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CHAPTER 1 

SHE IS HIM

I раntеd “please рut your penis inѕidе mе” Jay smiled аnd еаѕеd the hеаd in. Slоwlу hе pushed in until it wаѕ about halfway in, аnd I сriеd out in a big orgasm, ѕоаking hiѕ penis аnd thе bеd with mу juices. Jay then bеgаn sucking оn mу tits аѕ hе fed mоrе and more оf реniѕ intо mу tight pussy. Mу wеt pussy wаѕ making оbѕсеnе ѕlurрing ѕоundѕ аѕ hе pushed in аnd рullеd оut, аnd I ѕtаrtеd having аlmоѕt соntinuоuѕ orgasms, ѕсrеаming hоw much I lоvеd hiѕ реniѕ. Hе аnnоunсеd hе wаѕ going to ejaculate аnd I tоld him tо cum inside оf me, аnd hе unloaded into mу рuѕѕу. Jay рullеd оut оf mу рuѕѕу with a ѕlurрing sound аnd еxсuѕеd himѕеlf tо thе bathroom. Aftеr ѕоmе ѕесоndѕ, Jay emerged frоm thе bаthrооm ѕtill hard аnd knelt оn thе flооr bеhind mе. He rеасhеd аrоund and fondled mу beautiful titѕ with bоth hаndѕ. I ѕаid tо him thаt I wаntеd tо bе fillеd with thаt big реniѕ аgаin. I was ѕtrоking hiѕ penis as hе slid intо hеr.

“Oh bаbу, thаt big реniѕ iѕ inѕidе оf me аgаin, I lоvе it. Oh fuсk уеѕ.” I ѕаid as I lоwеrеd my mоuth onto hiѕ penis аnd hе еruрtеd intо mу mоuth, whiсh I swallowed еаgеrlу. I thеn tоld Jay tо get оn the bed, аnd I climbed оn top and straddled him, taking in hiѕ entire lеngth in оnе motion. I began tо ridе him likе a wild wоmаn, while he grаbbеd аnd ѕuсkеd mу luscious tits. I аm ѕо ѕurе hе muѕt have lоѕt count оf how many timеѕ I hаd come. Finally, we both саmе together аnd I rоllеd оff оf him, totally еxhаuѕtеd. Jay ԛuiсklу gоt uр аnd рut оn hiѕ clothes.

The result of the wonderful sex we had resulted to Michelle my beloved daughter.
Grown up Michelle had been extra fussy today. Wanting everything that made a sound and bouncing around the place like a tipsy tennis ball. I let her have her way sometimes, but from time to time, I found myself giving her backside a “don’t be a goddamn spoilt little piglet” smack, especially when people were not watching. I guess some things just remain with you after living in the slums with some African American people who seem to believe that the only way to successfully correct a child is by spanking them and spanking them hard. My little girl yelped each time I spanked her and she would dance a zigzag kind of line away from where I was only to return within the minute, doing the same things that got her spanked all over again.

She was adorable and adored her I did, with all my heart and with all my soul. She was a chubby six year old whose hair was the lightest of gold in a sharp contrast with my own red hair. She must have gotten it from her father, a blond heart breaker with a killer smile. As much as her hair was gold, her eyes were green, mirroring the color of my own eyes. Apart from those eyes though, she bore absolutely no resemblance to me, even the cute little gap in her front teeth were absolutely not “me”. I could see him in her all the time. When she smiled and when she frowned, the way she had a habit of pushing her jaw forward and pouting when she’s angry and the way she danced away when she’s being naughty. The way she ate so slowly and would blink perpetually when she was confused. It all made me feel so uncomfortable. Why did she have to go and look so much like him? Why why why.

I started. Someone was saying something… I shook my head and tried to get it right, it was our maid Sophia asking me if I would want anything else from the shopping mall and Michelle was taking the opportunity to ask for a pair of shoes that looked like turtles. “This child does have creepy tastes though” I thought to myself but lazily nodded and was going to lapse back into my thoughts when she started pulling at my hand and trying to get me to follow her to the rack. I was getting ready to give her a light smack again when Sophia returned and gave me back my card. Holding the turtle shoes in one hand. Michelle was bouncing up and down again… I stood up and walked lazily towards the car. It
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had been a beautiful year, even though there had been a few moments of panic, like that one time when Michelle had swallowed a gold fish and the other time when she had gotten lost in the cinema. She was a bag of troubles… but everybody loved her and I was just glad. In six years of being her mother, she had never been sick. Not even once! I walked into the car and sat down…

“Are you coming Miss chubby?” I asked… feigning impatience. She answered me with a mouthful of god knows what and said 

“I’ll be riding with Sophia. You are boring” I laughed and motioned for the chauffeur to lets go. I sat back in my seat and relaxed back into my solitude. In a few hours, I would not have it; Justine was having a dinner at the main banquet hall today which means he had something to boast to his friends about. I wondered what that could be and came up with nothing. That man is just impossible to read and even thought I was pretty sure that he loved me; I knew there were some parts of that man’s life that I could never access. It was locked up… perhaps forever… perhaps for a while. I stayed away from him on his dark days but generally, he was a good husband and father. Hehad accepted Michelle as his own ever since the day he met her and in fact, no one really knew the truth apart from my brother. She could have been Justine’s child, they looked alike … sort of and some of Justine’s family has been quite open about the striking resemblance between my baby and a late grand aunt. I just smiled each time they said these things, knowing fully that Justine was not Michelle’s father. Justine himself did not really help matters, having his picture taken with her so often, spending most of his free time with her, teaching her to fish, hunt and take snoopy pictures of other people. As a fifth year birthday, he got her a beautiful little camera of her own with which she has taken possibly a million photos of popular people doing silly things. Really, she once took a picture of the senate president, asleep with his hands in his pants. I guess that’s one of the perks of being a six year old with missing front teeth: you get allowed into the senate president’s room anytime you want. We had all laughed over the picture until the senate president’s PRO brought the idea to upload the picture onto the internet. “bad publicity is good publicity” he had said and well, he had been right. That man is today the president. My little girl became even more loved by the senator… now president and well, she was popular amongst the Canadian cream la cream also. What more could I have wished for? Not much.

We stopped at the entrance of the gigantic mansion that I called home and I shook my head again as I stepped out of the range, I walked into my house and as I sat gently on the deep sofa, I let myself drift into the days… those dark days before today. Those dark times before now. Michelle was chattering her head off about something … something she took pictures of? Maybe… I was still drifting and quietly, everything around me disappeared and gradually, I wasn’t in a big house anymore, wasn’t wearing a 45,000$ Victoria Kimani dress and definitely wasn’t wearing the 140 carat all round diamond wedding ring. I wasn’t rich… I wasn’t a queen.

CHAPTER 2 

BACK THEN

I plodded on along a Gas Town corner in downtown East Side. Walking slowly despite the falling rain and letting my clothes get soaked even though it was the only good one I had. I held my little brother by the hand even though we were both adults by the standards of the neighborhood having had to fend for ourselves for more than five years. I was nineteen and a half and he was sixteen. We had been on our own for a while and I could say we were not doing too bad all things being equal. There had been three of us before; the third person had been our slightly older step sister who looked after us sometimes. Now she was dead, shot dead by a gang from another neighborhood. China town I think… we had cried our eyes out and wished and wished, but the when the issue cane to decide where and how to bury her, we had nowhere to turn so we just took her body to the local church at night and left it there. We had done the best we could, under the circumstances.

There was nothing more we could do. Previously, I had developed the habit of going into the less rough, less violent less poor parts of the city, trying to see I would ever get a job, but they often looked at me and laughed. Now that Cynthia was dead, and had left me quite a bit of clothes and shoes, I could dress in an appealing way to attract men the way she did. I was beautiful, I knew it. Was conscious of it. Reveled in it. Even when I dressed in rags and looked like a pig, I still attracted the attention of men. A lot of times, I had been scared I would get raped… but somehow, mine was a beauty that attracted the protection of most men and everyone just wanted to watch out for me. Plus my mixed race, as evident in my skin, body structure, hair and almost every other physical thing made me belong to both races conveniently. I could speak the thick African American version of English, and I could speak flawless highbrow, important people kind of English and because of this, I easily mixed with whatever crowd I chose to roll with. Of course I made a few enemies, but the thing about the ghetto is… everyone is too busy trying to survive to actually make any lasting enemies. So somehow… I managed to stay under the radar until Cynthia died. After plodding for almost an hour, we got to our old shack and I started to peel off my clothes. Denis excused me as usual but really, I couldn’t care less. I opened Cynthia’s trunk and fished out an old black dress of hers, it had a deep plunge and as I laid it out on the bed, I could feel the tremors moving down my back. I was about to do something I vowed I would never do. But if I was to keep Denis out of the streets, I would have to do it. And do it fast. I left the dress on the bed and went outside to find an empty bathroom. I needed to wash the mud off my skin, how ironic… washing one sort of mud of your skin for the sole purpose of rubbing another sort in.

***** 

The black dress was n ot exactly right. It was too long. Cynthia was taller than I but I figured if I wore high heeled shoes, the dress could be just right. I tried out some of her shoes and I was good to go. The problem was that I would not walk in the streets like this, the roads were terrible and the streets were dark, the last thing I wanted was to be mistaken for a lost rich woman instead of the cheap whore that I was. I could get robbed before anyone would realize that it was me. So I undressed right back and put on an old T-shirt and Jeans, put the dress and shoes in a cellophane bag and walked out of the house. By the time I had left my neighborhood and had gotten into the better parts of town for three minutes, I stopped at a street corner and changed my clothes. I put the casual clothes under a dumpster with the thought that I had pick it up there later when I’ll be going back home. As I walked into that club, our eyes met… he held my gaze for a moment too long and I guess I might have done the same. When I sat down on the first seat by the right and asked for a glass of water… he must have thought “who orders just water in a bar…” the truth was I couldn’t afford anything else, he thought that I was being disciplined. I sat there and even started to like the loud music when he walked over and sat in front of me. He crossed his legs at the knees and smiled at me just before saying

“You don’t seem to be accustomed to all this…” 

I looked at him with a coy attitude. I was internally yelling at myself… wasn’t I supposed to be a prostitute? Why am I sitting here starting a conversation when I should be telling him my price? I didn’t know how to respond exactly but I soon gained confidence and answered him in flawless Canadian English. He was a man of about twenty six, with long lean body that also had quite a bit of muscles in the right places. His hair was clean shaven… with his sideburns running into is beard. He had thick full lips that I couldn’t help but notice each time he smiled. And when he got serious, his eyes took on a firm crinkly attitude at the sides. That night, he wore a white denim Tshirt that looked so expensive and a pair of nice leather pants that showed off his well carved calves. His shoes were… well, very nice and he had that cologne! Oh that cologne!!

We talked into the night, his dimple peeking at me anytime he smiled. And I learned a lot from him, I knew very little about most of the things he talked about, so I just smiled and paid rapt attention while he talked. Occasionally, contributing a word here and there. Somehow… he got the impression that I knew quite a bit of what he was talking about and that I just preferred to hear what HE had to say. That night… weird as it was, we started to fall in love. We ate, we drank and we dance all night and when he invited me to the hotel opposite the club to spend the night with him as he was lodged there, I went willingly and somehow… I didn’t feel like a prostitute. I felt like I had been on a date.

At the hotel, we ate some more… and then went upstairs. We went into his room and well… we slept all night. Woke up very late in the morning with a bloody hangover and decided to send the whole day drinking water to solve our dehydration and sleeping to cure our hangover. We felt like we had know each other for such a long time as we just went around the room half naked. The issue of sex just didn’t come up… maybe we were both too hung over for it, maybe he was being a gentle man, or maybe we just didn’t get around to it yet… but somehow… it was not until later that day when he offered to drop me off at my house that I realized that I had not made any money at all and I was probably the worst prostitute that ever walked the face of the earth. I dressed up grudgingly and honestly… I could have cried at the thought that I was going home after nearly twenty-four hours with no cash at all. He must have felt my sudden change of mood as he asked me…

“Are you okay Steph? You seem rather cold all of a sudden…” I looked at him and I was quite ready to burst into tears. 

I briefly told him my story and how I had come to the club to solicit sex and I was now going home empty handed because I had chosen to get drunk and chatter with him instead. I told him everything, thinking that well… now he’ll walk out on me for sure but then who I was kidding… he’s way above my class. When I was done telling him everything… he did not look angry or disgusted like I thought he would be… instead he smiled gently and putting one hand on my shoulder, he said…

“My dear, first of all, I knew you were there to solicit sex the minute you walked in. you were so out of place but then you are also so damn beautiful. I decided that if nothing else, I would talk to you to see if the beauty matched any amount of brains. Beautiful girls are stereotyped to be dumb you know…”

I was already starting to cry silently and just before he continued, he used his thumb to wipe the tears in my eyes and then said… 

“Look, if you want to be paid for the hours we spent together, I could pay you even though nothing will adequately pay for that… but if you need my financial assistance as a friend, then I will be glad to do it to the best of my ability. You just have to ask baby…”

I could not believe my ears… this was seriously starting to sound like one of those fairy tales where the lady is rescued by the prince and they lived happily ever after… only I wasn’t a lady… I was a girl who had been just seconds close to selling her body for dimes. I wanted to scream out loud but all I did was pinch myself… trying to see if this was real or I had started to bring my fantasies into my reality and I was due for an asylum soon. But it was real; he was real… right there in front of me… offering me not just his hand of friendship but also his financial help. I would be a fool not to take his both. So I did. That was the beginning of how my little monster was born.

CHAPTER 3 

AND NOW

Someone was at the door. The butler was opening the doors… I sat up and adjusted myself properly. I was the queen of the house after all. When I walked over to see who it was, I found that it was my brother-in-law, a super rich, super annoying oil magnate. He was a loud big almost burly man in his late fifties. He could lose twenty pounds as far as I could tell. He always claimed that I was starving his brother… but I knew he envied him his size. He walked into the house like he owned it and went right upstairs to sit on my husband’s favorite chair. Okay… so maybe it’s more like the chair I loved seeing him in more than it was his favorite chair but I bought that chair for him on his birthday. It was a very old chair made of cedar and leopard skin. It belonged to some African king and was believed to possess the power of all the African ancestors combine. It had been taken from Africa during the Trans Atlantic slave trade and had survived many years. I hated it when Christopher sat on it but I couldn’t really ask him to stand up for fear of being considered petty. He knew I hated it, and he often did it on purpose just to goad me. I didn’t like him… and I made no secret of it. He on the other hand liked me very much, enough to want to have sex with me anyway.

Where is Justine? Where have you sent him this time?” he asked… very loudly such that most of the staff could hear him.
I braced up to meet his stare as coldly as I could and with a level, inflectionless voice said… 

“My husband is hardly my errand boy Christopher; I haven’t sent him anywhere he didn’t want to go. Now if you will excuse me… I have some things to attend to.” I started to leave but then paused at the door of our grand living room and said

“Make yourself comfortable Christopher, I’ll send someone up with your treats soon.” I said this while addressing his general body size with my gaze. The fact that I used the words “treats” made him sound like a dog… that was the intention.

He was mad… I could see it. His eyes were blazing and all of a sudden, I felt the need to flee. I hurried downstairs and out of his sight. I went into the fridge and got a really large slice of chocolate cake in a saucer. I sent it through on of the kitchen hands and silently I thanked the luck stars that Michelle had chosen that time to go out and take some “nature pictures”.

“Keep her out of sight”
I warned Sophia, our head housekeeper.
“Yes madam” she said, bowing slightly.

I wondered what Justine wanted to announce tonight. Why wouldn’t he tell me things first before throwing banquets and dinners to celebrate them? I didn’t like that part of him at all and really, I was rather uncomfortable about this particular one. The fact that he also invited members of his extended family to the party shows that it is a very personal experience for him. And if it is personal for him… it was personal for me. I think the problem was that he thought he shouldn’t bother me with his troubles and little joys. He was just so self conscious that it that was really difficult to have him opens up totally for fear of criticism. I sometimes fear that Christopher was making him do some illegal things. I shook the feeling off and attributed it to the fact that I didn’t like Christopher. I shook myself out of the thoughts and went back into the kitchen to inspect the food and drinks. Our Italian chef was busy, with all of his time in his work… putting things together grandly.

“It’s going to be a long night “I thought and decided to go upstairs to freshen up. 

****** By 8pm, the turnout was already impressive. There was a generally loud chatter and I couldn’t really hear much above it. But I stayed near the door like a good hostess and welcomed everybody in a special way. When it was 9pm exactly, Justine clicked his champagne flute and called everybody’s attention. I looked around; he was looking regal in his beautiful two pieces, handmade Italian suit. It took a minimum of ten years off his shoulder and as I looked at his handsome face, I could feel myself suddenly growing horny. I smiled bemusedly and tried hard to listen to what he was saying. Everyone else seemed to be doing just that, why shouldn’t I?

“It is my personal pleasure to have you all together under one roof tonight. I feel honored that I called and you all showed up under such notice and I want you all to know that you are all genuinely appreciated. I’m sure that everyone is wondering what Justine is up to this time, well, I promise… it isn’t anything mischievous.”

Amidst the ensuing laughter, I could feel myself feeling that way again. That way that made me so loving and protective towards Justine. I loved to think of him as my old papa and once, I actually voiced it. He had feigned annoyance and given me a mock sad look. I in turn, had played along and in apology pulled him into my bosom and into hot passionate love making. I hadn’t loved him when I married him, I was too young to. But now, with the heart of a matured woman who has seen a bit f the world, I love him. I love the way he treats me and my kid and I love the way I feel in his arms. Most importantly, I love that I most likely will never have to lose him to another woman… I really did.

“… so I wanted to have you all here together to show my appreciation for your support over the year, and to also have you present as I tell the world that my son will be coming back home finally, after seven years in the united states…”

There was a series of “wows” and “ha’s and everyone put their hands together.
“in the seven years of his absence, I have aged gracefully, and I have managed to stay way healthier than I envisaged I would be seven years ago… all thanks to my very beautiful wife…”

He said, now facing me. I didn’t know what to say, I just silently hoped that my eyes could communicate all that I needed to say to him.

“… I want to take the opportunity to tell that I love you very much. And to say thank you for everything you’ve done for me… for us” he finished. Pulling Michelle close to his side. I found myself wondering amidst the applause why I keep seeing such resemblance between them. Once when I had told my brother about it, he had said

“A child looks like the man that dances with it.” And I had laughed, saying… 

“Why does that sound awfully like an African proverb?” “Because it is Sis, because it is”

We had laughed over it. Now that I looked at them, the thought crossed my mind again but I ignored it and just went over to my husband to share with him a kiss that said all I needed to say to him. I hoped he could hear it.

The little gets together ended with Sofia and her girls clearing the place out and cleaning up. I was going to put father and daughter to bed while I supervised the cleaning but he had pulled me back,

“Stay with an old man tonight my love, Sophia will take care of the cleaning… that is what I pay her for.” 

I smiled warily and fell into his arms. As he reached for the bedside switch, I gently took his hands off it. I knew that he wanted to do it because he was shy, maybe ashamed of his body. He was an older man and he had his nice share of wrinkles. He looked at me askance and I whispered quietly in his ears…

“When I said “I do,” I meant it… all the way.”
I could see the emotions in his eyes and as I gently undressed him and let him undress me, it grew. Eventually when I kissed him on the lips, nipples, belly button and moved to his rather wrinkleless eggplant, he knew I meant business tonight. I kissed him as lovingly as children kiss popsicles and his moans were very rewarding. When I finally sat on him and started to ride him up and down, for the first time in a while… I could feel myself really yielding to his body…

“I will not need my dildo tonight” 

I thought as I started to approach the top. As I got to the top and tumbled down the side, I could feel him cum down beside me. I fell heavily on him and he wrapped me in his big arms. For the first time in a while, I felt myself complete. I had a man, I loved him. I had a child, I loved her. And I had a lot of money… needless to say thatI loved it. My life was perfect. Now that my stepsom was coming home, the family will be complete. I sighed like the contented woman that I was and slept in the arms of my man. I felt beautiful… didn’t even bother to shower!

CHAPTER 4 

THERE HE COMES

Three days later, I was dressing up to meet my stepsom at the air port. Justine was excited and he talked about him all the time. Somehow… I also worked myself into a mini frenzy. I made sure everything was perfect. Even Michelle looked her adorable best and even carried a bouquet of flowers for her brother. As we stepped into the car and drove towards the airport, a comfortable silence fell on everyone and we just enjoyed it.

As I usually did after a few minutes of silence… I dissolved into my own mind and soon I was back in the hotel room. We had hung out together for a while after before he drove me home. I got home and he got introduced to Denis briefly and when we said goodbye, I was clutching a wad of notes. I counted it and it was five thousand dollars. I was so surprised that my hand started to shake. I had never touched that much money in my life and I honestly had no idea what to do with it or where to start from. I put it in a sock, under my bed and just sat on the bed thinking about what to do with all that money. Denis came into the room and asked me why I was shaking so badly, I didn’t know how to tell him that we now had five thousand dollars, so I just told him that I had a bit of a chill. That night, I slept with one eye open. I knew very well that I had to leave the neighborhood. If I didn’t, I would be putting Jay in danger. The following morning, I told Denis to take his most important stuff and put them all together. We were leaving the slums. I wore some of Cynthia’s old clothes again and walked back into town.

“We are leaving the slums!” I sang to myself all the way. I went into a better part of town where they had apartment buildings and after walking around for barely thirty minutes, I came on one that had
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On a board in front of it. I went into it and made enquiries. I got a small apartment with a small living room, two bedrooms, and one bath in between the bedrooms such that the bathroom had three doors. One led in from each room and the third led into the living room. There was a small kitchen and even though it was not necessarily the Buckingham palace, it was so way better than the place I was planning to leave. I paid two thousand, five hundred in cash for the place. When I got the keys… I felt like I was walking on air. I felt like Cinderella in her transformed outfit.

The landlord, a grumpy old man with rashes on his head nearly ate my head off when I requested for a receipt. But I insisted and swore I’d return his keys and have my money back if I didn’t get a receipt ASAP. He grudgingly fished out one from under his stack f books and soon, I had a proof of payment for the money I paid. I went back home with smiles on my face. By the end of that week, I had moved into my new house with my brother and I had met Jay at the hotel more than thrice. Everything was going smoothly.

Talking of “smoothly”… I think the car stopped moving. I must have been nearly dozing off when the limo pulled to a stop at the airport; we all walked to the terminal and waited. The excitement was starting to wear off… in its place was a certain anxiety and I just didn’t know where it was coming from or why it was there. Was I worried that my stepsom would not like me? I didn’t think so. People liked me… it had always been the biggest thing about me. And I somehow didn’t think he would be any different. Something was bothering me and I was starting to be bothered about the fact that I was bothered. The paparazzi was starting to take pictures, I shook myself out of the thoughts and smiled happily for the cameras. CLICK CLICK CLACK!

CLICK CLACK CLICK!! CLICK CLICK CLICK!!! CLACK CLACK CLACK!!!
The camera was not on me anymore, neither was it on Justine or Michelle, I looked across the room and there he was, the last person that I ever wanted to see. It was a daydream dressed like a nightmare and I instantly felt faint. He was unmistakable. Still looked every inch like him… but wait a minute! Why are the paparazzi taking photos of him…? Then it clicked he is Jay… to me or simply J.J meaning… Justine Junior! Damn. He is the long awaited stepsom and the same father of my child. As the realization hit me, everywhere became hazy, everyone became twos and threes, everyone became very much taller and everywhere became stuffy. The crowd pressed and it started to feel like walls were closing in on me. I desperately wanted to say something… shouts… yell… cry… anything: but all I could do was glare at the man in disbelief and belief at the same time. Even as I touched the ground and the crowd rushed forward to help… the thoughts came back. With a vengeance, I was back there… in that room.

****** 

We worked very hard on our new house, Denis and I. we scrubbed, washed, dusted, nailed, pulled, pushed, and practically did all forms of jobs on the house. By the time we were done, the house had taken on a totally new look. I was proud of myself and my brother. We sat down later, exhausted but excited to talk about things. I had called Jay to let him know where we were, he seemed surprised at how fast things happened but he was happy for me. For us. In our conversation, I discovered the kind of background he came from did not afford him the opportunity of knowing that house rent could ever be as low as two thousand five hundred. He was a thorough bred silver spoon baby and he did not hesitate to act like one. Within the first three weeks of our friendship, he was constantly shopping for me and for the house. I was thoroughly spoilt and even as I begged him to stop. He begged me to not have him stop. Eventually I just accepted every new gift with a gracious “thanks”.

In the second month of our friendship, one night when we had been out again, we came home very late, drunk but not with liquor… we were in high spirits and super excited. It was too late to have him drive all the way uptown alone so I asked him to stay. We stayed up very late… telling each other stories of our lives before each other and at some point, I don’t really remember who leaned in first, we kissed. It was soft and gentle and filled with passion. I could feel the core of my need melting into sweet slippery juice even before he put his hand in my pant to feel it. When he rolled over to put me on him, he slipped my panties down my hips with a deftness that screamed “experience” and even I was carried away right up until the moment when I felt the sharp unmistakable pain. He was quite as shocked as I was, he because he never occurred to him that I could be a virgin, I because I wasn’t really thinking about what was happening. I just rolled with it what was going on right up until I realized what had happened. He withdrew quickly, as if he had been stung by an insect. Just as a sort of confirmation, looked between my lap to see the small stain of blood. Then he looked at himself, and on seeing the same stain just sat down on the bed. He didn’t say anything for a while… and just when I was starting to think I had grossly offended him, he said

“I am so sorry” 

I looked at him, realizing at that moment that this was the man I’d rather do it with, realizing at that moment that I had fallen passionately in love with him; I sat up too finally, and gently pulled hum to me, taking his instantly erect penis and putting it back in me. With just some amount of resistance this time. We rose and fell like the inflections of an opera and when we fell finally, it was together and glorious. We lay there in a tumble for the ensuing hours that were spent sleeping.

We met every other night after that, and made hot passionate love each time. We were in love, and even though none of us voiced it, we knew we were in love. Or so it seemed until he stopped coming. All efforts to reach him proved abortive and to make matters worse, when I started falling sick, I was confirmed pregnant at the hospital. The dream turned into a nightmare so fast that I didn’t even know how to react as I was in a state of shock for months. I mourned him like he had died because that was how it felt to me, I cried nonstop for days and would have died myself but for the presence of Denis who was a constant source of strength and inspiration. And I couldn’t bear to die because I couldn’t bear to leave him alone. Did I forget to mention that he was deaf and dumb?

Nine months went by like days and almost in a flash, I had my bundle of joy in my arms. She was beautiful and rosy; I was almost tempted to name her just that…rosy. I got a job as a maid in a dairy in the south. This diary was a subsidiary of Justine and Justine global investments and thus how I met Justine senior…this story is going to be a bad one… I kept telling myself at first when he started paying me so much attention. But then, he was every bit of a charmer as his predecessor… I needed to give my baby the best I could say my hands on… we were married by the time she was nine months old. About seventeen months after the sudden disappearance of my beloved.

CHAPTER 5 

YOU ARE WELCOME, STRANGER

I came to a few hours later having been sedated. The doctor claimed that I was under intense stress and needed rest. My little girl was in a chair to my right and my husband and stepsom were each standing on each side of the door. They both looked quite worried and involved. I pretended to be asleep still for another near thirty minutes to see if they would talk about me, but all they exchanged were dry pleasantries and opinions on how soon I would be awake. Michelle noticed that I was awake first and called out

“Mommy”! 

She was on me in a flash… plastering my face with wet kisses and asking me if I was sick and why I was sick and when I would stop being sick all at once. She was also clicking away on her camera at imaginary golden moments that we were sharing or about to share. She soon dragged Jay forward to introduce as her brother

Meet my brother mommy, his name is Jay.” She had said just before turning to Jay and asking him to say hello to mommy. Jay said hello quietly and stepped back quickly. Obviously, still recovering from his own shock. My Mich was having to do a lot of explaining though and was chattering away about how Jay could not bring proper flowers because he only came back today and hadn’t had time to do any shopping. She promised that she had lectured him on how important it is to bring flowers to a sick person and all. On and on she rambled until I felt I should surely drown in her chatter. Finally, Justine stepped forward and took my hand in his, placing a light adoring kiss on my forehead, he said… “You gave me a hell of a scare right there Steph, I could have died you know, please don’t fall sick or die on me baby…”

He whispered and I cannot even begin to expl ain how embarrassing the whole situation was. Having Jay stand there and watch his father whispering sweet nothings to me… I was filled with anger. Anger that he was not dead as I had feared, as I had thought and perhaps as I later came to hope secretly. I was filled with anger that he would disappear and leave me with our child alone. With nowhere to go or anyone to turn to. I was mad that he had shown me what it meant to love only to snatch it from me at the height of it. I was little more than a kid for god’s sakes and I know that we never professed anything, but we felt something. Or at least I felt something and I believe he should have respected that enough to tell me when he got tired of the relationship.

I closed my eyes and pushed away the tears that were forming in them. When I opened them, Jay was no longer in the room. I closed my eyes and fell back into a sleep that had once again been induced by the drug that the doctor had come in to inject into my drip. As I dozed off, I could see the past again… I pushed it away from me but it came closer… I could feel it fighting to be remembered, refusing to be repressed. Eventually, I surrendered to the demands of my mind. I let myself drift. I let my mind wander.

***** 

The immediate months after the wedding had been spent quietly. Together but apart in all non physical aspect of the word. I concentrated on my little one and he went to all his games and drank his wine.

There wasn’t much else to do and I soon became bored. I didn’t work… there was no need to. But with the advent of the boredom, I started to crave something to do so I persuaded him to help me set up my own beauty salon and spa. Needless to say that the throng of super rich women that patronized my salon provided the much needed entertainment by gossiping about everybody else and their family. It was from them that I first heard that my predecessor, Justine’s previous wife had died fifteen years ago and he had since then handled his son with hands of iron. The little bugger had taken to hanging out with friends downtown in the Dangerous side of town so his father had sent him packing to the U.S of A for the time being. I felt sorry for the man I married and decided to draw close to him, give our marriage a real shot at bringing us both the happiness that we both so obviously lacked and craved.

The following Friday when he dressed up to go watch one of his favorite games, I was also dressed, ready to accompany him. Determined to get to know my husband. That was to be the first of our many nights out together. Maybe watching a game but more often disguised as ordinary people and walking the streets in the cities of Canada. We didn’t have passion, but quietly, we grew to appreciate each other and do the little things that mattered for each other without either of us having to ask. He stepped into the shoes of “daddy” full with my little girl and indeed to my surprise, Michelle called “papa” first before learning to address me properly. The old dog had been teaching her to say the word for a long time before I found out. By the time she was two and a half, she was indeed spending more time with her “papa” than with me. I was glad.

CHAPTER 6 

OPEN ARMS

Before his arrival date, I had had the whole house decorated in his honor. I had “welcome home Justine Junior” written in bold letters and put everywhere. I had balloons flying around and even Michelle had her own stuff put up. She had the best of her photos printed and put up in his room. We made the house look so welcoming and accepting that if all had gone according to plan, we would all be one happy family by now. Now as I walked into the house, it was “welcome home Stephanie” and “welcome home mommy” I was seeing all over the place. I knew Justine senior… my husband did not do any of it, Sophia could not have done it at her own discretion and Mich was too little to have handled it all on her own. There was only one reasonable explanation; Jay had decided to mock me. I was pissed but I went upstairs like a good girl and stayed in bed as her lordship the doctor had commanded. Everyone came upstairs to say welcome home and get well soon. When it was Jay’s turn… his father bustled in with him and in his usual self started to introduce us but Jay cut him short.

“Its okay dad…” he said “I can do the introductions.” 

Justine looked at him, bemusedly stepped back and allowed him space to introduce himself. My heart was pounding in my heart and I could feel the adrenaline pumping in me. He came close to the bed and in a courteous manner said

“I’m Justine junior… but you can just call me Jay. Nice to meet you Mrs. Mathews.” He said and stretched out his hand for a seeming handshake but he kissed it instead. Justine laughed out loud and in his boisterous manner said
“You haven’t changed one bit… Jay. I’m just glad that you’re home to stay and are not mad at me anymore.”

Still looking at me, more like into my eyes… Jay answered his father with…
“You have no idea” 

He got up abruptly and left… giving a curt “bye” and disappearing almost immediately. I was both relieved and tense. “What now?” I thought… I closed my eyes briefly and was going to open them again when Michelle bustled it… I kept them closed.

***** 

Later that month, when I saw Jay again…(for he had been making it a point to avoid me) it was at dinner and he had showed up unexpectedly. Justine had been spending a lot of time at home. “Nursing his beloved beautiful wife back to health” the media said. But really, I had hardly spent a full twenty-four hours in bed. I had been up and about and if anything, I could say it was Justine who had been taking so much rest.

Jay came to dinner with a bouquet of flowers… “For the lovely Ms Mathews” he said 

And Justine put the flowers in a vase before coming back to the table. We ate in silence and after the meal… I sat in the living room to watch some movies with Michelle, Justine decided to retire early so he went upstairs and well… Jay just sort of hung around. He would go in, and then come out of a room, go from one room to the next… raided the kitchen even though he had just had a very sumptuous meal and even Michelle noticed and said to him on one of his rounds around the house.

“Jay, you seem restless. Are you okay?”
He had laughed it off and decided to sit down on another sofa and watch the movie with us. 

Michelle sle pt off soon after… I was going to get one of the helps to help take her to her room but Jay stepped in before I could. “I’ll take her…” he said. Stepping in at the same time and lifting the sleeping Michelle into his arms. Her silly camera still clutched in her hands. He climbed the stair with her in his arms easily. I followed a step behind and on getting to Michelle’s door; I rushed forward to get the door for him. He went into the room and put her on the bed gently, he pulled the covers over her and looked at her for a bit before standing up and coming back out. I closed the door after him and did a double take towards the living room. I wanted to switch off the T.V and other electronic appliances before going to bed. Just as I put off the room heater and got ready to go upstairs, I saw Jay at the doorway, leaning against the door frame. My heart jumped as it normally did these days. I decided to say good night like there was nothing up.

“Good night” I said as I tried to walk past him and be on my way. “Welcome back”

He said. I nodded and was going to go past him when he pulled me to him. Squeezing me into his embrace. I tried to fight out of the hug, but he had his arms all around me. Holding me firmly in place without hurting me. Eventually, I stopped struggling in the hope that he would relax his grip and I would break free suddenly.

“Steph!” he whispered audibly enough for me to hear but not for anyone else to.
“I’m so sorry! I swear I didn’t know he was your father” I said… trying very hard not to just burst into tears 

“No… I am sorry. For leaving like that. I’m sorry so sorry Steph.” He held me even closer and I could feel his heart beating so wildly. I didn’t know what to do, every fiber of my being commanded me to run, run away from him but I couldn’t. I let him hold me like that for minutes and when eventually I broke free and got ready to go upstairs… he bent forward to kiss me but I pushed him away.

“Stop that. I’m married” “So?”
“To your father”
“So?”

He kissed me the second time and I couldn’t res ist him. We then drag ourselves into his room out of the passion to have sex. Of course I have missed him, Jay really fucks hard and good. I leaned over to kiss him before he could get to his feet, pushing him back down. My kiss was a little harder and a little more urgent than a “hello” kiss usually is, but I didn’t linger long enough for him to respond. I moved to the back of the bed leaned forward pressing my full breasts against the back of his neck and put my arms over his shoulders and my hands on his chest.

I lowered my head to his ear and whispered, “I wanna fuck your brains out, here, now!” 

I felt his body tense as my words registered in his mind. He turned around and stood up, put his arms around me and pulled me towards him. Our lips met and the kiss was immediately passionate and full of desire. My fingers went directly to his belt and I undid the buckle, the fastener on the waistband of his pants, then lowered the zipper. His cock was already semi hard and I hadn’t even touched him yet. I lowered his pants and his shorts, releasing him from the confines of his clothes.

I crooned, “Ahhhhh…I love to look at you, to watch you grow and get hard in my hand.” 

I gently pushed him back into the chair and kneeled in front of him. My hand was wrapped around his cock, stroking him. His erection was becoming harder and harder by the second. I could feel him swelling under my touch. I bowed my head down and slowly and lightly ran my tongue over the head of his fully erect rod. I opened my lips and covered the entire head of his cock, sucking him inside of me. He felt my lips moving down his shaft. My tongue was swirling around and around and I could feel the soft head pressing against the roof of my mouth. I looked up towards his face. His eyes were closed at that moment but when I applied a little stronger suction and lightly grazed my teeth along his shaft, I heard him gasp as his hips raised up. He opened his eyes and looked down at me and watched me make love to his beautiful cock.

I moved my head backwards, taking my mouth away from his cock, but I continued to stroke him. His eyes widened in anticipation. Immediately I put my mouth back over his cock while watching the smile on his face and heard his deep groan. His hand came to the side of my head when my fingers reached under his balls to lightly scratch the sensitive area between his anal opening and his balls. I could feel the wetness between my legs.

After a while he pushed me to the bed and striped me naked. I saw his hard penis and I was so excited anticipating his penis inside of me.

“C’mon fuck me hard, let it inside of me”, I said .
He decended on me like a spirit and out of the excitement I shouted, “fuck me hard” 

My words had effect on me, then he started move faster, going up and down frequently. Hmm mm, it was a nice sex. After like ten minutes he cum and I couldn’t wait for the next round.

After I left his room my heart was beating so fast that I could almost hear it. I went into the room and laid down beside my husband… he was sleeping like a baby. Snoring softly. I pulled the covers around him properly. He was a good man; he didn’t deserve the events that were starting to rear their ugly heads in his life right now. As I lay down beside him that night, I could feel the gloom that would descend on my home by the end of the year. Melancholy settled on me and I soon found myself sniffling. It was one AM but he still heard me crying, he drew me into his arms and mumbled something about why I shouldn’t be crying. He kissed me lightly and was soon snoring again. As I snuggled closer into his seventy years old arms, I made a mental not to avoid all compromising situations from then on, I was starting to love this man and I never wanted to break it up.

CHAPTER 7 

HAD I KNOW

I was unable to have a good night sleep for a while after our encounter. Jay’s presence in the same house was making me restless. Apart from our history, I was finding it difficult to concentrate on anything. Anything at all. He was in my face all the time and he seemed to be trying to bring back memories of us all the time. He would wear that same cologne that he used to wear back then, go around the house with a pen dangling from one ear; he would go out and come back home all muddy and dirty… obviously having been rolling in the sand outside. Amongst other things, he just started to do so many things that made it seem like we were back in those days. I was getting frustrated both emotionally and mentally. I started to avoid him in the hopes that things would just go away eventually. It didn’t happen. My urge to masturbate started to come back. I was starting to feel lonely again and I decided to step out for a bit.

One afternoon, I had been to the saloon and had my hair done for no reason at all. I had my nails fixed, my brows nipped and my body massaged. I was there for hours, when I was done eventually, I felt better than I had felt in days. I drove home and the house was empty. Michelle was having a sleepover, Justine was having a board meeting and the staff had all retired to their quarters. I wasn’t bothered… I could call any of them anytime I wanted them. I retired to the pool side and lay down at the poolside. The breeze was soothing, the sky was blue, the water was cool and I started to doze off. Sometime later, when I felt like I had had my fill of the breeze and the warm evening sun, I started to get up from the beach towel that I had spread outside when our eyes met. It was obvious that he had been there for a while. I didn’t know how long but I was sure he had been there for a while. Even though I still had my bikinis on, I felt very naked, standing in the sun with the breeze blowing around me in that caressing manner.

Suddenly, I saw Jay looking at me and I could feel his eyes roving over my body. Immediately, I wrapped my beach towel around my body and walked towards the screen doors in the distance. I walked past him rather fast and straight into the house. I went straight to the fridge and got myself a jug of yoghurt. I gulped down the first and then the second and the third.

He came in after me at a slow pace. Like a predator, he walked … more like pranced around the room in a semi circular motion. Even though he was not near me, I felt closed in. I wondered if I should follow my instinct and run up the stairs or if I should be bold and brazen and trust myself to resist this son of the devil. I knew what was coming, I could feel it. He wasn’t touching me yet but I could feel the tension in my stomach growing by the second. It was literally becoming difficult to breath. I turned around, suddenly made up my mind and started to walk very fast towards the stairs that would lead me to my part of the building. He came after me at top speed this time and before I actually got to the foot of the stairs. He grabbed me around the waist and brought me crashing to his body with a vengeance. I didn’t even get the chance to think, his lips were on mine in minutes and even as I struggled weakly to get out of his grasp, but there was nothing I could do. He was big and he was strong. He awakened sleeping monsters in me and they made me weak in the knees. Before I could summon up enough courage to actually make an absolutely definite move to stop was going, he was lifting me into the air and heading towards his own part of the house. When we were in his room, there wasn’t much to undress as the bikinis were all I had on. (The beach towel having dropped half way up the stairs) He kissed me passionately, touching, fondling, reaching for my breasts and suckling. I was exploding in my body and mind and just when I thought I was ready to burst, he lowered his body into the bed and holding my legs apart with both hands, he started to move his tongue around my clitoris. He flicked, ran his tongue around, sucked and licked for what seemed like eternity. I was moaning continually and loudly. I constantly tried to control myself but I also constantly found myself wanting to shout out in happiness. I climaxed in his mouth before he finally rose, in all his masculine pride and put his long, hard voluptuousness in me. His movement was slow and steady, he filled me up every inch and I could feel him pulsating inside me. Every movement sent shivers down my spine and I climbed the orgasm hills over and over again. Eventually, when we were both spent, and the excitement was over, I could feel my own shame washing over me. I rose from the bed with my head bowed. I was unhappy but then I was happy. As I left the room, I knew I was doomed to do it again and again.

CHAPTER 8 

UNREST STAR

I was still in bed later that day when my husband came back from somewhere… he came straight up to my room and we chatted quietly for about an hour. Our relationship was strengthening and I could feel it. These days, he talked to me more often and more sincerely. At first… I thought it was some sort of new resolution of his which would wear out soon enough. But then the first week went past, and the second, and the third… my husband kept up his act and I was starting to get used to it. I enjoyed the new attention and how genuine it seemed. I enjoyed the little gifts and the little kisses. We even had sex more just like a day Justine came back from work and both of us were so horney. After the dinner, he kissed me passionately. Teasingly I asked,

“Dо уоu want thе whоlе me оr аrе you too tired?” 

“I think fоr nоw I juѕt nееd tо find thе bеdrооm…аlthоugh I doubt еithеr of us will bе finding sleep аnуtimе ѕооn,” hе ѕаid, his еуеѕ rаking оvеr my bоdу, аnd rеасhing оvеr hе grаbbеd my ass аnd pulled mе close, kiѕѕing mе dеерlу. Hе рiсkеd mе uр, аnd ѕеt mе gеntlу on thе bеd.

“I wаnt tо take my timе nоw, еnjоу еvеrу inсh оf you”
“Mmmm sounds grеаt”

I took оff mу pyjamas аnd ѕlid оut of my раntѕ, I lаid оut оn the bed naked. He ѕmilеd аррrесiаtivеlу, and tоld me tо roll оvеr. 

Obеуing, I rоllеd оn mу stomach аnd felt соld oil bеing poured оn my bасk. I had left mу mаѕѕаgе оil оut on mу dresser, аnd I соuld ѕее hе wаѕ рlаnning оn mаking good use of it. The gооѕе bumрѕ thаt had рорреd uр from thе соld mаѕѕаgе оil ԛuiсklу disappeared as his wаrm hаndѕ rаn uр аnd dоwn mу back, knеаding mу ѕоrе spots аnd саuѕing a wаvе оf rеlаxаtiоn to ѕрrеаd оvеr me. Nеxt hе mаѕѕаgеd mу fееt, my calves аnd thighѕ. Kiѕѕing mе behind my knееѕ, I ѕighеd and ѕhivеrеd, feeling his wаrm hands lightly brush mу inner thighs.

Sрrеаding my lеgѕ wider for еаѕiеr access, he inсhеd hiѕ fingers up, bаrеlу brushing my trimmеd muff. Hе grаbbеd the oil аgаin, and I fеlt сооl oil triсklе dоwn mу аѕѕ. Making ѕurе hiѕ finger was well lubed; he ѕlоwlу slid hiѕ fingеr intо my аѕѕ, еliсiting a lоud mоаn of pleasure. I hаd nеvеr еxреriеnсеd anything anal, аnd thе instant ѕurgе оf wеtnеѕѕ proved tо me I wоuld love it. Tеаѕinglу ѕliding his finger in and оut, hiѕ frее hand rеасhеd down and trасеd lаzу сirсlеѕ оvеr mу аlrеаdу ѕwоllеn сlit with his thumb, аnd with twо other fingеrѕ hе penetrated mу ѕilkу wet hоlе.

All thiѕ ѕtimulаtiоn was too much for mе, withоut wаrning I fеlt mу рuѕѕу ѕtаrt tо tinglе аnd quiver. I ѕсrеаmеd and mу vagina clenched hiѕ fingеrѕ tightly аnd an оrgаѕm hit mе like аn осеаn wаvе, роuring аll over mу bоdу, making mу muѕсlеѕ spasm in рlеаѕurе.

“Justine… Gоd…. Thаt fеlt inсrеdiblе” I gаѕреd. He rоllеd mе over and kiѕѕеd mе once оn the lips, then dеliсаtеlу licked mу еаr, nibbling gеntlу on mу еаrlоbе. Wоrking hiѕ wау dоwn mу nесk, ѕuсking аnd kiѕѕing mе ѕоftlу, hе took a brеаѕt in his hand аnd massaged it whilе he ѕuсklеd on mу niррlе. Mоаning, I rаn mу hаndѕ through hiѕ ѕоft dаrk hаir.

“I nеvеr said I was finiѕhеd Stephanie ,” 

In one swift mоtiоn he plunged hiѕ rосk hаrd cock into mе, thе thiсknеѕѕ оf it tоtаllу filling mе up and stretching mу рuѕѕу аѕ fаr as it could gо.

“Oh gоd уоu аrе so tight” hе grоаnеd аnd ѕlоwlу slid in аnd оut оf mу slick ѕnаtсh, each thruѕt going dеер аnd mаking mе mоаn. We lосkеd liрѕ, panting аnd mоаning tоgеthеr. Sооn his kisses grеw harder and mоrе impassioned, I rеѕроndеd by raising mу hiрѕ tо mееt hiѕ thrusts, оur pace bесоming fаѕtеr.
“Fuсk me hаrdеr Justine!” I screamed, rаking mу fingеrѕ асrоѕѕ his bасk, mу nаilѕ digging in deep. He thruѕt his hiрѕ wildly, driving hiѕ сосk hаrd аnd dеер, hiѕ balls ѕlаррing against mе, аnd thе ѕеnѕаtiоn оf аn оrgаѕm ѕрrеаd оvеr mу bоdу уеt аgаin.

“Oh ѕhit I’m соming!” hе уеllеd, аѕ I screamed the same. 

Mу рuѕѕу сlеnсhеd his thrоbbing сосk аnd my juiсе роurеd аll over him, and a second lаtеr he ѕсrеаmеd mу name аnd I felt his сum ѕhооt dеер inѕidе me.

Hе withdrew hiѕ сосk from my still quivering сunt. Pаnting he collapsed оn top оf mе, аnd thеn rоllеd to my side. It was indeed a night to remember.

By this time, even Jay seemed to have forgotten all about me and what we once meant to each other. He was courteous and friendly but that was all there was to it. He struck up a relationship with Michelle and soon, they were the best of buddies. Eating together, shopping together, and talking about boys! Boys! What would a seven year old know about boys? But Jay was her partner in crime and they took lots of weird pictures together. They obviously shared the passion for photography and the more those two hung out together, the more worried I became that Jay had no idea that she was his daughter. He must have assumed that she was his sister. I didn’t know what to do. Should I tell him? Or should I tell Justine first about how our daughter was actually fathered by his son. The confusion and whirlwind thoughts that were going on in my head started to depress me and I found myself drinking even more alcohol than I used to. My life was on the rocks… I could feel it but I had no idea how to handle it. Denis was far away in Africa… getting traditional remedy that claimed it could cure his deafness. I don’t know how that is even possible. He wasn’t around to discuss with in this sort of situation. I decided to send him an e-mail. Ask his advice.

***** …beep…
Email received…
One new email…
Read…

“HELLO BABY GIRL, I AM FINE HERE. THESE NIGERIAN NITIVES ARE SO HILLARIOUS. THEY MAKE A JOKE OUT OF EVERYTHING. I FEEL LIKE WHATEVER THEY ARE DOING IS WORKING SIS, THESE PEOPLE MIGHT JUST BE REAL. THE OTHER DAY THOUGHT I HEARD SOMETHING. A HEAVY SOUND… SOMETHING LOUD. I TOLD THE DOCTOR ABOUT IT BUT HE THIKS IT MIGHT BE MY IMAGINATION AT WORK. HE CLAIMS THAT WHEN I START TO HEAR, THERE WOULD BE NO QUESTION ABOUT IT.

ABOUT YOUR ISSUE… IT IS A TOUGH ONE OVER THERE SIS… I THINK YOU SHOULD TELL JUSTINE. BUT I’M GONNA NEED YOU TO WAIT TILL I GET BACK. SO THAT I CAN BE WITH YOU NO MATTER WHAT. I’LL BE BACK IN NOVEMBER… THINK YOU CAN HOLD OUT THAT LONG? I LOVE YOU TOO BIG SIS. TAKE CARE. SEND MY LOVE TO MUNCHKIN.

P.S
I just might be bringing home an Indian girl… you never know… if she will have me that is. 

I read the mail a second time and then a third time. I realized that I wasn’t the only one who had problems. When Denis asked me to wait till he gets back… he meant he needed to be with me whatever happened… but he also meant that if I tell Justine about his son now, he might file for a divorce and might stop funding Denis’s treatment in Africa. Telling him about it right away would be unfair to Denis. I’d have to wait till that sort of expense is out of the way. I sighed again and again and then deleted the message. About a week after the mail, Justine got called away to Paris on business. He had been complaining bitterly that someone was doctoring the company’s accounts and stealing from us. He was going to Paris to fix it once and for all. I saw him off to the airport and after exchanging warm hugs and kisses, with the paparazzi watching of course, he was on his way. He would be back soon… what was five days?

“Come back home soon…please” I said with tears lurking in my voice
“Oh common young lady, I’m not going away forever… it’s just Paris. I’ll be back soon okay?” 

“Be careful…” he laughed out loud at this and said…
“Baby, I’m not going there to fight a tiger… I’m going there to..,”

“He caught himself just in time. I looked at him with pleading eyes and begged him to continue, 

“Go on … please tell me, talk to me babe please!”
Never mind…”he said. “No need to bother my princess with this”

I shook my head vigorously… “I want to be bothered!” I all but exclaimed but he shook his head again and gave me that dimpled sad smile. I could feel the frustration welling up inside of me… I was going to cry and I was fighting it valiantly. I needed him to be open with me… I didn’t feel like my marriage was complete without it. We talked but never talked about is work and professional life. I knew he wasn’t into anything illegal… he just didn’t seem to be capable of anything that might prospectively put him in trouble. He was a straight shooter of a man and was open about most everything except his finances and business. I had been to the company, I had spent time there with him, I had even sat in on some meetings in his stead but that was all there was to it. I felt like an outside anytime he started being so secretive. Ever since Jay came back from the U.S, he had been moody and uncomfortable with almost everything and everybody. They fought often and their relationship was deteriorating daily. At first, I thought they were ordinary father-son squabbles but then I had noticed that Jay seemed to be making efforts to piss his old man off. Why? I wondered but the more that I thought about it, the more I could see that I was the main source of their squabbles. When Jay had first come, he had point blankly told his father that he disapproved of him marrying a person so young.

“You’re fit to be her father dad… this is ridiculous”
Justine had replied him with…
“She makes me happy… don’t you want me to be happy?”

“Any woman with firm breasts and tight ass can make you happy dad… I believe we both know that.”
“This is different Jay… you know it.”
“No dad, I don’t know it. I don’t know how to address her… should I call her ‘mom’? Or should I just call her by her name?” “Common Jay, this is not something that should even be an issue and you know it.”
“But it is an issue for me… I don’t like that you are married to her of all people” 

“Wait a minute, do you know her before now?”
“What! No…not at all. I just think she might be a gold digger “That is for me to bother about. If she is a gold digger, I’d know” “Are you saying that she’s not?”

“I’m saying that I don’t think she is. She has had nearly seven years to dig gold if that was her aim. She hasn’t tried anything till now.”

They didn’t know that I was eavesdropping. They talked long in to the night, with Jay trying very hard to convince his father that I was a bad choice. Their conversation that day had me wondering if he really thought I was a gold digger or he was just talking out of jealousy. After thinking about it for a while, I came to the conclusion that he must have said it out of jealousy. Even so, I was hurt and disappointed. I consoled myself by telling myself that men were generally slimy double faced liars.

As Justine got on his private jet that day, I felt very low, very sad. Involuntarily, I felt the tears course down my face. I didn’t stop watching until his plane disappeared into the distance. I dabbed my eyes with my white kerchief and turned to go home. I called the chauffeur and had him pick me up at the private taxi way.

CHAPTER 9 

THE UNREST PERSIST

My melancholy cleared up when Michelle came over with her camera and started to take awkward pictures of my big toe from different angles. It was hilarious and I could not help but laugh about it. While on this Jay came in and greeted which I answered. He said goodbye and as he went out the door…

I turned on Sophia and Michelle with all the anger I could muster… 

“You guys are so annoying. When did you start using the N word? Did I teach you that or did you hear me say it? You are going to start getting punished if you do not behave yourself from now on.” I said angrily.

“I’m sorry mommy, ill not say it anymore”
“Okay sweetheart. Be good now okay?”

“Okay mommy. ..” she said. There was no note of finality in her tone which usually meant that she still had something to say. The fact that she hadn’t said it yet meant that it was something I would not like. I ignored her and stood up to go to my room. I was suddenly feeling weak and I needed to rest. And I was hungry.

I called for the maid to bring my food upstairs, and I went up to the room. About ten minutes later, there was a knock on the door. 

“Come in” I said loudly enough for the person to hear. I was expecting the maid to come in, but it was Jay who came in. I was in bed with the covers up to my chin when he came in. he looked worried even though he was very casual in his demeanor.

“What’s wrong with you? Missing your husband?”
I smiled in spite of myself and watched him as he walked over to the side of the bed and sat down. He had a white T-shirt and a pair of old faded jeans on. He was very different from the randy young man that I had known about eight years before. He was older, more matured, calmer and in more ways than one, attractive. As he sat at the side of my bed, without touching me, I could feel the blood rushing around and my core pulsating gently. More like demandingly.

“Something like that, what are you doing around, I thought you had business to attend to?” I said. 

Desperately trying to find something else to concentrate on beyond the closeness of his body to mine and the desperately sexy smell of his sweat.

“Well, I think I deserve a break… don’t I?”
“It depends on what you have been doing. What have you been doing Jay?”
“Well, this and that… you know”
“No, I don’t know.” I answered quietly. “Tell me what you’ve been doing” 

He looked at me in a suspicious manner and said
“Do you have a question for me Steph?”

“No… not really. I was just wondering what efforts you’ve been making to get rid of me… or at least destroy the relationship between your father and I”

He looked at me arrogantly and started to get up.
“Hold on Jay…” I said, he stopped and looked back

“I know you don’t like what is going on here. I don’t like it either. But this is our reality now and I cannot do anything about it” 

“I know.” That was all he said. It was quiet… almost inaudible. If I didn’t know better, I’d say he didn’t say anything at all. I closed my eyes and rolled on my side. I slept off in no time.

*****
My phone was ringing… I tried to ignore it but it refused to be ignored. It rang again and again. Eventually, I decided to pick it and probably dispatch whoever it was by promising to call back later. When I picked the call, it was a male voice. Something about it brought a chill to my heart. I could feel it in my bones, something was wrong and I really didn’t want to know it.

“Hello” the voice was insistent… obviously tired of the silence on my end. Finally, I spoke into the phone. 

“Hello”
“Am I on to Mrs. Mathews?”
“Yes you are… can I help you?”

“Well, your husband, Mr. Justine Mathews was involved in an accident… he is in ST Andrews…” I was not listening to him anymore. I was frozen on the bed… trying to block it out. I just sat there for a long while. A long long while.

Eventually, whe n I decided to stand up from the bed, I could feel my legs shaking. I walked downstairs, trying desperately to keep it together. I got back on the phone…

“Hello Rose… book me on the next available flight to Paris.” “Will it be just you Mrs. Mathews?”
“I believe so… but book for two just in case.”

I walked to Jay’s room, paused at the door and knocked. He answered in a jiffy, a bemused smile on his face…
“Here to apologize for your mischief young lady?” he asked with a glint of mischief in his eyes
“Justine has been in an accident, he’s in pa
Paris. He needs us” I sounded like I was reading the news… my face was straight. Dry. 

He looked at me with shock on his face, and then went straight into his room. He was back soon enough. Dressed roughly and ready to go.

CHAPTER 10 

SKEPTICAL CLOUDS

We got to the hospital just in time to watch them disconnect the life support machines and pack my husband up. “He has expired” a nurse said to another who was just coming in. I watched as the other waved it off like an unnecessary bother and ask if he’s been “taken care of”. My eyes swam and my gaze started to blur out. My heart slowed, I closed my eyes and tried to take a deep breath but it just didn’t come. All I kept seeing was Justine smiling down at me… telling me he’ll be back soon. Him getting on that plane and the plane disappearing into the distance. I groped… I was groping for something to hold… anything … anything really, my hand touché a wall and I suddenly jerked towards it and grabbed very hard my nails broke. I went down like a pack of cards and I just could feel the tears coursing down my face silently. Disbelief and shock filled my body at the same time and I floated… floated into a dark place, a safe place where the awareness of Justin’s death would be kept from me. A safe place where I could be alone and happy. I floated into that place, grabbed the nearest door, rushed into its confines and slammed it shut just as I heard someone say

“She’s lost consciousness!!! Somebody help!!!”
You know what they say about you having just a moment of clarity before
***** 

It was another two days before I came to and when I did; I could hear what sounded like a thousand machines beeping very loudly all at once. Why did I need this machine? I wondered… bemused and confused. I tried to get up and Jay manifested out of thin air and put a hand on my shoulder.
“Stay down Steph… you need to stay down. I’ll get the doctor”

He rushed out the door, my head rushed from the effort so I obeyed him without question. The doctor came him before him obviously he had been on his way to check me and they had somehow missed each other on the way. He had a bright smile on, it was plastered on his face and it was too bright. I knew something was wrong… very wrong.

“Hello Mrs. Mathews… how are you feeling now?”
“Terrible… everywhere hurts and feels weak”

“Well, that’s the bad news…the good news is that you are three weeks pregnant. Your baby is in good condition as far as we can tell…”

I looked at him, he was skirting the topic, he was trying to stall for as long as possible… I could see that. “But…?” I asked. He looked at me askance and I explained to him

“You are trying to tell me something that you think is nice before dropping a bomb shell on me… what is wrong with me? Pregnancies do not account for two blackouts in less than two months. Not at three weeks.”

He seemed surprised that I would tackle the elephant in the room head first. Realizing that he wasn’t dealing with a nit-wit… he decided to do it the way I wanted it done. He gave it to me straight.

“Okay ma’am, the thing is, you have type two diabetes mellitus. We ran some tests on your blood, but not only was your blood sugar very high, you also manifested the presence of an excessive amount of glucocorticoids in your blood. I immediately requested for your medical information from your hospital in Canada and I did not see a prescription anywhere. Why are you taking glucocorticoids?”

“gliuco-…what?” I asked. Opening my eyes wide in disbelief and confusion?
“You have been ingesting a significant amount of glucocorticoids and it had been inducing a condition that raises your blood sugar. 
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It’s a common side effect of the drug but what I do not understand is why you are ingesting the drugs in the first place. You do not have asthma or anything like that do you?”

I was shocked beyond speechless and just stared at him with my mouth agape. Somehow until that moment I had not remembered that Justine was dead and somehow… something just brought the thought to my mind. And I started to cry. The tears flowed freely and even though I was not making any sounds, my ears were rushing with sounds.

“Were those drugs prescribed for you ma’am?” he asked very gently. I shook my head in answer as I could my trust myself to say anything without making a mess.

“Then why are you taking the drug?” 

I shook my head again and again…I didn’t know how to relate with the news that I was hearing. Something came to my mind and I voiced it

“You said that I’m pregnant… are you sure its three weeks? Not earlier or later…?
“Well, we cannot be sure… but my rough calculation through your hormones level shows you should be just right along that age.” 

I made my own calculations in my head and I came up with the last night I and Justine made love. Didn’t he tell me he had his tubes tied? The baby was not Jay’s… most likely isn’t. But then whose

“I’m not taking any drug doctor… I haven’t had an aspirin in more than a year. Your tests must be wrong” 

g“ no ma’am… the tests are not wrong. If you are sure that you’ve not been taking any drugs, then I think you should consider the possibility that someone has been drugging you and that the act is not aimed at making you healthy. Not when it’s in those quantities.

I looked at him with eyes wide open as reality dawned on me. I might be on my way to death, and someone was strategically doing it to me. Pushing me down that road. I turned on him suddenly, with conviction said…
“Doctor… you have my husband’s body her right? I want a full autopsy done on him. I want every detail, every information no matter how mundane. I want his blood analyzed too. I want it done as fast as possible. Can I trust you?”

“Absolutely ma’am… patient -doctor confidentiality…” “That’s not what I mean doctor and you know it.. can I trust you?” “Yes ma’am…” he said looking at me with compassion.

“Good.” I said before proceeding to whisper in his ear something that might save my life. Somehow I knew that if anyone wanted me dead, they would try again. Maybe in a more desperate manner. He nodded and walked out of my hospital room.

I started to wonder who could want me dead, I couldn’t come with anyone. I lived a pretty private life and stayed out of the way of the paparazzi as much as I could. What the doctor sad would not make any sense to me if I wasn’t in a hospital bed, lying very ill with steroid induced diabetes. The simple life that I had started to carve for myself was falling apart right in front of me and there was nothing I could do about it. The door opened and Jay came in bearing gifts. It was a case of chicken breast and wings. He had not forgotten my favorite. He seemed to be taking his father’s death calmly. Perhaps too calmly for my tastes. I looked at him and almost like a replay… I remembered the conversation we had had about my relationship with Justine. I had told Jay that only death could fix whatever was up with me and Justine and now somehow… the sentence took on a whole new meaning. I could feel my blood going cold at the single thought of it. I tried to convince myself that maybe Jay and Justine had issues from the beginning, Jay would still not kill his own father. But the more I thought about it, the more I found myself asking this same question; what if I was wrong… what if Jay did it?

CHAPTER 11 

UNEASY RESOLUTION

I was still in bed the following morning when the doctor re visited me with the results of the autopsy. I was right. Apart from the fact that Justine also had a very bad case of diabetes and a significant amount of the drug in his system, the autopsy also found that the time of death did not correlate with the time of the accident. Justine had been dead for six hours before the accident occurred. This single discovery showed that the accident was either framed or happened after Justine’s death with his body in the car. When I asked him the obvious question

“If he did not die in the accident, how did he die?” 

The doctor said to me “He died from a single blow to the trachea which then crushed his windpipe and prevented breathing. He died from suffocation…” he kept on explaining to me in so many medical terms how my husband died. I wasn’t interested in the rest of the story. My husband of more than six years had died in such a terrible manner and whoever did it had tried a slower means. Why did he decide to speed things up? What did Justine do to make the killer lose patience? As I thought, only one thing continued to surface on my mind. “Money”

Justine was a billionaire with a multimillion dollar life insurance. He mentioned it to me a couple of times but really, I didn’t remember ever knowing who the beneficiary was. Right there in bed… after the doctor had left, I picked up my phone and called our family lawyer, and elderly British gentleman who thought we had spoilt our little girl beyond all repair.

I called him up and when he answered, he seemed groggy. I had totally forgotten about the time difference. 

“Hello,”
He spoke into the phone rather impatiently.
“It’s Mrs. Mathews on the line”

“It’s not Mrs. Mathews number” he responded with obvious disbelief 

“I know, I’m in Paris right now. I need your help Mr. Davidson. Mr. Mathews is dead. I suspect foul play in his death and I’m wondering who stands to benefit from his life insurance.”

“You are asking me to help you cast serious shadows over someone Mrs. Davidson.”
“I’m asking you to help me get a clue as to all the people who stand to gain something from my husband’s death 

“Well, since you are asking and in light of the circumstances but most importantly, because you are Mr. Mathews’s next of kin, I think I am obliged to tell you what you request to know. Mrs. Mathews, you are the sole beneficiary of Mr. Mathews’ life insurance policy.” He then launched into details of the life insurance policy.

I was surprised, very surprised that he would make me the sole beneficiary of more than seventy million dollars insurance policy. I didn’t know what to say, I just sat there in silence. He must have felt my guilt and discomfort at having assumed that the life insurance policy had something to do with his death. But then it occurred to me that the killer had also been trying to kill me. If I was out of the way, who would then get the money? I grabbed my phone and made to call the old lawyer back, but Jay walked in.

Hello there princess, guess who is here…” he said gaily as he walked in with a rather somber Michelle in tow.
“OMG!!! Mommy, you are so thin I can see your bones” she exclaimed in surprise as I sat up to greet her.
“Well, whose fault is that young lady? Who’s been making mommy worry and talk so much that she lost so much weight?”
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“ I am sorry mommy” she sa id. Wide eyed and innocent looking in all respects. As she fell into my arms, I burst into tears. Realizing for the first time how hard it would be to explain to my baby girl that the man she knew and called her dad all her life had been killed and that I suspected her real daddy who also happened to be her daddy’s son. I held her close and said to her through my hug and tears all what I could not find words to say. We stayed there for only God know when. She slept off and I stared at the ceiling for a long while after.

***** 

The following morning, I still in the hospital bed when three detectives came into the room to tell me what they had found so far. The doctor had done what I trusted him with appropriately. He had hired three detectives who got on the case immediately and started to snoop through every possible thing to find a possible motive and perhaps killer for the crime. While they were in the room briefing me, Michelle came in. Obviously, well recovered from the other day’s emotions and ready to star trouble again. She started to take pictures of the detectives from rather awkward angles. She even attempted to climb the bed side table in the room to be able to take pictures from the top. One of the detectives took interest in what she was doing and asked how long she had been fascinated by cameras. I responded with

“Ever since she first saw one,”
He then faced her and asked,

“Would you mind if I went through your genius collection for the past five months?” 

She was excited that someone was taking a professional “interest” in her “work” so she readily agreed. He took it from her, removed the memory card and swiftly copied all the pictures on it into his minicomputer. They soon left after some routine questions and promised to be back the following day.
The following day when they got back with the results of their scrutiny of my baby’s camera. I was shocked beyond speechless. The pictures that caught their interest started from the day Justine declared that his son was coming back home. The afternoon when Christopher had come to the house and ad tried to intimidate me. It was indeed the last time he had been in the house but then there were three pictures of him giving a bottle of pills to Sophia. The maid of the house. And also pictures of him and Justine on the balcony, they did not seem too happy with each other. The pills that the bottle contained could not be ascertained on the spot. But soon, Sophia was picked up by the police and her confession was shocking. She had been approached by Chris who had convinced her that her bosses had been trying to get pregnant, were having difficulties and needed help. He went on to tell her that Justine was too proud to seek professional help and the drug could be slipped into their food and drinks at intervals to help them get pregnant without either of them knowing what was being done for them. Understandably, little Michelle was to be left out of the drug. She thought she was doing her boss a favor. She wept repeatedly. Swearing her innocence. I believed her.

When Christopher was investigated, it was found that he had cheated the company he ran with his brother Justine out of nearly three billion dollars and the company was officially bankrupt. Justine had trustingly asked his brother to accompany him to the bankin Zurich to put the company’s accounts in order. When Justine was on the verge of discovering what he had done, Christopher had driven his brother out to a deserted wharf and hit him with a crowbar n the chest. Justine’s lungs had collapsed and he had died. Chris had then put him in a car and with the belt around him in the driver’s seat. He had pushed the car off a cliff and that was that.

I sat there while they gave me step by step details of the murder. Christopher had been indicted and was going to be tied both for killing a human being in Paris, and for killing a citizen of Canada. He was also charged with fraud and was found guilty on all counts.

CHAPTER 12 

HAPPY ENDING

I went back home and mourned my husband properly. Somehow, I had matured between the weeks of his death. The passion of my youth remained with me and under the close supervision of experts; my diabetic condition was managed and reduced to an almost insignificant significance. Even though I still loved Jay, I couldn’t bring myself to be with him anymore. I moved away to France where Michelle’s attitude bettered considerably. My unborn baby grew rapidly and even though I briefly contemplated an abortion, I soon gave it up and settled down to expecting my little one. He was born in January twenty seventh, exactly seven months and three weeks since the death of his father. A bouncing bundle of joy.

I cried for both sorrow and joy at his birth and even Jay sent e a congratulatory card. We still exchanged letters till now even though we avoided each other for fear of starting over where we left off. Maybe sometime soon when I have gotten over the death of the kind husband who had come to mean so much to me that I would give up love for him. But as of right now, Justine, Ben Mathews the third of his name is the only love in my life that is worth mentioning. Apart from his jealous sister of course. She started taking pictures again recently. (She had stopped after her father’s death) and I a really glad. I hope she never lets it go. It is her one real bond to the man that took her as his even when he knew she was not.
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