Almost sixty years
and she was still in shape. Her light complexion made it seem like
she was still blooming. She shifted her eyes from the mirror and
glances around the room. It looked expensive and indeed was. She
was
only alone ever since she and Malvin had stopped sharing a room.
She
wondered how she the once mighty Claire Maranga had become so
unhappy. She glanced around again. She had so much and yet she felt
so empty. She rolls over the bed and begins to weep.


 







“Why did you do
this to me, Owen?” She wailed


 







She gripped her
pillow tightly and used it to dry her tears. She reached her hand
out
and picked up a notebook. She opened it slowly and picked up her
pen.
She hesitated before writing. She remembered when she was a
teenager;
so full of life and dreams, so innocent. She tried to bring herself
to write but she just couldn’t. In some cultures, they say writing
something is as good as saying and she just couldn’t bring herself
to talk about what had happened. It was the worst moment in her
life.


 








  

    
Owen
stands in his office and takes a look at the picture. He pushes it
aside and picks up another one, staring at it for a while. This
dilemma was frustrating. He had been told that there was that time
in
a man’s life when he had to set his goal straight and he had chosen
one of the two. Subconsciously he already knew who it would be.
Meanwhile, Evelyna was planning to deliver a bomb. She was pregnant
with his child. She was so excited. Finally, Claire would be out of
their lives for good. She had planned to tell him when they met in
the afternoon but she couldn’t wait so while on the phone, she
yelled it out.
  



 








  

    
Owen
on hearing the news had become certain of his choice. He had the
job,
the money, the girl and now he had the family. He went to see her
immediately. They had the whole afternoon to celebrate. After that,
everything naturally fell into place. Claire became old news. They
planned to have a wedding after she had delivered the baby. Seven
months and they already knew the sex of the babies. They were
having
twins. Checkups after checkups
  



 







Claire’s
flashback paused for a while. Could she continue thinking about the
worst thing she had done in her life? Anyway, what was the use of
crying now? What was done was already done? Her mind slowly drifted
back into the past.


 








  

    
Evelyna
and Owen were careful to make any mistakes. He took great care of
her
and in fact, they agreed to live together before the wedding.
Gradually days, weeks, and months went by and soon she was in the
hospital ready to deliver her twins. It was a difficult delivery
but
she managed to do though she lost a lot of blood. Being a diabetic
patient, this could have been fatal but with a little rest and a
supervised diet, the doctor said she would be fine. Owen bursting
with excitement and joy decided to head out and buy the rings. He
knew the rings she would like. He had noticed that she paid special
attention to them once when they were moving around the jewelry
shops. It cost a lot but he felt it was worth every penny. On his
way
back to his car, he is hit in the back. He falls unconscious and
his
attacker confirms it before lifting his heavy white body and
throwing
it into the boot of his car. He had planned this for a while since
he
knew that using his car would be risky thus he used Owen’s very own
car to kidnap him. His destination wasn’t very far. He didn’t
drive out of Mombasa but he drove to the lakeside where he threw
his
conscious body into the lake. Luckily or unluckily Owen woke up and
swam out but unfortunately his attacker was still around.
  



 








  
“
This
bastard is still breathing”



 








  

    
It
was clear to Owen that this was detested greatly and wanted him
dead.
The attacker removed his mask and Owen was astonished to see his
face. Before he could recover from this shock, a gun was lifted to
his head and fired twice.
  



 








  

    
The
killer’s work for the night wasn’t done yet. He drove to the
hospital where Evelyna was. He got out of the vehicle and walks in
and goes to her room. He slips in careful enough not to wake her or
cause an alarm. She was asleep and the baby boys lay in a crib next
to her bed. He went over and stared at them for a while.
  



 








  
“
Almost
as white as their late father.” He sneered



 








  

    
He
walked to Evelyna and brushed his hand over her forehead and then
through her hair gently. He got an infection filled with a certain
drug. He knew about her diabetic diagnosis and that rise in her
insulin level could be fatal. He injected her neck gently. She woke
up in shock but he touched her and massaged her gently to relax.
After he got the crib, took it to his car and drove away so sure of
his neat job, never to be caught. That was Claire’s worst nightmare
and the worst part was she had to keep all to herself.
  



 







Chapter Seven


 







It’s a bright
Saturday morning. Chris took a ride in his green range rover vogue
with no clear destination.


 







“What a bright
day but boring” He exclaimed.


 







Indeed it was. A
day with nothing for Chris Maranga to do was a boring day. After a
short time of driving around aimlessly, He turned a right turn,
parked his car, and, headed into a bar. He walked to the counter
and
ordered a drink. He looks around and realizes that he needed some
company so he pulled his phone out and called one of his
girlfriends
to join him at the club. She agreed to do so


 







“Just give me
thirty minutes.” Her voice came through


 







“Ok see you “


 







Chris turns down
the receiver and looks at the stripper in front of the tables.


 







“Yup you will
be here but in the meantime, I will be with someone else.”


 







He walked over to
the stripper, pulled her, and started dancing with her.


 







“Hi what’s
your name?” He asked


 







“My name? Why
do you wanna know?” She replied as she pushed her hips against his
groin “It is not something I just give out.”


 







“Really, well
at least take out the mask so I can’t your face.”


 







“Not even that
let’s just have fun.”


 







“So how will I
remember you? The girl in the mask?”


 







“Maybe or you
won’t even have to remember me. Just have fun.”


 







Indeed he did
have fun. So much fun that the girl he had called got to him, and
he
no longer needed her company. Of course, she was angry but Chris
wasn’t bothered at all. He had had a good time with the stripper
and as for the girl that was another burden lifted from his
shoulders. She left being escorted out by the bouncers after
throwing
a glass at the stripper. While this confusion went on, Chris
noticed
Marian had just entered and seen everything. Marian watched the
girl
being dragged out with anger burning in her eyes.


 







“Poor girl, the
imbecile just had a way of messing with everyone.” She thought to
herself


 







Her heartbeat
increased as she stared at him. For a moment she was about to walk
to
him and hit him hard. She decides to ignore him and walks over to
the
counter. Chris waved to her and she ignored him so he goes to
her.


 







“Now, look who
is here?” He spoke


 







She stared at him
coldly before struggling to force a smile on her face.


 







“Chris, hi what
are you doing here?” She asked


 







“Taking off the
stress you know being the busy man that I am. Plus it’s a boring
day.”


 







“So I am
guessing she bored you,” Marian asks pointing at the stripper who
was currently dancing around a group of men now that Chris had left
her.


 







“No, she had
her time and now it’s over plus she is just a stripper.”


 







“So now whose
time is it, your highness?” She mocked him while laughing


 







“Well since you
are the one here why don’t I buy a drink and then we can go
dance.”


 







“Sure why not”


 







Later on when all
the laughing dancing and flirtations are done, they went back to
the
counter where Chris pulled her and made her sit on his lap. Marian
stared at him nervously. He placed his hand on her hips and leaned
forward to kiss her. For a moment she seemed to be on the same page
but suddenly she withdrew, got up, and left the bar without a
word.


 







Chris remained
there quite perplexed. He wondered whether she would tell Gideon
about what had happened. Something made him sure that she wouldn’t.
He remained there thinking about her.


 







“Who was this
woman?”


 







Chapter eight


 







Marian sat on a
couch in the sitting room inside the mansion. She was reading a
magazine to see if there were any jobs available. She looked in the
fashion section, notes something, and closed the magazine. Her
phone
rang and she picked up.


 







“Hey, Gideon
How are you?”


 







“Fine, I’m on
my way back from work.” He replied


 







“How was work?”


 







“Fine, I just
wanted to know whether you want me to pick up anything for
you.”


 







“No, just come
home quickly.”


 







She turned down
the receiver. She suddenly recalled what had happened at the bar
with
Chris. She remembered the time they spent together. She didn’t want
to admit it but for a moment there in the bar, she had let her
guard
down with him. She rubbed her teeth against each other viciously.
She
hated him even more for this. She recalled when he had tried to
kiss
her. She remembered the lust in his eyes. He was still the same
womanizer he had been in Eldoret but she was going to make him
regret
everything he had done to her. She wasn’t going to be like all the
other girls he had slept with.


 







She looked
through the window and sees Ancel and Mary stepping out of his car
walking hand in hand. She hadn’t liked this affair at first but
then she realized that it could work to her advantage. If they both
married into this family, they could have a stronghold. She had no
idea that Mary’s attitude had been slowly drifting from hers. Mary
had always been having second thoughts about her sister’s
intentions and now she was beginning to feel the burden of having
to
be loyal to Marian. Her attachment to Ancel had grown strong in a
short time and before she knew it, she wasn’t sure whom he would
choose if she had to do so. Her younger sister or the man she hoped
to have a future with. The dilemma was antagonizing. She remembered
the promise she had made to their mother that she would always look
out for her sister. She felt like she was failing her. Though she
often wondered what Marian would gain out of her badly wanted
revenge. Amidst all her vindictiveness, she sensed that there was
part of Marian that was in this mansion because she found comfort
in
being close to Chris Maranga.







OEBPS/images/cover.jpg












